Its very important for people to recognize that prisons are a for of violence against women

So many of our resources are wasted on keeping people locked up instead of building things that would truly make communities safe

How can we be safe in a world without prisons? That seems like a really easy question

I think the first think we need to do is define what crime is. The causes of peoples imprisonment is a manifestation of a social problem. The fear that’s driving people to accept the status quo around prisons is really about racism. 
I imagine a world without prisons would mean that communities would be whole. It would be wonderful. We can’t imagine it? Of course we can imagine it. 

Its time we learn to stand up. I think its very important that people men and women get involved. A lot can be solved with unity.

So I say, that if you call yourself a women that identifies with the liberation of women then identify with the most oppressed exploited women in the United States.

*Intro

Author, Activist, and Professor, Angela Davis Once said
The 13th amendment abolished slavery for all except 
those who are being punished for commiting a crime. So 
in a lot of ways what we see is in the penitentary 
system in this country is a continuation of the system 
of slavery. The following poetry, Criminal by Alex Olson, The door by Invincible, Freedoms Child by Piper Anderson, Untitlted by Stephanie Collins, and Rules of the Road by Angellee Kid, argue for institutions that will really speak of the problems that people have who go to prison, rather than this prison system, that continues to perpetuate the problems for which people go to prison. A poetry program arguing for the reformation of prisons and the abolition of slavery once and for all.  

Well they sat me down in the big police chair

With a big green light cornering my should

They said ‘you tell us who’s the boogie man”

Yeah you, you point out the criminal

And they tell me they can tell I’m a 

First class, top notch, Jury duty, law abiding kind of chick

So I flash my big bright smile 

And I say yeah

I’m glad that’s what you think

And they hand me a box of composites

Stacked in kind of alphabetical cast wear

Last names don’t seem to matter

It goes from A to Black to blacker

Yeah, but I’m a model citizen see

And model citizens don’t cause angst

Yea, I’m a model citizen 

So I sit my top botched ass down and think

Concrete Horizon

Welcome to my world

Welcome to my nightmare

I’m an 18 year old girl

Walking with my head down 

Cause I don’t need no trouble

But shit just seems to bubble

Right underneath my feet

So I gotta stay prepared

So I just started swinging 

Didn’t mean to make contact

But I just kept swinging

About 27 times to the left

So now I’m a lifer

Trouble is my best frined

This is savage behavior

Life behind bars

Come out with your hands up 

Put them in hand cuffs

We get locked

We hear another prison door slam shut

The door to opportunity closes

As it grows the net profit it grosses

Freedom is breathing the fresh air

And the feeling of rain on the face

That you came into this place

Getting shame and disgrace

Another number without a name or a face

2 million filling their prisons

And now they claim they was safe

Prison bars start looking like bar codes

Freedom was sold

Case closed
To a place where the heart goes cold

You hear another prison door slam shut

By hard politicians making commission

Off of starved souls in prison

Monopolize the cash flow

Go directly to jail and do not pass go

More bound to get locked down than a gown, cap and tassel

Profiled the suspect and get handcuffed and shackled

The most attacked and hassled by the cops in the hood

Throw you on top of the good then in the back with a lasso

The assholes got to fill their quotas of stocked goods

When the 5-O, the P-O, the DA, the CO

In large with the CEO’s 

They business partners

So I’m sitting the big green police chair

And they say, you tell us who’s the boogie man

Yeah, you, you point out the criminal 

So I finger the composites stacked in my hand

I flash my big bright model citizen smile

Say, I’m sorry the criminal aint in the pile

Women are the fastest growing population in prison

Unconcerned, head turn in this corrupt system
Their souls are lost and their bodies are violated

Many prison guards contribute to this horrible feet

Rapes and beatings

Mistreatments are ignored

Medical needs are compromised and so much more
Men and women are locked up

For misdemeanors or petty crimes

Get caught up n some more trouble

You get added some more time

Drug addiction abuse and lack of education

Systematic of this disease we call incarceration

She cripples herself

Caring heavy loads of guilt

Shame has turned her image into shards of rain

Can’t remember the girl this woman used to be

But remembers mistakes made vividly

And moments when she 

Should have followed her instinct

And turned left instead of right

Into the arm of enforces

Pulling her into black holes

Where she hears the voices of children 

As they exit crowed visiting rooms

Dismissal of lovers who can’t see past orange jump suits

Another prison door slams shut- Get up
Who’s the enemy? 

The women we define as criminals?

Corporate crimes get a slap on the wrist

And are defined as political 

Say farewell to welfare

The war on poor, drugs, and terrorism

Is a war on the

Democracy we never had

Judging with your legal ways

Lethal injections modern day lynching

We aint taking preventative measures

Like building better schools 

So when you locking people up 

You imprison yourself

More than the prisoner who lives in the cell

You fear of losing your false sense of security

Come out with your hands up

Put them in handcuffs

We get locked

We hear another prison door slam shut 

The door to opportunity closes

This life we’ve lived

Has been hard on the soul

Travel with thousands

Yet still all alone 

The struggle continues

When we make it to the parole gate

The mind ponders

When we contemplate our waiting fate

When we’ve been on lock down for stretches of a time

When we comprehend the reason for prisons

But we fail to see the rhyme

When we’re standing in the social services office

Thinking of our appearance the last time

Makes us want to ponder a valid question

Is it us or society who is severely blind?

Another door to opportunity closes

She discloses that she had a felony charge

On an application for a job

Instant termination 

There’s no public assistance when you got a drug conviction

Listen

You hear another prison door slam shut

Mandatory minimum you can’t ignore these are women

Living in unsanitary conditions with strip searches

Another door to opportunity closes
When mothers loose custody

And nothings for free

In the so called home of the brave

Though we get enslaved 

If we don’t behave

Trying to live righteous

And my spirit means well, ya’ll

But I can’t fight this

What it takes to be whole living free

Is beyond being alone to achieve 

I need spirits all around me to walk this path

I need love unconditional for this to last

I need all my community walking with me

I need each of you to speak for me

I am more than a revolutionary

I am more than just freedoms child

I am more than a visionary

And then you hear a prison door open

We kickin down the door now its broken

When as a felon we don’t qualify

For low income housing and section 8

With child in tow

Which line and for how long 

Do we need to wait

When society will judge us eternally and socially

Services are provided to us grudgingly 

Treated as second class citizens we don’t participate in

Or enjoy the benefits of democracy

It makes us want to stand up and

Scream on top of the torch of lady libery

When we attempt to journey 

Be inapplicable rules

Leaves no question trivial 

About the road that we are made to choose.

