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I’m very happy be to back here to speak at LIU after leaving five years ago so that my wife, Eileen Schell, and I could start a family, and I’m happy to say that our four-year-old daughter, Autumn, is healthy and happy.  She’s lucky, too, that both of her parents have good, steady jobs and that neither is in prison.  She is just as unlucky as the rest of us, however, to live in a culture—a penal culture--buoyed up by the imprisonment of millions.  And Autumn is not untouched by the heinous, political murder of Tookie Williams, whom she knew through me as a man living on Death Row, writing children’s books and fighting the government for his life.  Upon Autumn learning the government, which we had previously defined for her as “us,” as “we the people,” killed “us,” killed we the people, you might well imagine how unconvincing it was to tell her that government wasn’t all bad—that it built schools and roads, as well as killed people. As she was falling asleep recently, she asked me whether, when Tookie was executed, he had a pillow and a blanket . . . and whether it hurt when he got the shot.   All your life you hear about truth coming from the mouth of babes, but it hits harder somehow when it’s the mouth of your own babe.

Here’s Tookie as my daughter knew him—the Tookie Schwarzenegger killed--on a recording from death row:

Tookie’s message:      http://faculty.ithaca.edu/tkerr/docs/tookiemessage.mp3
Inspired by fellow former gang members, books that spoke to his experience, passed on to him by his friends, and by his own writing, Tookie Williams converted the state’s criminal death sentence into an enduring affirmation of life and hope.


It’s appropriate that I deliver this lecture on prison and American culture here, in Brooklyn, where during a trip to lunch over on Bridge street, back in 2000, I saw stenciled in red paint up and down the sidewalk, “No More Prisons,” which is also, as I later learned, a student organization opposed to the Prison Industrial Complex (hereafter PIC).  In Ithaca, NY, where I teach now, you can see all sorts of progressive slogans, such as “Save a Planet, Take a Bus,” or “Amend the Bible to Allow Gay Marriage,” but Ithacans—or at least the majority of students there--don’t see America’s gargantuan Prison Industrial Complex as a particularly urgent problem.  The fact that Ithaca prides itself on its progressive character and yet does not bother much about the PIC illustrates, dramatically, the intractable nature of penal ideology—how deep its roots.  But even this deep-root metaphor even fails, since the PIC, like the MIC, is more like an expression of our society’s DNA—the underlying structure of a state designed to make the world safe for capital accumulation and those who accumulate it.

For most Americans, especially most white middle class Americans, prison isn’t obviously personal.  Even though there are now, infamously, well over 2 million people locked up in local, state, and federal prisons across the country (2,200,822, to be exact), the vast majority of Americans don’t have family members or friends, or even friend of friends, in jail. Two and a quarter million is a big number, but for most it’s just a number.  As Tookie Williams’ mentor and good friend, and my friend, Steve Champion (a.k.a. Adisa Kamara) has pointed out to me, for most prison remains an abstract issue, a necessary social evil, really, beyond the reach of well-intentioned, law-abiding citizens, only occasionally taken up as serious problem by media personalities and/or academics, and then often only as a phase in their respective careers.  The call for abolition by Angela Davis, which she makes eloquently and forcefully in one of her latest books, Abolition Democracy:Beyond Empire, Prison, and Torture, is inconceivable.  We may marvel as more and more prisons sprout up in lieu, say, of community colleges or good affordable housing, but few of our compatriots in the mainstream know how to think about it, much less what to do about it.  “Clueless” is the adjective that comes to mind. As divided by race as was American reaction to the O.J. Simpson verdict (black people knew all too well that he could well have been framed by a white racist cop), so, divided, is our interpretation of the function and meaning—of the reason to be--of our own American gulag.

In his mid-90s Introduction to Mumia Abu Jamal’s Live from Death Row, John Edgar Wideman puts a sharp point on this division:
We face a social landscape with more (or at least as much) need for radical change than we faced in the 1960s, an era that produced, flawed though it was by lack of follow through, a mighty impulse toward change.  Yet today the opposite impulse drives us.  Walls separating Americans by race, gender, class, and region are being justified and celebrated, but not in a spirit that welcomes diversity or seeks ultimate unity through mutual respect and reconciliation.  Prisons walls are being proposed as the final solution.  They symbolize our shortsightedness, our fear of the real problems caging us all.  The pity is how blindly, enthusiastically, we applaud those who are constructing the walls dooming us (xxix).

For many folks in Brooklyn, as with many black and brown people across the land, the PIC is intensely personal—an assault, if not directly on family and friends, then directly on community (people of color disproportionately comprise 70 percent of our incarcerated population).  The regressive impulse toward division Wideman describes is one reason most white middle class Americans fail to realize that prisons are personal for them, too.  They see prisons happening over there, on the other side of the economic and racial divide.  Another reason, not unrelated to the first, is that white middle class Americans accrue many dubious benefits from the PIC--economic, political, social, and psychological. [see breakdown of benefits at: {http://faculty.ithaca.edu/tkerr/docs/benefits.doc].  And who wants to admit that one benefits personally from the mass imprisonment of others.  “Not me, not us”-- I’ve heard plenty of otherwise liberal-minded students insist: if you do the crime, you’ve got to do the time: it’s blind justice, plain and simple.” But just-us (as they say) is not blind, not in the least, and it is precisely the myriad “benefits” provided by the fact and the figure of retributive justice gone amuck that work powerful magic on mainstream America, leading to our indefensible collective apathy toward people lost to the PIC.   Retributive justice, of course, is an old-testament, eye-for-an-eye, tit-for-tat concept of justice, about which Ghandi famously remarked: “An eye for an eye only makes the whole blind.” The chain of reasoning that one employs to implicate a white middle class person in the maintenance of a grossly unjust and oppressive penal system is not unlike the chain that connects the purchase of an SUV to the Shock and Awe bombing and murder of tens of thousand of Iraqis: it is both undeniable and, to those implicated, unacceptable: we refuse to follow the chain.  And, so, more than reason is required for people to connect the dots. 

I grew up in Colorado in the 60s and 70s, and was thirteen in 1971 when Tookie Williams and Raymond Washington formed the Crips in Los Angeles.  (The gang began as “the Cribs,” according to Tookie, but careless pronunciation changed the “b” to “p”.)  All I knew about urban life and black culture in those years I either learned on TV or encountered incidentally in the course of my everyday life in a racially divided Denver.  But by whatever means, the lessons imprinted deeply. At some point in my late teens and early adult years, I began to have recurring nightmares about being locked up in maximum security prisons, where I would invariably be menaced with physical and/or sexual assault, by intimidating black convicts, exactly like Tookie Williams and my friend Steve Champion. The nightmares were all variations on the same theme: I was falsely imprisoned, and scared constantly for my life, desperate to escape, afraid to death of the angry Black men conspiring to “get me.”  I could not, at the time, fathom where those dreams came from, why my most intimate interior life, my dream life, centered around maximum security prisons and racist stereotypes. I would in those years have adamantly denied being racist, and I told no one about these dreams.  (I thought  for a time they might mean I was a repressed gay man who liked black men, but unfortunately these were not amorous dreams.)  Some thirty years later, I understand them as my individual psychic representation of the racist, prison culture that my own country-club culture depended on.  I could not—would not--in a million years have consciously allowed such a connection at the time, but the nightmares of my culture betrayed the truth, and this talk is in part about how mainstream America continues, collectively, dreaming such dreams, and how Tookie and other incarcerated writers, in partnership with activists, writers, teachers, and students on the outside, are trying to wake us up—trying to turn the tide away from incarceration toward education, empowerment, and social transformation.

It is this positive, critical collective enterprise I am calling Prison U.   More than merely a semantic reversal of fortune, the concept of the PIC as “university” might best clarified in terms of scholar Deborah Brandt’s notion of a literacy sponsor, which she develops in her book Literacy in America Lives.  A literacy sponsor can be an individual, a group, or an institution—always already ideologically freighted--that “enables, supports, teaches, and models, as well as recruits, regulates, suppresses, or withholds, literacy—and gains advantage by it in some way.” (19)  In this perspective, prison can be understood, ironically and in spite of itself, as a critical literacy sponsor, insofar as it spawns reading, writing, and analyses and dialogue, both inside and out, that illuminate—or can illuminate—in unique ways, the effects of mass incarceration on individuals, society, and civilization.


I’d like to develop my analysis of Prison U in two stages, via two basic questions.  First, how is it, in spite of all the damning statistics and studies and common sense arguments that expose the destructive, unjust, and wholly counter-productive structure of the PIC, that mainstream America not only accepts but enthusiastically endorses its continuing existence? Second, how are the Late Tookie Williams and other incarcerated writers teaching us—and by us I mean all those passionate about social justice as well as mainstream society—to reject prison culture, to effect a shift from a punitive model of criminal justice to a restorative model, in which poverty prevention, education, and community building are understood as load-supporting pillars of a system premised on rehabilitation and reconciliation. It’s not about fixing the system; it’s about changing society. 


I can’t continue, however, without pointing out that current efforts to “tear down the walls”—to reach into prisons, to reform the system, to challenge assumptions, to educate, and so on—are a revival of revolutionary efforts in the 70s, and on many fronts, to humanize criminal justice.  As Bell Chevigny, former director of PEN America’s Prison Program, argues in the Introduction to her fabulous book, Doing Time: Twenty-Five Years of Prison Writing:
The social turmoil of the sixties and early seventies profoundly shaped public attitudes toward prisoner and prisoners’ experience.  The civil rights and student movements, and opposition to the Vietnam war created a climate critical of established authority. . . . And for a while the War on Poverty was committed to building a more participatory democracy by offering opportunity to the poor and marginalized (xiv).  [For their part and spurred on by such galvanizing figures as Malcolm X, George Jackson, and Eldridge Cleaver] prisoners organized to form unions, to fight for humane treatment, and to bring educational, cultural, and religious programs inside the walls.  The fruit of their efforts and outside pressures[:] prison college programs and other rehabilitative programs sprang up everywhere. (xv)

Prison poet William Aberg calls this period “a prison renaissance,” a rebirth of humane regard for the most despised among us.  Unfortunately, however, this prison renaissance has not been followed, as was the Humanist renaissance of the 16th and 17th centuries, by an equally hopeful Age of Enlightenment. On the contrary, we have fallen hard back into the Dark Ages.

There are any number ways to measure the darkness—by the sheer numbers of people incarcerated, by disproportionate representation of black and Latinos/Latinas, by unreasonably harsh sentencing laws, by the fact that communities and private corporations profit from incarcerating people (known to inmates, by the way, as people farming, wherein prisoners are seen as carceral commodities), by the emergence of the “supermax” prison, by the absence of educational programs, by the return of chain gangs and stripped uniforms (for christsake), by the reinstatement of the death penalty, etc.—but one of the most telling and important signs of our current moral turpitude is the stylized production and passive consumption, via mass media, of human desperation, degradation and punishment.  

I am setting aside, for the moment, the political rhetoric, the get-tough-on-crime card (a.k.a. the race card), that propels many of our politicians into office and/or like Clinton and his ’94 Crime Bill helps keep them there. For political arguments to succeed as they do, politicians depend on a well-established cultural context—an ideological climate, if you will, conducive to their underhanded purposes. We’ve been artificially producing such a climate since the early years of TV, when NBC’s breakout hit Dragnet set the standard for pro law and order crime dramas.  In those first few heady decades of television omnipotence, network executives, busy making the world safe for their sponsors, did not mince words:

The producer of Barnaby Jones and the FBI, Quinn Martin, proudly proclaimed, for instance:
“I am a patriot.  In the police shows that I do, I show the police in an idealized way.  Without respect for the police, I think we’d have a breakdown in our society.” (48)
David Gerber, producer of Police Story, put it this way: 
“We were close to chaos, close to suspicion of institutions in the early 70s.  The Blue Line was there to preserve what was left, what was the semblance of what used to be a helluva a government when it served the people.” (48)
As early as 1985, scholars began to identify correlations between penal programming and attitudes toward criminal justice.  In one study, for example, James Carlsen observed:
“[Heavy] crime-show viewing contributes to support the legal system and the norm of compliance . . . . Crime-show viewing appears to play a role in the inhibition of the natural growth of cynicism regarding the legal system that comes with cognitive maturation.”

While we might need to take Carlsen’s 20-year-old explanation with a grain of salt—I’d say it’s a question of arrested emotional and political maturation rather than cognitive—my point is that the stage has long been set for an obscene proliferation of law and order programming: COPS, America’s Most Wanted, Law and Order (and offspring: SVU, Criminal Intent); Crime Scene Investigations, MSNBC Investigates, The First 48 Hours, Cold Case Files, OZ, and on an on.   While all these shows, whether fiction or so-called reality TV, spin crime and criminal justice somewhat differently, in aggregate they represent society itself as a criminal entity—a body, as Michel Foucault would have it, in need of constant vigilance, containment discipline and punishment.  

On the same day I was invited to give this talk, I happened to be watching some MS-NBC pseudo-news, and was twice regaled, in the course of 15 minutes, with an advertisement for new Friday evening programming branded as Crime Time in Prime Time, billed as a three hour extravaganza of rock’m, sock’m crime on MS-NBC.  The line-up for the first Friday evening included Last Days on Death Row; Lock Down in Corcoran; and BTK (serial murderer) Stories—all episodes of MSNBC Reports and/or MSNBC Investigates.  Like all other mainstream corporate media, MSNBC, a subsidiary of General Electric, knows well it can attract eyeballs, and so dollars, by sensationalized depictions of crime and punishment.  So there is certainly the money, the bottom line for the shareholders, but what are the human costs for the rest of us when crime and punishment is advertised like Professional Wrestling, when we are inundated with images of violence, confinement, despair, anguish, brutality, etc.—24-7, when corporations like General Electric—a literal war machine--and Disney
--a cultural war machine-- (ABC, A&E) keep TV watchers on a continuous diet of scripted murder, mayhem, and law and order?

On one hand, we are relentlessly positioned in the skin of crime victims and of their prosecuting avengers. On the other, we are seduced into the minds of vicious or sociopathic criminals who, like BTK, may live just next door and who, but for some biological or psychological flaw, are not very different from us.  Thus, we are schooled to fear both our neighbors and ourselves! So much for community building.  And yet these identifications are phantasmagoric: we are identifying with invented, stereotyped characters in the context of a racist, consumer capitalist culture, where mainstream media characters and narratives reinforce dominant economic and social values.  Strictly speaking, of course, you never see a human being on TV.

So, corporate America gleefully scares the bejesus out of us, mis-representing our society as a depraved collection of perverts, predators and the disenfranchised poor, who have nothing to lose and everything to gain through deviant criminal behavior.  Why would we not pass three strikes and other mandatory sentencing laws and support the death penalty?! It’s remarkable that TV watchers ever leave their houses, really. At the same time, corporate America involves us in ritual collective sacrifice and psychic cleansing—proffering the incalculable cathartic pleasure of seeing our own most intense desires, impulses, and feelings—feelings of fear and pity, as Aristotle puts it in explaining the strange appeal of tragedy—trotted out before us and, with great fanfare, vanquished . . . only to reappear again, for another hour, after the commercial break, and vaunted and vanquished again. Aristotle’s head would have been swimming.  

For people who do not watch TV—or who are selective in their TV viewing--my claim that we are caught up in a collective, obsessive orgy of crime and punishment may seem exaggerated, but when you consider that American adults watch on average about 70 days worth of TV per year (according to US Census figures for 2004), and when you take a look at the streaming smorgasbord of penal television, the only real question is how this corporate media orgy shapes ideology and, consequently, public policy.

In the emotionally supercharged rhetorical environment created by crime entertainment, perfectly sound, even overwhelming arguments against the PIC fail miserably to persuade people that our prison system constitutes an historical, persistent crime against humanity. If reason prevailed, even in the slightest degree, people would rise up against the criminal justice system on any number of grounds.  Economic (cost of incarceration in dollars but also in lost productivity and opportunity costs—that is, we could spend the same money on education or healthcare); for the sake of security (many people in the system come out more violent, more dedicated criminals); on social grounds (the system destroys individuals, families, and communities); in the interest of justice--the system is grossly unjust to poor and minority populations); for the sake of morality (vindictive retribution is not a nice family value), and on and on.   But we do not rise up; we do not tear down the walls.  We keep building them.  The appeal of the PIC, as sold us via mass media, is pathetic—i.e., it appeals to our emotions, our desires—persuades beneath the radar of logic and/or common sense and/or understanding.  We are persuaded at the visceral not the cerebral level.  In fact, analytical analyses of the system, insofar as these tend to confirm our worst fears, may simply help fuel our primitive desire, provide its warrant, it’s justification, in essence.  If there’s 2, 200,000 people in prison, so be it: if what I see on TV is any indication, those people are right where they belong. Crime and Punishment TV works just like advertising: but not the desire to consume, the much darker desire to incarcerate and execute our fellow Americans. 


What we need, therefore, along side of if not prior to mere facts, figures, and reasoned argument, are ways to short-circuit the collective desire to see people humiliated and punished for what are, largely if not wholly, collective economic and social sins: laissez fare capitalism, racism, boot-strap individualism: all the great virtues of America that, as Tookie Williams points out in his memoir Blue Rage, Black Redemption, essentially doom the underclass, the marginalized, the forgotten. Williams reflects on the reasons he followed a path of destruction:

Throughout my life I was hoodwinked by South Central’s terminal conditions, its broad and deadly template for failure.  From the beginning I was spoon-fed negative stereotypes that covertly positioned Black people as genetic criminals—inferior, illiterate, shiftless, promiscuous, and ultimately “three-fifths” of a human being, as stated in the Constitution of the United States.  Having bought into this myth, I was shackled to the lowest socioeconomic rung where underprivileged citizens compete ruthlessly for morsels of the American pie—a pie theoretically served proportionately to all, based on their ambition, intelligence, and perseverance. (i).

What we desperately need, in a word—albeit perhaps the most elusive word in human language--is empathy—the requisite understanding and feeling to walk in the shoes of those two million people we have locked behind bars.  Empathy is neither sympathy, nor pity, as these emotions, which have their places, are relatively easy to come by, relatively passive.  “I sympathize with you, man, but if you want to do the crime, you’ve got to do the time.”  Or, “What a pity, but what can be done?”  The structure of empathy is more complex, involving as does understanding, feeling, and symbolic engagement.  To have empathy, one must first recognize the other, then understand the other’s position, then perceive some common human ground in the form of thought or feeling—shared experience—and finally will identification.  Empathy is a conscious process; it does not spring spontaneously from the human heart.  The OED defines it as “The power of projecting one's personality into (and so fully comprehending) the object of contemplation.” Empathy, therefore, is both active and epistemological, and it requires correct knowledge. It is the emotion, in fact, behind the rhetorical tradition of the American Jeremiad, the proclaiming and declaiming, in sermons, speeches, and tracts, of truth for the people. The tremendous power of Tookie Williams and other incarcerated writers lies in their power to generate empathy, to endow those of us on the this side of the wall—on the other side of the social divide---with the power of projecting ourselves into the shoes of those we are conditioned to despise.


Empathy is particularly powerful in the context of the PIC, for we must achieve solidarity—must cross the great American divides of race and class—to have any hope of changing the system.  Solidarity—i.e., the fact or quality, on the part of communities, etc., of being perfectly united or at one in some respect, esp. in interests, sympathies, or aspirations—requires empathy, first and foremost.  Name one political struggle that did not depend on border crossings, unlikely alliances, and deeply felt solidarity.

Before I turn directly to Tookie and his friend and mine, Steve Champion’s work, listen, for a moment to two incarcerated women, Anna Santana and Judy Clark, who participated in Eve Ensler’s documentary, “What I Want My Words to Do to You.”  While I have some serious issues with the framing of Ensler’s documentary--in the way, for instance race, poverty, and patriarchy are bracketed—the words of the incarcerated writers featured are very much akin to the words and statements I have encountered over and over again in my and my students’ correspondence with inmates, and the words of Anna and Judith lay out and enact, eloquently, the process of empathy, solidarity, and political engagement.
INSERT SCENE 1 T2-4 Anna Santana

INSERT SCENE 2 T2-7 Judith Clark

In the first instance, the writer wants us to regard her as a person, like us.  She wants us to keep our minds open. She understands well the ways in which the political is personal. In the second instance, the writer wants us to think critically, to question the status quo, to reject black and white, good guy-bad guy, formulas.  She wants us to understand her incarceration as part of a much larger picture—economic, social, political. In both cases, the fact that we are hearing the words of these incarcerated women at all is a function of Prison U—of a largely invisible network of inmates, activists, academic, writers, and families and friends of inmates, which, despite our living in a Dark Age of penal history, has the potential, even if not full realized in the Ensler documentary, to change the way we think and, more importantly, feel about crime and punishment. [ For list of resources and access to this network, see http://faculty.ithaca.edu/tkerr/docs/prisonresources.doc].

In his writing, Tookie Williams initiates this same kind of transformative dialogue.  Listen, for example, how he describes his motivation for, and first experience of, writing a book for children, with Barbara Becnel, his “human angel,” encouraging him:
Barbara and I began working on the first manuscript.  She explained that I had to use the simplest language so that children could comprehend and enjoy reading the book.  I discovered that writing the book had a sublime effect on me.  It seemed to melt away the years of being desensitized and callous.  I felt a sense of genuine purpose: to create a book that might tap into the social pathology affecting Black children.  
In this moment, in which Tookie experiences empathy—the sublime, as he says--through writing, solidarity and political intention converge, and he sees himself—the “new Tookie”--as a messenger, a teacher: 
Though I held no academic degree, I had created my own college curriculum through years of study, introspection, and hard-knock experiences both on the streets of hell and in San Quentin.  Though a role model I could never be, I could act as an African griot or Paul Revere, warning youths about what is coming down the crooked path.” (286).

Empathy, then, is the engine of Tookie’s prophetic rhetoric, the indispensable entree to solidarity and political consciousness, the effects of which are evident in the thousands of testimonials, from all over the world, to the power of Tookie’s books to change lives.

The eight children books in his series, Tookie Speaks Out Against Gang Violence, constitute an empathy-driven, prophetic rhetoric for children!  In these books, Tookie exposes the false, self-defeating logic of gangs and offers kids an alternative way of thinking.  Bush should read “Gangs and the Abuse of Power.”  Tookie’s book for teenagers, entitled “Life in Prison,” speaks directly to young people about the realities of prison life, debunking the glamorizing myths that circulate in the streets and juvenile halls.  In the final chapter of Life in Prison, Homesickness, Tookie tells his readers:
Strive to do well in school—don’t drop out or get kicked out, which is what happened to me.  Learn as much as you can about your culture, the history of the community where you live, technology, politics, economics, and morality.  I waited until I was in prison to study these topics.  You can do it right now.  And use what you’ve learned to join with your friends and come up with ideas to make your neighborhood a better and safer place to live.” (80).
Are the builders of prisons, prison profiteers, and politicians promoting this message?  Is mainstream media filling the airwaves with programs that foster critical literacy and value community over consumption?  Um, no.  Rather, we are hearing the prophetic truth from a condemned man. 

It is a little know fact, though Tookie Williams makes much of it in his memoir, that Steve Champion and Anthony Ross, Tookie’s core community in prison, sponsored Tookie’s critical literacy and, in fact, encouraged him to write.  Former Crips themselves, Steve Champion and Anthony Ross brought Tookie Williams under their wing and formed the three-man San Quentin Death Row study group through which all three would raise their critical consciousness and evolve into accomplished writers.  For three years, I have worked closely with Steve Champion on his own memoir, One Day Deep.  Steve continues to rely for feedback and inspiration on Tony Ross, who’s extraordinary story “Walker’s Requiem,” you can read in Doing Time.  Fellow incarcerated gang members were initially—and remain--a primary audience for these writers, who produced (and produce) various consciousness-raising pamphlets (pass out “Walking it Like You Talk It”).  As Tookie puts it in Blue Rage, Black Redemption,  referring to the early thinking of this group, “The premise was that any Crip armed with correct knowledge about himself, culture, spirituality and the world would see the light and begin to change.” (282) This remains the premise. (Just last week, Steve asked me to send him a batch of “Walking It Like You Talk It” for inmates in L.A. County’s jail, where he is currently being held for a hearing.  “There’s some guys who could benefit from it here,” he told me.  But the false consciousness engendered by mass media’s sensationalized, for-profit representations of so-called criminal justice, in so far as it enables the PIC, destroys the social fabric as violently as it material counterparts--racism, poverty, despair, absence of opportunity. In this sense, mainstream, middle-class Americans are not so different, really, from Crips fresh off the streets, one day deep in prison, clueless about the system; we would all do well to follow Tookie’s admonition to discover, by our own lights and in concert with others, “correct knowledge” about ourselves and our penal culture.
Here, before I close with a recording from Death Row, are several ways we can begin to acquire—or to continue to acquire—in the shadow of the prison industrial complex and penal culture, correct knowledge:

1. Read Tookie’s words—his work--and the published work of other incarcerated and formerly incarnated people, and spread the word!
2. Include incarcerated people in your classes. Plan a course, or a unit of course, that involves correspondence with medium or long-term inmates.  You can do this in virtually any Arts and Humanities discipline, at any level.
3. Join one of the countless groups or organizations in the expanding network of people dedicated to prison reform, abolition of the death penalty, and rethinking criminal justice in the U.S. (See my handout, which is also at my website)
4. Correspond, through an organization who can help you with logistics and respond to questions and concerns, with people in prison.  Build a bridge, or bridges.
5. Write emails or letters to television and cable networks complaining about their criminal programming.  Tell them you know they are lying about our society.  Tell them you’ve had it.  Demand change.
6. Write your local and national representatives and express your vehement opposition to prison as the final solution to deeply rooted social and economic problems.

Although there is much ground I couldn’t cover in the time allotted, I hope I have persuaded you to look to the PIC and the people held in it for inspiration and instruction, and as indispensable allies in progressive efforts to transform America’s prison culture and grievous social injustice for which it stands.

I would like to end this talk by a playing a recording, made on March 13, 2006, of Steve Champion, talking about his book—about what he wants his words to do to you.
Steve’s message:      http://faculty.ithaca.edu/tkerr/docs/adisa.mp3
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� As Michael Eisner, CEO of Walt Disney Co. said in an internal memo:


“We have no obligation to make history. We have no obligation to make art. We have no obligation to make a statement. To make money is our only objective.”


— Michael Eisner, CEO, The Walt Disney Co., (Internal Memo). Quoted from � HYPERLINK "http://www.letstalkmedia.org/disney.html" �Mickey Mouse Monopoly-Disney, Childhood & Corporate Power� 
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