




Third Rail is pleased to annbimce that we have 
been honored by two prestigious organiza

tions. Firstly, Third Rail has been named one 
of the ten best collegiate publications by 

The Natiouy America’s premiere progpressive 
news magazine. Secondly, Third Rail has been 
awarded the Campus Alternative Journalism  
Award for Best Reporting by the Independent 
Press Association, For more details logon to ^

www.HiirdRailM ag.c6 m
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T H I R D  R A I L  E D I T O R I A L

by P. melissa Fisher. 
[ditoMn-Chief

A T - f E ' M P T E &  T H E E T

m  C S I  S T U e i M T

A C illiV IT T ^  F E tS
I T  IS A N  U N F O R T U N A T E  T R U T H  T H A T  M A N Y  

CO LLEG E O F STATEN IS L A N D  (CSI) S T U 
D E N T S  C O M E  T O  C A M PU S O N LY  T O  G O  T O  

CLASS A N D  T H E N  BO LT JU S T  AS S O O N  AS T H E Y  
C A N . It is an even more unfortunate truth that CSI admin
istration— at the highest levels— chooses to take advantage 
of this, and try to get its hands on a piece of our student 
activity fees. So, for those interested and for those unin
formed, I will alert the CSI community to a close call that 
nearly changed the lives of the student body without their 
even noticing it.

See, it seems that CSI has a budget deficit of 1.2 million 
dollars. Now, it also seems that such organizations as Stu
dent Government, publications, 
and other student-based groups 
whose only goals are to im
prove college life all have
surpluses, so Dr. Marlene 
Springer, President of CSI, 
had a brilliant idea to close 
the fiscal gap by sending her 
lackeys to try to strong-arm 
these organizations into vot
ing some of their money to 
her cause. Now, this is not only 
a problem because it is not the students’ re
sponsibility to bail the college out of its financial jam, 
but it would also bring cuts to several campus programs 
and services that the students have come to take for granted, 
if not depend on. It also sets a dangerous precedent. The 
minutes from the CSI Association meeting, the group that 
determines how all student-related funds will be allocated, 
reflect that although the request from the childcare reserves 
would be made only once, Vice-Presidents Podell and 
Aponte indicated that “the college may request funds from 
other earmarked groups [financed through student activity 
fees] again in the fiiture to address budget shortfalls.” So, 
if the Budget Committee of the Association approves this 
once, how much money will those who follow us have to

RAIL •com

give? We should not allow the administration to look to the 
students to solve its accounting woes now or in the future.

When Association met on May 24, 2006, Vice-President 
David Podell “admitted to coming ‘hat in hand’ to request 
$250,000 from student related reserve funds,” according 
to Yoav Gonen, Staten Island Advance May 25, 2006. Vice 
President Podell did not get away with the full quarter-mil- 
lion of our money. He failed to get the $125,000 from “ear
marked groups” (as noted in the minutes from the 5/24 
Association meeting) but he did get $100,000 that was des
ignated for the Children’s Center; this amount is over and 
above any funding the college should attempt to take from 
the pre-school’s $815,000 reserves. This low-cost day care 

facility is crucial to many students who 
H could not attend classes at all with-

0%  out this place to leave their
children. Students with 

children in the center 
pay only two dollars 

an hour to have their 
children cared for. 

Clearly this is not 
enough to keep 
the facility going 
and, as such, it 
depends on other 

funds to subsidize
it. So, that $100,000 would have come from some of CSI’s 
neediest students.

The attempt to take money from the Children’s Center 
is the nastiest blow by Springer and her administration, 
and the worst for public relations, but it is arguably not
the worst for the student body, because it does only affect
students with young children. However, they were seeking 
blood from larger prey— the student activity fees. This is a 
charge on the bill of EVERY CSI student. Full-time stu
dents pay $164, and part-time students pay $100.50 each 
semester (according to bursar). This money is supposed to 
fund clubs, publications, free coffee for evening students.

C S I
b u d g e t  d e f i c i t  
o f  1 . 2  m i l l i o n

d o l l a r s

W A ] ^
B y  T h e  C S I  S t u d e n t  B o d y  

F o r  A t t e m p t e d  T h e f t  o f  

S t u d e n t  A c t i v i t y  F e e s

D A V ID  P O D E L L  
C SI S e n io r V ic e  P re s id e n t fo r  A c a 

d e m ic  A ffa irs /P ro v o s t

A N G E L O  J. A P O N T E  
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P L E A S E  C O N T A C T  T H I R D  R A I L .
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student-events, speakers, comedians and other things to en
rich college life for CSI students. But the administration is 
trying to take chunks of that money, in some cases, double 
dipping by asking for funds at different points of allocation 
that are meant for the students without their knowledge or 
approval. Isn’t that theft?

CSI administration had no problem using a strong-arm 
technique to try to make students believe that they had no 
choice but to give over the monies. Although many of the 
students who sit on the Association have vast experience in 
leadership roles, it must be quite intimidating to have not 
one but two vice presidents of the college come to make a 
presentation and request for funds. That was until a wise 
student senator called The Staten Island Advance. Arishna 
(AJ) Ramphal, now Student Government President, alerted 
the media to the goings on in the administration and the 
matter was brought to the public’s attention.

Always concerned about her public persona. Springer 
quickly turned down any student monies she had been 
given and abandoned her pursuit of any more once the 
press became involved. Springer released a statement to the 
Staten Island newspaper that said, “I have listened to and 
considered the input of our student leaders who have ex
pressed concerns. I have directed administration to quickly 
design an alternative plan.” I don’t believe Springer would 
have paid any attention to our student leaders had their 
“concerns” not appeared in Island-wide print, statements 
like when Michele Payton told Gonen, “We didn’t make 
that deficit. They’re coming to ask us for money because 
we handled our money the right way.” Payton, who serves 
as chair of the Association’s budget committee, also showed 
her concern by saying, “It’s not going to hurt faculty and 
staff; it’s going to hurt students.” These statements are likely 
to drum up a great deal of sympathy for the student body 
and cause the administration to seem like King George, 
proponent of the brilliant tea tax, picking on the poor stu
dent colonists who had no choice but to dump that tea into 
the Boston Harbor.

Robert Huber, a spokesperson for CSI, told The Advance 
on May 26 that “[w]e will balance this budget, the question 
is what recourses we use to do that.” Well, Mr. Huber, let me 
offer you some suggestions. President Springer can pay for 
her own: housing, cook, caterer, driver, cars, etc, that ought 
to save a couple of bucks. You could vote to charge campus 
visitors for parking the way you do students and faculty that 
should bring in some serious cash! You could consolidate Dr 
Springer’s assistants; I think that one person could handle

{L-R) Carol Jackson, Chair o f  the CSI Association 
& Arishna (AJ) Ramphal, CSI Student Government 
President on opposing sides at the CSI Association meeting

(L-R) Carol Brower, Director o f CSI Student Life & Michele 
Payton, CSI Chairwomen o f the CSI Association Budget 
Committee at the tense Association meeting.

both her busy schedule and her events. And finally, I would 
fire the marketing specialist she hired, because enrollment 
wouldn’t be down if the job were being done properly. All 
of this would probably give CSI more than the $1.2 million 
it needs and not affect the students at all.

The sad part of this is that she doesn’t have to worry about 
the student’s rights or opinions most of the time— which 
she clearly doesn’t— because they just don’t care. Third 
Rail posted information about this attempt to take student 
funds all over myspace.com which is probably the best way 
to spread information to the student community these days, 
and the responses were disheartening at best. One student, a 
twenty-three-year-old male who calls himself “Ryan,” even 
wrote, “I don’t give a shit cuz i go to school for free any
ways ” That is exactly what the administration is count
ing on— students who don’t care enough to keep themselves 
informed, and once informed, don’t care “anyways.”

As CSI students, we have enough financial woes. Most of 
us have to work at least one job while carrying a full course 
load and maintaining a family. Many of us manage to do 
this just well enough that we don’t qualify for financial as
sistance and have to pay for our education on our own, and 
on top of this face steady tuition increases for an education 
that was intended to be free. But this is not an excuse to sit 
idly by and allow our money to be used in ways that have 
no benefit to us, and we must not allow administration to 
think that we will. Because like all bullies, if they think they 
can take our lunch money they will, and they will do it time 
and time again.
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RE: BREAK THE SILENCE

D EA R  T H IR D  RAIL,
Since I became a CSI student in the Fall of 2003, I’ve 

probably read every issue of Third R ail that was available on 
campus. Honestly, the most luring attraction has been the 
various wild or creative covers, including the most recent 
issue which features the 
battered girl. I thought 
it was such a great idea 
to make students aware 
of the various problems 
females suffer on a daily 
basis. As a SOC major 
I’ve studied a bit of 
domestic violence and 
cases of rape and/or 
date rape. I thought it 
was really brave that the 
editor-in-chief confided
a very difficult and emotion filled part of her life with the 
readers. Upon reading the various submissions, and going 
through some of my own poetry etc., I found a poem that 
I wrote concerning how females have pretty much always 
been deemed as worthless and are continuing to be viewed 
as such despite our progression into the new millennium.

W O R T H L E SS

Worthless is she who neglects her degree
Yet, worthless is she who places career before fam ily
Worthless is she who deems worthy the profession o f  

mom-my
Yet, worthless is she who allows another to raise her 

ba-by

Worthless is she who refrains from  dancing in clubs 
dressed scantily (for a ll eyes to see)

Yet, worthless is she who earns a living based on pure 
nudity

Worthless is she who f a ib  to acknowledge her 
responsibilities

Yet, worthless is she whose own se lf interests appear 
first priority

Worthless is she who admits her sensitivity
Yet, worthless is she who conceals it entirely

Elizabeth O.
CSI Student

www.TlrllBDRAILIVlAG .com

P. M E L I S S A  F I S H E R ,  A U T H O R  O F  
B R E A K T H E  S I L E N C E  R E S P O N D S

Thank you so much fo r  your support o f  Third R ail and  
fo r  your kind words about my bravery. I  don’t know i f  it 

was truly brave o f  me to share that p art o f  my 
life, as I  am not the one who should be ashamed. 
However, i f  just one young woman is spared that 
life—ifjtist one little boy doesn’t suffer the dam
age that my son did, it is well worth it. I  strongly 
encourage anyone in a similar situation to get 
out and get help! I  did  it; so can you!

Your poem  also depicts the abuse that we as 
women suffer as a  whole. It seems that no mat
ter what road we choose, we’re labeled worthless. 
Well, we’re not worthless! We are women, and  
that means that we have to juggle twice as much 

as any man to get h a lf  the credit. We are taught to de
value ourselves from  the time that we’re girls and we put 
the needs o f  even our dolls ahead o f  our own. But your 
poem points out how wrong that is, and how it needs to 
change.

Good luck in your future in and after CSI, and please 
f e e l  free  to submit more work or visit us in our office in 
1C231.

Yours truly,
P. Melissa Fisher

RE: K A N S A S  SCH OO L BO AR D

D E A R  T H IR D  RAIL,
This article really proves a point. It totally ridiculed the 

Big Bang theory and many other theories. It’s awesome.

Emmanuel 
CSI Student

P. M E L I S S A  F I S H E R ,  
E D I T O R - I N  C H I E F  R E S P O N D S

This article was not really intended to ridicule the 
Big Bang Theory, but to show that creationalism is 
still a  religion-based theory with a faulty disguise. I f  
schools want to teach that the world was created 
and nothing evolved, than who is to say that

what is commonly thought o f  as god created itf Why not 
a spaghetti monster?

RE: BREAK THE SILENCE & DATE RAPE

D E A R  T H IR D  RAIL,
Interesting. Would make a posible good speech. How can i 

get P. Melissa Fisher as a guest speaker at a Rotary Club.
Thank You.
foseph Longobardi

P. M E L I S S A  F I S H E R ,  A U T H O R  O F  
B R E A K T H E  S I L E N C E  R E S P O N D S

I  am honored that you would make such a  request and  
would gladly speak any time! I  can be contacted at the 
Third R ail office a t CSI in 1C231, by phone a t 718-982- 
3105 or a tpm elissafisher@ yahoo.com .

I  look forw ard  to hearing from  you.

RE: M A M A  BRO UG H T THE A M M U N IT IO N

D E A R  T H IR D  RAIL,
I was disappointed to read the poem “Mama Brought the 

Ammunition” by Hannah Jean. Jean’s poem assumes that 
women of today are trapped at home. Women have jobs in 
all parts of the economy. Jean is a feminist, but today we no 
longer need feminists preaching from the mountain top. Us 
younger women are confident and able to achieve whatever 
we wish in life. And, no, we do not hate men and we do not 
need ammunition to fight them. I love the men in my life. 
Perhaps Jean is a man-hater and lesbian.

Marie,
CSI Student

P. M E L I S S A  F I S H E R ,  
E D I T O R - I N  C H I E F  R E S P O N D S

Marie:
Not every woman who feels that we do need to fight 
men is a  man-hating lesbian. I  can see Ms. fea n ’s 

poin t on several issues and have spent most o f  
my life fighting my father, whom I  love dearly.

I  am also not a  lesbian, as my husband is also 
a  writer at Third Rail. The fa c t  that I  love my 
husband does not mean that I  don’t see that 
men are still keeping women trapped in lower

social positions and that the only way to get past them is 
to fight.

It must be nice to have your youthful naivete, but the 
world just isn’t that simple. You’re right, women have 
made it out o f  the home and into the workplace, but usu
ally as secretaries or personal assistants and usually fo r  
three-quarters o f  what a  man would get fo r  the same job . 
We have made great strides but we most certainly do “need 

feminists preaching from  the mountain top, ” and we do 
need them to bring the ammunition to shatter the glass 
ceiling and a ll the other barriers men pu t in our way.

RE: PLEDGE O F ALLEGIENCE

D E A R  T H IR D  RAIL,
As a Christian pastor (Lutheran) I say “amen!” to this 

editorial!

Pastor Kim  
Staten Island

P. M E L I S S A  F I S H E R ,  
E D I T O R - I N  C H I E F  R E S P O N D S

Pastor Kim:
Thank you so much fo r  your understanding o f  the is

sue. That it is not about denying the rights o f  those who 
do believe in god, but in upholding the rights o f  those who 
don’t.

D E A R  T H IR D  RAIL,
As a custodian at CSI, I have been reading Third R ail for 

over ten years and have one question: How is this only issue
#4?

CSI S taff member

P. M E L I S S A  F I S H E R ,  
E D I T O R - I N  C H I E F  R E S P O N D S

The Third R ail has been around fo r  many years, that’s 
true, but it is only since I  took over the role o f  editor-in- 
ch ie f that the issues have been numbered instead o f  being 
ordered by month and  year. The last issue was the fourth  
that I  have done.

The opinions expressed in responses by Third Rail members are solely 
representing their own opinions and do not necessarily represent the 
opinions of Third Rail Magazine or the magazine staff.
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Like Robin B la ser’s  boy  
Denied the truth o f  
F U C K  

I was whipped
When Tutugirl told her m other 
l h a d s a i d P U S S Y .

But I was only saying the 
Recitation which we were taught 
B y  Teacher Richard  
About Little Robin Redbreast who was 
Chased by  P u ssy  Cat up a tree.

\
Tutugirl’s  m other sw ore  
Not to se n d  h er child to a 
Rude sch o o l and  
M other and her friends talked to 
Teacher R ich a rd -

To keep the Cat-Robin chase  
From  “that Thing/’

B A te fv t'T iA c fu f A s s o c u tiU fK i 
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Can you imagine?
Not being able to visit your spouse in the hospital?

Living with your spouse 25 years, and then losing 
everything - house, children, benefits

Being told you can't depend on your spouse's social 
security benefits, despite a lifetime of commitment?

I s  i t  h a r d  t o  i m a g i n e ?

I t  s h o u l d n ' t  b e  -  t h i s  i s  t h e  r e a l i t y  f o r  s a m e - s e x  

c o u p l e s  a l l  a c r o s s  A m e r i c a .  I t ' s  s i m p l y  n o t  f a i r ,  

a n d  i t ' s  n o t  A m e r i c a n .  S t a n d  u p  f o r  w h a t ' s  

r i g h t ,  a n d  j o i n  T h i r d  R a i l  i n  s i g n i n g  t h e  M i l l i o n  

M a r r i a g e  P e t i t i o n  t o d a y .

w w w . t h i r d r a i l m a g . c o m  

w w w . m l l l i o n m a r r i a g e . o r g
THIRDRAILMAG • com 1  1
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N E W S  B R I E F S

FREE TUITION
As Third Rail previously stated, there is the possibihty tiiat 

incoming freshman to CSI could get free tuition. Qualify
ing students wishing a career in education could have their
fees paid for them, if they agree to teach math or science in

  New York City schools.
l l  1 11111 The City These students must have a

University GPA of at least eighty-five
,, , in math and/or science and

k I  H i  New York , , , ,_  - . j  have scored no lower than
T e a c h e r  A c a d e m y  6oo on their sa t  s. This

program, called the Teach
ers’ Academy, is fully funded 

for four years and will also be instated at five other CUNY col
leges: Hunter, Lehman, Brooklyn College, and City College

S T U D E N T  G O V E R N M E N T  
M EM BER W RO NG FULLY A R R ESTED

Maquisha Cosey, vice president of Thornton Fractional 
North High School and a member of the graduating class 
of 2006 was arrested on her graduation day for showing up 
late. The charges were trespassing and disorderly conduct, the 
accuser was her own principal Dwayne E. Evans. Thie prin
cipal had issued a zero tolerance policy for graduates late to 
the ceremony and yet despite that another parent and police 
officer working the event decided to unlock the door and 
allow Miss Cosey in anyway. In response Principal Evans or
dered her arrest though at this time there were no apparent 
charges filed against the adults who allowed her in. While the 
principal is still moving forward with charges against her, the 
District 215 Supt. Robert Wilhite has decided to review the 
incident.

EQUAL RIGHTS IN ISLAM
In a bold and unique move San Fran

cisco’s largest Mosque with more then 
four hundred members has removed the 
divider that separates men and women from 
praying together. It had long been the custom in Islamic so
ciety for the genders to remain as separate as possible both in 
normal social and religious situations. While socially some 
Muslims have relaxed such practices, religiously the practice 
never waivers, that is until now. Reaction to the change has 
been mixed and surprisingly more women are uncomfortable 
and unsure of the new practice then men.

★mocys

M A C Y'S S U C C U M B S  TO HATE M O N G E R S
Macy’s of Boston has removed a Cay-Pride window display 

after receiving several complaints by local hate groups. The 
display had been put up in celebration of Boston’s Gay-Pride 
week it include male 
mannequins wearing 
pride flags and in
cluded a list of events 
being held throughout
the city during the week. After the display was revealed the 
hate group known MassResistance (previously called the Ar
ticle 8 Alliance) began a successful campaign force Macy’s to 
remove the display. The department store did leave the event 
list up calling it a balance between the wishes of their custom
ers, the Massachusetts ACLU however referred to the move 
as “succumbing to the bigotry.”

A P P L E 'S  ARE BETTER TH EN BEER
In a surprise revelation the Ridgewood, 

New Jersey-based Student Monitor re
vealed in their biannual market research 
study that Apple’s iPOD music player 
has surpassed beer as the most “in” thing 
for college undergrads. The only previous 
time beer has dropped from the top spot 
of collegiate pastime was in 1997 by the 
then still fledgling internet.

A R TISTS U N D E R -SIE G E
In early May, Brooklyn College 

Grad students were shocked and awed 
at the mishandling and censorship of 
their term projects by school adminis
tration. As part of the required degree 
work, Brooklyn College Grad students 
had assembled a series of artwork to be 
displayed alongside a Brooklyn War 
Memorial. However the display was 
abruptly removed by college adminis
trators and students were then barred from accessing their 
own work for over a week. When they were finally allowed to 
view their work, it was under guard and one at a time. The 
students were then shocked to discovered that their work had 
been severely damaged by the college when it was removed.



CSI ATHLETE A R R EST ED

College of Staten Island alumna and former member of 
the Dolphins basketball team had been arrested for statutory 
rape. Lynn Saunders was working as a gym teacher for St. 
Paul’s School in New Brighton when she was accused of mo
lesting a twelve year girl with whom Lynn had established a 
friendship. Lynn did admit to touching the young girl in
appropriately and is currently the defendant along with the 
Archdiocese of New York in a Civil Suit brought by the fam
ily of the victim.

W H O  ARE THE REAL N A Z I'S?
A Northport High School is under fire 

because two of its students chose quotes 
from Adolph Hitler’s book Mein Kampf 
According to the father of one of the young 
men the choice was made by his interest 
in the quote itself and not because of who 
Hitler was. While not the most politically 
correct choice of writers to quote the two 
young men were well within their First Amendment right 
to express themselves. However, school officials still feel ob
ligated to apologize to the community and are planning to 
offer a replacement or means to censor out the quotes from 
the year book. School officials have yet to mention whether 
or not they will penalize the two students for their choice of 
words.

HIGH S C H O O L  VIO LATES GAY  
S T U D E N T S  R IG H TS

White Count)^ High School in Cleveland, Georgia has 
been accused by the ACLU of blatantly violating the rights 
of students who belong to a Gay Straight Alhance club to 
assemble freely like other non-curricular student clubs. The 
club called PRIDE (Peers Rising in Diverse Education) was 
formed in response to a growing trend of violence and hate in 
the school. The school’s administrators so strongly objected 
to Gay rights that the ACLU had to intervene last year to al
low the club to form. Shortly thereafter the school claimed to 
ban all non-curricular clubs from meeting on school ground, 
however, after the school year has come to pass it became 
evident that PRIDE was the only club that rule applied to. 
The ACLU has now taken school administrator to court for 
violation of student rights.

THE CO LA W A R S C O N T IN U E

Since accusations of illegal labor prac
tices including murder on the part of 
management by Coca-Cola’ s foreign 
plants and growers universities, stu
dents, and even some administrations 
throughout the United States have be
gun either banning or boycotting Coca-Cola products on 
their campuses. Northwestern University is now considering 
the same questions that over 150 other Universities includ
ing the University of Michigan and DePaul University as to 
whether or not action should be taken and to what degree. 
At the moment N U  Administrators who do not hold any 
direct contracts with Coke are remaining neutral about the 
situation, “It’s an infinite thing, once you open up that door 
and make the university run according to some group’s view,” 
said University President Henry Bienen. However, if student 
interest grows to the same level as it has at many other schools 
President Bienen may be forced to make a, for or against de
cision about the Coca-Cola.

FEAR A N D  LOATHING AT CSI

The experimental high school which recently made its home 
at the College of Staten Island is causing an ever increasing 
amount of stress for the University’s students and staff alike. 
Throughout the spring semester complaints were brought be
fore the Carol Brower, the Director of Student Life at Student 
Government. Amongst the complaints was an increase in cas
es of vandalism occurring on Campus and in particular in the 
Campus Center which was not present prior to the opening 
of the High School. A fear of the potential for statutory rape 
is also lingering as the High School student continuously ig
nores the requirement for them to wear identification while 
on Campus Grounds and mingling with CSI’s collegians. 
While the physical difference between college lowerclassmen 
and high school upperclassmen is little, the legal difference is 
enormous and now socializing for the college’s student body 
could be considered a game of Russian roulette. In addition 
to the undergrad’s complaints, loop bus operators have begun 
openly complaining about the high school student’s behav
ior on the bus which includes cussing, fighting, graffiti and 
vandalism. Ms. Brower has promised to try her best to find 
a resolution to this situation, unfortunately her efforts may 
be marred by the fact that the high school falls outside the 
normal administrative chain of command for the college.was 
removed.
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W ith aii th e  th in g s th a t  are happening in th e  world, 

is it really of th e  u tm o st im portance w hom  I ch o o se  

to  spend  my life w ith?

Is it morally c o r rec t to  u se  unm oral ju stification s  

to  d ic ta te  to  m e w ho I can and can n ot love, 

fuck, depend on, su p p o rt or s t a r t  a fam ily 

w ith?

W hy are you s o  ad am an t on taking aw ay my 

Am erican b irthright?

W hy are you spending s o  much tim e and en ergy  into  

ripping auM pfliy A m erican dream ?

Are w e n ot a m elting p ot of d ifferen t ideals?

■5-rlsU
W hy is it th a t  all of th e  sudden , m e, my life, and my

people are  no longer in gred ien ts o f th a t  A m erican recipe?
Even in gred ien ts in a sa lad  bowl have to  tou ch  and m ingle.
Yet th ey  still dwell to g e th e r  in a com m on p la ce ... th e  mixing bowl.
I don’t  bring you into th e  bedroom  w ith m e.
I don’t  a sk  you to  be a voyeur of my sex , my sexu al con d u ct, my sexuality .
I don’t  put my “m orally in co rrect” se x  life in th e  s t r e e t s  to  be b ro a d ca sted  for everyonej 
i t ’s  a private affair, like m o st in stitu tio n s of love.
B ut th a t  s e e m s  to  be th e  is su e ...
The is su e  s e e m s  to  be n ot on e of equal r ig h ts  a s  a hum an being.
It s e e m s  to  be an is su e  of lu s t driven vandalism  of th e  puritan sou l.
In a cou n try  w ith a so-called  “sep a ra tio n  b etw een  church  and s t a t e ” 

why a re you still p ersecu tin g  m e w ith  your corru p t religion?

W hen people loosely  define m arriage in A m erica’s  religion a s  th e  union 
of tw o  so u ls , th ey  lie.

They lie b eca u se  w h a t th ey  tru ly  m ean is  a union of tw o  opposing se x e s .
H ere I th o u g h t so u ls  w ere  tr a n s ien t and void o f ch aracter ization  by sex .
H ere I th o u g h t th a t  th e  body w a s  th e  v e s s e l to  th e  sou l, and n ot th e  o th er  w ay around. 
W hy is  it th a t  a s  a gay  p erson  I have to  figh t s o  hard for my own identity, 

my own freed om , and p erson al, sp iritual, socia l and em otional joy?
S o c ie ty  c r e a te s  th is  fa lse  s e n s e  of secu r ity  by briefly praising

th o s e  of u s  w ho a re bold, and brazen enough to  com e o u t of th e  c lo se t .
B ut w a s  it bold and brazen for u s to  do so , or w a s  it ju st plain stup id ity?
I am  beginning to  u nd erstan d  w hy so m e  peop le s ta y  inside th e ir  w hole lives.
W h at rew ard  is th e r e  for being h o n e st w ith  w hom  and w h a t you are?
The feeling of self-induced liberation p a s s e s  sw iftly  like a s w e e t  perfum e  

ca u g h t in a te m p e s t .

T here’s  no freedom .
All th e r e  is  a p ersecu tio n , d em ise , ridicule, sh a m e and guilt.
You su b ject y ou rself to  being surrounded  by ignorance and prejudice.
W h at ju stice  is  th a t?
I pay my ta x e s , I v o te .
I pay my d u es a s  an A m erican citizen ... sh it  I live here.
M any of u s  live here.
You bask  in th e  glory of our a r t is t s ,  our fash ion , and our 

vision for w h a t is beautiful.
You hypocritically p ra ise  u s  in our fa c e s  but s ta b  u s behind our b ack s.
M any of u s  su p p o rt s tr a ig h t Am erica and r e s p e c t  your ideologies, b eliefs,

s y s te m s , e t c . ,  no m a tter  how  s tr a n g e , stup id , or d isgu stin g  th ey  m ay seem . 
W hy ca n ’t  you ou rs?
You should  be happy th a t  I w a n t to  ce leb ra te  my human right.
S to p  basking in w h a t ignorance ha or h a sn ’t  ta u g h t you.
S to p  basking in th e  ignorance of th e  su b tle  d ifferen ce b etw een  

w h a t is human and w h a t it m ean s to  be hum an.

Toleration is one of th e  
b e s t  g ifts  w e can  
give to  each  other. 

J u s t  for one m om ent s e e  
o u tsid e  of th is  box 
you’re in and allow  
y ou rse lf to  to le r a te  

. i  « my h ap p in ess. 
T hat’s  all th a l^ ^ e-
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D (3 ca Q a

About 25 years ago I was at a dinner 
party with a bunch of leftist economics 
faculty and grad students, and I posed 
a hypothetical question to engender 
some dinner debate. If you had only 
two choices, I asked, would you open 
all prison doors and let everyone out, or 
would you keep everyone right where 
they are?

'■m

www.THlRDRAILlvlAG.com

http://www.THlRDRAILlvlAG.com


P O L I T I C A L  D I S C O U R S E

To my surprise there wasn’t any debate. Only I was willing 
to entertain what everyone else saw as the utterly insane, 
ultra-leftist notion that opening the doors might be better 
than keeping everyone incarcerated with no changes. I then 
added the option of giving everyone let out a job and ample 
training, but still there were no takers.

Years later, would the result of such a query to leftists 
be the same? As context, our little experiment might best 
be undertaken in light of the oft-quoted notion that 
it is better to let ten criminals go free than to jail 
one innocent person. O f course that may be just a 
rhetorical put-on for gullible law students, but it is 
supposed to communicate that there is something 
utterly unthinkable about innocent folks festering 
in prison. Okay, this implies some calculations. For 
example, what is innocence and what is guilt, and how 
about letting one innocent person fester in order to jail 
twenty, or fifty, or a hundred, or a thousand malevolent 
psychopaths who would otherwise run amuck hurting 
and even killing way more innocent folks? On the 
other hand, what if the calculus is the opposite? What 
if the real question is should we keep one criminal in 
jail along with five or ten innocent folks, or let them 
all go free?

The crime rate in the U.S. is approximately the same 
as in comparably industrialized and citified Western 
Europe. The number of inmates per hundred thousand 
citizens in the U.S., however, is as much as fifteen times 
greater than in Europe, again depending on which 
country we choose for our comparison. Stereotypes 
aside, the rate of incarceration in Spain is a bit more 
than England is a bit more than France is a bit more 
than Germany is a bit more than Turkey...and Norway 
and Iceland are relatively crime free by comparison.
The U.S. rate of incarceration is about fifteen times 
Iceland’s, twelve times Norway’s, a bit over eight times 
the Turkish rate, and a little over six times Spain’s.

The high U.S. rates began spiraling dramatically 
upward about thirty years ago in tune with politician 
and media exploitation of a largely manufactured 
public fear of crime. Political candidates—Reagan 
being the game’s most effective but far from its sole 
star—would drum up fear and then meet it with 
programs for warring on drugs, expanding the 
number of prisons, extending minimum mandatory 
sentencing, and imposing three strikes you’re out

W h a t  i f  t h e  r e a l  

q u e s t i o n  i s  s h o u l d  w e  

k e e p  o n e  c r i m i n a l  i n  

j a i l  a l o n g  w i t h  f i v e  o r  

t e n  i n n o c e n t  f o l k s y  o r  

l e t  t h e m  a l l  g o  f r e e ?



. . . i n  t h e  U . S .  w e j a i l f i v e y  

s ix y  s e v e u y  o r  e v e n  e l e v e n  

o r  f o u r t e e n  f o l k s  w h o  

w o u l d  b e  s e e n  a s  i n n o c e n t  

e n o u g h  t o  s t a y  o u t  i n  

s o c i e t y  i n  E u r o p e . . .

innovations. When everyone from the cop on the beat, 
to the poHce chief, to the crime beat reporter, to the 
DA, to the judge hears nothing but an endless htany 
of lock ‘em up and let ‘em rot rhetoric, they all become 
predictably aggressive. Thus, betv^een 1972 and 1998 
the number of folks in prison rose by over five times to 
1.8 million.

Most of the increase, unsurprisingly, has been due to 
jaihng folks for nonviolent crimes such as possessing 
drugs, vv̂ hereas in Europe such “crimes” rarely lead 
to prison. So in the U.S. we jail five, six, seven, or 
even eleven or fourteen folks who would be seen as 
innocent enough to stay out in society in Europe, for 
every one person we jail who the Europeans would also 
incarcerate. In other words, if we opened the doors 
right now, a horrendous proposal in most people’s eyes, 
for every person the Europeans would have us jail, five 
to ten who they would deem innocent would be set 
free. This is rather sobering. If we would rhetorically 
let out ten guilty inmates to free one innocent one, 
surely we ought to happily let out one guilty inmate to 
free five to ten innocent ones—no? And then we ought 
to refigure our approach to laws, trials, and especially 
punishment and rehabilitation as well—no?

The data and most of the ideas above, by the way, did 
not come to me by way of a dinner party with radical 
leftists. Instead, I borrowed this material from an article 
in Scientific American, August 1999. The author, Roger 
Doyle, was examining some facts to see their numeric 
implications. Being honest of course means looking at 
facts and reporting them truthfully. Being left means 
looking a little deeper to find institutional causes, and 
then extrapolating from the conditions and causes one 
finds to proposals that further egalitarian and humanist 
values one holds dear. Doyle went on in his Scientific 
American essay to point out that (a) a key difference 
between young whites and (disproportionately jailed) 
young blacks was that the whites are more likely in our 
current economy to get jobs enabhng them to avoid 

the need to steal or deal, (b) income differentials are vastly 
greater in the U.S. than in Europe and, (c) reading only a 
little into his words, that incarceration may be seen as a tool 
of control against the poor so that “high U.S. incarceration 
rates are unlikely to decline until there is greater equality of 
income.”

Kudos for Scientific v^erican’s honesty and even 
radicalism, but what about our hypothetical leftist dinner
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P u n is h e m e n t

party? If the difference between the U.S. and Europe 
isn’t that Americans have more genes causing them 
to be anti-social but, rather, that Americans and 
particularlyblackAmericansareputinto circumstances 
by our economy which virtually require them to seek 
means of sustenance outside the law, and if, to be 
very conservative, half the inmates in the U.S. are 
arrested for victimless “crime” that would not even 
be prosecuted in Europe, doesn’t it make sense to ask 
whether this entire U.S. prosecutorial and punitive 
legal apparatus is, in fact, utterly counter productive 
in its current construction?

Finally, this doesn’t even broach another radical 
question. Why are some leftists sitting around a 
table, whether twenty five years ago or today, or 
why is anyone at all, anytime, for that matter, more 
worried about the occasional fearsome anti-social or 
even pathological thug/rapist/murderer who is caught 
and incarcerated going free, than they are by (1) the 
violent and willful incarceration of so many innocent 
souls who have worthy and humane lives to live if only 
enabled to do so; or (2) the gray flannel businessmen 
walking freely up and down Wall Street who preside 
over the misery of so many for their own private gain, 
each businessman a perfect biological incarnation of 
willful, self-delusional, and largely incorrigible anti
social behavior that operates at a scale of violence 
which the worst incarcerated thugs can never dream 
to approach, or (3) the government, which, on behalf 
of those gray flannel businessmen wrecks massive 
mutilation and devastation on whole countries, then 
calling it humanitarian intervention so that they can 
avoid the fatal injection death penalty our society 
prescribes for murder, much less for murder most 
massive such as they commit?

Our jails are ten to fifty times more crowded than 
the number of people a humane legal system would 
have to incarcerate and/or rehabilitate because ways 
to diminish that gap would entail reducing income 
differentials and improving the lot of society’s worst 
ofl̂ . Businessmen won’t tolerate that, not without a 
fight, anyway.

M ichae l A lb e r t is a fo u n d e r a nd  c u rre n t m e m b e r o f  
th e  s ta ff o f  Z  Magazine as w e ll as System  O p e ra to r o f  Z 
M agazine 's w eb  system : Z N e t {www.zmag.org). A lb e rt 
is a lso  th e  a u th o r  o f  n u m e ro us  books , in  m o s t cases 
w ith  h is c o -a u th o r R obin  H ahnel. M o s t re c e n tly  these  
in c lu d e : Thinking Forward (A rb e ite r R ing Press), and  
Looking Forward: Participatory Economics in the 21st
Century (S ou th  End Press) and  Political Economy o f Par
ticipatory Economics (P rince ton  U n iv e rs ity  Press) b o th  
w ith  R obin  H ahnel, co -a u th o r, a nd  The Killing Train 
(S outh  End Press).
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The d isaffectionist 
wanders through this plane 

unaffected 
by emotion or change.

Hungry—he stops to eat 
Tired—he goes to sleep 
Bored—he watches TV 

Thirsty—he drinks a beer

The disaffectionist 
cares not for your 

ills.
He needs to fulfill his needs.

Horny—he shags a bit 
Stomach hurts—he takes a shit 
Fiending—he lights a stogue 

Hungry—he stops to eat

The d isaffection ist 
reads W hitm an and 

Yeats
so he can pick up chicks.

Tired—he goes to sleep 
Bored—he watches TV 

Thirsty—he drinks a beer 
Horny—he shags a bit

The d isaffection ist 
puts on his trench and 

hat
and acknow ledges no one as he walks.

Stomach hurts—he takes a shit 
Fiending—he lights a stogue 

Hungry—he stops to eat 
Tired—he goes to sleep

The d isaffection ist 
hears an anarchist's call to 

arms
but cares little to raise a 

sword .

Bored—he watches TV 
Thirsty—he drinks a beer 
Horny—he shags a bit 

Stomach hurts—he takes a shit

The d isaffection ist 
fee ls not the w eight of the 

w orld .
He would rather destroy.

Fiending—he lights a stogue. 
Hungry—he stops to eat. 
Tired—he goes to sleep. 
Bored—he watches TV

The d isaffection ist 
fee ls no physical 

pain.
He's num bed it all away. Thirsty—he drinks a been 

Horny—he shags a bit. 
Stomach hurts—he takes a 

shit.
Fiending—he lights a stogue.

The d isaffection ist 
d ied and w asn 't 

afraid .
A nother will take his p lace . 

Hungry—he stops to eat.

THIRD MAG THIRD MAG
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The Rape, Abuse 
& Incest National

RAiNN is th e  nation's 
la rg est anti-sexu al assau lt  
organ ization  a n d h a s  b ee n  
ra n k ed  as  o n e  o f  "America's 
100 B est Charities by  Worth 
m agazin e.

www.RAINN.org

^ K S V L C
< Student Press Law Center

U n ion  (ACLU)
ACLU, 125 B r o a d  S tr ee t , 18th  
F lo o r
N ew  York, NY 1 0004  
P h o n e : (212) 5 4 9 -2 5 8 5  
w w w .a c lu .o r g
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NOW is th e  larg est  
organ ization  o f  fem in ist  
activists in th e  United States. 
Since its founding in 1966, 
NOW's g o a l  has  b een  to  ta k e  
action  to  bring a b o u t  equ ality  
fo r  a ll w om en.

www.NOW.org

NYPIRG l i t : LF.AGlT.OF 
\V()\!LN \'<nVRS

NEW YORK 
PUBLIC INTEREST 
RESEARCH GROUP

N ew  Y ork P u b lic  In te r e s t  
R e s e a rc h  G ro u p  (NYPIRG) 
9  M urray S tr ee t , F lo o r  3  
N ew  York, NY 1 0 0 0 7 -2 2 2 3  
P h o n e : (212) 3 4 9 -6 4 6 0  
F a x :(2 1 2 )3 4 9 -1 3 6 6  
www.nypirg.org

League of Women Voters
LMVis a  nonpartisan  po litica l organ ization , 
fighting since 1920 to  im prove ou r system s  
o f  .governm ent a n d  im pact public po lic ies  
through citizen edu cation  an d  advocacy .

www.LWV.org

Student Press Law Center 
1101 W ilson B lvd ., S u ite  1 100  
A rlin g ton , VA 2 2 2 0 9 -2 2 7 5  USA 
P h o n e : (703) 8 0 7 -1 9 0 4  
www.splc.org

Committee to Protect Journalists
3 3 0  S e v e n th  A v en u e
N ew  Y ork, N ew  Y ork 10001
P h o n e :2 1 2 -4 6 5 -1 0 0 4
FAX: 2 1 2 -4 6 5 -9 5 6 8
w w w .cp j.o rg

NARAL Pro-Choice America
■'■'y  M ore than  thirty y ears a ft e r  R oe v.

W ade, th e  p ro -ch o ice  m ovem en t is 
- still fighting to  p ro tec t  an d  d e fen d  a  

woman's right to  ch o o se .
www.NARAL.org

The Electronic Frontier Foundation 
1 6 6 7  K  S tr e e t , N.W. (S u ite  8 0 1 )  
W ash in g ton , D.C. 2 0 0 0 6 D 1 6 0 5  
P h o n e : 2 0 2 -8 6 1 -7 7 0 0  
FAX: 2 0 2 -8 6 1 -1 2 5 8  
www.eff.org ^

Feminist Campus
The "virtual cam pus" o f  th e  Fem inist 
M ajority Foundation's cam pus  
lead ersh ip  program , a  nationw ide  
n etw ork  o f  p ro -ch o ice  fem in ist 
activists on  173 cam pu ses in 3 7  s ta tes .
www.FEMINISTCAMPUS.org

T h o m a s  J e f f e r s o n  
C en ter  f o r  t h e  P r o te c t io n  ̂  
4 0 0  P e t e r  J e f f e r s o n  P la c e  
C h a r lo t te s v ille , V irgin ia  
P h o n e :8 0 4 -2 9 5 -4 7 8 4  
FAX: 8 0 4 -2 9 5 -3 6 2 1  
www.tjcenter.org

e  E x p ress io n
shai! maL'naUuy. 
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T he clock dutifully beeped off the 
hour at two AM during the racket 
of one night. I could only discern it 
between a break in the gusts, more 

to the point, it was the only one of us that was 
unaffected, it being a machine. The television 
sat silent since whatever lay buried within the 
nightly conglomerate of useless infomercials 
would have brought me no peace and besides, 
the wife was sleeping not five feet away She 
was living under the false impression that any unusual (for 
me, anyway) edginess was simply the effect of yet another 
project at the job. The truth behind my distress even she 
was not to know, not my best friend, nor any counselor or 
even God himself, if it were possible to hide this.. .devilry?... 
from his omniscience (His relation to the manifestation that 
underlie that situation I still have not guessed).

It is a strange thing, that irony of the purported calm before 
the storm. Apparently, the ancients marveled at the deceiv
ing tranquility just before the skies let loose their wrath upon 
the puny minions below. How this was so it is hard to know 
now, since the meteorologists can tell us when the weather 
will turn foul (is this not, in fact, a great hubris?). As it hap
pened, though late in the season, there was a storm coming, 
one worthy of a name, and the uncertainty of predicting the 
movements of these flighty creatures be damned, the outlook 
was said to be bleak.

The people armed with the foreknowledge, the state be
fore this storm had not been calm. The people had scuttled 
about with an odd focus and forsaken their social interests, 
clamoring for the last bottle of water on the shelves and ago
nizing over which store would have batteries. Yet how they 
were blessed to be free of my burden!

But there it was, and I could not escape it. The time drew 
near. Anticipation precluded the possibility of sleep as I 
could not help but to beg hopelessly of answers to unan
swerable questions. How was it that this apparition that I 
had not seen since that day was to give the gift that it swore 
to give? What were its true intentions? Is it a guardian of 
the misfortunate or some creature of less integrity? On that 
fateful day, such concerns were absent from my mind: I only 
knew that what it promised I was sorely wanting for.

I could not get away from the basic fact: whatever this spirit 
brings about would happen, to my liking or not, and it was 
set to begin on my thirtieth birthday— two days away. It 
would never be known, that I had this encounter with forces 
beyond comprehension. What would be seen, is that I (well, 
if it went as I dreamed it would) would be a new person:

never again the push-over, never again wishing for dreams I 
could never attain. I told myself this was as it should have 
been, if not for that horrible day.

That day I’ve lived in the shadow of ever since, over all 
twenty-one years. They didn’t care about me, or any of us. 
We were dehumanized, simply seen as the path to the mon
ey. My dad was the bank manager; he could get them into 
the vault. Damn his stubborn insistence on being the hero! 
If he’d acquiesced he may still be alive. Worse than the death 
itself was what they did to him to get in— and that they did 
it right in front of my eyes.

I was never the same. It took a long time before the endless 
parade of counselors got through. Never did I demonstrate 
a hint of my father’s stupid bravery I’d heard all the stories 
about all those men who’d overcome the very worst trials 
to come out of Hell (or was it from God?). None could be 
stronger than Dad, and look what it got him!

It came to me at the climax of my recovery: just as I faced 
what lay ahead it had given me another choice. I never knew 
what it was, but I knew its offer I could not refuse. It was 
almost too good to be true— almost.

But, oh, those years until then, what a trial they were. It 
was all I could do to accept the grueling punishment of the 
world. It would all be OK one day. One day, I would be
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singled out and raised above the torment. That day was all 
but here, finally.

/ /
N O!” I awoke with a start, jerking up

right as I cried out. It couldn’t be true. 
I thought I must have eaten something. 
I took a deep breath. Heartbeat was still 

thunder in my head. “No! Get away,” I cried stunned by 
the touch. But, it was just Caroline. “What?” I asked, “Oh, 
yes, nightmare. Just a bad dream. Don’t worry; don’t worry. 
Get back to sleep; I’ll be OK.”

It had started off as a normal day— except there was no 
color. But that was perfectly normal. I walked past the un
remarkable gray flower bed, drove through the typical gray 
leaves of autumn, past the usual gray roadside billboards. 
There I was, at the monolithic office building. The front 
desk seemed as an altar. Why was there a bright orange fire 
burning behind it? I thought of alerting the fire department 
as I walked toward the elevator.

The demonic security guard growled as I strolled past, his 
fangs exposed. “Bad morning?” It just hissed as a response 
to the question. As soon as it accepted me inside, the eleva
tor lurched downward for a frightening instant. After the 
relieved laughter subsided, I silently chided the maintenance 
crew for allowing such a situation. I must have still had a 
giddy smile on my face, been breathing heavily when the 
elevator fell for good.

At that moment I knew I would die. Loud screeches and 
sparks flew around in the weightlessness, unnoticed. All I 
could feel, or hear, was my breathing, and my heart. If I was 
having any thoughts, I did not know of it.

The next thing I was aware of was the weight of my back, 
the cold stone floor below unyielding against my body. My 
hands were immobile behind me. Why were Miranda rights 
being read out loud? I could only stutter, “Wh...what? 
What’s happening?” Men in FBI gear were scouring my fa
miliar office. One carried the computer out past me. I felt 
as the rag doll in the dog’s mouth as I was roughly yanked up 
and thrown. A wail of cold steel bars hit me in the face. I 
turned to face the jail cell.

I was in the large conference room. Newspaper articles on 
the table announced that I, John Newman, had been sen
tenced to forty-five years for fraud and battery. Caroline, 
and my seven-year-old boy, Benjamin, sat at the table. What 
were they doing at the office? That thought soon was the

least of the concerns facing me. Nothing could prepare me 
for the sight of Caroline getting up, eyes wide, grabbing Ben 
by the hand, and backing away. The empty space in my 
chest was but a pale ghost of the loss; I felt it as part of me 
that had been ripped out. It barely registered that I had just 
stumbled over a chair, as it took all I could muster to battle 
the crushing weight that fought each breath.

It took a moment before I realized I had come to a place 
like none on earth. Here there was no sky, but only smoke 
from the fires which extended as far as the eye sees. Tied to 
stakes, battered, bruised, bleeding were people. Then the 
realization knocked the wind out of me, as though a train 
had barreled into me. These were not just some odd people; 
they were people I knew. The awe of this hellish place was 
utterly lost on me then. All I could see were the images of 
friends, coworkers, neighbors looking as thought they had 
been passed through a meat tenderizer. Finally, it was al
together too much; I could only lurch wildly to fight the 
apparent undulations of the ground below me. However, 
regardless of which way the world spun there was not end 
to the horrors.

“Don’t you like what you see?” the oddly familiar voice 
called out. Turning on Jell-o legs, I came to face a robed fig
ure that surely was the devil himself. “What is this? WTiat is 
happening here? Why is this happening?” All I could man
age was a strained gasp, but these words came out nonethe
less. “Don’t you recognize your own work?” As he spoke the 
mysterious figure lifted his hood to reveal himself.

The last thing I remembered was my own face staring back 
at me before I awoke.

I f I was disquieted before that night, these ghastly 
images did little to soothe my mind. As the winds 
and rain howled outside, I spent the last day wonder
ing whether that dream was prophetic or simply the 

outcry of an overly active imagination. While I perpetu
ally reminded myself that I would make my father proud 
(wherever he is), I could not keep the doubt at bay for long. 
Surely it would pass that tomorrow is my first day as a free 
man, and not that today is my last.. .That night I dug up the 
old photos of Dad. I wanted to tell him of the man I would 
be. Finally I felt I would no longer feel ashamed to see him. 
Caroline had never understood; she had always told me to 
my great consternation that my father was stupid: that a man 
is not strong for stupid heroism but for facing adversity, for



having to choose to hve. She thought Dad was a stubborn 
fool to get killed for no good reason, but I knew better. I 
would never slander the name of my dear lost father.

/ / B eep.. .beep.. .beep.. .beep.. .” I heard the 
recurring whine of the alarm clock. Winc
ing in pain at the bUnding light, I groped 
madly to end that infernal noise. As I 

wondered who, what, where, and when I was, I was abruptly 
struck: my God, today is the day! Suddenly I snapped to 
alertness; I felt energized. For the first time since.. .since 
anything that I could recall, I strode into the bathroom look
ing forward to the day.

I knew my first chance would be the meeting. I could as
sume a higher stature by taking some initiative. It was only 
a design meeting between engineers, but one has to start 
somewhere. The task was to construct a robotic arm that 
replicates human dexterity.

I had been hooked the first time I opened up a robot. Here 
I was, giving an inanimate object.. .life! I avidly kept up on 
the field whilst I studied the needed engineering, perpetu
ally astounded by the things they were doing. Though they 
remain simply tools that do as they are programmed, “intel
ligent” programming advances further each day. In 2004,

DARPA held its first annual Grand Challenge, which pits 
fully autonomous vehicles against a stretch of the Mojave 
Desert. In other places, unmanned aerial vehicles are put to 
the test, as well as aquatic robots, teams of small bots play 
games of soccer, robots locate objects, and do anything else 
we can imagine them doing.

Then I read the news n early 2005: a monkey was able 
to control the robotic arm directly with his brain, and feed 
itself Its arms were held immobile for the experiment, and 
a number of electrodes were placed atop the motor cortex of 
its brain where they could receive electrical impulses from 
the neurons. The implications for better, more natural pros
thetics were obvious. I was enthralled at the possibility of 
creating and being the one to give needing people the closest 
thing possible to real arms. O f course, this always seemed 
too risky, at least for the time being. But why be held back 
by a little risk? None of the greats ever were! I thought again 
of this dream that day.

When I strode into work that day, I could not help but to 
check that the front desk were itself rather than an altar, and 
the security guards nothing but smooth-skinned, meagerly 
toothed humans. When I entered the elevator I drew some 
odd glances from the collected dull-eyed rabble when I ner
vously clung to whatever hold I could.

Having been thus reassured, I strolled into the conference 
room standing tall, expecting to come away being seen in a
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new light. My moment came and I energetically made my 
proposal. But rather that shine a light on me, this proposal 
was quickly shot down. That John Smith, all he wanted was 
to get his own idea chosen, a much clumsier idea than mine 
(and on the whole a rather inelegant idea). But which of us 
was up for the promotion? Which one of us left the meeting 
standing tall? It was about time someone gave that ass what 
he deserved.

I happened to come behind Smith at the snack room a 
few minutes later. Smith, he loved his chocolate dough
nuts! Snickering, I imagined him chocking on them. Why 
shouldn’t he? Before I knew what I was doing, I was upon 
him, his glasses falling to the floor. I reveled in vindictive 
mirth as I crammed the cakes into his mouth. He was al
ready gagging with the most awful gravelly wheezes and in
human grinding eruptions when I realized what I was doing. 
He fell to the floor as I let go in shock, feeling as though I’d 
been thrown by some cataclysmic explosion. Barely aware of 
hitting the wall as I reeled back, I slid towards the doorway. 
Only my hand leaning against the wall kept me upright as I 
stumbled into the bathroom. Lurching at the first open 
stall, I vomited.

I  did not return home that night; rather, I stayed 
at a hotel. I could not go home for fear of hurt
ing Caroline. When I called I told her I 
had fallen sick and didn’t want to infect 

her. How she would take this I did not know, 
but it was the best I could come up with to 
explain my absence.

I was truly afraid of myself What had I 
done? What more could I do? How far was I 
capable of going; could I kill? When I ate a dis
gusting dinner at that dilapidated diner, I sat 
near a man who was suflFering from some kind 
of respiratory ailment; every time he coughed I 
heard the horrible gasps that Smith had made 
earlier. I was fighting nausea throughout the 
entire meal.

It must simply be inexperience, I told my
self Yes, like a growing adolescent I simply i d  
not know how to contain my growing strength, 
just needed to keep calm and focus myself I would keep 
myself aloof for a time until I become more assured of 
myself Yes, that would work. Wouldn’t it? It had to. I

would be fine.
Smith without his glasses, hadn’t seen his assailant. It was 

dark in the parking garage basement when I’d come across 
Mr. Cromwell, my supervisor, and.. .1 winced at the though 
of how I’d twisted his arms behind him almost to the point 
of breaking, jamming his body into the live steam pipe. His 
high-pitched wails echoed throughout my mind; I’d almost 
crashed the car when I happened to hear the angry screech of 
tires protesting a fast turn while driving to the hotel.

O f course I was wholly wrong both times. I had to ad
vance myself through my own work, whatever Smith did be 
damned (even if he is an asshole). I could not force Mr. 
Cromwell to respect me through violence. He would come 
to see me in a new light, as I displayed a new confidence and 
competence and initiative and imagination at work.

I would just get control of myself, and then I would be 
fine. There would be more than just acting on impulses that 
I have— which everyone has; more than doing just what I’d 

fancied doing in my private moments. 
I would be able to do what I didn’t 

have the strength to do in the 
 ̂m  past, to make choices and car-

ry them out. Yes, I had seen 
that I had the conviction to 

I today, now I could cer
tainly go in to make choic
es— couldn’t I?

Several more days 
withpassed, witn no more 

improvement on my 
part. My luck was 
such that I still hadn’t 
been fingered for any 

of the more heinous 
acts. As for the odd be
havior noted by my co
workers, I claimed that 
I was distressed over 
my dear father who I 
said had fallen ill with 
cancer. Caroline was 
very quickly becom

ing exasperated, itching 
see me. Benjamin, I 

was especially distressed to learn, 
was lost without his father and 
couldn’t sleep. Every night I



had to choke back tears as I forced out those horrible words: 
I can’t see you now.

My old dreams once again came back to my mind over 
those days. The man I’d shared these fancies with was Kevin 
Hendrickson, a fellow roboticist who’d been intrigued by 
my ideas about the brain-controlled prostheses. He was the 
one who would be my partner is such a venture. Yet he 
shrugged off all my presentations as I beseeched him then. 
He’d moved on: he was now chief project engineer in a ven
ture to develop better robotic surgeons: machines that can 
execute delicate surgical procedures (under the control of a 
well-trained surgeon, of course) with a precision that human 
hands cannot match. He was quite engaged by his work and 
told me that there was nothing more he could gain by taking 
such a risk as I proposed. Well, damn him! I would just go 
on without him, then.

W ith every day that passed, I felt the walls clos
ing in on me ever more. The abominable 
Smith got his promotion, but I was on an 
ever tightening leash. My erratic behavior 

and the growing unreliability that was sensed in my work, 
had put me on the spot. By this time I had been notified 
that I was on probation, and the sense I got from the bosses 
was not of great confidence. If I lost this job, I would be in 
a bad way; I would have been a hard sell to employers two 
weeks prior, but now I would look as a slovenly drifter looks 
to parents seeking a babysitter. Worse yet, my recent behav
ior did little to endear me with Caroline. On top of it all, I 
was constantly at risk of imprisonment if my luck ran out. I 
had to move.

In 2005 it was discovered that eOffer, a web site run by 
the General Services Administration of the US Government, 
has a gaping breach in its security. When the president of 
a Dallas computer security firm registered his business with 
the site, he accidentally discovered that by simply entering a 
publicly business identification number he could access any 
other company’s account. The network of the company I 
work for has a similar flaw: I had never let it be known, but 
for several months I knew I could access any account on the 
network in a similar manner once I was logged in. There 
was nothing on the entire network that was out of my reach. 
Having held back for months, I would now take advantage. I 
would transfer money our of the company’s accounts, which 
I would then use to open my company, and I could point the 
finger at someone else: who else but Smith!

I  had taken that action in the hopes of saving myself, 
however it was this act which proved my final undo
ing. There was no trace of the money where I had 
planted the evidence. They did trace it to an account 

they were able to hnk to me, howeven The authorities, un
able to identify a suspect in the various attacks until then, 
were able to make the connections they sought with me in 
hand.

Seeing the images I saw in the dream that prove prophetic, 
that was shocking. Living through the events, that was un
bearable. By the third night at the motel, I could hardly 
touch food without vomiting. I spent my days in a cold 
sweat, jumping every time someone glanced in my direction. 
I was only able to sleep with the aid of tranquilizers obtained 
on the street. When I finally saw Caroline, it was the pretrial 
hearing, and I was wearing an orange jumpsuit, handcuffed. 
Finally able to see her, I found her completely cut off. Stead
fastly she kept her gaze off me, as she hid Benjamin from 
my sight. From that point on, the only communication I 
had with her was through the legal teams that mediated the 
divorce.

So here it is: I’ve been confined at Riverside Mental Hos
pital for the past five years, looking forward to spending the 
rest of my years here. Only because of my mental breakdown 
have I been spared prison, and because I am far too danger
ous to live in the world, release is not an option. What was 
meant to elevate me has rendered me a prisoner spending his 
days mumbling in the dark corner. Medications can mediate 
the recurring bouts of depression and anxiety, but nothing 
can stop the nightmares. There is no medication that can 
stop me from feehng as though jolted with a bolt of electric
ity whenever I see a chocolate doughnut, or hear a cough, or 
experience any of a countless list of events so ordinary that a 
day cannot pass without any of them. I’m in a rubber room 
and under constant watch because I’ve tried to kill myself, 
which I see only as an act of cruelty as I await the merciful 
end.

The path I took to spare me the pain I felt has led me to an 
existence so bleak that I’d have gladly faced all the hardships 
of Odysseus magnified tenfold to avoid it, had only I known. 
But the choice I made cannot be undone; like all men I am 
made by the choices I have made, and mine has made me 
into a tool, used by evil and then thrown away to rot. If 
there is anything my sad Hfe would tell, it is this: Nature does 
not kindly suffer a coward.
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T  T O ' C ' D  A  T  C T e n d  t o  h a v e
J ^ l O l l I V f T L - L / O L O W E R  ST A N D A R D S  
O F H Y G IE N E  T H A N  U S CO NSERVATIVES -  T H IS  
IS A  FA CT You don’t hear, “You smelly neo-con” but, 
you do hear, “You dirty smelly hippy!” I’m sorry to break 
it to you, but this is because liberals smell and do display 
poorer habits of hygiene than conservatives. Why is it 
that when I go to a store, I am always waiting on line 
behind the hippy lady that is wearing a floral skirt, a bead 
necklace, and some weird hair accessory who smells like 
an organic onion? Liberals should be outlawed, not just 
for their political views, but also because they smell bad. 
Conservatives smell good, like good old American pie.

Most people who have noticed this phenomenon of 
liberals smelling bad have came up with the conclusion 
that it’s based solely on their liberalism - that is they are 
so liberal, they are liberal with their personal hygiene. 
Pepsi is an excellent drink. Many people who start their 
life as conservatives go to college and get brainwashed

into liberalism by the talking heads 
living in their ivory towers; but 
once this happens, you start to 
notice the downgrade from a non- 
smelly person to a smelly person. 
Usually the smell of a liberal is that 
of a freshly cut onion — presumably, 
the odor of their body odor; but 
some speculate that it is some sort of 
liberal cologne. This liberal cologne 
gives a person the image of being a 
smelly liberal, while maintaining 
proper hygiene -  this is a sign of a 
person’s conservative roots.

Let’s not forget to mention liberals’ 
breath. It seems that liberals have such 
problems with corporations - they 
refuse to buy toothpaste because it is 
sold by corporations. This leaves the

liberal with breath that 
can light a forest on 
fire by the mere smell 
emanating from their 
mouth. Don’t question 
authority. Liberal bread i 
has also been known to 
cause headaches, nausea, and 
the tendency to make peopk 
become homosexuals. The 
breath of liberals is intolerable,
and it should be every American’s duty to tell the liberals 
about this problem.

According to recent data that I have compiled from very 
respectable sources, Liberals smell either like onions, sweaty 
feet, or meat that has gone beyond rotten. The worse part 
of compiling this data is that I had to test the hypothesis on 
actual subjects to prove that it was correct. I wondered to 
myself, “Where am I going to find test subjects to test these 
theories of liberals smelling?” I then realized that I write 
for the Third Rail, which a liberal haven, and I had plenty 
of subjects to test these theories on. Read Ann Coulter. At 
meetings, I usually keep myself drenched in cologne so that 
the liberal smell would not get to me (which it still does); 
but for one meeting, I had to do without this technique to 
see how bad these Third Rail Bolsheviks stink. I walked 
into the Third Rail on the day of a meeting, and I walked 

right out -  the smell was too bad to tolerate 
for even the shortest of time. That is how 
I got the factual evidence that almost all 
of the Third Rail staff smells due to their 
liberalism, except for me and Dwight 
-  those darn liberals do smell bad.

Now, I understand that some people 
may not think that this is objective. Thus, 
I would like to explain how I tested these 
theories of liberals smelling to show how 
they are objective. First, I went undercover 
as a liberal (not in a Third Rail meeting). I 
then took random liberals, who thought I 
was a liberal, and brought them around little 
children. The reason that I decided to bring 
them around little children is because little 

' children do not yet have a political agenda 
swaying one way or another, and they would 
admit if someone smelled or not. So, the 
testing of these theories was very objective.

One
talk
for

J

child couldn’t 
to a liberal 

more than 10  

minutes before she 
started crying about 

|f! how bad that liberal
smelled. Another child 

kicked a liberal in the shin, 
and called the liberal a “monster” 

(the child was dead correct in his assessment of the 
person). The children who were around good conservatives 
tended to not cry, and were, generally, in a good mood. One 
child stated to a conservative, “You smell good.” Support 
the war in Iraq. The Bolsheviks would go 
to any means to show that they don’t 
smell, but, no matter how hard they 
try, they always have that smell of the 
back part of a thong worn by an obese 
woman who has been farting all day.

The funny part of the stink of 
liberals is how it is relative to the 
stink of actual liberalism. Liberalism 
stinks and we should all acknowledge 
this fact. It seems the more liberal a 
person is, the more they smell. This 
brings us to the notion of what I call 
“The Riley Scale.” To the far-left of 
the scale is communism which 
is represented by the smell of 
feces. And, to the far-right 
of the scale is Conservatism 
which is represented by the 
smell of American Pie. Then, 
there are the two middles — 
to the right of communism 
is liberalism (represented by 
the smell of an onion), and 
to the left of Conservatism 
is libertarianism (represented 
by the smell of deodorant). By 
the Riley Scale, Conservatism is 
the only way to go if you want 
to smell good and have proper 
hygiene, only Bolsheviks 
would state otherwise.

In conclusion, liberals 
smell.
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|ERHAPS YOU REMEM
BER THE LONG-RUN
NING PEANUTS GAG 

INVOLVING LUCY, CHARLIE 
BROWN, AND THE FOOT
BALL. It was always funny, be
cause so many people can relate 

to the feelings of hope (even in the face of reality) and 
disappointment Charlie Brown experienced, over and over 
again. Lucy would hold a football to the grass in kick
ing position and get Charlie Brown to try kicking it, only 
to snatch it away at the last minute. This meant Charlie 
Brown kicked only air and landed on his butt. It was cruel 
of Lucy, and Charlie Brown got wise to it eventually, but 
she’d always sweet-talk him into trying again. This time, 
he always convinced himself, he’d send that ball soaring!

This is sort of how my wife and I feel about same-gen- 
der marriage. We met in the summer of 1992, between 
our junior and senior years of high school. Shortly after 
we decided that we love each other after all, a Hawaiian 
judge ruled that same-gender marriage was constitutional. 
The Hawaii Supreme Court decided differently in 1999. 
Vermont allowed a sort of Diet Marriage in its state with 
“civil unions.” Thousands of couples descended on San 
Francisco to marry when Mayor Gavin Newsom ordered 
city clerks to issue same-gender couples marriage licenses 
in 2004, only to have their new legal status yanked out 
from under them weeks afterwards. Eventually, on New 
Year’s Eve 2004/2005, my wife and I became married in 
Massachussetts. The wait was due in part to reasons that 
may sound familiar to some straight people—we were 
taught to be overly cautious regarding matters of the heart

in our childhoods, we had formed 
lives in different cities, we weren’t 
sure whether we actually wanted 
to live together. But at bottom, 
we just didn’t want the football 
yanked away from us once we fi
nally decided to kick it. It was anyway, when the Massa
chussetts Supreme Court ruled that same-gender couples 
who lived out of state couldn’t marry in Massachussetts. 
As I write, we literally do not know our legal status and are 
waiting anxiously for the New York Appeals Court ruling. 
We plan to have a “re-wedding” if the Court rules our way. 
We worry that it’ll be taken away yet again if we do.

I say all this to illustrate why same-gender couples may 
not rush to get married at the moment. Wherever same- 
gender marriages have been declared legal in the United 
States, activist groups, mostly Christian Nationalist, have 
swooped in to make them un-happen like so many raptors 
looking for a kill. Even in Massachussetts, couples can’t 
feel too comfortable about their legal status. On July 12, 
2006, the Massachusetts State Legislature will take up the 
so-called “Marriage Protection Amendment”. Should 25 
percent of the legislature vote for it, the citizens of Mas
sachusetts will vote on the legality of same-gender mar
riages in 2008. Those of you who have had a mixed-gender 
wedding know what a production those can be. Gay and 
bisexual people have friends and family and wedding fan
tasies, too. But how many straight people would spend 
all that money and go to all that trouble for something 
that can be invalidated at the whims of legislators or fel
low citizens?



Focus on the Family’s C itizen  magazine published an ar
ticle in its June 2006 issue that presents an interesting argu

ment. Essentially, one Caleb Ff. Price claims that 
gays don’t really want marriage, because after 

all, so few same-gender couples have taken 
advantage of the rights we have already. Ac

cording to their specious statistics, only 
small minorities of states’ “homosexual 

populations” have entered domestic 
partnerships, civil unions, and mar
riages. The numbers vary from 1.17 
percent (in Connecticut, which offers 
civil unions) to 16 percent of “in-state 
homosexuals” (in Vermont, which also 
offers civil unions.)

Price invalidates his own arguments 
in several places. For example, he 
states that “Indeed, by October 2002, 
Vermont granted civil unions to 

couples from 48 states, D.C., Can
ada, Japan and several countries 
in Europe.” The fact that people 
have traveled so far to a state 
not widely considered a tourist 
destination, solely for this pur

pose, should indicate some level 
of “want-to” on the part of gay 
and bi people. Price also somehow 
overlooked the 4,000 same-gender 
couples who were married in San 
Francisco and then un-married by 
the California Supreme Court.

Fie further states that “California 
established its domestic-partner- 
ship registry on Jan. 1, 2000, and 
expanded benefits and responsibili
ties in 2002, 2003 and 2005.” New 
Jersey also “modestly expanded ben
efits.” Could it be that same-gender 
couples simply didn’t want to settle 
for something whose benefits need
ed to be expanded?

Price, with the help of a “pro-fam- 
ily” activist from Massachusetts, 
makes his organization’s true intent
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clear. He approvingly quotes Kris Mineau, president 
of the Massachusetts Family Institute, as saying that 
“same-sex marriage is more of a political trophy 
than it is an institution that homosexuals desire to 
enter into.” In that case, why is it such a threat to 
“traditional families”? Obviously, rather than the 

“protection of marriage,” the goal of Focus on 
the Family and its sympathizers is simply to take 
what they consider a trophy away from gay and 

bisexual people.

At the end of the article, Price comes to 
a rather interesting conclusion about what 
gays “really” want:

As the evidence above suggests, the percent
age o f  homosexuals who take advantage o f  the 
opportunity to enter into a legally recognized 
union is markedly low. Simultaneously, how
ever, the well-orchestrated demands for same- 
sex marriage by activists are reaching a dra
matic crescendo, begging the question: What 
do gays really want?

While winning the right to marry may be 
the “crown jewel” o f the gay-rights movement, 

what homosexuals really want is for homosex
uality to be declared normative, natural and 
God-ordained. Their deepest desire is that ho

mosexual behavior would no longer be sin. At 
its core, the homosexual Zeitgeist seeks to destroy 

God’s created intent for sexuality and the family 
while deconstructing the imago dei that humans 
bear—male and female—on the Earth.

Truly an epic battle is being waged both in the 
spirit and the flesh. As Bible-believing Christians, 
we are being called to defend one o f the most fun
damental principles o f  God's created order—mar
riage between one man and one woman. In love 
and compassion, we must reflect God’s heart on the 
matter and commit to fully engage those in the pub
lic arena who seek to declare “good” that which God 
calls “evil ”

Love and the rights accorded to married 
couples to help them care for each other have 
nothing to do with any of it, of course.



Perhaps somewhat humorously, another article in that 
same issue of Citizen magazine advances an argument for 
“covenant marriage,” which makes divorce more difficult 
for couples who enter it. In 1997, Louisiana became the 
first of three states to pass a covenant marriage law. (This 
is two years before the first civil unions were enacted in 
Vermont, and six years before same-gender marriage was 
made legal in Massachusetts.) O f the couples that are eligi
ble for covenant marriage, which is to say all mixed-gender 
couples, “only 2  percent of Louisiana couples have chosen 
covenant marriages.” Should this be taken to mean that 
their marriages should be taken away from them, or that 
nobody really needs or wants a covenant marriage? Does 
this indicate that covenant marriages are a mere trophy for 
Christian Nationalists? By the logic exhibited elsewhere in 
the very same Focus on the Family house organ, it does.

In a third article, Tony Perkins of the Family Research 
Council, a political lobbying organization spun off from 
Focus on the Family, claims that transgendered people, as 
well as bisexuals like myself, are proof that LGBT advo
cates want to undermine rather than enter marriage. “The 
whole movement to overturn marriage includes groups 
that its leaders call bisexual and transgendered How
could those same radical leaders deny marriage rights to a 
bisexual person who wants two spouses of two different 
sexes? How could 
they deny marriage 
rights to a man who
marries woman.

right

but who then un
dergoes a sex change 
operation and de
mands the 
also to marry 
man? Thus, we very 
quickly enter into 
even more bizarre 
territory legally 
and socially.” Wow. 
Here I was think
ing it’s hard enough 
to cook for one 
picky spouse and 
my house is kind of 
small as it is. I didn’t 
intend for my jokes 
about what I would

do with Tony Stewart given an opportunity to be taken as 
policy statements.

Truly, all I want is to stay married to one wonderful 
woman. Quite a few of my LGBT friends would like to 
get married, or to find someone worthy of marrying. None 
of Citizens contributors bothered to ask me, though, or 
any other gay or bisexual person. As I mentioned in the 
first paragraphs of this article, members of what was called 
Generation X are the first Americans to spend any part 
of their youth realistically expecting that same-gender 
marriage might happen for us. Older LGBT people did 
not, and therefore didn’t get to think accordingly. (If you 
are straight, think about the way your parents may have 
teasingly asked, “When’s the wedding?”, or the way you 
may have written your first name next to your boyfriend’s 
last name to see how the combination looked.) It isn’t just 
mainstream society that’s going to have to readjust to the 
reality of same-gender marriage—LGBT individuals will 
need to readjust our thinking as well.

Furthermore, we are not the strawpeople that groups like 
Focus on the Family present us as being. We are real human 
beings with real concerns. We have economic issues, such 
as the inability to afford a wedding or a would-be spouse’s 
kids or their lousy credit. We have to find the right person,

too. We have con
flicting ideas of 
where and how to 
live, too. We have 
to make adjust
ments to our lives 
and determine 
whether the other 
person is worth 
those adjustments, 
too. Those issues, 
not the prospect 
of having our 
new legal status 
yanked away from 
us, should be the 
only obstacles be
tween same-gen
der couples and 
legal marriage
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Black leadership throughout this country should place 
this issue at the forefront of their agendas. And we also need 
to understand how and why American societ)  ̂reached this 
point of constructing a vast prison industrial complex, in 
order to find strategies to dismantle it.

For a variety of reasons, rates of violent crime, includ
ing murder, rape and robbery, increased dramatically in the 
1960s and 1970s. Much of this increase occurred in urban 
areas. By the late 1970s, nearly one half of all Americans 
were afraid to walk within a mile of their homes at night, 
and 90 percent responded in surveys that the U.S. criminal 
justice system was not dealing harshly enough with crimi
nals. Politicians like Richard M. Nixon, George Wallace 
and Ronald Reagan began to campaign successfully on the 
theme of “Law and Order.” The death penalty, which was 
briefly outlawed by the Supreme Court, was reinstated. Lo
cal, state and federal expenditures for law enforcement rose 
sharply.

Behind much of anti-crime rhetoric was a not-too-subtle 
racial dimension, the projection of crude stereotypes about 
the hnk between criminality and black people. Rarely did 
these pohticians observe that minority and poor people, not 
the white middle class, were statistically much more likely 
to experience violent crimes of all kinds. The argument was 
made that law enforcement officers should be given much 
greater latitude in suppressing crime, that sentences should 
be lengthened and made mandatory, and that prisons 
should be designed not for the purpose of rehabilitation, 
but punishment.

Consequently, there was a rapid expansion in the person
nel of the criminal justice system, as well as the construc
tion of new prisons. What occurred in New York State, for 
example, was typical of what happened nationally. From 
1817 to 1981, New York had opened 33 state prisons. 
From 1982 to 1999, another 38 state prisons were con
structed. The state’s prison population at the time of the At
tica prison revolt in September 1971 was about 12,500. By 
1999, there were over 71,000 prisoners in New York State 
correctional facilities.

In 1974, the number of Americans incarcerated in all 
state prisons stood at 187,500. By 1991, the number had 
reached 711,700. Nearly two-thirds of all state prisoners in

1991 had less than a high school education. One third of 
all prisoners were unemployed at the time of their arrests. 
Incarceration rates by the end of the 1980s had soared to 
unprecedented rates, especially for black Americans. As of 
December 1989, the total U.S. prison population, includ
ing federal institutions, exceeded one million for the first 
time in history, an incarceration rate of the general popula
tion of one out of every 250 citizens.

For African Americans, the rate was over 700 per 100,000, 
or about seven times more than for whites. About one half 
of all prisoners were black. Twenty-three percent of all black 
males in their twenties were either in jail or prison, on pa
role, probation or awaiting trial. The rate of incarceration 
of black Americans in 1989 had even surpassed that experi
enced by blacks who still lived under the apartheid regime 
of South Africa.

By the early 1990s, rates for all types of violent crime 
began to plummet. But the laws, which sent offenders to 
prison, were made even more severe. Children were increas- 
ingly viewed in courts as adults, and subjected to harsher 
penalties. Laws like California’s “three strikes and you’re 
out” eliminated the possibility of parole for repeat offend
ers. The vast majority of these new prisoners were non-vio
lent offenders, and many of these were convicted of drug 
offenses that carried long prison terms. In New York, a state 
in which African Americans and Latinos comprise 25 per
cent of the total population, by 1999 they represented 83 
percent of all state prisoners, and 94 percent of all individu
als convicted on drug offenses.

The pattern of racial bias in these statistics is confirmed 
by the research of the U.S. Commission on Civil Rights, 
which found that while African Americans today constitute 
only 14 percent of all drug users nationally, they are 35 per
cent of all drug arrests, 5 5  percent of all drug convictions, 
and 7 5  percent of all prison admissions for drug offenses. 
Currently, the racial proportions of those under some type 
of correctional supervision, including parole and probation, 
are one-in-fifteen for young white males, one-in-ten for 
young Latino males, and one-in-three for young African- 
American males. Statistically today, more than eight out of 
every ten African-American males will be arrested at some 
point in their lifetime.

yond redemption. If convicted felons cease to be viewed as 
human beings, why should they be treated with any hu
manity? This question should be elevated and discussed in 
every African-American and Latino neighborhood, com
munity center, rehgious insti- tution and union hall

The lat- est innova
tion in American corrections is termed 

“special housing units” (SHU), but which pris
oners also generally refer to as The Box. SHUs are 
uniquely designed solitary confinement cells, in which 
prisoners are locked down for 23 hours a day for months 
or even years at a time. SHU cellblocks are electronically 
monitored, prefabricated structures of concrete and steel, 
about 14 feet long and 8  Vi feet wide, amounting to 1 2 0  

square feet of space. The two inmates who are confined in 
each cell, however, actually have only about 60 square feet 
of usable space, or 30 square feet per person.

All meals are served to prisoners through a thin slot cut 
into the steel door. The toilet unit, sink and shower are all 
located in the cell. Prisoners are permitted one hour “exer
cise time” each day in a small concrete balcony, surrounded 
by heavy security wire, directly connected with their SHU  
cells. Educational and rehabilitation programs for SHU  
prisoners are prohibited.

As of 1998, New York State had confined 5,700 state 
prisoners in SHUs, about 8  percent of its total inmate 
population. Currently under construction in Upstate New 
York is a new 750-cell maximum security SHU facility, 
which will cost state taxpayers $180 million. Although Am
nesty International and human rights groups in the U.S. 
have widely condemned SHUs, claiming that such forms 
of imprisonment constitute the definition of torture under 
international law, other states have followed New York’s ex
ample. As of 1998, California had constructed 2,942 SHU  
beds, followed by Mississippi (1,756), Arizona (1,728), Vir
ginia (1,267), Texas (1,229), Louisiana (1,048) and Florida 
(1,000). Solitary confinement, which historically had been 
defined even by corrections officials as an extreme disciplin
ary measure, is becoming increasingly the norm.

The introduction of SHUs reflects a general mood in the 
country that the growing penal population is essentially be-

a cr o ss  
this country.
Because the over
whelming human casualties of this racist leviathan are our 
own children, parents, sisters and brothers. Those whom 
this brutal system defines as being “beyond redemption” are 
ourselves.

What are the economic costs for American society of 
the vast expansion of our prison-industrial complex? Ac
cording to criminal justice researcher David Barlow at the 
University of Wisconsin at Milwaukee, between 1980 and 
2 0 0 0 , the combined expenditures of federal, state and local 
governments on police have increased about 400 percent. 
Corrections expenditures for building new prisons, upgrad
ing existing facilities, hiring more guards, and related costs, 
increased approximately one thousand percent. v\lthough it 
currently costs about $70,000 to construct a typical prison 
cell, and about $25,000 annually to supervise and main
tain each prisoner, the U.S. is currently building 1,725 new 
prison beds per week.

The driving ideological and cultural force that rational
ized and justifies mass incarceration is the white v\merican 
public’s stereotypical perceptions about race and crime. As 
Andrew Hacker perceptively noted in 1995, “Quite clearly.
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‘black crime’ does not make people think about tax evasion 
or embezzling from brokerage firms. Rather, the offenses 
generally associated with blacks are those . . . involving vio
lence.” A number of researchers have found that racial ste
reotypes of African Americans— as “violent,” “aggressive,” 
“hostile” and “short-tempered”— greatly influence whites’ 
judgments about crime. Generally, most whites are inclined 
to give black and Latino defendants more severe judgments 
of guilt and lengthier prison sentences than whites who 
commit identical crimes. Racial bias has been well estab
lished especially in capital cases, where killers of white vic
tims are much more likely to receive the death penalty than 
those who murder African v\mericans.

The greatest victims of these racialized processes of un
equal justice, of course, are African-American and Latino 
young people. In April 2000, utilizing national and state 
data compiled by the FBI, the Justice Department and six 
leading foundations issued a comprehensive study that doc
umented vast racial disparities at every level of the juvenile 
justice process. African Americans under age 18 comprise 
15 percent of their national age group, yet they currently 
represent 26 percent of all those who are arrested.

After entering the criminal justice system, white and 
black juveniles with the same records are treated in radically 
different ways. According to the Justice Department’s study, 
among white youth offenders, 6 6  percent are referred to ju
venile courts, while only 31 percent of the African-Ameri- 
can youth are taken there. Blacks comprise 44 percent of 
those detained in juvenile jails, 46 percent of all those tried 
in adult criminal courts, as well as 58 percent of all juveniles 
who are warehoused in adult prison. In practical terms, this 
means that for young African Americans who are arrested 
and charged with a crime, that they are more than six times 
more likely to be assigned to prison that white youth of
fenders.

What seems clear is that a new leviathan of racial in
equality has been constructed across our country. It lacks 
the brutal simplicity of the old Jim Crow system, with its 
omnipresent “white” and “colored” signs. Yet it is in many 
respects potentially far more devastating, because it presents 
itself to the world as a system that is truly color-blind. The 
black freedom struggle of the 1960s was successful largely 
because it convinced a majority of white middle class Amer
icans that it was economically inefficient, and that politi
cally it could not be sustained or justified.

The movement utilized the power of creative disruption, 
making it impossible for the old system of white prejudice 
and power to function in the same old ways it had for de
cades. For Americans who still believe in racial equality and 
social justice, we cannot stand silent while millions of our 
fellow citizens are being destroyed all around us. The racial
ized prison industrial complex is the great moral and politi
cal challenge of our time.

For several years, I have lectured in New York’s famous 
Sing Sing prison, as part of a master’s degree program spon
sored by the New York Theological Seminary. During my 
last visit several months ago, I noticed that correctional of
ficials had erected a large yellow sign over the door at the 
public entrance to the prison. The sign reads: “Through 
these doors pass some of the finest corrections professionals 
in the world.” I asked Reverend Bill Webber, the director 
of the prison’s educational program, and several prisoners 
what they thought about the sign. Bill answered bluntly, 
“demonic.” One of the M.A. students, a 35-year-old Latino 
named Tony, agreed with Bill’s assessment, but added, “let 
us face the demon head on.” There are now over two mil
lion Americans who are incarcerated. It is time to face the 
demon head on.

ated 3 0 5  days.

For those young people who have never been to prison 
before, T f̂rican Americans are nine times more likely than 
whites to be sentenced to juvenile prisons. For youths 
charged with drug offenses, blacks are 48 times more like
ly than whites to be sentenced to juvenile prison. White 
youths charged with violent offenses are incarcerated on av
erage for 193 days after trial; by contrast, African-American 
youths are held 254 days, and Latino youths are incarcer-

Dr. Manning Marabie is one of America's most in
fluential and widely read scholars. Since 1993, Dr. 
Marabie has been Professor of Public Affairs, Politi
cal Science, History and African-American Studies 
at Columbia University in New York City. For ten 
years. Dr. Marabie was founding director of the In
stitute for Research in African-American Studies at 
Columbia University, from 1993 to 2003. Under Dr. 
Marable's leadership, the Institute became one of 
the nation's most prestigious centers of scholarship 
on the black American experience.
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