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Take adeeper look at what makes you tick and at your reasoning's, 3j
judgments, and motives of why you do what you do. Use this time to
really get to know yourself, because people who are true to themselves
know who and what they are, and they are apt to be resistant towards
anything that isn't true. We must be true to ourselves under these
circumstances, or we will drown in these dirty, treacherous waters of pnscn
life. Don't be afollower, fuck being aleader-just be true to yourself and
to those who are true to you.

2 ,
NOT ALL THERE

This is the place
where demons drool

over petty rule
leaving you all alone

while your mind fades and erodes
between the thickness of steel and stone.

Resistance is atruthful way of life. Resistance is absolutely necessary and
absolutely mandatory in these graveyards. Its good to seeis truth, its good
to be true. Watch out for fakes and snakes-fhey're everywhere. Watch
out for people who are trying to pull you under the rip- tide, just to keep
themselves from drowning. Be true to you, keep resistance in your heart

C o y o t e
ESP 2008This is the place

where sadness stains
the looks on our faces

and where madness remains
in the hearts and minds of the opposite

This is the place
of misery and despair
locked down in acell
with nothing to lose

and without asingle care.
This is the place where we are all here

'cuz we are not all there.

L I F E I S G O O D

If you love life, you're going to live life. You're going to find away to
prevail, you're going to keep pushing, keep striving. You're going to find a
way to survive, to shine, and to make it through each difficult situation

r a c e s .

Those who love life are going to live life, no matter where they're at in life
jail, prison, abroken home, stuck in abad relationship, stuck in poverty, the
ghetto, on the reservation, in the projects.... Whatever, wherever, you're
going to find away to keep existing, because you love life too much to let
yourself fade, break, wither, and die.

Ilove life, and I'm living my life. I'm here, stuck in this hell hole, out I'm
still alive, and I'm going to stay alive because I'm thankful to be alive I
wake up everyday feeling good, because Iknow I'm agood motherfucker I
wake up everyday feeling thankful cuz Iknow I’m blessed

Ideal with the struggles of being in prison and Ikeep moving. Ideal with
the despair, Ideal with the agony, the suffering, the misery, and Ikeep
living. Ideal with the depression, Ideal with the destruction and Ideal
with the hate. Ikeep loving life and Ikeep living my life. Life is beautiful,
I'm thankful to be alive. Ilive in agraveyard, but I'm not dead, I'm alive
and well.

Coyote 2008
Ely State Prison

El Coyote
May 2, 2008
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Tcrlay iS agood day to live. Isay that from the solitarv' conrines of aprison cell, so I

must be saying something! They haven't killed me, they haven't stripped my spirit or
my joy for life. My love for freedom still remains strong. They can't stop me from
loving life or from feeling human. I'm alive and it feels good lo be alive.

£JL- CcYa
e . s . a o o 7

TABLE OF CONTENTS:
3 0

1.) NOT ALL THERE (INSIDE COVER)
2.) INTRODUCTION TO PART ONE
3.) NOTE FROM MY COMRADE MARCUS
4.) E.S.P. THE BASIC RUNDOWN
5.) SOLITARY ENSLAVEMENT
6.) APPLY YOURSELF
7.) MADNESS
8.) THAT'S WHAT HAPPENS
9.) THE CASE OF THE CASEWORKERS
10.) THE SPIRIT OF RESISTANCE
11.) GENERAL POPULOCKDOWN
12.) THERE'S NO LOVE HERE
13.) KUMITE
14.) BUT UNTIL THEN
15.) THE WRITING'S ON THE WALL
16.) THE EAGLE AND THE SOW
17.) BEWARE OF THE GRIMALKIN
18.) DEAR MR. CORRECTIONAL OFFICER
19.) THE THOUGHTS OF AN EXILE
20.) IN SOLITUDE ISUFFER
21.) FREE YOUR MIND
22.) ON HEART
23.) DESPAIR
24.) BURIED ALIVE
25.) STAGNATION
26.) TODAY IS AGOOD DAY TO LIVE
27.) WE MUST KEEP RESISTANCE IN OUR HEARTS
28.) LIFE IS GOOD

y &

WE MUST KEEP RESISTANCE IN OUR HEARTS

>-% v.e sw'm through the gloominess and murkiness of the treacherous
■■●●■n'e's of p''iscn life, we must stay focused, we must stay determined and
we must keep resistance in our hearts. Resistance to death, resistance to
tromdcm, resistance to stupidity, resistance to stagnation, resistance to
:ocQnUy, resistance to ignorance, resistance to inhumanity, resistance to
occ'ess'on and injusfice-because resistance is the truth.

'.Ve musf really look out for each other, as much as we look out for
curse’ves, because the way we gre living in these graveyards is beyond
‘oul. You gotta keep your head above the water, you gotta keep your
m^nd right and be caretui of bitter people. Stay away from miserable,
hafe‘'.i l people and be cautious of those who want to forever remain
5*uck on being stupid. Be careful of those people standing at their doors,
'o'king cut the side of their necks, trying extra hard to advertise themselves
as real motherfuckers, hard motherfuckers, bad motherfuckers. Its usually
oeocie who go the extra mile to advertise themselves as this and that,
whc are not only insecure of v/ho they are, but are also untrustworthy and
c'obab'y under-cover informants, or cell thieves. Don't be like that and

‘fa" into *hat trao. Keep resistance and truth in your heart and
eness can't and won't fouch you, or even come near you.

H

gin acell, with 4walls to keep you company on cold, lonely nights,
!S aoerfect time for us to take adeeper look into to ourselves and to take
adeeper, more critical look at our lives. Use this time as an opportunity,
look at it as ablessing. Don't let others define what real is tor you. Take a
Pard, critical look at things, question everything you hear and even/thing
vcu see and let yourself find your own conclusions and definitions of what
m o l ' s : o i w h a t t r u t h i s .

Try fc use this time to take adeeper, harder look at who you are and a
deeper look at what you stand for. Are you influenced mostly by your
environment? Are you mostly influenced by your comrades and peers?
(If 5.^ ic this good or bad? Why?), or are you mos'ly influenced by what
hec's In vo'jt heart and whot tiov.'s through your veins?

Published on November 20’"’, 2009 by Anthony Rayson
@ n t i c o p y r i g h t / f r e e t o p r i s o n e r s / A B C - D r i v e n



INTRODUCTION I'O PART ONE I'm also glad to see that other prisoners are on top of their game. There's aguy in
the cell afew doors down from me, to my left, who is doing his woik-out routing right

.Ican hear him counting his sets: "one, two, three: ONE. one, two, three, TWO
one, two, three, THREE". There's another prisoner in the cell afew doors down from
me, to my right, who’s working on his case-legal work That’s some hard stuff to
figure out. It takes alot of time, study, and practice. It’s never easy when you’re
trying to go up against asystem that owns the law, writes the law, and makes the
law. But, we all know those people don’t play fair. There’s always gonna be some
kind’ve dirt on them, so its always possible to beat them at their own game! Its
definately good to see people on the grind in here, its good to know that they’re
trying, its good to know that they still have some fight left in them, and its always
good to know that they haven't given up.

Greetings from the Gras eyard" is a3part zine 1 want to use as atool to raise
awareness about the oppressixe struggles that prisoners here in Nex ada's maximum
security prison (Ely btale Prison) have to endure. Hopefully in so doing, it will also
shed light on the struggles of prisoners all over America. Iwant to use this 3part zine,
not only to raise awareness, but also to gain support from sincere, dedicated people and
a c t i v i s t s o n t h e o u t s .

n o w

It is important that people on both sides of the understand the struggles,
atrocities, injustices, and oppression that people in prison face. In all honesty, this is a
crooked, corrupt, and inhumane system where we are being warehoused. There is no
rehabilitation in these prisons, no programs, no health care, no love, no support. This
entire American Judicial System is foul and corrupt. It is designed to oppress the poor
and people of color Its just acruel, merciless system xvhere racism, violence, and
sadism take place e\ eryday.

Iwanted to break tliis zine down to 3

r a z o r - w i r e

There are other prisoners all around me, in their cells, who are either exercising,
reading, writing, or who are deep into their studies. One of my neighbors, who Ioften
have study sessions with, was talking to me about different styles of study; how
someone could really get agood study program down if he was truly serious about
his studies. He said there are all kinds of things aprisoner can study if he really
wants to learn something and not only learn, but apply it too. Itold him Ifeel him on
that. There’s alot of people who read, but don't really take the time to think about
what they read. They don't absorb it, thev don't try to memorize it.

_	 to shed l ight on 3d ifiere i i t aspects o f
the prison struggle Iins first section is made up entirely of my latest writings, 1writ
these pieces to gix epeople aclear understanding of how barbaric and primitive this
system on the inside is, and how most prisoners assume violent mentalities and
predatory ways just to endure. Violence is glorified, respected, honored, and bragged
about in this psychopathic environment. There's really no healthy, productive way for
us to be reformed while living in this sadistic, oppressive environment
1try to shme the spotlight on this type of violent predatory mentality in acouple of

these essays, such as "Central PopuLockdown", and "Madness". 1wrote those not as an
imprisoned radical intellectual, but from the perspective of aconvict who once took up
the means of violence as asurvival mechanism. Iwant people to see all different sides
and diflerent types of mentalities that we take up as the everydaydungeons,	 ^
Also, some of these writings

instances where I

and tfiey don’t try
to apply It. They just read to pass the time, which is cool, Iguess, because Its better
to be doing something productive to pass the time than to be on apath of self
destruction, or to even be wasting ticks on abunch of nrelevant nonsense. He saiu
that he agreed with me and that sometimes he’ll spend 23hours reflecting on one
sentence. He’ll take his etymological dictionary out, he’ll break out his encyclopedia
and other reference materials and he'll look at the root word to find out where the
word originated from, what it means, and when it

n o r m " i n t h e s e

xxcrc written as "Release Therapy" for me. These were
as using the paper and pen as an avenue to release my frustrations

angcT, and stre.ss. Tins can be seen in essays like "Writings on the Wall", and "Dear '
Mr. Correctional Officer", just to name acouple.
Iwant people to understand that its hard for us to rise aboxe this madness and to

overcome tliese violent, predatory mentalities. Its hard, but its necessary if we are to
hold on to aseii.se of what's left of our humanity Its necessary for our communities
society and humanity. We truly and smcerely need outside support. We need people to
get involved mour lives and in our ,sl niggles. We need people to give us genuine love
and suppoi t. Ihese warm rays ol life are xx hat keep us sane in here; keep us going irhere; and keeji us alix eand human in he	 ^

We need people to send us letters, aeeept our phone calls, come visit us, and most
importrantly .send us books so that xx ecan u.se this time to educate/ reeducate
ourselves and liberate our mmds. It rs through books, literature, education, and studythat we become conscious. Consciousness is asaviour. It's what enables us to rise
above this tnadness and change our ways of thinking from violent, criminalistic,
predatory and unproductix-e thoughts to amore healthy, honest, wise, productive, andtruthful outlook on hfe. With this outlook and acot.sctous level of thitddng we begin
to understand on amore clear, truthful and active level. Conscious people don't do
stupid things. Conscious people have atrue appreciation and respect for life and
humanity. 1his is why I'm alx\ays passing out zines and literature and giving Imok.s
away to other prisoners in here. 1his is xvhy I'm alxvays writing zines and literature ot

w

came into use. Then, he xvill just :sir
see what was underneath theback and really think about the entire sentence, to

surface. All Icould say to that was, "WOW." Idefinately appreciated his
conversation, and that's another thing ttiat has me teeling good about the aay tuaa;

So far. there hasn't been any negativity today, nobody yelling oi screaming out the
side of their doors, calling other prisoner obscene names. Nobody's tripping on the
pigs and they aren't going out of their way to moss "'itfx any cf ,jg tojay Cvci; th-=
psych-patients seem to be quiet today No banging on the desks oi kicking on the
doors -and they haven't been yelling and screaming at all today, like they often do.
The morale amongst the prisoners on this tier seems to be pretty good. The

conversations have been productive and uplifting Ican definitely
everybody's feeling pretty good about themselves today. Everybody's joking laughing
and nobody's stressing, nobody seems to feel the need to be atough guy or prove
themseles to the next man. There's asense of community on the tier today, it's nut
something you see around here often so its always agood feeling when it shines
for th .

I ' e .

s e n s e t h a t



-y own: to raise consciousness in the hearts and minds ol my fellow prisoners.
So, Isincerely want for this first zine to help people on the oats to understand what we

going through in these graveyards called prisons. Ineed people to understand why
we need help from from the outs and what kind of help we need. Î ve can conquer hate.
Love can help and love can heal. And that's what we need; love, healing, and support.
1want this zine to inspire people to start getting involved in our lives and our g"

struggles in real and meaningful ways. Help us help ourselves, because we cannot
expect the people who imprison us to help us. If you are an activist, get involved in a
real struggle If you are not an activist, now is your chance to become one. We need
sincere, dedicated, compassionate people to get involved in our plight.

As always, my writings are for people on both sides of the walls.

m yS T A G N A T I O N

a r e

Minds evaporate in these prisons, life becomes redundant after sitting in these
cells day in and day out Doing the same thing over and over again, your brain
begins to deteriorate. We are like water in apond; there’s no flow in our lives, so

slowly become stagnant, and just like stagnant water we build up with all
kinds of bacteria and we becomes poisonous. We need to flow, we need to stay

active, we need to stay productive, or else we become stagnant and poisonous;
become dull and senseless and our lives become miserable and pointless.

Stacnation is misery and in these conditions, misery is death. Feed your mind,
tune your intellect, read, study, and learn new things. Apply yourself, apply the

knowledge you learn. Grow, develop, create and transcend. Rise above
the dirty pool of stagnant water, breathe, let your mind flow until it develops into a
beautiful mind, adangerous mind, abrilliant mind, apowerful mind. Let your
m i n d fl o w .

w e

In solidarity and with respect.
Coyote
ABC-Nevada Prison Chapter

w e

n e w
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E'v State Pr ison

NOTE FROM MY COMRADE MARCUS

To become aware of these atrocities, one must first become introduced
to the 3Ws; World, War, and Warehouses. Once one becomes
familiarized with these three, you'll then find that we are all prisoners
with like struggles. Therefore, we are all subjected to the same
institution and its forced mentalities of insane thinking. The relevance of
this institution is it needs for us to become reliant upon its mechanisms.
Like aclock ticking away and we're the sprockets turning its gears. It
needs us to keep in tune to its tock. For without us, it cannot function.
The clock takes extreme measures against all resistance.

TTCAV IS AGOOD DAY TO LIVE

Sih:ng up in these sol'tary confinement cells, for years on end. Iused to always
wake up and tell myseK ttiat today is agood day to die. But, today is different: it's a
good day today, Iam pleased with the things Iam seeing today The good spirits

rhenr of to.v f:onvicts around me definately seems to he resonating with me.
"r^dav 'S acoed day to I'vo.

Irof'ipved ahdter in the mail last night and its always good to know there are people
out toere v/ho actually carp about me, about my struggles, and situations and about
■wha's going on in here It's definitely agood thing to maintcoin asolid connection with
poopip on the outside.

These prison warehouses, for some, is the beginning of its extreme
measures; and for others, it is the end. Those on the outs are subjected
to wars and fighting for the continuous reign of capitalism. And some are
just plainly confined to the world and its oppression, living as puppets till
death, finding that in the end, it costs way too much to die. Lives pay
dearly for war bullets, while the institution hails on and on. The
warehouses destroy human nature with no compassion towards our well¬
being. And the institution hails on and on, biting its own tail for
nourishment. And we come straight from its ass as its substance.

H^re. where I'm at, the pickle-suits do not pass out the mail until night time, so we
Pave tn wad all day and all night, just to see if we get something or not. Its always
uphTing to our spirits to recieve aletter from someone or apiece of mail. For some
of us, ds the only thing we have to look forward to each day in here, so that's one of
the things that has me feeling real good about life right now.



E.3.P.: THE BASIC RUNDOWN L Iwant to encourage the prisoners at Ely State Prison who read this to start studying the
law and find ways to buck the system, beat and cheat the system that's beating and
cheating you. Study anything you can study, whatever interests you Iwant to 27
encourage prisoners to start taking true strides to pick themselves up. to move forward
to better themselves, and to buck the system that contains you and holds you captive tothis ongoing madness. Iwant to encourage prisoners to start turning their televisions off
bplpfrf	 D o s o m e t h i n g t obenefit and strengthen your mind. Do something to benefit and strengthen your
position in life. Just 'cut they've got our bodies held captive, doesn't mean we should let
them hold our minds captive. Once we start taking serious strides to improve ourselves
and improve our conditions, once we start doing something real with our time, then we
can start doing something real with our lives.

Ely State Prison is aso-called iiiaximum security prison mat was opened m1989 out in the middle of
nowhere, outside of asmall miner's town called Ely, Nevada. This prison is surrounded by the
mountains of Nevada's Great Basin, There are mountains on all sides of this prison It is very
secluded and afour hour drive to any of the nearest major cities.
There are eight units in this prison (not including the infirmary and the camp that sits outside of the

pnson) and all but one unit is locked down. When Icame here in 1998 for battery on acorrectional
officer, this prison was still opened up, or less restricted Ishould say.
Units 1.2,3,and 4are all disciplinary segregation units, also known as "the hole". There are 2wings

on each unit. "A-wing" and "B-wing". There is acontrol pod in between each wing (In ESP everybody
calls the control pod "the bubble"). The officer In the control pod can monitor both wings and
communicate with us (or eavesdrop on us) through the intercom.
Unit 3A houses all death row inmates, they get to come out together, in sections, for tier time and

group yard (12 men at atime). Unit 3B Is "the hole" or disciplinary segregation unit, that houses death
row inmates who are doing "hole time" (or "D.S. time") and death row inmates who are on protective
custody status, and it also houses some of the regular inmates (non-death row) who are doing hole

Because they re trying to bury us alive in these graveyards, leaving us to sit alone in
these suffocating cells until our mind goes crazy, deteriorates, or until we are so messed
up that all we can think about is murder, violence and revenge, becau-» that's what thislong-term isolation does to us, if we let it

rm still alive, in good spirits and my mind is intact, so Imust be doing something right
They try to knock me down, but I'm still standing. 1have one mind, one heart and they
can tstrip me of my soul, I'm too strong for that. The more they try to break my will, the
stronger Ihave to be. It sall about resistance, it's all about keeping the mind, body and
spirit in good shape. Imsitting here doing things, elevating and educating myself
engaging others, talking and listening and there are people in here like me, just taring to
maintain their existence. We're living it the only way we know how. Ilive in struggle and
struggle to live, and this all Iknowl They want to bury me alive, but I'm plotting

ways to take that shovel out of their hands and beat them
what's happening.

All throughout these different disciplinary segregation units there^	 a r e p r o t e c t i v e c u s t o d y i n m a t e s , j a i l
.ouse snitches, and psych-patients housed on the same tiers as inmates who come back here from
general population to oo their hole time. This creates
e n v i r o n m e n t .

aweird atmosphere and afunny-style

Units 5,6,7, and 8are all considered General Population ("G.P."), but unit 8is the only unit that is
open. Unit 8inmates get tier time and they all get to come out together on the big yard. Most of those
inmates are allowed to have jobs that support and uphold the operations of the prison. They get to
work in the kitchen, in tne laundry, on yard labor crews, some are allowed jobs as barbers who come
to the difierent units and cut the inmates' hair.
Units 5.6, and 7were once General Population units, but now that this prison is slammed down Icall

1, r.f' K°	 ®	 -privileges" and accommodations that we can't
get in the hole. Like, for example, we can wear our blues (in the hole^	 - v v e a r e o n l y a l l o w e d t - s n i r t s .
socks, boxers, and an orange jumpsuit). We can order hobby craft and get items off the commissarythat we can tbuy in the hole. In order to get out of the hole and go to General Populockdown the
caseworkers say that we have to find acellie. You have to have someone to live with. Someone that
you will be locked down with in the cell for 23 hours aday. Its crazy. This place is ajoke
In the 10 years I've been here. I've seen this place go from bad to worse. Slowly but surely they've
aken so many things away from us and they're creating an even more hopeless situation for us. Every

time things change around here, they always change for the worst
This IS just abasic rundown of what its like here at E.S.P. right now. But there's been widespread

rumors that things are about to change in October of this year (2008). The rumors have it that they're
going to shut down unit 8and bring in campers from the outside to work the inmate jobs that keep
the prison functioning. If these rumors are true, its gonna be all bad for all of us No hope just

o n

over the head with it! That's

From the depths of this darkness.
C o v o t e

Ely State Prison, Nevada
Coyote
E . S . P.

A u g u s t 2 0 0 8
For letters of encouragement, please send letters to Coyote ;

There gn>ws akind of intolerance for injustice and
f̂ ruelty and malice and capriciousness. There grows
inability to offer fake and fearful smiles to the insulting
and petty pigs, to put your chin against your chest and
pretend you don’t see, and take it and take it and take it.
You develop asense of dignity and self-worth and
the fascists' punishments or threats or sanctions
drive those things out of you.

Coyote Sheff
# 5 5 6 7 1

P. O . B o x 1 9 8 9

Ely, Nevada
8 9 3 0 1 - 1 9 8 9

a n

none of
c a n

S e a n S w a i n
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. . . . W e s i t i n t h e s e c e l l s l i k e d e a d
b o d i e s s i t i n c e m e t e r i e s
o u r l u n g s , fi l l s o u r m i n d s ,
h e a r t s a n d fi l l s o u r s o u l s a s i t l u r k s

They've got us confined to these cells, where we are intellectually suffocating, in
desperate need of literature, books, love, compassion and support. Being in this
graveyard is like walking down an endless, dark tunnel, with no end, no light, no hope in
sight, trapped in abox with no visible exit. We have to be soldiers in these
circumstances where the means of survival go beyond guerrilla warfare; this is a
b a t t l e fi e l d f o r t h e m i n d .

D e a t h fi l l s
fi l l s o u r

a n d l i n g e r s a n d s e e p s t h r o u g h t h e
c o n c r e t e . O u r m i n d s g o n u m b a n d o u r
s p i r i t s f a d e i n t o i n a c t i v i t y ,
h e r e w a i t i n g t o w a s t e a w a y, e r o d e ,
d i s s o l v e , a n d d i s a p p e a r i n t o t h e c r a c k s
o f t h e c e m e n t .

Looking at my situation, Isee myself confined, locked down in the darkest layers of a
dungeon cell, surrounded by animals: human animals. Animals who were once human,
but who have been stripped of their sanity, and who have no control over their own
mental capacity. These beasts have lost their souls and there's nothing nobody can do
about it, and they try to inflict their insanity upon me so that Ican be miserable like
them. Call it paranoia, but Ifeel like the administration has intentionally put these sick
motherfuckers next to me, above me and around me, just so they can show me what
type of 'weirdo' they want me to be; what type of sick monster they want me to
b e c o m e .

W e s i t

S o l i t a r y c o n f i n e m . e n t .
c o n c e p t , w h a t a w i c k e d n o t i o n , w h a t a
c l e v e r w a y t o d e s t r o y a m a n w i t h o u t

W h a t a n e v i l

But on the contrary, the more Tm subjected to these miserable 'mind-torturers', the
more love Ihave for myself, and the more Ilove myself the more Ihate these pigs, ‘cuz I
see what they're trying to do to me. Istrive to be stronger, mentally, physically,
spiritually and emotionally. The harder Istrive, whether it be for strength, for unity, for
solidarity, or even self-education, it seems, or feels like the more these pigs are trying to
knock me to my knees. They try to knock me down and tear me apart, they try to tear
my soul apart, my mind, they try to tear me apart from friends, family, comrades and
fellow convicts. This is how Ifeel as these walls seem to close in on me, Ifeel like these
pigs are trying to destroy me, Ifeel like the/re trying to bury me alh/e in this graveyard.

e v e n l a y i n g a fi n g e r o n h i m .
c o n fi n e m e n t

S o l i t a r y
- t h e m u r d e r e r o f m i n d s .

T h e p e r s o n w h oh e a r t s , a n d s o u l s ,

d e s i g n e d s u c h a n e v i l c o n c e p t i o n
m u s t ' v e h a d m u r d e r o n h i s m i n d a n d h a t e
i n h i s h e a r t .

W e d i e a l o n e i n t h e s e c o l d c e l l s , a s
o u r h a n d s s t r e t c h o u t t o c l u t c h

c o n c r e t e , b u t f a i l m . i s e r a b l y t o h o l d
a n y t h i n g i n t h e i r g r a s p o t h e r t h a n t h e
d e a t h - s t e n c h e d a i r .

l o n e l y , m i s e r a b l e , s u f f e r i n g d e a t h ,
die alone	

We sit here and rot in these chambers of torture, designed to murder our wills, break
our hearts, devour our spirits and bury us in our own agony, in attempts of transforming
us into animals like the weirdoes who are caged in the cells next to us, above us, and all
a r o u n d u s .

W e d i e a 1 n n c iSo many youngsters get locked up in this foul ass system, and it seems like
consciousness has died in the hearts and minds and spirits of many of the incarcerated
youth. There's no inspiration, no direction, no worthy cause to believe in, no reason for
them to come together and settle their disputes, no reason to put their guards down
and unite. Idon't see it, Idon't feel it, except in my own heart. People around here are
lost, confused, mislead, and it's atragedy.

a

W e

Changing systems is ineffectual not only because an
opposite system is still asystem but also, most
importantly, only the political and economic structures
a r e

control and domination, remains intact.
C a r o l y n B a k e r

To shift indigenous religions with Christianity is a
rape -aviolation that has led us to where we are now.

Caro l yn Baker

altered, while the fundamental paradigm -one of



APPLY Yourse l f D E S P A I R
2 - r

They say you learn something new everyday, but do you really? Isee people losing their minds everyday
and sometimes it seems like the people who keep us here want our minds to stay stagnant while we are
in here, but it's really not up to them, it's up to us It's up to each and every one of us to take true strides
to educate and elevate ourselves. It's up to each and every one of us in here to take true strides to
hbyate our minds, liberate our souls through books, through knowledge, through the connections we
make with others. It's up to each and every one of us to get our minds right and our game tight For those
who choose to stay stuck on stupid while they sit here and dwell here, that's up to them. If that's what
they choose to do, then that's on them. It's sad to
what can you do?

Man, I've been through so much, up here in E.S.P. for 10 years and I've been through it all. All the ups and
downs, all the riots, conflirts and struggles. I've got the mail room officers hating on me, fucking with my
mail and trying to make my life aliving hell because of the zines that Icreate, zines like this one right here
(Greetings from the Graveyard"). I've got the officers appealing to the assistant warden trying to get me
thrown on H.R.P. status (High Risk Prisoner) for my latest "assault"
I've been through in the past 10 years.

Itry to do good, but when they see me trying to do good they try to make it harder for me; when they see
mdoing good they always try to find some petty offense to write me up for. So it's hard to maintain

after all the shit Ive been through, and go through.

T h e s e w a l l s w e r e b a i i c w i t h h a t e a n d
-that they will be destroyed with hate,
s a n i t a r i u m w e l i v e .

1 i m a g i n e
I n a

d i e .w e s t r u g g l e , a n d w e H o w d . t
w e o v e r c o m e t h i s ?

see, and it's hard to be around people like that, but T h e y c a l l i t E LY S TAT E
C o m e w a t c h

PRISON, I c a l l

u s a n d s e e w h a t w e d o
in our cages. Listen to cur beastly roars
soul-wretching howls and our lonesome chirps
live in cages called cells. We live in hell'wnere
despair pervades the atmosphere of our hearts. i
l i v e i n i n s t i t u t i o n s w h e r e t h e
v i a l l s a r e p a l e .

i t L i y o t a t e
w h i l e w e s i t

a n d c u r

Z o o .

W e

y v ean officer and for everything elseo n

a i r i s s t a l e a n a t h e
W e l i v e i n a g o n y .

L i s t e n t o t h e s o u n d o f d r e a d

cell througn the ventilation system,
system, buc)< the system":
o u r e a r s ,
t i m e a g o .

a s I t e n t e r s y o u r
F u c k t h e

There's been many times when Iwanted to do right and was making an effort to do good and then
something would go wrong and I'd slip up and just like that I'd be back in the hole for another assault It's
easy for my farnily and friends to tell me, "just do good, just ignore them, ,ust don't feed into it." but they
ou dnever understand the struggles that Igo through in here. When you're living amongst all this

foulness and misery sometimes it's hard to maintain your focus. It's hard to care about things when
you re living in aworld where nobody cares. It's hard to care when nobody around you cares about you
and when some of these people don't even care about themselves. It's astruggle to do right when
andtn mM	 V o u c a l l t h e mand tell them, Man, Ijust slipped up again "

w o r d s t h a t s t i l l
even though some stopped trying

W e d o n ' t

r i n g i n

a l o n g
care any more, and when you

carying, you begin to go numb) and your mind
d e t e r i o r a t e s .

s t e p

c r u m b l e s , f a d e s

We are the wretched, the little people with broken
souls, holding on to death, refusing to let go
This 13 my profane existance as Isit here and
to explain resistance. ivhen my soul gets cold, u
hate unfolds, and onto apath of destruction Igo.lim ts of his own frustration and rage. Ialways speak on the importance of resistance, and Ialways speakon the importance of making real connections with people on the outs. Ifeel that when you try to elevate

and educate yourself while living amongst all this stagnation and deterioration, you are engagmg in atrue
art of resistance. Resistance isn't always about clashing with the authorities, or physically fighting the
Zt Z' Zn ‘7"̂  circumstances you're only burying yourself deeper in ahole every time youget vm n̂, Ive been violent the whole time I've been incarcerated and sometimes it was necessary forme to be violent, but even though it's kept my head glued onto my shoulders it has prolonged my

t r y
t h e

D e s p a i r fi l l s t h e
a n o t h e r y e a r ,
tear	

a i r i n h e r e . a n o t h e r d a v .
When she thinks cf me, she sheas c i

c y c l e
D e c e i r x i e r 2 0 t h 2 0 0 7

ZZllT 7.H	 ‘ i ’ - c d r e a r y a n d g l o o m ycircumstances. Idsay you are participating ,n ahealthier art of resistance, because by doing this you're
resis ing intellectual death and you're also resisting spiritual famine. You are becoming conscious while

« c i d e s t o

It is important for

With eachzine, you have no idea how many self-hating
and incapacitated zombies you have plucked from the
fascist sgarbage dump. You have no idea how many
untamable and uncontainable freedom fighters you
shaped who will never again submit to slavery -
psychological or otherwise.

connections with people on the outs too, because nobody
nhere cares about you one way or the other There's no love here. The love here is earned, not agiven
Love shouldn't be earned, that's not true love. That's prison love. It's not the good kind of love. Prison
love is arttficial, it comes and it goes and then has to be earned all over again, it isn't given freely, there is
no compassion in the type of love you'll find in prison. But we can get that from people on the outs, they S e a n S w a i n



2-7 can help us, they can heal us, they can show us love, friendship and compassion. That's they type of love
we need, thaf sthe type of love thats going to help us endure and grow and develop and blossom and
those are the type of people who are going to get us through this and beyond this miserable, lonely
existence of prison life. We need love from the people on the outs, 'cut that's true love, not like this
artificial, condensed stuff you get in here. We need real love and real support.

Free your Mind

Let us abandon our restrictions and live freely from the truth of our hearts. Let us love
life as we love our children, and let us love our children as we love life.

Maybe the people who keep us here want to keep our minds stagnant, maybe they just don't
way or the other. But the fact of the matter is we, ourselves have to take true and healthy strides to rise
above the madness and stagnation that we live and suffer through every day. Ifeel that having our minds
stagnant while in prison is not only an injustice to ourselves, but an injustice to society (after we get out
of prison) and an injustice to humanity. It definitely makes you question the role of prisons in America and
it makes you question the intentions of those who are intent on locking us up and building more prisons.
It is clear that they don't care about us. It is clear that we have to take it upon ourselves to rise above this
m a d n e s s .

c a r e o n e

The walls of these prisons can only keep our bodies contained for so long, but cannot
close in on our minds when we live with resistance in our hearts. Iencourage you who
read this to learn how to think for yourselves.

In these cells of seclusion we learn to embrace knowledge in its rawest form and when
you have become accustomed to embrace what is real and what is true, you naturally
reject all that is false and untrue.

Isit here in this cell trying to cultivate my mind and trying to encourage others to do the same. We
this time to get our minds right and our game tight, trying to rise above all of this mental and spiritual
oppression. We try to make the best out of abad situation, taking the good with the bad, making sure
get back on our feet after each time we stumble and fall, still striving to move forward, towards the
imaginary light at the end of the imaginary tunnel, because it's all about perseverance and survival. And
yes, you con learn something new everyday if you have the desire to do so. Just because they want us to
stay stagnant in here, doesn't mean we have to. Staying sharp and staying strong is what we should aim
to do Don't lose your mind, use your mind! Apply yourself.

u s e

Let us abandon our falsehoods as we embrace knowledge and let us share our
knowledge to those in need of it, so that the mind of the prisoner can abandon his
shackles once for always.

w e

The seeds of resistance have been planted in the soil of the prisoners' heart and bears
fruit in the prisoners' mind. Consciousness is forever sweet and so full of soul. It should
always be shared and enjoyed. Hold on to it, but pass it on... Just in here trying to stay on the sharp side!

Coyote
Ely State Prison, Ely, Nevada
October 27”', 2008

No love for authority.
Coyote
June 4'”, 2008

"Your way begins on the other side.
Become the sky.
Take an axe to the prison wall, escape
Walk out like somebody born into color.
Do it now" -Rumi, 800 years ago

O n H e a r t

Please write to me and send me letters of solidarity and encouragement
Coyote Sheff #55671
P. O . B o x 1 9 8 9

Ely, Nevada 89301-1989
Resistance is in my heart and it stays in my heart. As humans we grow, we develop and
we change, but some things never change. Resistance has always been in my heart and
always will be. The things that are in our hearts are the things that keep us going, what's
in your heart stays in your heart, unless you lose your heart, and if you lose your heart
you pretty much die. Your heart is like your lifeline, when you lose your heart you lose
your life. Itake this Irterally, 'cuz Tm asoldier and Iknow what's in my heart, and what
keeps it going. It's not hate, it's love. Love for yourself, love for life, love for freedom,
justice and equality. My resistance comes from love, not hate, and it's what keeps me
going, it's what is in my heart. Love, resistance, truth.

No other life-form on the planet knows negativity, only
humans, just as no other life-form violates and poisons
the earth that sustains it... Watch any plant or animal
and let it teach you acceptance of what is, surrender to
the Now. Ihave l ived with several Zen masters -all of
t h e m c a t s .From the depths of my lawless heart.

Coyote
Ely State Prison 2008

E c k h a r t T o l l e



m a d n e s s

As ISIT HERE IN THIS CELL OR WHATEVER IT IS. IFIND MYSELF WISHING THAT THEv
WOULD COME AND GET ME AND TAKE ME TO PRISON. ISAY THAT, BECAUSE ALL OF THIS
WIERDNESS AROUND HERE AND ALL OF THE FOULNESS ISEE IDON'T
I 'M AT ANYMORE.

I O suffering in solitary confinement until the authorities feel that they have broken you
down. TTiey try to break your will, break your spirit and your determination, and they try

to destroy you. The things that we see as good and the things that we see as being right
are the things that we are being punished for.

Isit here in solitude, feeling so alone. Tormented by my loneliness, and e\ en

though another man lives in the cell to my right, and another man lives in the ceil to my
left, and aman lives in the cell right above me, 1feel no connection with any of them;
there’s no trust between us and absolutely no sense of camaraderie, and it kills me inside

Iunderstand that all of this is by design, and 1want to be strong, Iwant to resist, 1
want to overcome, because 1know 1can’t give in, 1know Ican’t surrender, Iknow I
can’t let my oppressors break me; but deep dowm inside 1know that no matter what 1do,
Icannot win, for either way they are slowly destroying me; whether Ifight or surrender,
they have already won. But Ijust can’t give them the satisfaction in letting them know
that they’ve destroyed me with loneliness, so Icontinue to fight and Icontinue to,resist,
because anything less would be suicidal ...

K N O W W H E R E

z 3LUVTELY. IHAVEN'T BEEN TALKING ON THE TIER ANYMORE. IKNOW THAT THERE ARE AT
LEAST 20 PROTECTIVE CUSTODY INMATES LOCKED DOWN ON THIS TIER RIGHT NOW
SITTING IN THE HOLE WITH ME. WHAT IDON'T KNOW IS HOW MANY OF THEM ARE
INFORMING FOR THE PIGS OR HOW MANY OF THEM ARE SETTING BACK AND LISTENING
TO EVERYTHING WE SAY. SO. LATELY. I’VE CHOSEN TO STAY QUIET AND ALONE IT
WOULD BE NICE IF THERE WERE ACOUPLE CONSCIOUS PRISONERS CLOSE TO ME
THERE WOULD BE PLENTY TO DISCUSS. BUT. THEY'VE GOT ME STRANDED AND '
STRAINED UP RIGHT NOW AND IDON'T HAVE NOTHING TO PROVE THEREFORE IHAVE
N O T H I N G T O S A Y .

The PRISONERS ARE SO FRIENDLY WITH THE POLICE AROUND HERE IT SCARES ME
The FOULNESS DISGUSTS ME, DISTURBS ME. MAKES ME SICK. IHATE THIS PUtCE THIS
PUVCE USED TO BE MY STOMPING GROUNDS. I'VE SENT MANY PIGS AWAY EITHER

Î ECES. and YES. THEY HAD IT COMING! I'VE DONE DEEDS
THAT COULD BE BRAGGED ABOUT FOR YEARS IN THIS SETTING. THIS PUVCE BUT I
KNOW IF IHAD AREASON TO LASH OUT AND DO SOMETHING TO THESE PIGS RIGHT
NOW. THE PRISONERS AROUND HERE WOULD LOOK AT ME LIKE I'M CRAZY THEY

UNDERSTAND THE CONCEPT OF STANDING UP TO THE MAN, NO NOT ON
I H l o I I h R .

ISIT UP IN THIS CELL AND IREAD. ISTUDY. IWRITE. IKEEP MYSELF BUSY AND IAPPLYMY KNOWLEDGE AS OFTEN AS ICAN. FuCK THIS PU^CE, THESE PEOPLE FUCK W^AT
AM. ICAN TEXPLAIN HOW MUCH THIS PU>,CE FILLS ME WITH DISGUST IT HAS BECOMESICKENING TO BE HERE. 1NEED TO GET OUT OF HERE. INEED TO CLEAnL MY sluL
?HIS ^DnTss°''	 B'̂ COMING very very difficult TO DEAL WITH
IF THERE'S SOMEONE OUT THERE WHO'S READING THIS. SOMEONE WHO CARES PICKUP APEN AND WRITE TO ONE OF THE PRISONERS WHO HAS PUVCED rARTfcLE IN THIS

2INE. SHOW US SOME LOVE. GIVE US SOME ENCOURAGEMENT. SEND US SOME BOOKS
HELP US RISE ABOVE THIS MADNESS. We NEED YOUR SUPPORT WE NEED TO HAVE
roNMPOTlô M '̂ °̂ L̂INICATI0N. and TRUTHFUL REUtTIONSHIPS-MEANINGFUL

people on THE OUTSIDE. WE'VE BEEN CUT OF FROM LOVE
^■C°'"'’'UNITY, FAMILIY. AND FRIENDS, AND BEEN CONFINED TO ACORNEROF COLDNESS AND DARKNESS. WE NEED YOUR

C O M P A S S I O N .

From the depths of my re,stless soul.

Coyote

Ely State Prison, Nevada

October 25, 2007

The State is force. Nay, it is the silly parading of
force. It does not propose to win love or make converts, if
it puts its finger into anything, it does
unfriendly way, for its essence consists not in persuasion,
but in command and compulsion. However much pain it
may take away, it cannot conceal the fact that it is the
legal maimer of our will, the constant negation of our
liberty. Even when it commands the good, it makes this
valuele^ by commanding it, for every commands slaps
liberty in the face, as soon as the good is commanded, it
is transformed into evil in the eyes of the true (that is,
human, by no means divine) morality, of the dignity of
man, of liberty; for man’s liberty, morality, and dignity
consist precisely of doing the good not because he is
commanded to but because he recognizes it, wills it, and
Ini'es it.

s o i n a n

S U P P O RT. W E N E E D Y O U R

From the depths of these dregs
C o y o t e

E l y s t a t e p r i s o n . N e v a d a
2 0 0 8

IF you WOULD UKE TO WRITE ME, ICAN
B E C O N TA C T E D AT T H I S A D D R E S S ;
C o y o t e S h e f f # 5 5 6 7 1
P. O . B o x 1 9 8 9
E l y . N V 8 9 3 0 1 - 1 9 8 9

BLINDED JUSTICE M i k h a i l B a k u n i n



IIT H AT ' S W H AT H A P P E N SIn Solitude ISuffer 2 1 .

Y o u r h e a r t t u r n s i n t o s t o n eThough Iam lovea. Iam alone, left to sit and suffer in acold, desolate cell of

C' .nlmement. On the other side of these prison gates Ihave many people who love and
care about me. w'ho arc touched by my courage and compassion, and who are moved by
my !o\ efor them and by my love for life, freedom, and justice. The sad reality, though,
!S tha' they're out there and I’m in here, alone ....

Iam surrounded by people who like to think that they’re my enemies, surrounded

b\ foulness and perversion, and blanketed by sheer coldness. Ihave no friends. Just a
few people that 1talk to from time to time, people who share no true feelings of

connectedness with me; their conversations might be good sometimes, and comforting,
but there’s no camaraderie between us. People in here will talk to you one day and then

;de that they don’t want to talk to you ever again; that’s just the way it goes in here.
It’s something that aprisoner has to deal with, knowing that the only person in here that
\ou can truly depend on is yourself

We have to find ways to deal with this loneliness so it doesn’t take us under.

O'.ercom.ing loneliness is ahuge part of surcival in prison. Loneliness is painful. It’s
.aconi/.mg to my soul. To know that Icould be in here, in this world, with other people
around me. in cells next to me, above or below me, and still feel unconnected to anyone,
and still feel like Idon’t really know someone, or that nobody really understands me, and

to fee! like Icannot truly trust another man in here -it defines the feeling of suffering.
To be a lone i s to su f fe r

In solitude Isuffer My heart dies, my blood turns cold and the spark of life

leaves my eyes; when you look into them now all you can see is anger, pain, loneliness,

and suffering, and all Ican do is sit here and ask myself, what have Idone to deserve
th is ' i ’ Wha t d id Ido to have to be fo rced to l i ve i n such to rmen t?

Tor Iknow in my heart of hearts that I’m agood man. Iknow in my heart that I

!i\e by the principles of righteousness, respect, honor, integrity, fairness, equality; and I

Inew that 1am aman wht' has stood up for my beliefs and who has stood up for my

rights, and who has also been beaten down for standing up for them. But still Iam left to
live in solitude, like 1am some kind of piece of shit or something.

In prisem that’s the price we have to pay for being aman who stands up for
himsel; and for what h.c belier es is good and right. \h’e har eto pay lor that by sitting and

y o u r s o u l t u r n s i n t o
T h a t ' s w h a tice, and your mind turns into jelly,

h a p p e n s w h e n y o u s i t a n d s i t a n d s i t
t h e s e c e l l s ,

i n o n e o f

t h a t ' s w h a t h a p p e n s w h e n l o v e l e a
its what happens when you stop trying.

I t s a c o n s t a n t b a t t l e ,
One day you fee l good .

Yo u g o t h r o u g h s o m u c h

v e s

I t s ay o u ,

c o n s t a n t c y c l e o f t o r t u r e .
a n e v e r - e n d i n g s t r u g g l e ,
t h e n e x t d a y y o u f e e l f a d .
c o n fl i c t a n d t u r m o i l w i t h y o u r s e l f ,
y o u .

a n d a d e e p s e n s e o f s p i r i t u a l t o r m e n t ,
b a d .

i t n e a r l y k i l l s
You can feel adeep sense of mental anguis.h

I t h u r t s s o

i t t e a r s y o u u p i n t o l i t t l e p i e c e s , i t s c a r s
y o u , a n d i t d e s t r o y s y o u i n s i d e .

Y o u ' r e fi l l e d w i t h h a t e . r a g e , a n d v e n g e a n c e ,
t h e s a m e w a y

Y o u b e c o m e s u s p i c i o u s o f
Yo u b e g i n t o t h i n k t h e y ' r e

y o u t h i n k t h e y ' r e o u t t o g e t
y o u , o u t t o r o b , s t e a l , o r c h e a t y o u .
l o s i n g y o u r f u c k e n m i n d .

Y o u w a n t t o k i c k t h e p i g s h e a d i n ,
t h e y k i c k o n y o u r d o o r ,
o t h e r s , a n d p a r a n o i d ,
t a l k i n g a b o u t y o u .

Y o u ' r e

T h a t ' s w h a t h a p p e n s w h e n y o u s i t a n d f e s t e r a n d
m a r i n a t e i n o n e o f t h e s e c e l l s f o r h o u r s
d a y s a t a t i m e , m o n t h s a t a t i m e .
T h a t ' s w h a t h a p p e n s w h e n y o u r h e a r t
r e a l r e a s o n t o b e a t ,
q u i t r e s i s t i n g ,
t i m e s , y o u l o s e y o u r c o o l . Yo u l o s e y o u r m i n d ,
y o u r s o u l f r e e z e s a n d y o u d i e i n s i d e , y o u f u c k e n
d i e .

a t a t i m e ,
y e a r s a t a t i m e ,

s t o p s fi n d i n g a
t ha t ' s wha t happens when you

Y o u r h e a r t b r e a k s a t h o u s a n d

M y n a m e i s C o y o t e a n d m y h e a r t
s t i l l b e a t s w i t h l o v e a n d

r e s i s t a n c e . B u t t h e r e ' s b e e n t i m e s
v j h e n i t v ; o u l d s k i p a b e a t o r t w o , o r
t h r e e . . .

J a n u a r y . 2 2 , 2 0 0 8



THE CASE OF THE CASEWORKERS Ibelieve we become stronger through our pain, we become wiser, with aclearer outlook on life, a
keener insight, and more compassionate and understanding after overcoming, or enduring struggles
and painful situations. Ibelieve we need to be challenged by life, every now and again, and it's
through these challenges that we grow (spiritually) and develop (mentally) and transform
thinking into higher states of consciousness

Z /
It's about the mind, body and soul. It's about atonement. It's spiritual, mental and physical it's not
only about being awarrior, but it's about being alive. This is not my first fast, but I've learned alot
from Xemo, 'cut he was kind enough to take the time to reach out to me and teach me things about
his culture, which isn’t much different from the Yaquis, Aztecs and Mayas, and Iam vei> appreciative
for my fnend's time and kindness, and it felt good to hear him sing his songs, he sings from deep mhis soul.

My appreciation of these gifts leads me to write this brief report on it and include it in this zine to
give people asmall peak into the life and mind of an exile. We prisoners are exiles, because we ve
been exiled from life, exiled from society, exiled from real, human relationships, exiled from culture
and traditions and customs and celebrations, but as long as we choose to keep the things that
most important to us in our hearts, then we are still thriving and surviving.

There sadifference between living and maintaining, people in prison aren't living, we re maintaining
Mke cemen? "h""" ‘"laTf	 V o u r h e a r t h a r dIke cement and your soul cold like steel. This place breeds hate and anger. Alot of people are
inf uenced by racism and prejudice ways of thinking. Some prisoners read and study their culture
' c ^ t “ ‘ h e r r a c e s ,cuz they're not like them. They don tunderstand the true lessons, ways, teachings and
rootsT	 They don't understand that when you take things back to their
roou and origins, you see that we all come from the same place, and in so many ways we are all
related People who embrace the true understandings of their ancient cultures aren't haters but
have atrued appreciation and respect for their own culture, as well as others.

IhTnidnifr "7"''ignorance. It breaks my heart to see and experience all
pMple who ta kout of love, usually speak with the intelligence of their hearts. If you're someone
^°o? instr^T	‘ h i n g s ‘ o rpeople, instead of using all that energy to hate
ain't like you.

/ X

The caseworkers here at Ely State Prison have
beconne so good at lying that it scares me. They
always out to give us the classic run around, just to
us running in circles like adogs chasing their tails. I'
trained myself not to believe anything they say and
never get my hopes up. Iam able to live with the
understanding that there isn't very much Ihave
coming from them. Iknow these people don't
about me, they don't care about my problems in life
or what the hell I'm going through. They're not going
to help me, they're not here for that. These lying
caseworkers are so full of shit, they can keep on
walking past my cell to the next one. I'm cool right
here. Fuck 'em.

o u r

r e

s e e

v e

c a r e
a r e

a n d

The Spirit of Resistance

Those who live in fear of authority, live in slavery. Mental slavery, psychological slavery,
and even physical slavery. Those who live in fear of authority are in aprison all of their
own. Aprison of their own making.

y o u r

on the next man, or the next race, just because heIam aprisoner to concrete and steel, but Iam not imprisoned by fear. Ido not conduct
myself with those who are in fear of authority. We who live in prison are sure to not
allow the walls to chip away at our existence; but with our spirit and attitude of
resistance we chip away the walls and barriers that presume to behold

The thoughts that seep to the strengthened center of our well-being were created from
the sheer will to survive under drastic circumstances. We are refined by hardships when
befriended by darkness and we come out strengthened in the center and sharp around
the edges, ready to cut through our bonds with adiligent

It is will power that guides us through these sloppy situations. It is the spirit of
resistance that keeps us alive and well. We are not imprisoned by our fears, we are
determined to perservere.

Isit in my cell and do my fast. Xemo is in his cell, afew cells down from
Sll kl^n '^7"'	 f̂ o'̂ rceful enough to find ways to communicate with each other andfnri MetT	‘ o ‘ e a r b u t m y s e i f^V r®	 ®	 c o - ^ e s b a c k

can endure the pain, Imawarrior, Iam ready for whatever challenges that await me...

me. doing his fast. We are
u s .

e a s e .

From the depths of my restless heart.
Coyo te
E.S.P. 2008

Sure, i f apr isoner total ly submits and
o n o t h e r

prisoners, be may better bis treatment, but this
i s s p i n e l e s s b e h a v i o r .

kisses the guards asses and snitches
El Coyote
ABC -Nevada Prison Chapter
June 7^ 2008 J o h n P h i l l i p s



GENERAL POPULOCKDOWN 1 3The Thoughts of an Exile - 2 . O

At the time of this writing,
prison for asolid 10 years,
motions, all the ups and downs
t r i b u l a t i o n s .

,Ive been here at Ely state
Ive been through all the

a l l t h e t r i a l s a n d
I ' v e s e n t o f fi c e r s t o

While Isit, stand, lay here in this cell, exiled from American society and confined to 4gruesome walb
that were intentionally designed to break me all the way down, my heart beats furiously, yet proudly
with resistance and Itry to keep my mind open, heart open and eyes open, reaching out for truthful
knowledge and for deeper understandings of self, love and life. Iread, Istudy. Iwrite, Icontemplate
and reflect, Ihold discussions, Ihave conversations and try to engage others.

u●	 fi g h t s , i v e s e n r o t t i c p
h o l e f o r a l l e g e dstabbings, I've fought w^h^he goon squad on cel?

extractions Ive participated in riots anddemonstrated all kinds of acts of real
been shot, gassed, tazed--you name it.

In these dungeons we are cut off from family, cut off from the world and cut off from areal
education, but the people in here who linger, lurk and fester in these graveyards seem to love to
learn all they can about their own history, culture, heritage and traditions, even though they're
usuaIN considered lower than dirt in the eyes and minds of society, they still carry their pride of who
they are and they hang on to that very tightly. Ireally dig that.

r e s i s t a n c e .

I've been through it
I ' v e

wherever lgo in this pr-ison, iam locked down There'sonly one unit in this prison that isn't locked down and rLcaseworkers and wardens say that Iam not eligiK for thatunit because of my history of institutional violence Allof my visits have been behind glass for almos^g veahs nr̂ wfrZnTi''	 have contact'visits wi?h m f̂amn^or
There are definitely some powerful and dangerous minds lurking in some of these celk, people who
have taken true means to let the shackles, chains, cuffs and restraints from their minds. Ifeel blessed
to have been able to come in contact with people In this clandestine world who could be
intelligent, artbtic and resourceful, even while confined to acold, hateful, primitive place like thb.
b's because of these experiences and because of meeting these people that it feeb good to be lower
than dirt, it feels good »n be so close to the earth. Iappreciate the blessings and the lessons of being
a n e x i l e

s o

So, other than the fact that Iwill one day be releasedfrom prison, Ihave no incentive to do good ̂ or follow^	 hope, not̂ ing’t̂ loSk forwardihere in Ely state Prison until igo hom^?cell, on 23 hour lock down, trying to maintain?eal	 "L.fft'= .''-d. >'sgSet'i
long pe r iod
and i t can take one l i t t le t i i i
and aggression set in, you go
even thinking twice about it.
and we are up against great odds,

^he ability and the tendency to do greatamounts of damage to our psyche and our minds. ^
l iv ing in areal- l ive man-made hel l .

While Iwrite this, I'm on the second day of a4^lay fast with anative comrade of mine. He told me
he was going to go on afast for afew days, to set things in order with himself and that he'd holler at
me in afew days. Isaid, 'Hey, wait aminutel I'll do it with you.' So, here Iam on the second day of
this fast, trying to stay strong and focused, no talking, no eating and no masturbating; and trying to
keep negative thoughts out of my head. My native comrade Xemo has hb reasons for going on his
fast, which are mostfy spiritual, and Ihave my reasons and objectives ,,, -	 - ,	 It's hard,	 ^

when you re confined to these cells for
LP:	 t h i n k i n g g e t s a b i t d i s t o r t e d

ng to set you off.fl v i n O o f f t h p h a r
First, Iwanted to show him solidarity, as he is someone Ifeel connected to in meaningful ways, so I
wanted to encourage him to keep going and to get hb mind right, heart right, soul right. Prison isn't
the most positive or productive place, and we sit here amongst all thb hate, madness, violence,
gangsterism, materialbm and corruption, it's hard not to get caught up in it, it's hard not to think like
all those around you, it's hard to rbe above it. So, Iknew if Iwere to go on thb fast with my native
comrade, it would inspire and motivate him to hold strong. Secondly, Ifelt the need to do thb for
mvsetf, to back up off the dcxjr, take my mind away from this place and tune in to myself and mostly
to challenge myself.

,	 W h e n r a g e
- y m g o f f t h e h a n d l e b e f o r e
Its apsychological struggle

W e a r e

5how their concern and getinvolved in our lives and struggles, we need peoole to^
send us letters and books and give us hope and something toJans	 t o a S E t o u ?calls and give us good healthy,productive conversations to
get our minds off of this sick, demented place for alittle
while, we need people to care about us and about what
we re going through in here, we need support from peopleon the outside.	 p c w p . c

To me, fasting is an act of enduring pain and coming out of it stronger, it's an act of sacrifice. It calls
for me to will myself to keep going under desperate situations, to keep fighting, to keep resbting, to
keep holding on. to stay focused, to stay disciplined and to stay strong. Of course, there are deeper
spiritual meanings attached to it. But I'll have to admit that thb fast bn't really for spiritual purposes
for me, other than sacrificing my food, conversation, urges and desires to will myself to endure and
overcome angubh, pain and torment, and I'm doing this to prepare myself for future hardships.
Those are my reasons for taking up this fast.

' ' *

torment that takes place in this prisoncan be unbearable at times, if our souls are out of tune
and our minds aren't strong and if our hearts are in the
wrong place, then we are lost to this cold, desolate
d a r k n e s s .

Xemo tells me stories, sings me songs in Crow, sings me songs in Lakota, sings me songs in Shoshone.
He sinp songs about the eagle, he sings songs about the bear, he sings songs about the
determination of the wolf. He taught me how to sing ahealing song and he taught me how to sing a
unity song. He tells me something good about the coyote, he says acoyote can adapt to any
situation, you can take acoyote out of the Nevada desert and put the coyote in Africa and the coyote
will find away to survive. Iwill always remember that. It takes alot of strength and agood amount of

r e s i s t a n c e t o g e t t h r o u g h t h i s .



L i s t e n u p ! T h e r e ' s n o t h i n g c o o l a b o u t t h i s p l a c e , t h e r e ' s
n o t h i n g c o o l a b o u t b e i n g h e r e . T h i s p l a c e s u c k s .

C o y o t e 2 0 0 8
E l y S t a t e P r i s o n .

Dear Mr. Correctional Officer, / I

All Iwant is what Igot coming and for you to leave me alone. There's no need to stop at
my cell and ask me how am Idoing today, you don't care how I'm doing, you don't really
want to know how I'm doing, you only ask to see what kind of state of mind I'm in, if I'm
on some "fuck the police shit", or if I'm safe for you to be around, that's the only
you ask how I'm doing today, to make sure you're safe, not cuz you actually care,
don't even ask. No need to stand at my door smiling, being nice, trying to hold afake
conversation with me about this, that or the other, if Ineed something I'll let you know,
if not just give me my meal, or my mail or whatever and move on.

Idon't want your little extras, the last thing Iwant is to be spoiled by the pigs
can keep your little extra this and your little extra that, take it and give it to one of your

(	 little rats. Idon't want it, Idon't need it, just give me my full issue of what I'm supposed
to get and roll on to the next cell. Just leave me alone and I'll leave you alone, but if you
go out of your way to mess with me, then I'm going to go out of my way to mess with
you. And this is going to be an unsafe environment for both of

r e a s o n

T H E R E ' S N O L O V E H E R E

In the depths of these dregs where our souls dwell in
darkness as our minds dwindle like dust in the wind, we sit
here with sad looks on our faces, waiting for aletter in the
mail or ahot meal to be served. Waiting, waiting, waiting,
always waiting for something, but it seems like nothing ever
comes. Nothing good, anyways.

S O

a s s

, s o y o u

u s .

There's no love here. Not in this artificial world of concrete
and steel, surrounded by razor wire, and gun towers, which
are enclosed by mountains on all sides. There's no love in
these confinements, just alot of hate, anger, agony,
hopelessness, loneliness and despair. The closest thing
you'll find to love in here, is pain.

Thank you. Have anice day.

Think about these prison environments for amoment.
People screaming day and night, rape and the spread of
serious diseases, such as AIDS, hepatitis, venereal
diseases and everything else is epidemic, as if
deliberately cultured in aPetri dish. Violence, longing,
bitterness, hopelessness, self-loathing are coupled with
the schooling of criminality. Useful programs, under
this madhouse environment, have been gutted. There's
no real rehabilitation, no re-entry pt-ograms. They
left to live or die in this minimalist warehouse
situation... In Amerikkka, they torture and try to kill the
spirit of people, whereas in El Salvador, the U.S.-trained
authorities were allowed to go all the way -torture and
kill and leave the mutilated bodies for the vultures to
pick over at the dump sites -just like the U.S. perfected
in the Phoenix Program in Vietnam. For, acommunity
cannot live without spirit -without hope of genuine
h u m a n i t y.

There's no love here, no sunshine, no fresh air. But if you
open your eyes long enough to see, you will find that there is
plenty of destruction, depression, aggression, torment,
suffering, and death. The coldness that permeates the
atmosphere seeps through our skin to our bones and chills
our soul. We've been discarded by society, separated from
our families, left to sit, suffer, rot, and die. They don't care,
so we don't care. There's no love here.

a r e

Coyote, 2008
Anarchist Black Cross, Nevada

Prison Chapter E.S.P.
Anthony Rayson



" H E WA R l - O F T H E G R I M A L K I N " K U M I T E
T r ' i e s e o k p r s o f k n o w l e d g e w o u l d p r o b a b l y a p p r e c i a t e t h e

fa- ' t that there is a lot of wisdom and knowledge to be found
i n f a b l e s . P r a c t i c a l l y
t h e r e i s s o m u c h t h a t

When we rise we fight, all day, all night, we fight. We fight to overcome, we fight to live
we fight to survive, we fight to win, we fight to prevail. Everyday is afight, astruggle a’
challenge, everyday is abattle. We fight and fight and fight. Struggle, and strive and '
thrive to survive. We fight with one another, we fight against

o v e r y c u l t u r e h a s t h e i r o w n f a b l e s ,
c a n b e l e a r n e d f r o m f a b l e s ,

w i sdom, p rac t i ca l ways o f l i v i ng ,
i n s t r u c t i o n s o n v a r i o u s t h e m e s o f l i f e .

t h i n g s l i k e
^	 o u r c a p t o r s , w e fi g h t t h e

system, we fight oppression, we fight hunger, we fight agony, we fight depression. We
tram, spar and prepare. There's no breaks, no time-outs, no tapping out, no quitting, no
giving up. Fight, fight, fight. We fight to change, we fight to rise above the madness, we
fight to make it through. Man-up, handle-up, face up to every challenge and to evê
challenger. It's amental kumite, it's aspiritual kumite, it's an emotional kumite it's a
physical kumite. We fight with God, we fight with the Devil, we fight with our own
restless souls, we create enemies and fight them too. We fight with all our hearts and
we fight with all our might. Strength, endurance, speed. We fight one battle after the
next, we feel no pain, we have no fear, we just keep fighting to persevere. Focus
need to focus, we must stay focused, can't lose our focus. Like an eagle we swoop, like a
tiger we strike. We strike back when struck, we swing when swung upon, we initiate and
engage and we combat,the battles we lose only to inspire us to comeback and fight
harder and harder and harder. Punch, kick, strike. We fight and we struggle and we
resist. Everyday is akumite, step into the arena, step into the ring, step into the dojo,
step onto the mat. Come out to the yard, step onto the battlefield. Gladiator
soldier, kyokushin, warrior, guerrilla, prisoner. Fight! Fight! Fight!

= b r a t p g y , c o u n s e l a n d

H o w c o u l d o n e n o t

S o , I w a n t e d

t h i s p a r t i c u l a r f a b l e w i t h y o u , b e c a u s e t h e r e ' s a l o t
t r u t h t h a t a p p l i e s t o o u r e v e r y d a y s i t u a t i o n

a p p r e c i a t e a g o o d f a b l e e v e r y n o w a n d t h e n r i g h t ?
r o s h - a r o

o f t r u t h i n i t .

a s p r i s o n e r s .

T h e s t r a t e g y o f t h e g r i m a l k i n i n t h i s f a b l e i s v e r y s i m i l a r
● . a h . a t o f t h e " D i v i d e a n d C o n q u e r

n u s t o d a y .
s t r a t e g y t h a t o u r o p p r e s s o r s

When we become mistrustful of eachother, when
w e

fi a l i r e a c h o t h e r a n d k i l l e a c h o t h e r , w e a r e g i v i n g o u r

o u r t r u e e n e m yo p p r e s s o r ( t h e g r i m a l k i n )

A s l o n g a s

d o n ' f h a v e t o w o r r y a b o u t

a b s o l u t e p o w e r

w e a r e g o i n g a t i t w i t h e a c h o t h e r ,o v e r u s . t h e y

u s t r y i n g t o r i s e u p a g a i n s t t h e m . ,samura i .
How can we be eachothers enemy when

' c m m v . n i t i e s ,

w e a r e i n t h e s a m e

p r i s o n s a n d i n t h e t r e n c h e s t o g e t h e r ,
s u f f e r i n g f r o m t h e s a m e t y p e o f p o v e r t y

t o g e t h e r ? N o , b r o t h e r s a n d s i s t e r s ,
e n e m i e s , w e n e e d t o s t o p h a t i n g e a c h o t h e r

i t ' s t h e g r i m a l k i n w h o i s p r o fi t i n g
s e i f - d e s t r u c t i v e h e h a v i . o r , t h e g r i m a l k i n i s o u r t r u e

g o i n g El Coyote
t h r o u a h t h e s a m e s h i t ,
a n d t h e s a m e a f fl i c t i o n s B U T U N T I L T H E N

n o t e a c h o t h e r s

● - ‘ c d c o r e t o r e a l i z e t h a t

' f t o f o u r

- i r e

The mindless minds in these endle
want to think, because thinking is too real,
heartless hearts in these lonely.

s s t i m e s d o n e t
T h e

m i s e r a b l e t i m e s .
We d o n o t w a n t t o h a v e t o

r e a l i t y o r f a c e l i f e

y ^ d o n o t w a n t t o t h i n k ,
f e e l o r d e a l w i t h
i t ’ s a l l t o o m u c h .

T h - r e a l i z e t h i s t h e s o o n e r w e w i l l b e a b l e t o

e t y p e o f m i d d l e - g r o u n d b e t w e e n u s a n d e v e n t u a l l y w e
f r y t o c o m e t o g e t h e r a n d r u n t h e g r i m a l k i n d o w n ,

c a n b e l e a r n e d f r o m t h i s f a b l e o f t h e

P u t o n e o f t h e m o s t i m p o r t a n t o n e i s o n e

o u r E n e m y . "

s o o n e r w e

b e c a u s e
S O I i t ' s a l l t o o r e a 1 .

c a n T h e r e ' s

S o w e n u l l i f y, d u l l , c
ourselves down with television.

d e t e r i o r a t e .u r ^ e ] o s i ? o r ' s t h . t a n d d u m b

m i a q a z i n e s ,
gangsterism, fantasies and day drea.ms. We let our
minds fade away with our lives, silently hoping and
watching for something to come along and shake us
awaken us and snap us back into reality, causing us
to take charge of our situation before it's too
late, causing us to take control of our liv-=s, with
that long, forgotten fire burning and raging in our
hearts and minds once again. We sit and we pray
and we hope and we wish that one day, some day, we
may reawaken to the passion of life and be able to
deal with reality, pnee again.

a n t i t h e S c v ; . "

O ' 1 ' i ^ *

r
C o y o t e , 2 0 0 6

E l y S t . i l e P r i s o nH AY M A R K E T



B u t u n t i l t h e n , w e t u r n o u r m i n d s o f f a n d o u r
t e l e v i s i o n s o n .

m a g a z i n e s f u l l o f f a k e n e s s a n d m a t e r i a l i s m a n d w e
s i t h e r e a n d f a d e a w a y, u n t i l a r a i n y d a y, f u c k t h e
world, we say	

But the writings on the wall, for those who want to read it, it's right there, etched,
sketched, scratched, scribed, carved or written, it's right there. Three words, fuck the
police, it's right there, written on the wall, desk, bunk, ceiling, floor, it's right there.

We pu t ou r books down and p i ck up

El Coyote F a b l e s ,

L e o To l s t o y,
1 8 2 8 - 1 9 1 0

"THE EAGI.K AND THE SOW"
a n e s t o n a t r e e ,The Writings on the Wall A n e a g l e b u i l t

e a g l e t s , a n d a w i l d

t h e s o w r o o t e d

a n d h a t c h e d o u t s o m e

sow brought her litter under the tree,
a r o u n d t h e t r e e a n d h u n t e d

a n d"Fuck the Police". These 3words can be found everywhere in these madhouses. Fuck
the police, scribed on the walls, fuck the police, scratched into the desks, fuck the
police, carved into the bunks, fuck the police, etched into the doors, etched into our
minds. Fuck those slimy, greasy bastards, fuck them pigs.

i n t h e w o o d s , a n d

when night came she would bring her
A n d t h e e a g l e a n d t h e

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

s o w l i v e d i n n e i g h b o r l y f a s h i o n ,
agrimalkin laid her plans to destroy the

A n d

e a g l e t s a n d t h e l i t t l e

"Eagle you hadThat is the first commandment that we live by in here, the golden rule, as we live jn
these volatile situations, hostility towards our captors is the fuel that keeps us going.
The correctional officers are the police, they work for the system, the government, so
they're pigs too. The rats, the snitches; the informants and the inmates on protective
custody, they are the police too. They work for the man, cooperating and operating
against other prisoners, though they are prisoners themselves. In this world, that makes
them the biggest pieces of shits around these shit-filled sewers. Not even the pigs
respect them, they're cowards, and they are the police too, so fuck them.

s u c k i n g p i g s . She went to the eagle and said:
better not fly very far away,
a n e v i l d e s i g n .

Beware o f t l i e sow,
She is going to undermine the roots of the

s h e i s p l a n n i n g

t r e e . Y o u s e e s h e i s r o o t i n g a l l t h e t i m e . "

Then the grimalkin went to the sow
a g o o d n e i g h b o r .

a n d s a i d : S o w , y o u

evening Iheard the eagle saying
I a m g o i n g t o t r e a t

h a v e n o t

t o h e r e a g l e t s :
L a s t

M y d e a r l i t t l e e a g l e t s ,
y o u t o a n i c e l i t t l e p i g .
y o u a l i t t l e

Jus t as the sow is gone, Iw i l l b r ingThis in prison, this isn't Disneyland. People aren't playing, not everybody is friendly
around here, there are some people around here who would stick some steel in your
neck, without blinking an eye, then go walk back to the table, sit down and eat their
meal, or your meal, like nothing happened. This is prison.

y o u n g s u c k i n g p i g ! "
From that time the eagle ceased to 11 y o u t a f t e r p r e y .

T h e e a g l e t s
a n d t h e g r i m a l k i n

a n d t h e s o w d i d n o t g o a n y m o r e i n t o t h e f o r r e s t .
a n d t h e y o u n g p i g s p e r i s h e d o f s t a r v a t i o n ,
f e a s t e d o n t h e m .Fuck the system, that's what we say when we pray, cuz that's what we feel in our

hearts. We know this ain't right, we know it's foul, we know we're being screwed,
cheated, manipulated and deceived. We know it in our hearts. Fuck the system. The interests of the State and those of the

individual differ fundamentally and are antagonistic.
The State and the political and economic institutions
that it supports can exist only by fashioning the
individual to their particular purpose; training him to
respect “law and order”; teaching him obedience,
submission, unquestioning faith in the wisdom and
Justice of government, above all, loyal service and
complete self-sacrifice when the State commands it,
war. The State puts itself and its interests even above the
claims of religion and God. It punishes religious
conscientious scruples against individuality because
there is no individuality without liberty, and liberty is
the greatest menace to authority.

E m m a G o l d m a n

We live with so much hostility in our hearts, it's what motivates us to stay alive, but it's
adouble-edged sword as we continue on the path of SELF-DESTRUCTION cuz we do not
truly understand how we can actually rise above this madness, we do not truly
comprehend how we can escape these chains and live truthfully. I '

All we know is piracy, banditry, hoodlumism, thuggery, and gangsterism, that's all
know as we sit here and say fuck the system. We don’t ask ourselves, or each other,
how can we organize ourselves in here? We don't ask ourselves, or each other, how can
we elevate ourselves in here? We don't ask ourselves, or each other, how can we live
truthfully, how can we get free and rise above this oppression? We don't think about
these things, because we don't see the possibility of these things, as we are blinded by
our own ignorance and blinded by our own violence towards one another, we can't see
past our own futile situations, all we know is that we have to survive, so we don't get
cheated or shorted or knocked off by the next motherfucker.

w e

a s i n

o r


