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STUDENTS
REFLECT

PNAP STUDENTS REFLECT
ON SOCIAL CHANGE, SOCIAL
MOVEMENTS, AND RESISTANCE

In Spring 2015, Jill Petty and Erica
Meiners taught a humanities class
to 15 students that focused on US
social and political movements. Over
14 weeks we collectively explored the
relationships between the print media
(whether pamphleteering, newsletters,
magazines, or books) and social movements. We also reviewed the strategies
of several social change movements,
including civil rights, feminism, immigration justice, and activists focused on
educational equity
This exploration of social movements
focuses on the processes of social and
cultural change. We will examine
definitions and theories of reform and
revolution, and make comparative
analyses of the goals, ideologies, and
the development of social movements
inside and outside of the US. The
intersecting contexts of race, class,
ethnicity, gender, sexuality, and nationality inform the central paradigms to
be considered. In particular, we will
survey journals/magazines/periodicals
produced by and for social change activists, especially feminists and people
of color. We will study the historical
roles, present-day status, and future of
these independently owned publications. This class will also explore
current movements revolving around
housing, foreclosures, education, and
youth violence. (From the syllabus)
Throughout the course, students wrote
daily responses to the readings from
David Walker’s Appeal (1829) to the
Combahee River Collective Statement
(1977). Students had the option to
complete one of the following as a
final project:

Letter to a Movement Leader: Write
a letter to a current or past movement
leader or participant explaining how
and why this movement influenced
your life.
Tools and Tactics: Write out a list of
the 10 most powerful tools and tactics
used by any social movement. Why are
these effective tactics?
Essay: Write an essay exploring the
significance of a particular movement,
comparing goals and/or exploring why
this movement is still relevant today.
Essay: Write a personal essay to a
young person about why they should
get politically active. What difference
would participating in a movement
make to their life?
We had a strong and lively semester. Students’ analysis and discussion
met – and generally exceeded – that
produced by our college-level students
in the free world. Our collective
engagements with readings and films
made this term rich and thoughtful.
However, because of disruptions and
restrictions common to educating
within a prison setting, we were unable
to include either all the final projects
or work from all of the students in
this folio. Their voices and analysis are
sorely missed.
We need these students to keep teaching and learning and we need their
voices, expertise, and more to build the
world we know we need.
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It is Bigger than Hip-Hop

Immigration

When we heard about rap today it is always the negative aspect. I am part of the
hip-hop nation. I grew up listening to hip hop music. It was one of my greatest
influences growing up. From KRS one, Rakim Allah, X-Clan, NWA, Public
Enemy. Big Daddy Kane, Poor Righteous Teachers, etc. I learned life lessons
from these poets of rhythm. I never knew about Malcolm X, Louis Farrakhan,
Elijah Mohammed or Islam until I heard rap music. The public school system
did not teach me about black history but rappers did. I learned about the Zulu
nation of South Africa from Africa BAMbatta and the Tribe Called Quest. But
what happened that changed the course of the hip-hop movement? The corporate market institution that Cornel West wrote about in Race Matters (1994)
is guilty of influencing this criminalization of sexist mutant culture through rap
music. This was part of their social engineering for profit, population control, and
miseducation of youth. The greatest educator of people is through the media. To
program people through music, television, movies, video games is wickedly wise.

Here is a brief history of immigration in the US: In the beginning jail birds arrived from Britain to do cheap labor. Eventually the Virginia Assembly stopped
that practice. Then immigrants from northern and western Europe arrived and
were even recruited. As long as the new immigrants were their own kind, or
white. But when other races started to come and began to outnumber the free
whites the government started coming up with restrictions to keep other races
from over populating the free whites. People from Asian countries started
coming over by the thousands and working for almost nothing. People from the
southern and eastern part of Europe started to arrive, which caused more race,based restrictions prohibiting the entry of “convicts, lunatics, idiots, and polygamists.” Along with person suffering from loathsome or contagious diseases. Not
long after they came up with regulations that led up to deportations. After that
they came up with the rule that all immigrations must have a legal visa from
an American consulate in their own country of origin to be allowed access to
America.

Cedric X. Cal

In this world everything they give us has life and death strangely mixed. So we
must be alert and aware of what we absorb into our consciousness. The corporate
market has made it very difficult for progressive artists’ to have a voice in mainstream media. As DMX stated, “I sold my soul to the devil and the price was
cheap.” Just to have celebrity, fortune, and fame one must promote this mutant
culture at the price of the elevation of his people. The hip hop artist Common
said, “Hip Hop is the music of this generation’s revolution.” I agree in part but
it must go back to its roots and become embedded with the ideas of liberation
theology given by our great leaders they once quoted in their lyrics.
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Demetrius Gant

Mexican people in the US have increased in Chicago over the last ten years. They
have moved into my neighborhood and have taken the majority of the jobs that
other people will not do. Just like Black people, Mexican people are now being
targeted by law enforcement. In addition they have to deal with punishing immigration laws at the same time. Immigration is also tied in with law enforcement
as the government feels that the crime rates are high because of immigrants. So,
the government is killing two birds with one stone! Lock up as many Blacks and
Latinos as possible – and for everyone else who is not a citizen kick them out
of the country. And at the same time make it very hard for people to get visas
and to become citizens. Also the government targets certain ethnic groups for
immigration surveillance - more than others because they are trying to control
the numbers. Also, this is how they do things when naturalized citizens (White)
don’t want to do certain jobs. They allow a certain number of immigrations to do
some jobs when the economy is down. They let immigrants in the country but
when the economy is down or struggling the government goes back to kicking
out immigrants.
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Have and Have Nots
Juan Luna

Luis J. Rodriguez 1983 Always Running: La Vida Loca, Gang Days in L.A.
describes unsuitable schooling that persists today. Friction filled the hallways of
Rodriguez’s school. The Anglo and Asian upper class students from Monterey
Park and Alhambra attended the school and from an upper class these students
always get the best things in school like books, food, teachers. Wealthy students
go to the top level A classes. When other kids go to this school and come from
barrios and are Mexican or Black, like Rodriguez, the teachers and the other
students look down on these kids. The rest of the students don’t accept them
because they don’t have what the rich kids have and not only that but if the rich
kids parents teach them hate and racism these kids act on these feelings and act
against Latinos and Blacks or anyone that is different, particularly those who
have less than the supposed “norm.” I know Rodriguez’s world.
This is still going on in schools. The “segregation” of students: the professional
class kids are provided with college-preparatory classes, while the blue collar
students are pushed into the “industrial arts.” This needs to stop. Many smart
kids come from the barrio but the schools are do not give them the opportunity
to show them how smart they are. Barrio kids have to work harder at everything
and some give up. Barrio kids see that the schools don’t accept them so they go
to the places and the people where they are understood and loved. But they get
seen and accepted for the wrong things that with time will end them up in jail
for life or six feet underground.
While it seems like a new era today these are some of the same fights that folks
were engaged in through the 1960s and the 1970s. People fought for rights, to
stop racism, for a better education and more. We are still fighting these same
struggles.
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Reflections David Walker’s Appeal
Andre Patterson

Walker appeals to his “afflicted and slumbering” brethranMEN to free themselves from the chains that bind their minds as well as their bodies. This resonates with me and immediately I draw a parallel to Robin Kelly’s Freedom
Dreams (2002) where he speaks about a main component of social change as
self-transformation, or transforming how we think. After generations of slavery,
do psychological chains bind tighter than physical ones?
I believe that is the case now. Throughout the world people’s minds are bound by
shackles of ignorance, complacency, hopelessness and just plain apathy. I forgot
to mention disunity through the illusion of race and all other types of prejudices.” had Carthage been well united and had given him good support…” but they
were disunited, as people of color are now, in the United State of America, “ the
reason our natural enemies are enabled to keep their feet on our throats” (Walker’s Appeal, 23).
But particularly here, in this dismal crypt, psychological slavery is only full
display. A lot of us are content just to make it. Survive. Exist as comfortably as
possible. But we make a lot of compromises in the name of comfort and survival. We are so deprived we become greedy for everything that will alleviate
this deprivation. The state of the “corrections” system shows, what Walker notes,
“what a bearing avarice has upon a people” (46).
Essentially (inmates, friends and families of inmates) enable this system to keep
their foot on our necks, and stop any reform. We support the tyrant of the corrections system through buying into the phone system, commissary, and vending
machines. Everything that enables the prison industrial complex is fed by the
money of friends and family and the labor of inmates. I am guilty of the latter
and some days I wrestle with the idea that I am one of these slaves that had the
opportunity to run but did not.
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A Thank You Note to Black People…
Michael Key

After all these years and all we have been through together, we think it’s appropriate for us to show our gratitude for all you have done for us. We have chastised you, criticized you, punished you, and in some cases, even apologized to
you, but we have never formally, nor publically thanked you for your never-ending support of our cause.
This is our open letter of thanks to a unique people, a forgiving people, a steadfast people, and a brave people. Black Americans, we will always be in debt to
you for your labor. You built this country, and were responsible for the great
wealth we still enjoy today. Upon your backs, laden with the stripes we sometimes had to apply for “disciplinary reasons,” you carried our nation.

Now as we look out upon our enormous wealth, and assess our tremendous
control of the resources of this country, we can only think of the sacrifices you
and your families made to make all of this possible. You are indeed fantastic, and
we will forever be in your debt. To think of how you have looked out for us for
hundreds of years, and to see you doing the same things today is simply amazing.
Thank you for continuing to bring 95% of what you earn to our businesses, that
is so gracious of you. Thanks for buying our Hilfiger’s, Nike’s, and all of the other
brands you so adore. Your purchases of these products really make us feel that we
are at least giving something back to you for your patronage. After all, in the past
the brands we put on you were quite painful, but those of today can be proudly
worn because they give you a sense of self-esteem, right?

We thank you for that! We thank you for your diligence and tenacity, even when
we refused to allow you to even walk in our shadows. You followed close behind,
believing that someday we would come to accept you and treat you like men and
women. Your strength in the face of adversity cannot be understated. You are
truly a great people, and we thank you so much.

But it’s the least we can do for a people who has treated us so well. Your super-rich athletes, entertainers, intellectuals, and businesspersons (both legal &
illegal) exchange most of their money for our cars, jewelry, homes, and clothing.
What a windfall they have provided for us! The less fortunate among you spend
all you have at our neighborhood stores, enabling us to open even more stores.
Sure they complain about us, but they never do anything to hurt us economically.
You are a very special people, thank you!!

We publically acknowledge black people for raising our children, attending to
our sick, and preparing our meals while we were occupied with the trappings of
the “good life.” Even during the times when we found pleasures in your women,
and enjoyment in seeing one of your men lynched, maimed, and burned, some of
you continued to watch over us and our belongings. We simply can’t thank you
enough.

Oh yes, allow us to thank you for not bogging yourselves down with the business
of doing business with your own people. We can take care of that for you; please
don’t trouble yourselves with it. Yes, you were very successful at it after slavery
ended and even as recently as the 1960s, but you know what happened when you
began to build your own communities and do business with one another. Some
of our “lower” kind burned you out time and time again. So why bother?

Your bravery on the battlefield despite being classified three-fifths a man was,
and still is, outstanding, and beyond the call of duty. We often watched in awe
as you went about your prescribed chores and assignments, sometimes laboring
in the hot sun for twelve hours to assist us in realizing our dreams of wealth and
good fortune. You were always there, and we thank you.

In today’s business environment, your own people will not support you anyway.
You just keep doing business with us, it’s safer that way, besides everything you
need, we make anyways, even Kente cloth. You just continue to dance, sing, fight,
get high, go to prison, backbite, envy, and distrust one another. Have yourselves a
“good time,” and this time we’ll take care of you. It’s the least we can do, considering all you’ve done for us. Heck, you deserve it!

Now that we control at least 90% of all the resources and wealth of this nation,
we have black people to thank most. You were there when it all began, and you
are still with us today, protecting us from those black people who have the tenacity to speak out against our past transgressions. How can we thank you for your
dedication?
You warned us about Denmark Vesey. You let us know about Gabriel Prosser’s
plans. You called our attention to Nat Turner, and you even sounded the alarm
when old John Brown came calling on Harper’s Ferry. Some of you still warn us
today, thank you, thank you, thank you!
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Black people, for your labor, which created our wealth; for your resisting the
messages of troublemaking blacks like Washington, Delany, Garvey, Bethune,
Tubman, and Truth, for fighting and dying on our battlefields, we will forever
be grateful to you. For your unceasing desire to be near us, and for hardly ever
following through on your threats due to our lack of reciprocity and equality, we
thank you so very much!!
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A Road Not to Travel: A Letter to the Youth
Raphael Hernandez

How many times have you woken up and thought to yourself, “Will I make it
through today or will I be alive to see tomorrow?” The answer, most of the time,
is that we don’t tend to think of our tomorrows – we just tend to live for the day
we wake to.
As I write these words, I write them from a place that has no happiness within
its walls, no joy to brag about, and not great outcomes if you proceed to live your
ways. Who knows how my life might’ve turned out if I was still on them streets?
But because I am right here, right now I have the opportunity to share my experiences with you, or whoever wants to listen to my story.
I wonder over and over why it took me so long to open my eyes and turn away
from the streets that had a grip on my life. Why was it so hard to see my true
reality?
As I get deeper and deeper into my personal experiences, I may drift off topic
here and there, but it’s to share my ideas about how not to proceed down roads
that cause misery. I can also understand that you may or may not want to hear
what I got to say and believe me – I was the same way when I was younger. But
now going through this life, I just want to help in some way and prevent someone from making the decisions that landed me behind these walls. Some of us
are aging away in here; some of us will spend the rest of your lives here.
All I can tell you are my trials and tribulations. I also won’t sugarcoat the way
this life can be; I’ll tell you about the real end results if you still try to pursue this
so-called life.
I can ask you the first question that’s asked of me: why did you even decide to
join? There are so many different answers to this question, but for me, it was
to be a part of something, and to actually get that love we don’t seem to find
anywhere else. What we tend to forget is we’re trying to escape our reality, and in
time we become blinded by the experiences we do have.
Under certain circumstances, our environments give us no choice except to proceed down this path; the people we look to for help don’t even have the time to
show us that we can become great. And we are being policed every place we go,
each moment we walk. How many times have you been stopped in a car or walking down the streets, just because of how you look, or who you’re with? When I
was out there I couldn’t give you an exact number of how many times I went to a
city jail just because I was who I was.
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Sometimes our paths are destined before we leave our mothers, by growing up
around certain people and environments. But I believe if we had someone to
show us that we can become special and that we shouldn’t let the streets take
control of our lives, our outcomes would be much more positive.
In my younger years, I didn’t have a father figure in my life, so I gravitated to the
streets to find someone to show me what a man was supposed to do. I did all the
adolescent shit back in the days. I took off from home because I didn’t care for
what my mother had to say; joined a gang to be part of a family; and did drugs
to escape my reality. What did it lead to? I went down a path that has no good
ending.
At the beginning, we feel that we’re part of something that makes us invincible
– it’s us against the world. But we learn is it’s all a joke. You’ll hear this over and
over, but there are two true paths on the streets – either six feet deep, or behind
bars for a very long time. You may be that true nigga on the block right now, but
take five to ten minutes and ask yourself where you’ll be six months to a year
from now. If you don’t know, then you’re traveling down my path. From me to
you, it’s not pretty over here.
So how’s your clique, or them ride-or-die niggas? Shit, if you only knew that at
some point you’ll probably end up by yourself. You probably think I’m crazy for
saying that last line. But I truly believed at one time in my life that this was my
very true family, and they would always be in my life and would be there when
times got rough. Wow! How all that shit changed when I found myself with this
case. And who’s helping hand that I wounded, the one person I hurt so much
with doing what I was doing? None other than my mother.
We don’t understand what stress we put our loved ones through when we live
life too fast. You know how hard it feels to hug your mother on a visit and then
realize you won’t see her for months at a time. How hard it is to see her aging
year after year, knowing eighty percent of it is your fault. It’s so crazy – the words
I’m writing just can’t describe the feelings you will have.
Yeah, we have friends that we would die for, but for what cause? Just so he can
grieve for two minutes, and then wind up hooking up with your girl. So I say
where are my boys now? Two of them are in the dirt, others behind bars, and
some just got lost with wind. All I’m trying to say is – you don’t have to change
right this moment, but you have to open your eyes to the realities around you.
There’s a saying that it’s so easy to get locked up, but it’s hard as hell to get out.
Don’t follow the footsteps of so many before you, and so many will surely follow
after you. You’re just another statistic in this system. We have the change this
cycle we all seem to fall under. You have to decide if you want to live, or you’ll
probably wind up dead just before you realize you have to get out.
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All I can share with you are the pictures I’ve lived, and I’ve come to realize that
it’s all for nothing. That money comes, but as fast as it does, the faster it seems
to disappear. We all want that fast life that we hear about in songs, or see on TV.
But when that curtain rises and you see the real picture, you will hate yourself for
not taking my advice and following the other road.
It may be hard at first to change, but do you want to spend the next 40 years
looking at bars?

Untitled

Doiakah (Doc) Gray
This essay is written for the PNAP’s Humanities / Social movement class. There
are numerous social movements with complex and various schools of thought
within those movements. Relevant to this short written perspective, there are
two far- reaching social movements I found intriguing.
The first social issue is the hyper-criminalization of young people, which has
produced a school-to-prison pipeline. One of the issues discussed is the “Pedagogy of the Oppressed” (Paulo Freire). Freire touches on how children are educated. He writes the “narration (with the teacher as narrator) leads the students
to memorize mechanically the narrated content…education thus becomes an
act of depositing, in which the students are the depositories and the teacher is
the depositor. Instead of communicating, teach issues communiqués and make
deposits that the students patiently receive, memorize, and repeat. This is the
‘Banking’ concept of education” (Freire, p. 58).
The banking concept creates an education system that fails to educate. Students
are not taught how to think, and therefore do not “develop the critical consciousness” (Freire, p. 60) to think of and impose transformative ideas.
Their minds are not cultivated to be creative and to design a future for themselves beyond their present circumstances. That is, if the youth is raised in a
challenging environment that structurally limits his/her upward mobility, that
person is not equipped with the educational skill-set to properly address the
issues that they confront on a daily basis. Without imagination, young people are
doomed to be confined to a small place. Be it a prison cell; a street corner; or a
dead end job.
The idyllic world of provoking thought is laid out in Robin D.G. Kelley’s Freedom Dreams. Kelley writes of his mother, “she simply wanted us to live through
our third eyes, to see life as possibility. She wanted us to imagine a world free
of patriarchy, a world where gender and sexual relations could be reconstructed.
She wanted us to see the poetic and prophetic in the richness of our daily lives…
so with her eyes wide open, my mother dreamed and dreamed…she dreamed
of land, a spacious house, fresh air, organic food, and endless meadows without
boundaries, free of evil and violence…” (Kelley, p. 2).
Kelley pushes us to think; to dream; to create; to grow; and to learn from one
another. But the authorities that are responsible for helping kids find their third
eye, are the very ones enacting barriers that keep the youth caught in a perpetual carceral state. Some of these barriers consist of zero-tolerance policies,
inadequate school resources, overcrowded schools, and the integration of law
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enforcement into the school system (see: Dignity In Schools Campaign – www.
dignityinschool.org). Creating in essence a system of education that pushes
students out of school.
The second social movement that is very interesting is the feminist movement. I
found this movement to be the most intriguing, it seems to be the most widely
encompassing movement. As found in The Combahee River Collective Statement, the feminist movement opens its arms to all of the oppressed. The Combahee River Collective sought “the general statement of our politics at the present
time would be that we are actively committed to struggling against racial, sexual,
heterosexual, and class oppression, and see as our particular task the development
of integrated analysis and practice based upon the fact that the major systems
of oppression are interlocking” (Collective Statement, p. 1 – see The Combahee
River Collective Statement – http://circultous.org/scrap/combahee.html).
The feminist movement feels natural to me. It embodies the far-reaching cause
of human rights for all of the oppressed. This conscious approach shows empathy to poor marginalized black kids on the South Side of Chicago who are
being pushed out of schools, and excessively hassled by the police; to the wealthy
housewife living in the suburbs who is being sexually and verbally abused by her
husband; to a Mexican family being deported after living in the United States
for twenty years.
The feminist movement resonates. It uses its third eye to imagine life, things,
people, and ideas differently. It reaches the intersecting issues of oppression (racism, sexual abuse, injustice, unequal pay, etc.). With the feminist movement, we
are witnessing compassion at work. It truly is a push for autonomy for all human
beings.

A thought to share with a youth on a path towards
self-destruction
Michael Johnson

What’s up Lil’ Soldier,
I know you’re probably wondering why I addressed you as Lil’ Soldier. Well,
it’s because you’re fighting the hardest battle that any human can fight – to be
nobody but yourself in a world that’s trying its best to make you into everybody
else.
I have no idea what you’re going through at this moment in your life. But you’re
a soldier, because living means going to war with the many obstacles you will
encounter during your journey. Quitting is never an option, because quitting is to
give up on that person in your mirror. You are more important than you have yet
to realize.
Trust me, the last thing I want to come off as is preachy. I have been there, I was
once you, and I wasn’t trying to hear nothing. And you are “just” in your stance,
because life is a process of becoming. Your choices will make you into something, but the big question what will that be? I remember one day, one of my big
homies said something that carried with me through my years. He said, “We all
believe that we got it all figured out, but I can tell you that the best lessons in
life, are those that we learn ourselves.”
Lil Soldier, I know that waiting right outside your doorstep is a culture of death,
where it seems that nobody wants to live any longer. And you too question –
Why strive when from your window, you witness as the ghetto looms in the
night. And I once upon a time felt that same pull – a yearning to monopolize
my block, and turn my troubles into triumph. But Lil Homie, those corners have
a stories to tell! One with repetitive cycles of obstacles, like a mousetrap, where
you must get off before the spring snaps and trap you – into a bottomless pit of
destruction.
Those corners rob you of who you are, as you adopt facades to survive, becoming who your peers expect you to be, being pulled by a crowd identity. Everyday
you lose sight of why you’re out there, succumbing to the rat race. Are you not
smarter than that hamster on the wheel running in circles? I’m sure that we both
can agree, that there is something wrong with a man willing to kill himself going
in circles looking for normalcy –some would say that’s insanity, right?
Like me, I know you believe that you know what you’re doing– as if the last five
generations of gangsters, hustlers, etc. – didn’t have it figured out too. Where are
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they? That’s right, they’re somewhere chilling out – in the ground, or in prison.
The ghettos are ghost towns, haunted by those who believed time stood still.
Truth is, time moves on, with or without us. And playing that block, looking for
a come up, is a game of chance…a chance that you can possibly get rich, be a
ghetto superstar amongst your peers. However, chance goes two ways, and that
flipside of chance – you won’t ever have to worry about trying to value your life,
because homie – it’ll be gone! You’re a witness to what’s become of those who
believe they can win the game: many have played, none has ever won.
Don’t get me wrong, it’s cool to have friends. However, stay true to knowledge
of self; always bring your common sense and uniqueness to the equation; don’t
subtract from you to become whom you think is more acceptable. Because if you
do, years and years of false facades will await you, until the day comes where you
won’t even recognize who you are anymore.
The best thing we’re given is our ability to think, and weigh out our choices. The
“game” offers all the glory you might ever dream of in the beginning. However,
it’s short-lived. And then you find yourself in a maze chasing those ever-elusive
glory days, and missing even the smallest things in life, things that we rarely ever
pay any mind to. That’s a consequence and reality here in prison: time moves on,
fast. And no matter how hard you try to slow it down, we can never hold on to
those misplaced years. So don’t be like me, be better than me. Elevate yourself
above the madness, and never hand your power over to your struggle.
Now ask yourself, would you rather have a beautiful wife and kids to grow old
and happy with? Or would you chose to risk the alternative, and end up here exchanging war stories with cellmate(s) for decades, each one wishing to recapture
just five minutes of yesterday. Lil Soldier, you may just be right – all that you’ve
seen and heard about, it may not happen to you. History may not repeat itself,
but it does rhyme!
The cycle never ends, and even the strongest of us hurt when forced to have to
wave good-bye through plexiglass. And another reality, your girl, she’s not going
to put her life on hold. As time moves on, we do too. So Lil soldier, you have a
war to fight and win. As Malcolm X said, “the wise man can play the clown, but
the clown can never play the wise man.”
So take a stand on the frontline of life, live and love yourself for who you are, or
be destroyed by who it is you try to become! Live and learn.
Sincerely, someone who learned his own lessons.
In struggle.
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