
Resources 
 

Gateways For Incarcerated Youth gateways.evergreen.edu 
 

Abolish Cops and Prisons (ACAP) acap.interference.cc 
 

Washington Incarceration Stops Here (WISH) nonewyouthjail.wordpress.com 
 

Books To Prisoners http://www.bookstoprisoners.net 
 

Gender Anarky genderanarky.blogspot.com 
 

Sylvia Rivera Law Project srlp.org 
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In%my%town,%
 I have seen a lot of change 
 
In my city,  

I felt small 
 
In my hood, 

These streets raised me  
 
On my farm, 

I had a lot of time to myself. 
 
On my block, 
 Life was rough 
 
On my reservation, 
 I was the outsider 
 
Where I’m from, 
 Made me. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
We are Green2   
We are a community of learners who seek to support each other in expressing ideas and 
opinions about topics that matter to us. 
We practice popular education, which allows us to draw on each other’s wisdom and 
experiences, giving everyone the chance to be a teacher as well as a learner. 
 
We talk about politics, music, art, and current events.  
We perform skits, read books, debate, watch movies, make art, and seminar about what we’ve 
learned.  
We challenge ourselves to expand what we know about the world, but we always stay anchored 
in who we are and where we’re from. Using our own stories and lives to find patterns and 
make connections.  
 
This zine is a product of our learning, a part of our ongoing dialogue. 
It is what we are- abolitionists, reformists, self-proclaimed radicals, liberals and a-politicals.   
These pieces express something about each of us—our collective knowledge of the world, our 
willingness to be vulnerable. 
Since we can’t invite you into our classroom, we wanted to give you a window into who we are 
and how we collaborate.  
 
We collaborate by respecting and honoring each others’ differences.   
We collaborate by making music together. 
We collaborate by listening.  
This zine is part of our ongoing collaboration with each other. 
 
Mass incarceration affects millions of Americans—not just the people locked up, but the people 
left behind. Mass incarceration affects all of us.  
 
Too many people are incarcerated and forgotten, except by the system designed to keep them 
inside.  
 
We want to remind everyone that learning can happen—is already happening— 
behind bars.  
 
 
You can participate in that learning by getting involved in Gateways (see the back page for how 
to do this), or by sharing this zine with someone you care about.   
 
Thank you for reading! 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Ser Nacido 

Born in a dream of lust 

Where children could not resist the urges of their loins 

Born to a high schooler 

Where family turned their back to a slut 

Born into poverty 

Where society expected us to be 

Born into the streets 

Where the education was found 

Born in hell 

Where enlightenment began 

Reborn in an American dream 

Where children understood their body 

Reborn to an Adult 

Where family was the priority 

Reborn behind the white picket fence 

Where society accepts us 

Reborn within a community 

Where education was without limits 

Reborn to die in another’s peace. 



 
La Puerta 

 
A peephole is so small, but everything behind it seems so large. 

That door 
I can see success/ I can see happiness 

I cab see personal growth 
That door again 

I can see my art/ I can see my lover 
I can see my children/ I can see my education 

That damn door 
I can see my future/ I can see my friends 

I can see my co-workers/ I can see my legacy 
This fucking door 

Why 
Why am I afraid of this door 

Why is the peephole not a window 
What is this door made of 

This door is stronger than me 
The peephole was meant to tease me/ I should walk away from this door 

But I like what I see 
I can’t leave the door because of what is behind it 

I am a coward/ I let a door stop me 
Why 

It is just a door / A door with a peephole 
Tired of/ my excuses 

It’d just a fucking door 
I am more than this door 

I want what is on the otherside 
I need what is on the otherside 

This door will let me in 
It will give away  
I will get through 

I saw my many destinies 
And this peephole is not enough 
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Assimilation- Compromise/ sacrifice of tradition, culture, values and belief to fit in/ survive/ 
succeed in dominant (settler, capitalist) culture. 
 
Colony, Colon, Colonizer, Colonized, Colonial, Colonialist-  
The basic logic of colonialism relies on exploiting differences which justify the material act of 
dehuminazation- separating people and the land for the purpose of accumulation of 
profit/power.  
In finding one’s occupation, the child is colonized and becomes the adult.  
 
Decolonization- The humanization and repayment to the natives by the colonizers through 
material and spiritual means. The colonizers can’t do the decolonizing. The colonized are the only 
ones who can truthfully do this process, a process which Fanon argues is inherently violent. 
 
(De)humanization- To not have attachment or guilt for (violent) (prejudiced) treatment, having a 
disregard for the sentience of the receiving party. Humanization is REAL equal opportunity. 
Humanization is an ongoing process.  
Letting inmates wear their own clothes could be a step towards it. People react to the expectations 
placed upon them. 
 
Dignity- Dignity is being comfortable and proud of who you are and where you came from. It 
is having conviction behind your beliefs, values and principles and with upholding them your 
actions, not allowing them to be sacrificed or compromised. Being able to keep your head up.   
“Better to go hungry with dignity than to eat one’s fill in slavery” (The Wretched of the Earth, 
147).  
 
Labor- The sum of what we do. Making and maintaining things. Tied in with efficiency. Breaking 
your back in the fields.  
 
Liberation- ? 
Define for yourself what liberation is. Mental, physical, spiritual, material, emotional, individual, 
collective. An overcoming of borders, boundaries, cages, chains,obstacles. Implies a struggle. It isn’t 
given, it is taken.  
Freedom can be individualistic when it is brought as the ideology of the colonizer and used for divide 
and conquer.  
 
Trade-  A) Expertise. B) Sale and purchase. Exchange of merchandise between individuals, nations, 
states, businesses. NAFTA. TPP. Sweatshops. Borders. Immigration. Pollution. 
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Faith- Trust in something outside of yourself, a direction to be headed in. Hope.  
 
Power- Coal, Oil, Nuclear, Knowledge, Violence.  
 
Revolutionary consciousness- Being fully aware of your situation and the situations of others 
and how things got to be this way.  Having insight  to problems or obstacles of relevance and 
actions to be taken to transforming them. The spreading of this knowledge to the community 
as a whole to bring everyone on to the same page.     
“We must rapidly switch from a national consciousness to a social and political consciousness” 
(The Wretched of the Earth, 142)  
 
Violence- An act of intentional physical or emotional harm that is a tool for taking power.  
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We played with all of the dirty kids just like us. There were a few people whose fathers were 
consistent customers, and it was always awkward knowing that my dad was ripping their dad 
off. It was never sat down and explained to us, but it was clearly our job to look cute and 
helpless so that  dad could earn an extra .75 cents per pound. If he was taking a load to the 
recycling center to sell, we would all cram into the pickup on the way there, then once we got 
to the scale  we had to duck down or pretend to be asleep, and then get out and walk to the 
road when he pulled off of it so the load weighed in heavier than it really was. 
Through high school we stayed busy with sports,“studying”, and part time jobs so that we 
could escape the work dad had for us. That is, until summer hit. In southern Oregon the 
summers are hot. It got over 100 degrees on most days. This meant that we had to get up at 
dawn, work until 10 or 11 in the morning when it was in the mid to high 80's, and then take a 
lunch break until it cooled off in the evening. Many times we had to work well into the night. 
One can only burn the rubber off of copper wire when the sky is black because it burns an 
alarming, thick, dark smoke. 
I got caught up with the wrong group of people, and made some awful choices. I also learned 
to steal at a young age. We couldn't always afford groceries, so my dad showed me how to 
switch price tags, and put small things into my pocket. I got really good at it. I have always 
been good at reading people's body language, I guess you could say it's knowledge you learn 
from the junkyard. Eventually my luck ran out, and I was caught. I was humiliated. Why? 
Because I knew better than this. What was I thinking? I didn't want to become my father. 
I sat in my room for hours trying to come up with the best way to tell my dad what had 
happened. There was no way he would understand. My dad has never been a small man, and 
when he was upset the back of his hand was only the first portion of our consequence. 
Needless to say I waited until he was in the bathtub to tell him later that night. I knew it would 
be safer to tell him while he was naked and confined to the tub. The irony was that he did not 
get upset that I took something without paying for it, it was because I got caught.  After-all he 
had taught me better than that. I was grounded  for the rest of the summer, and was only 
allowed to leave the house if I was with him, or doing my court ordered community service. 
Where am I from? A scrapyard. It's the one thing I know inside and out. It's the thing that 
isolated me from friends and family. However, I decided a long time ago that this would not be 
all that I am...       I moved out the summer after I turned 18. I was determined to make a 
difference. To go to college, and to break the cycle. 
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Born to a Scrapyard 

 
 
Home to me is the junkyard. My grandfather owned a couple of acres in Yelm, Wa and he 
subdivided it so that his house was directly in the middle of two single-wide mobile homes . 
Each mobile was separated by a large gravel driveway. We lived in the one to the right, and 
strangers filtered in and out of the one to the left. I remember mountains and mountains of 
metal around us: aluminum, steel, buckets of copper and brass, lawn mowers, tires, wheels, 
motors, etc. My grandfather is one of these guys always has big plans for his next project. He 
had a hard time getting rid of the junk he brought in. 
We had one designated play area we were 'supposed' to stay in, right outside of grandpa's living 
room window. We had an old, creaky, metal swing-set with two swing seats missing and a 
bench swing on the side. It was originally white with blue stripes. The white had faded, and the 
blue turned to black as it  barnacled with rust. We couldn't actually play on the swing set 
because of the nail filled wood pile behind it, we entertained ourselves with mud pies and the 
lava game until we were allowed in the house again. 
As soon as we were old enough (about the fourth or fifth grade) we were taught to cut on the 
cutting torch. We all had different jobs. It was a decent system. My dad would bring home 
several hundred pounds of metal: school chairs, window frames, old electrical meters, lawn 
mowers, anything really.  My brother would use the torch and cut the screws or bolts out of 
them and then throw the 'clean' metal into a different pile. My sister and I had to put on heavy 
duty gloves and throw the clean metal into barrels or buckets that lined the back of the truck. 
Typically she would get up into the pickup, I would hand her the metal, and she would put it 
in the correct bucket. Then, when my brother was finished with his pile and we had it all 
picked up, all three of us had to walk around with huge magnets, designed by my dad, 
dragging on the ground behind us. The purpose was to clear the road of any screws or nails 
that my brother had just cut from the metal. We didn't have any room to clean the metal, so 
we usually had to do it in the driveway, and we couldn't afford to get a flat tire. We did this 
every. single. weekend. From Friday after school to Sunday evening. We always smelled bad, 
and had dirty grimy clothes on. The smell of burnt metal and rubber does not leave your skin 
or clothes in one wash. We never invited friends over, and hardly ever went out. We moved 
nearly every year from kindergarten to 9th grade never leaving the metal behind. My parents 
were divorced and my dad was a full time student trying to raise his kids. Metal was his way of 
life. 
There were always strangers in and out of our house. Either transient people looking for work 
or some poor Shmo looking to sell his junk to my dad. We knew they were strangers or 
outsiders because of how my dad acted around them: big smile, laughing, lying, wheeling and 
dealing. The metal and recycling industry is only successful if you know how to cheat and lie, 
and my father was... well is, a mastermind. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Way to Her Heart 
 

 
See what I got 

Lost in the spot 
A life I live 

Shifts when ripped 
 
 

Women around me 
Emotions are lost 
Others just floss 

Running away from the boss 
 
 

Life in the ocean 
Swimming through the day 

Lost in my faith  
To wake is to pray.  

 
 

 

Royale & Jackie  
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