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asa Cuilege Student. ; ) .

She supporfed the Bladk: Iaberahun Move ent,
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After bemg gran 2 fur.longh followir 4 éars completed ona 10-yeéar © L
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mdmg Agsata Shakur's escape fmm Pﬁsan, ; she was at ﬂ:us b.me gIven an -
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Marilyn has found poeb:y the 1dea1 pehhcal pnsoner' s form of expression,’
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clxxdmg a 1-‘Pnze for puelry in 200 :

For more information-about Marilyn, visit
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1step out. - ' '
‘a four o'clock unfoldmg, fuchsia in the shadmg hght
back into the routine prisoner's plight

Decemﬁer 2001

" This poem appeared in J oy J ames, editor, Imprzsoned Intellectuals:

Amerzca s Polzfzcal Prlsoners Write on Life, Liberation, and
Rebellion, March 2003

Marilyn Buck,
| #00482-285,
5701 8% Street,
- Camp Parks, Unit A, -
‘Dublin, CA. 94568

FOURTEEN

. before
" morning-slow

Imove

* Julan hollers

come . come see.
the-world trade center's.
exploding.

" she's not serious - -
“no one would make that up -

would they?
maybe
liveon TV _
_video mantra .
replay:-plane crash
replay: collapse
slow motion, dying morning .

no not a madéAfoi’ TV movie -
. not a disaster film A
‘not Hollywood special effects

one tower falls
. the other follows

do chlckens come home 1o roost'? )
enormity crashes -
‘dazed disbelief .
(chlckens won't roost here agam
.pigeons either)

Ia political prisoner, can
conceive why

- but comprehension is not comphc;ty

I look around me
1 kn_oW noﬂnng
I know too much

" there is no-answer in death

nor n dymg

IEuHL



Tknow
-soon others Wlll die .
dark smoke spreads
~ cinders of ‘wrath rise
the eagle's talons flex
hungry for revenge

(eyes locked on the shocking scene
a Muslim sister whispers'
they will blame the Muslims)

T know
many will feed the eagle
the Palestinians?
(Palestinians are-always suspect)
Muslims? - Arabs? .
" many will die red upon the land -

. I can't comprehend
men who commit suicide
taking civilians with them
-(a u.s. postal worker
Columbine high school boys
a man at McDonalds
all-American suicide killers)

. ‘civilians. .
“used as warheads .
I shudder and walk away
. from death
: to my cell
BlCh Kim runs in
if there's a world war three

- they will shoot all the prisoners, won't they?

I shake thy head
I don't think so
¢ but you, political prisoners-
:a i , .
Q . .
e

. tpools beneath the door L
1 hunker. under the Wmdmg sheet

,does she stop talking .
or do i descend? '

~ idon't remember

shift change
.shift change

‘guards come and go
.~ officials pass by peering

- into our crypt-cages
taking notes, verifying -

Mo;lday, September 24 .

the captain appears

we may release you today after 2:00

2:00 comes and goes

the shift changes .

1 wait and wonder: Wlll other pohtlcals be released today
1 wait

:hope is the moment's‘thlef

don't wait!

| atlast:  Buckroll out
1 leap a jack-in-the-box -

ready
ready

“the metal key clangs just before the 4 00 count
“1gasp relief
“and hurry through before the gates slam ,

shut and i am left below e
Eurydice whom Orpheus glimpsed
' . amoment soon

T




ashes ashes they all fall
down dark flashes
- cherry splashes on concrete

Babel towers collapse in crying heaps

a-curtain rises gray

- covers glad1ators draped across the stage

i wake cold—throated
“what time is it?
‘my limbs locked
. beneath a concrete rockslide
" is this my tomb falling on me?

.my chest is pﬂed rock-heavy

bodies rise from the shallows of my breath

graze my eyes and flee
" across the desert scape
. shadow prints d1331pate
‘arn awake’?

tthe Cyclops stabs my eye -
i must be awake
-1 wrap a scratchy towel
around my face
1escape electric night -
- into sightlessness

a ghost voice wails
. what time is it?
A deep male boom -
1:24, go to sleep
no, turn on the radio, talk fo me
~no! no! please no, my eyes blink
 inside their blind .
little Brueghel men dance
.. wooden-shoe notes
" ruthléss on my sleep
sound streams woman's babble

'
&

'T hope not

“like you, won't they7

(questlon marks
the corners of my mouth:
what do I know
- about the fine-print)

.1 tiirn to sweep the floor- .
" find thythms of the ordinary .

The Order: 9 AM PDT - -

- atap

I turn
a guard
come: With me

I won't return today

I stand before the captain
we must lock you up-
Jor your own safety
(not for my safety) .

you're intelligent  you know why

I speculate, no
not for my safety
you must be locked up

. just for your safety
stripped naked
ID card confiscated

everything taken

T need my glasses!

keep the glasses -



:I keep a ﬁeutcal face '~~' :
handcuffed behind the back
clad in bile yellow for isolation

and ﬂlp—ﬂops

Ikeep outrage
" wrapped within my fists
I swallow anger
metal clangs swallow sound
the concrete cocoon. swa]lows me

The "SHU": Special Housing Unit -

"there was an old woman-
she lived in a shoe"

9/11

9/12 .

917

what did she do?

no prisoner may speak to you:
you mgy not Speak to any przsoner
overheard voices
there are terrorists here
 who are the teirorists?

. silerice, everyone behmd her door hstens -
. 9/14 h

alegal call

Small relief: it's political -- Washmgton -
. not something i did -

‘nomore calls -+

no visits

nomail
‘until further notlce

incommumcado ,
‘1hang from a winding string
' winding in this cocoon
*1 breathe deep

e

~ theairisn't good here

me 100 A
let me out first. -

“yoices reach through the metal doors

food traps. clank
handcuffs click -
one by one women are led” -
to wire cages .
joy rmgs louder than the chains

i wait - .
no gudrd comes
i break silence

you didn’t ask me .

; . disembodied denial echoes through the WaHs

you can’t go wzth the.others .
wazz‘ '
‘not my decision

i will miss the sundrops

- "Perchance to Dream' "

mght comes

~ - ifall exhausted into sleep ’

i dream of Dresden Han01 Baghdad
 whistles seream
. walls fall apart ~
. id waves
Dali deserts 4
watches tick
waterdnp

'_dream shift:

swords of steel glint against the sky

.. a swarin-and puff
* -dark blood drops

 *bituminous birds bank
" spread-eagled:free fall’

 N3AZIE



~clangmg keys, slammmg metal traps
shift change '
dayhght creeps inside
irise: i must séek cycles
inside
without clocks or mirrors
without all but i

“The Weekend -

a glacier, daylight advances
_ imperceptibly
. aplank of light teeters _ .

" on the edge of board-faced windows -
travels obliquely across - S
. thenit's gone -
warmth fades fast

- the food trap opens -
' cold eggs the color of our clothes

- plunk — weékend brunch . '
i swallow in silence :

silence ﬂees before sudden cacophony

two women beat plastlc bowls on metal doors e

we want rec - wewantrec .

. thesunisout wewant out

~ my head is wrapped in metalhc clanger
bang bang bang ‘ S
© .1stay silent.

i bite my hp

’hou:rs pass: shlft change 2: 00 ~
* " -the sun drops fast-behind the wall -
;;ﬁnally who wants recreation?
K I do : . .

P

* (from outside.the walls Susan yells

you are not alone)

i breathe deeper

Sunday igeta racho KPFA lifeline -
Sikhs dead, detainees disappeared.
political prisoners burred deeper . .

meommumcado

Sl remember another September 11: Chﬂe '73: _

‘more than 3,000 dead
tortured assassmated disappeared
-+ a CIA-supported coup -
(the - WTC bombers not-yet—born)
many people there still mourn
lét us mourn all the dead
and the soon—to-dre

i worry about the pr1soners

" isolation sucks at the sp1r1t

i am furious: inferred assoc1ation, -

held hostage in place of men
with-1.s. weapons and CIA trammg
_ an infernal joke
the puppet masters laugh

. ilaugh to stay sane

before i explode.in irony's flame

we are hostages
to blood-thirsty oil men
-ready to splatter deserts
- with daisy-cutters

‘their collateral damage
*dead mothers and clnldren

dead miother carth.
dead daigies . -

NaAZS



; - (hasnt this happened- before‘7 SECRI
u.s. ¢cavalry and smallpox blankets-
special forces and blanket bombing) .

(Susan is back
she taps on ‘the wall: you are not alone}

i walk around the edges
how many walk on edges?
" what edges do the Palestinians walk?"

cold radiates whitewashed
walls press against my.edges -
suspend animation ,
‘no butterflies to break out - -
1o silken thread to weave sweet dreams

" panic rises in my throat .
. thick white choking oold
"~ . socold ‘ :
1 swing hope on a thread
~atransparent sliver it crashes .
against the einderblocks -
" idrop :

frozen chrysalis

cold into a cofﬁn box

Nig]it

_1lay down on suspect blankets

- a Cyclops light pins me

onto the metal cot ‘ :
an altar for vengeful gods

~ metal restramts for hands and feet
"just in case" . :

£
v
|

’the smc1de cell has ghosts

‘have lain here chamed four -pomted

to commiand composure ‘

sacrificed to voy&ur visions -
through the glass starkly :
through aburga window

‘i don't want to think of 1.

i meditate

i think of other politicals’

behind wires and walls -
i remember the assaulted

the accidental ~
" the collaterally damaged

killed, corrected, coerced

‘i remember: the u.s. funds the fundamentahsts

Muslims Christians Zlomsts -
self—nghteous missiles .
- of mayhem and retribution -

i remember Afgham women held hostage
-inside indigo cocoons
cells smaller than a confessmnal box v

my veil is this cell }
Jiwill put on no other -~
except the veil of sleep

the lighit, damn the light
the Cyclops spies
i toss between the tomb-thick Walls
how long will this go on?
will my bones break :
into ice shards or will they desiccate -
stranded in this cell :

at last i deze
till dawn ~ the. Cyolops watches -



