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Dedication
The Young Lords Party wishes to dedicate this book to—

Don Pedro Albizu Campos, the President
of the Nationalist Party, who from the 1920s
to his death in 1965, carried the

message of freedom throughout the nation

and to Puerte Rican prisoners of war—

Oscar Collazo, imprisoned since November 1,
1950, for the attempted assassination of
President Truman at Blair House

Lolita Lebron, Rafael Cancel Miranda,
Irving Flores Rodrigues, Andres Figueroa Cordero
imprisoned since March 1, 1954, for shooting
at politicians in the House of Representatives,
Washington, D.C.

Martin Gonzalez Sostre, imprisoned since
July 14, 1967, in Buffalo, New York, on alleged
drug charges, but really for raising

Third World consciousness in that city

Carlos Feliciano, imprisoned since May 16, 1970,
on alleged bomb charges; the government claims
Carlos is a member of MIRA, an underground
Puerto Rican revolutionary organization
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Our cry

is a very simple
and logical one.
Puerto Ricans came
to this country
hoping to get

a decent job

and to provide

for their families;
but it didn’t take
long to find out
that the American
dream that was
publicized so nicely
on ovur island
turned out to be
the amerikkkan
nightmare.

DAVID PEREX
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any people ask
us, “How did you begin?” A few people
have the idea that “some foreign power”
organized us, or that we are a gang. This
isourstory:

In New York City, in January of
1969, some Puerto Rican college students
got together because they felt something
had to be done to connect them with the
people they had left behind in the ghetto.
The intentions these people had were good,
but vague. They didn’t quite understand
which was the best way to proceed. As the
months wore on, the group met many times
in E! Barrio. People came and went, the
group kept changing, and those who stuck
around felt things were going nowhere.

Yoruba came into the group in late
May (by this time it was called the
Sociedad de Albizu Campos [SAC]). He
was a student at the State University of
New York at Old Westbury, and had just
returned to the States from a stay in Mex-
ico, which was part of his schooling. He
was eighteen at the time. Most of his life
before going to Mexico was related more
closely to the struggle of Black People in
Amerikkka than to that of Puerto Ricans.
This was because his dark skin and Afro
hair made it difficult for Puerto Ricans to
relate to him, especially light-skinned
ones.

However, Yoruba's stay in Mexico
had made him aware of his Latin roots, so
when he returned to Amerikkka he was
looking for something to get into. A friend
of the brother’s who also went to Old
Westbury was one of the people who stuck
it through with the SAC from the begin-
ning. He introduced Yoruba into the
group.

Two weeks after the first meeting he
attended sometime in May, Yoruba met
David Perez. 0id Westbury needed more

*"Wherever a Puerto Rican is,

the duty of a Puerto Rican

is to make the revolution.”

GLORIA GONZALEX,
FIELD MARSHAL

ghetto spics to maintain its image of a
“with it” institution, and it sent people
out all over the country looking for these
strange animals. They had found David in
Chicago, where he was hustling an anti-
poverty group. Whereas Yoriuba was born
and raised in New York, David was born
in Lares, Puerto Rico. At ten, he came to
Chicago, because his family, like hundreds
of thousands of other Puerto Rican fami-
lies, nearly starved due to the effects of
“Operation Bookstrap.”

When David arrived in New York, he
was nineteen years old. He and Yoruba
quickly got along, and they went to stay at
Yoruba’s mother’s house on David’s first
night in the city. They stayed up all night
rapping about the SAC in particular, and
politics in general. Their points of view on
a lot of things were similar, and one thing
was especially agreed on: the SAC had to
stop meeting and get into the street.

On June 7th, the Black Panther news-
paper had a story about an alliance in
Chicago called the Rainbow Coalition
which the Panthers had formed with two
other organizations and a story about one
of the groups in the Coalition—the Young
Lords Organization (YLO). The Young
Lords were Puerto Rican revolutionaries!

The Lords had entered into an alli-
ance with the Young Patriots Organiza-
tion, a street gang of white youths that had
also turned political, and the Black Pan-
ther Party. This was called the Rainbow
Coalition.

The Rainbow Coalition sent repre-
sentatives to the annual Students for a
Democratic Society (SDS) convention in
Chicago, held in May of 1969. An SDSer
from Florida, José Martinez, who was
looking to get back to his Latin people, met
Cha Cha, one of the founders of the YLO,
at the convention. Martinez told Cha Cha

he was going to New York, and wanted
permission to start a Lords chapter there.

When Martinez got to New York’s
Lower East Side, he soon managed to start
a group that met regularly. This group
heard that there was another group doing
what they were doing—except in East
Harlem. These young street bloods would
clean up the streets of El Barrio at night
and leave the garbage in the middle of the
street the next morning. In this way, the
Garbage (Sanitation) Department was
forced to clean it up so traffic could get by.
José met with this group’s leader, Pickle,
and the two groups became one, with the
intention of getting recognition from Chi-
cago. It was decided that the new group
would work out of El Barrio.

At its June 7 meeting, the one where
we discussed the Lords, the SAC talked
about both New York groups. We felt that
it was important for all the little groups
that kept popping up to form one national
party, and we felt the Young Lords Orga-
nization was that party. The SAC met with
the group that had just merged, and a new
merger was made. This merger repre-
sented the uniting of the street people
with the students of working-class back-
ground.

Together, this new group, already
calling itself the Young Lords, cleaned up
the streets of El Barrio, rapping to people
as they went. On July 26, the group was
recognized by Chicago as the New York
State Chapter of the Young Lords Organi-
zation.

n Sunday, July
27, the Lords of New York blocked the
avenues of El Barrio. This action grew in
size through the summer, as the frus-
trated, forgotten mass of Puerto Ricans
joined in barricading the avenues and
streets. Soon the garbage action turned
into a confrontation with police, and the
YLO became experienced in street fight-
ing, in basic urban guerrilla tactics, the
hit and run. For the first time in years, the

pigs came into the ghetto with respect and
fear in their eyes. This period of the sum-
mer of 1969 is referred to by us as the Gar-
bage Offensive.

By September, we felt that our people
had accepted us, and that we were now a
part of people’s lives. We opened an office
in a storefront at 1678 Madison Avenue,
between 111th and 112th Streets. The
leadership of the organization at that time
consisted of David Perez, Deputy Minister
of Defense; Felipe Luciano, Deputy Chair-
man; Pablo “Yoruba” Guzman, Deputy
Minister of Information; Juan Gonzalez,
Deputy Minister of Education; and Juan
“Fi” Ortiz, Deputy Minister of Finance.
This was the Central Staff.

Juan Gonzalez joined the Sociedad de
Albizu Campos just before we merged
with Pickle’s and José’s group. He had just
come out of jail, having done thirty days
for contempt of court arising from the
1968 student uprisings at Columbia Uni-
versity. Born in Ponce in 1947, Juan came
to the States at an early age. His parents
felt that they should always “do better,”
and Juan’s family kept moving from place
to place, one step before the Puerto Ricans,
two steps before the Blacks, and three steps
after the whites.

Juan entered Columbia on a scholar-
ship. To support himself, he took a poverty
program job on the West Side of Manhat-
tan. Here, asa community organizer, Juan
would go from house to house, getting to
know people, and seeing all that his par-
ents kept moving away from. This led him
to junk the books his professors would give
him for books on how to change the people’s
conditions, books on revolution. He joined
SDS and became a leader of the 1968 up-
rising.

Fi-was a member of Pickle’s group,
stayed with the merger of José's group,
and wound up a Young Lord. He was fif-
teen at the time of the merger. His father
is a preacher who managed to save enough
to buy a house in Queens. Most of Fi’'s time
was still spent in E'l Barrio, and he rarely
visited the house ir Queens.

The brother refused to accept the




nonsense taught in school, and he had been
tossed out of practically every high school
in Queens, until, in 1969, he wound up at
Benjamin Franklin in El Barrio. Fi is a
brilliant photographer whose work of the
street scenes has been exhibited in muse-
ums. Many of the people in the photo work-
shop in 117th Street that he belonged to
were also with him in Pickle’s group.
Although he was not a part of the central
leadership in the beginning, the Central
Staff soon saw the level he was on, and in
September he was promoted to Deputy
Minister of Finance.

he Central Staff de-
cided that we would shift the Organiza-
tion’s tactics from street fighting to pro-
grams which served our people and which
would also build the Organization’s theo-
retical level. We began Free Breakfastand
Lead Poisoning Detection programs, sup-
ported the struggle of the welfare mothers
that year, began organizing hospital work-
ers, and studied revolutions in other coun-
tries.

In October of 1969, we wrote the
Thirteen Point Program and Platform
(revised May, 1970) and Thirty Rules of
Discipline (revised December, 1970) .

That same month, we went to a Meth-
odist church on the corner of 111th Street
and Lexington Avenue, and asked if we
could use some space to run a Breakfast
Program. We couldn’t even get in the front
door. We wrote letters, began attending
services, and talked with the congregation,
but the church’s Board voted no. December
7 was the church’s testimonial Sunday,
when people from the congregation spoke.
Felipe rose to speak, and twenty-five uni-
formed pigs, in addition to the plain-
clothes pigs that had been going to church
with us for six weeks, ran in, attacking the
Lords and our supporters. The ambush
netted thirteen Lords and supporters.
They and others who got away were
treated for broken arms and heads.

For the two following Sundays, we
went back to the church and interrupted
services again. The fact that blood was
spilled in the church showed usthe level the
pigs wanted to go to. On December 28, we
took the church, renamed it People’s
Church, and for the next eleven days, we
ran free clothing drives, breakfast pro-
grams, a liberation school, political educa-
tion classes, a day care center, free health
programs, and nightly entertainment
(movies, bands, or poetry). Three thou-
sand people came to the church. This was
our Second Offensive, the People’s Church
Offensive, and the action spread our name
around the world.

Two things happened: our member-
ship increased rapidly, and we were now
seen as a legitimate threat to the enemy’s
balance of power.

It was obvious that we were no street
gang; as Socialists and revolutionary na-
tionalists, we had become a political force
to be dealt with. Those in power knew,
perhaps better than we, what could hap-
pen if Socialist, revolutionary nationalist
Puerto Ricans in Amerikkka hooked up
with the other two-thirds of our people
living on the island. The explosion would
be tremendous.

Our intention after People’s Church
was to build our organization, to get back
in regular touch with our people through
our daily organizing programs, which had
been suspended for the eleven days of the
church. From January through March we
did this; during this period there was a
series of street battles with the police
around drugs. We attacked the police for
allowing the drug traffic to come into the
neighborhood, and then busting junkies
instead of the big pushers. The YLO be-
came involved in getting junkies to kick
and in having them serve our people.

In October of 1969 we opened our sec-
ond office, in Newark, New Jersey ; the fact
that we managed to run anoffice there, plus
the success of People’s Church, prompted
National in Chicago to recognize us as
the leadership for the East Coast Region,
with the responsibility for organizing that

area. The Central Staff moved up in rank
and became the Regional Central Commit-
tee with the titles of Regional Ministers.

The Bronx Branch was opened in
April of 1970. This was also the location
of our Information Center. The leadership
for the East Coast now noticed that Chi-
cago was not providing guidance or exam-
ple; a few things that bothered us were
that the newspaper, YLO, was not coming
out regularly; that there was no political
line to follow (which meant that we devel-
oped on our own—the Thirteen Point Pro-
gram and Platform is an example), and
that the only branches of the Organization
were in Chicago, El Barrio, the Bronx, and
Newark, while our people were calling for
us everywhere. There was also a branch in
Heywood, California, but they were in less
contact with Chicago than we were. They
are now disbanded.

To offset the problem of not having a
newspaper which regularly gave our posi-

‘tion to the people, in October, 1969, we

began publishing a mimeographed packet
called Palante, the voice of the YLO-East
Coast. On May 8th it came out for the first
time as a full-size newspaper. The paper
has grown in content and circulation. We
also have a weekly New York radio pro-
gram called “Palante” that went on the air
on WBAI-FM in March.

In May of 1970, the East Coast Re-
gional Central Committee went into a re-
treat. We discussed where we had been,
and where we hoped to go. We knew that
we could not continue to run an effective
organization on our own personal dyna-
mism, that definite political principles
would have to be laid down for others to fol-
low. As a group, we started studying more,
and formulated methods of work that
would develop other leaders. One of the
main areas that we attacked was machismo

and male chauvinism. If we wanted to have

power in the hands of the people, it would
be necessary to have all the people fighting
now. The attitudes of superiority that
brothers had toward sisters would have to
change, as would‘the passivity of sisters
toward brothers (allowing brothers to

come out of a macho or chauvinist, super-
ior bag).

It was felt that the vague relationship
with Chicago would have to be cleared up.
We went deeply into what we felt were the
responsibilities of a National Headquar-
ters, responsibilities that Chicago was not
fulfilling. After the retreat, we went out
to Chicago. After a series of meetings, we
felt that we had to split from the YLO and
move ahead with the work that was ur-
gently needed. We had now become the
Young Lords Party.

.mm:nm October of

1969 we had been active in the field of
health, both from the patient’s point of view
and thehospital worker’s. Our work in lead
poisoning detection led to deep investiga-
tionsin New York City that uncovered epi-
demics; we did the same for tuberculosis.

Ninety per cent of the hospital work-
ersin New York City are Black and Puerto
Rican. To meet their demands for better
conditions, and to serve the needs of pa-
tients, the Health Revolutionary Unity
Movement (HRUM) was created, made
up of these hospital workers, in the early
fall of '69. HRUM has the ideology of the
Young Lords Party. It became involved in
several health struggles, like Gouverneur
Hospital on the Lower East Side.

The Young Lords Party and HRUM,
along with the Think Lincoln Committee,
a patient-worker group, took Lincoln Hos-
pital in the South Bronx in July of 1970.
This was our Third Offensive; we ran pro-
grams, like TB and lead poison detection
services, and a day care center, in a build-
ing the hpspital was not even using. This
highlighted the oppressive conditions in
Lincoln (the building was condemned by
the city), which could have been found in
any ghetto hospital. Just before Lincoln
was taken, a city-run TB x-ray truck was
liberated in El Barrio. This was a good
education for our people as they saw the
difference between what the government




did and what we did: whereas the city was
lucky if it tested 300 people in a week, we
examined 300 people in one day.

On July 26, 1970, the Party cele-
brated its first anniversary. Soon after-
ward, in August, a branch was opened on
the Lower East Side.

n August of 1970,
Felipe Luciano was demoted from the
Central Committee to the position of cadre
in the Party. He left the Party in October.
This was one dramatic example of a series
of internal problems, and the Central
Committee met in early September to get
the Party moving again. One of the results
of this was the establishment of a definite
system of work and responsibility within
the Party. This is called democratic cen-
tralism; briefly, it means that there is a
top-down, centralist chain of command in
the Party, and that at each level (central
committee, branch staff, etc.) democracy
is practiced.

For this series of meetings there was
a new minister, Denise Oliver; afterward,
there were some changes on Central Com-
mittee, and also, another minister was
added, Gloria Gonzalez. Juan was now the
Minister of Defense; Fi was Chief of
Staff; Denise was Minister of Finance
(now Economic Development) ; and David
and Gloria were Field Marshals.

Denise had joined the Party in Oc-
tober of 1969, when she was twenty-three.
Before, she had attended the State Uni-
versity at Old Westbury, the last of sev-
eral universities she had attended, all filled
with empty promises. Denise had been
raised in a “Black Bourgeois” (really
middle-class) family, but she knew that
reality was in the ghetto, with the people
of the streets, and the workers who came
home late for little pay. This is where
Denise made her home.

Once, Denise worked in an El Barrio
anti-poverty program. In the Lords, she
rose to her naturallevel, and went through

the ranks to become a minister. Besides
contributing to the struggle against male
chauvinism and female passivity, she has
helped in eliminating the racism that
exists both within the Party and among
our people.

(In March of 1971, Denise Oliver left
the Young Lords Party to join the Eld-
ridge Cleaver faction of the Black Pan-
ther Party. This was not partof a collective
decision by the Central Committee, but
rather was an individual decision on
Denise’s part. We in the Lords still relate
to Denise as a sister, in the same manner
as we would relate to any Panther. As a
result, the position of Minister of Eco-
nomic Development is now vacant.)

Gloria became a Lord in February of
1970. Born in Puerto Rico, she was a
strong supporter of the Nationalist Party.
Tomake a living in New York, she became
a health worker in Gouverneur Hospital.
There she saw conditions which led her to
join community struggles for better health
care. For this, the sister was fired, but not
until she had helped found HRUM and its
newspaper, For the People’s Health, two
people’s tools that still fight on. That ain’t
bad for a junior high school drop-out.

Through HRUM, she came in contact
with the Party; Gloria went through the
People’s Church Offensive, and joined the
Party afterward. She rose through the
ranks, aided by her organizing of our
Health Offensive that reached a peak in
Lincoln Hospital in July. In August she
and Juan celebrated a revolutionary wed-
ding. She joined the Central Committee
in September, at age twenty-six.

n September 22
and 23, the Young Lords Party and the
Puerto Rican Students Union sponsored a
conference for Puerto Rican students at
Columbia University. The theme was the
liberation of Puerto Rico. Over 1,000 high
school and college students attended. Sep-
tember 23, El Grito de Lares, the confer-

ence marched for a celebration to Plaza
Borinqueiia in the South Bronx.

In August, our branch in Philadel-
phia was recognized. This has been one of
our most effective branches, having dealt
with the drug problem (pushers) in the
colony, taking over a church to support the
demands of rebelling prisoners, and now
organizing a conference for church people
on the problems of brothers and sisters in
the prisons. For this, they have undergone
practically the heaviest attacks of any
branch; there have been numerous beat-
ings, false arrests, and several firebombs
which have wrecked their offices.

We first got involved in the prisons
struggle when the prisons in New York
City first got taken by the inmates. Many
of the sisters and brothers in jail had come
from the streets we had worked in, and
had read Palante, or were reading smug-
gled copies. In October of 1970, an organ-
ization that arose from the prison rebel-
lions came from the concentration camps
to become a section of the Young Lords
Party. This was the Inmates Liberation
Front (ILF).

Our attention had turned from the
prisons toward organizing a national dem-
onstration when we were brought sharply
back to the brutal oppression of the in-
mates. For years, there had been reports,
many published in the press, of Puerto
Ricans and Blacks committing suicide by
hangingin precinctsand jails. Such alarge
number of these deaths were reported that
the circumstances were highly suspicious.
On October 15, 1970, a Young Lord joined
the statistics. Julio Roldan, arrested on the
whim of a pig in El Barrio, was said to be
found hung in his cell in the Tombs, the
Manhattan Men’s Prison. We were told it
was a “suicide.”

We knew we were being taken for a
ride. Julio was a Young Lord, and we are
not about useless , wasteful suicide. There
had to be some action taken to provide an
example for oyr people; a demonstration
just wasn’t going to make it.

On October 18, at the end of a funeral
procession of 2,000 people for Julio Roldan

through the streets of El Barrio, we took
the People’s Church once again. Only this
time we took it armed, with guns. Our mes-
sage was clear: When attacked, defend
yourselves. This was the Party’s Fourth
Offensive.

here does the
Young Lords Party go from here? At
this point, we are going ahead with plans
to step up the forward progress of the
Puerto Rican national liberation struggle.
On October 30, 1970, the anniversary of
the day in 1950 that the Nationalist Party
started a rebellion in Puerto Rico, we or-
ganized a march to the U.N. of 10,000 peo-
ple. On March 21, 1971, we held a demon-
stration in Ponce, Puerto Rico, in remem-
brance of the massacre of innocent people
in 1987 by Amerikkkan orders. We an.
nounced that dzay that a YLP branch had
opened in Ponce. This has been done to
unite our people on the island and the
mainland with a common goal: liberation.
Wherever a Puerto Rican is, the duty of a
a Puerto Rican is to make the revolution.

Our new branch in Bridgeport is car-
rying the Party line to Corinecticut. This
line carries our belief that national libera-
tion will be won by uniting the most ex-
ploited parts of our society, the street
people and the workers, in a common ef-
fort. We also believe that our fight here on
the mainland is fought at the side of many
peoples, particularly the people of the
Third World, people of color. We are elim-
inating the racism that divides us.

Our past examples, our present work,
and our future successes make victory cer-
tain, because we are backed by our people.
The enemy, the United States Government,
respects us because of our people; we are
always humble before our people, and will
always be vicious before the enemy.

Liberate Puerto Rico now!
Venceremos!

Central Commiittee




They worked .
They were always on time
They were never late
They never spoke back
When they were insulted
They worked

They never went on strike
Without permission

They never took days off
That were on the calendar
They worked

Ten days a week .
And were only paid for five
They worked

They worked

They worked

And they died

They died broke

They died owing

They died never knowing
What the front entrance

Of the first national bank

looks like

\

Juan

Miguel

Milagros

Olga

Manuel

All died yesterday today
And will die tomorrow
Passing their bill collectors
On to the next of kin

All died

Waiting for the Garden

PUERTO
RICAN
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of Eden
To open up again
Under a new management
All died .
Dreaming about america
Waking them up in the middle
of thenight
Screaming: Mira! Mira!
Your name is on the winning
lottery ticket
For one hundred thousand
dollars
All died
Hating the grocery stores
That sold them make-believe
steak:
And bullet-proof rice and
beans .
All died waiting dreaming
and hating
Dead Puerto Ricans
Who never knew they were
Puerto Ricans
Who never took a coffee break
From the ten commandments
To KILL KILL KILL
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Thelandlords of their cracked
skulls

And communicate with their
Latin Souls
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Juan

Miguel

Milagros

Olga

Manuel

From the nervous breakdown
streets

Where the mice live like
millionaires

And the people do not live
atall

Aredead and were never alive
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Juan

Died waiting for his number
to hit

Miguel

Died waiting for the welfare
check

To come and go and come
again

Milagros

Died waiting for her ten
children

To grow up and work

So she could quit working

Olga

Died waiting for a five
dollarraise

Manuel

17

Died waiting for his
supervisor to drop dead

So that he could geta
promotion
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Isalongride

From Spanish Harlem

Tolong island cemetery

Where they were buried

First the train

And then the bus

And the cold cuts for lunch

And the flowers

That will be stolen

When visiting hours are over

Is very expensive

Is very expensive

But they understand

Their parents understood

Is a long non-profit ride

From Spanish Harlem

To long island cemetery

Juan

Miguel

Milagros

Olga

Manuel

All died yesterday today

And will die again tomorrow

Dreaming

Dreaming about Queens

Clean cut lily white
neighborhood

Puerto Ricanless scene

Thirty thousand dollar home




The first spics on the block
Proud to belong toa
community
Of gringos who want them
lynched
Proud to be a long distance
away
From the sacred phrase:
Qué Pasa?
i 2 e R e e S R e
These dreams
These empty dreams
From the make believe
bedrooms
Their parents left them
Arethe after effects
Of television programs
About the ideal
white american family
With Black maids
And Latin janitors
Who are well trained
To make everyone
And their bill collectors
Laugh at them
And the people they represent
(R R s T e e e, BB e RO e |
Juan
Died dreaming about a new
car
Miguel
Died dreaming about new
anti-poverty programs
Milagros .
Died dreaming abouta trip to

Puerto Rico

Olga ‘

Died dreaming about real
jewelry

Manuel

Died dreaming about theirish
sweepstakes
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They all died
Like a hero sandwich dies
In the garment district
Attwelve o’clock in the
afternoon
Social security numbers to
ashes
Union dues to dust
They knew
They were born to weep
And keep the morticians
employed
Aslong as they pledge
allegiance
To the flag that wants them
destroyed
They saw their names listed
In the telephone directory of
destruction
They were trained to turn
The other cheek by
newspapers
That misspelled who
mispronounced
And misunderstood their
names
And celebrated when death
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came
And stole their final laundry
ticket
’
They were born dead
And they died dead

I

Istime

To visit Sister Lopez again
The number one healer
And fortune card dealer
In Spanish Harlem

She can communicate
With your late relatives

. Fora reasonable fee

Good news is guaranteed

I

Rise Table Rise Table

Death is not dumb and disable

Those who love you want to
know

The correct number to play

Let them know this right
away

Rise Table Rise Table

Death isnot dumb and disable

Now that your problems are
over

And the world is off your
shoulders

Help those who you left
behind

Find financial peace of mind

Rise Table Rise Table

Death isnot dumb and disable
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If the right number we hit

All our problems will split

And we will visit your graves

On every legal holiday

Those who love you want to
know

The correct number to play

Let them know thig right
away

We know your spiritis able

Death isnot dumb and disable
RISE TABLE RISE TABLE

,,
Juan
Miguel
Milagros
Olga
Manuel
All died yesterday today
And will die again tomorrow
Hating fighting and stealing
Broken windows from each
other
Practicing a religion without
aroof
The old testament
The new testament
According to the gospel
Of the internal revenue
The judge and jury and
executioner
Protector and eternal bill
collector
,,

Secondhand shit for sale




Learn how to say Cémo Estd
Usted
And you will make a fortune

R T P e |

They are dead
They are dead
And will not return from the
dead .
Until they stop neglecting
The art of their dialogue
For broken english lessons
To impress the mister bosses
Who keep them employed
As dishwashers porters
messenger boys
Factory workers maids stock
clerks .
Shipping clerks assistant
mailroom
Assistant, assistant, assistant,
assistant
To the assistant, assistant
dishwasher
And automatic smiling
doorman
For the lowest wages of the
ages
And rages when you demand
araise
Because it's against the
company policy
To promote spics sPICs sPICs

BT S i e S S

Juan .
Died hating Miguel because

Miguel’s
Used car was in better
condition
Than his used car
Miguel
Died hating Milagros because
Milagros .
Had a color television set
And he could not afford one
yet
Milagros
Died hating Olga because
Olga
Made five dollars more on the
same job
\
Olga
Died hating Manuel because
Manuel
Had hit the numbers more
times
Than she had hit the numbers
Manuel
Died hating all of them
Juan
Miguel
Milagros
Olga
w%omcmm they all spoke broken
english .
More fluently than he did

T s

And now they are together
In the main lobby of the void
Addicted tosilence
Under the grass of oblivion

Off limits to the wind

Confined to worm supremacy

In long island cemetery

This is the groovy hereafter

The protestant collection box

Was talking so loud and proud
about

BT e e e e e )

Here lies Juan

Here lies Miguel

Here lies Milagros

Herelies Olga

Here lies Manuel

Who died yesterday today

And will die again tomorrow

Always broke

Always owing

Never knowing

That they are beautiful
people

Never knowing

The geography of their
complexion

PUERTO RICO IS A BEAUTIFUL PLACE
PUERTORRIQUENOS ARE A
BEAUTIFUL RACE

[ S R e R S e S A T

If only they

Had turned off the television

And tuned into their own
imaginations

If only they

Had used the white
supremacy bibles

For toilet paper purpose

And made their Latin Souls
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The only religion of their race

If only they

Had returned to the
definition of the sun

After the first mental
snowstorm

On the summer of their senses

If only they

Had kept their eyes open

At the funeral of their fellow
employees

Who came to this country to
make a fortune

And were buried without
underwears

B e e B T N e e s

Juan

Miguel

Milagros

Olga

Manuel

Will right now be doing their
own thing

Where beautiful people sing

And dance and work together

Where the wind is a stranger

To miserable weather
conditions

Where you do not need a
dictionary

To communicate with your
hermanos y hermanas

Aquisehabla espafiol all the
time

Aqui you salute your flag
first




Aqui there are no dial soap
commercials

Aqui everybody smells good

Aqui TV dinners do not have
a future

Aqui wigs are not necessary

Aqui we admire desire

And never get tired of each
other .

Aqui qué pasa Power is
what’s happening

Aqui to be called negritoy
negrita

Means to be called Love

[OEE s ey L e e i R e N
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fou’re either a victim o..n%owm_.ﬁ/

RD WRIGHT

*l want people to wonder nn/\u
what forces created him, terrible,
vindictive cold, calm man=child,
covrage in one hand, the machine
gun in the other, scourge of
the unrighteous—'an ox for the
people to ride.””

OF HIS BROTHER JONATHAN,
FROM SOLEDAD BROTHER




] became the one
that translated
...the go-between.

IRIS MORALES

y family can
not be called typical, because it man.%m a
lot of things that other people experience.
But there are a lot of threads in the family
structure which are typical of all Puerto
Rican families. My family just :mvtm_ﬂ.m to
be a very straight type of Hu:mw.no Rican
working-class family. We weren’t affected
by drugs. We weren’t m.m,moama by daugh-
ters going out and getting pregnant. .Hs-
stead, we were affected by daughters going
out and doing organizing, becoming politi-
al.
¢ Both my mother and father came to
New York in 1947. They met here at a
dance, got married, and in 1948 I was
born. In Puerto Rico my father was a cane
cutter. He was the oldest son of about nine
children, so when things got rough, he
came over here to make some money to be
able to send back to the family. My mother
was the oldest of nine children also (an
older sister had been killed by a lover). Af-
ter her parents died she became the one
who took care of all the other children, so
she never knew any kind of childhood. My
father worked in a hotel when he first came
here, as a dishwasher. Then I guess r.m
graduated to elevator operator—and he’s
been there ever since. My mother at first
didn’t work, she just devoted herself to
having a family and taking care of the
house—the traditional role of women. But,
financial things got kind of tight and she
was forced to go out and get a job, and
that’s when problems between them
started, because my father, in very ms.@:m
Latin tradition, felt that was threatening
—that a woman should go out and work

and have her own money and gain her own
independence. )
My mother didn’t speak any English
—she still doesn’t—so I became the one
that translated. It meant that she was

99 ashamed to go to school because she could-

n’t speak English and talk to the teachers,
and she didn’t look as good as the other
Americans, the other mothers. It meant
that she always had to play a behind-the-
scenes role, and she could never wmm.m; Jm?
self in dealing with any kind of institution.

I was the one that was the go-between.
This happens to a lot of older children in
Puerto Rican families—they become the
link between the Puerto Rican culture and
the American culture and the Puerto .wT
can way of life and the American institu-
tions. They become, in a sense, the ones
that come up against oppression the most.
For example, when the landlord comes to
the house to pick up the rent, it's the oldest
one who speaks English who has to trans-
late for the mother. When they go down to
the unemployment office, it’s the oldest one
who goes as a translator, or when they g0
to the hospital....So that the oldest child
usually comes in contact with all these in-
stitutions, and feels, you know, the way
that Puerto Rican people are treated.

We first lived on 124th Street, but it
was torn down to build a project. So after
that we lived on 106th Street, and they’re
still living there. The apartment has about
five little rooms, and I always had to share
a room with my younger sister because we
always had to have boarders to help pay
the rent. although at that time the rent

't very high.
smmsa\_% E%oﬁer worked in the .mmnnoimm
and my father worked two jobs in the ho-
tel. He would leave the house about mﬁw-
thirty in the morning, and he wouldn’t
come home till four or five. I ..mo:; really
know what wages he was making because
that’s one thing that was kept from us. You
know, this is something that happens
in Puerto Rican families, where c.:.w par-
ents have all the authority and the ar.:%.m:
don’t question. There’s even a saying in
Spanish to the effect that children should
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speak only when spoken to.

The mother’s just one step above the
children—she doesn’t question anything
that the father does—and that’s the way it
was in my family. If I ever wanted any
money, my mother would tell me to go to
my father and ask for it. If I ever wanted
to go anywhere, I would have to go ask my
father. If I ever wanted to have anyone
over to the house, T would have to ask my
father. And my father was not very close
to us—he was very distant. He was main-
taining his role as an authority figure, and
an authority figure doesn’t get involved
with children or with the wife,

And then, of course, you also have the
thing, machismo, which is very strong, so
that the man feels he has to go out with
other women. My father always did that—
there was always another woman—and all
I remember is my mother sitting and cry-
ing. So I developed very negative attitudes
toward Puerto Rican men.

My mother’s not that old, she’s in her
middle forties, but she looks like she’s
in her fifties or sixties—completely de-
stroyed, constantly sick. They say she has
a nervous condition. Actually, it’s just a
reaction to oppression. She’s worked in a
factory for twenty-three years.

There was one thing that was always
very big in the family, that there were no
brothers, that my father didn’t have any
sons. He himself was the oldest son of the
oldest son of the oldest son. I was supposed
to be a son but I wasn’t, and then there
were no other sons to carry on the family
name. That really got to my pops, so I
guess that’s one of the reasons he started
running around, trying to develop a son
somewhere else.

My father can be sick or whatever,
but he’s never missed a day of work—not
even a day—because you've got to support,
you've gotta do it. It’s a strong thing, you
know: “In Puerto Rico I worked and got
my money, and here I'm working and get-
ting my money. But I can’t make ends
meet. I can’t pay the rent, my wife went
out to work....” He's completely crushed.
His whole conception of manhood, which is
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fucked up anyway, is destroyed.

One time he was dealing in running
numbers so that he could supplement, but
he got caught, so he stopped that. What
happened was that he just kind of gave up
trying to deal with things and tried to pre-
tend that everything was okay by develop-
ing something else on the outside. He
would have nice clothes that he would buy
for himself and for his other woman, and
in that way pretend that things were okay.
Or he goes to Puerto Rico and gives out
money to relatives, like he’s rich.

In the beginning T remember they
used to talk a lot about going back to
Puerto Rico. When I was four we went,
and then after six years we went again. My
mother would always tell me how, although
it was hard for her there, it was much nicer
—she didn’t have to deal with the cold and
people who spoke English and people who
were in the factories. That at least she
would be among her own. My father was
coming from a more mercenary kind of
thing where he wanted to go back and show
that he had made good here, and buy a
house and maybe some land and stuff like
that. But as we got a little older we
started seeing that it was kind of a fan-
tasy, so that now my mother just talks
about going back to visit, because she
knows she doesn’t have any hope of going
back there to live. She doesn’t have any
hope of ever leaving that apartment—and
she’s been wanting to move for the last ten
years. She filed an application with the
projects because, you know, when vou live
in a tenement, the projects are always bet-
ter. They're cleaner, they don’t have rats
and roaches, or it doesn’t appear that they
do. So that’s what she aspires to now.

When Iwent to school I was placed in
a class where I was the only Puerto Rican.
That helped me a lot in one sense, and it
fucked me up in another. The way that it
helped me was that I began to see contra-
dictions. Like, we lived on the West Side, a
liberal white community, and all the white
kids would go home one way, and I would
gohome another. All the white kids dressed
a certain way, too. Like, the girls’ skirts




didn’t get wrinkled, and mine did. They
talked about going away to camp, and I
would talk about going to El Barrio for the
summer. I got to see these contradictions
very young, but as a result T became timid
and felt inferior. I became very ashamed
of my family, because they weren’t what it
was to be American.

You know, we lived in a typical kind

of ghetto apartment—no hot water. Some-
times we would go for days without taking
a bath, and I would see myself next to the
other kids and feel that I was dirty, be-
cause I was not white. Or, you know,
there’d be rats, and I'd stay up sometimes
hoping that the rats wouldn’t get into the
baby’s crib. I’d keep the light on all night
and take turns watching with my other
sister. My sister and I slept in one room
that was divided by a curtain into two. The
baby slept on the other side of the curtain,
and my sister and I slept in the same bed.
1t'd get so ridiculous, you'd fight over blan-
kets, you’d fight over...I mean, everything
is always very antagonistic in that kind of
setting. You don’t have any privacy, so
that if you feel upset or you want to cry,
you can’t slam the door to your room and
go upstairs—you just lock yourself in the
bathroom. You could even hear the neigh-
bors next door, there were always people
out on the street....I remember when I got
into a really big school thing, the guys in
the summertime would be playing the con-
gas and it'd get really noisy out on the
block, and I'd get pissed at them because I
couldn’t do my schoolwork, you know.

I started blaming my parents for not
giving me anything better. I started hat-
ing them—feeling that it was their fault
and that they were stupid and that if
they’d really worked hard they could have
gotten something better, rather than rea-
lizing that they were just being victimized
and that there was no place for them to go,
there was nothing for them to do.

In our family it has always been us
two older sisters who have ylayed the pio-
neer roles. You go to school, coming from a
very strict, patriarchal type of family, and
you have a conception of things that you

can do and things that you can’t, and these
conceptions start to be broken down. For
example, you find that other kids stay over
at each other’s houses, which is something
that you would never be allowed to do as a
female. And I wasn’t allowed to go to the
library until I was in junior high school,
when the teachers forced me to go, cause
my mother and father, coming from a
rural thing, didn’t know what that was
all about.

I was supposed to always come home
right from school. I could never visit any-
one and no one could visit me—you didn’t
have strangers in the house because of the
fear of strangers, the feelings of inferi-
ority. And I developed these feelings too. I
wouldn’t have people over to my house—
especially the kids that I went to school
with, the white kids—because I felt that
my house didn’t live up to their standards.
So I was in a kind of limbo situation. I
hung out with the kids on the block, but I
went to school with other kids who didn’t
really consider me part of them because
they considered me part of the Puerto Ri-
cans, whom they didn’t exactly like.

When I was in seventh grade, T was
very friendly with this girl named Susie
whom I’d known since kindergarten. She
knew that her parents didn’t like Puerto
Ricans, but she was gonna show them that
I was okay—so she took me to her house
for lunch. I went and I was very uncom-
fortable, because I didn’t know all this ta-
ble etiquette and shit. At home we usually

ate on the bed or on the floor or in front of
the TV or wherever we could eat, 'cause
the kitchen wasn’t big enough to hold the
whole family. I had tried to dress right and
speak correctly and not let my accent show,
and I thought everything went okay. But
that afternoon at school, her father came
in and told me that he had a pair of gloves
lying on the kitchen table when I was there
and when I left they weren’t there any-
more, and did I know where they were. So
I got very indignant and said, “Yeah,
that’s all we Puerto Ricans do is steal.” T
just told him off. I refused, I refused to de-
grade myself and deny that I had taken
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them—I just said, “Fuck it.” You know
you wanna think that, I can’t change %o:m
ways. Eventually the gloves were found
and he wrote me a letter apologizing for
this, but I just couldn’t accept it.

When I was in eighth grade I got in-
volved in a thing with the kids from the
neighborhood where we stole a hundred
dollars. I got caught. The truant officer—
his name was Big John—caught me count-
ing the money out on the street, ’cause I
was stupid. They took me to my father’s
job, and he was humiliated because I had
put him through such shame, and they took
me to my mother’s job and she cried. We
came home and my father gave the hun-
dred dollars to the truant officer, plus fifty
mo:mam so that he wouldn’t take me in and
giveme a JD card. And after that I wasn’t
in with that group of kids. When I went
back to them, they said, “Where's the
money?” And I said, “Well, you know, I
ao.ss have it "cause my father gave it as a
bribe.” And they said, “Oh, man, you
fucked up, and you’re full of shit!” I said,
:ﬁ:.nw it, man. You know, it was either me
getting a record or giving the money.” But
they didn’t understand.

My sister—the one two years younger
than me—would go to school, but she
wasn’t part of it either, and she never got
into being with people on the block. She
was quieter and more timid.

Since the two of us older kids had not
turned out so hot because we had gone to
public school—which my mother thought
accounted for it—she put my other sister
into a Catholic school so she could turn out
better. The Catholic school had a lot of
Irish kids, and the nuns were coming from
a thing very oriented toward them and not
at all toward Puerto Ricans—so that my
sister wouldn’t even admit that she was
Puerto Rican. Finally she turned into a
whole street thing. She just decided that
she was gonna deal with the people on the
block and fuck everything else. She didn’t
deal with school at all, although she’s very
bright. She beeame very rebellious.

And the youngest one—well, you
know, all of us got scared because the pub-
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lic school didn’t work, my mother saj
the Catholic school &%:A SE.M.mMW NMM
found a way of putting her in private
school. She’s fucked up because she knows
she doesn’t belong there. She gets into
fights with the kids all the time. They or-
ganize gangs and they fight each other
and there’s a lot of racism going on. k
>:.om us, you see, went through dif-
ferent kinds of things, and yet there’s that
common thing where we didn’t fit for some
reason or another, because we were labeled
from the beginning, we were made tokens.
You know, when you’re a kid and being
oppressed, you don’t understand that it’s
whole system, capitalism. All you see is
that your pops comes home, when he comes
home, and that there ain’t enough bread
there for the family, or that your mother
works at a factory and why can’t she work
someplace else, why doesn’t she learn how
to speak English. Like, I used to get on my
mother about that all the time. As a matter
of fact, the teachers in school used to tel]
me, “Make her speak English, so that you
can speak better English.”

..E:w rest of the family—aunts, uncles
cousins, and everybody E%foo:ﬁm@.&.
us kind of odd because we wanted to goon
get more education, and we were kind Sw
rebellious. I started doing organizing when
.H was young, I started out with the people
in my building, trying to organize them
Into a tenants’ group. I was about fifteen
and they thought I was crazy, *cause what
kind of woman goes around knocking on
doors and telling people all this kind of
stuff? They just saw that I didn’t have any
respect, ’cause that’s a big thing in Puerto
N.Em: families to have respect—and espe-
cially in my age group, you have to have
respect for your family, and you have to
learnhow to cook and take care of children
because that’s what your role is going &
be.When I or my other sister would goout
my mother would say, “Well, you think
you're a man—jyou think you’re a man.”
I got a beating one time for coming home
at three-thirty, because I was always sup-
posed to be home at three. I used to stand
on the corner and talk to the guys and girls




from school, and when I came home one
time at three-thirty, for the third or fourth
time in a row, I got a really bad beating.
For weeks I couldn’t walk well. And that’s
how you teach respect—rvery physically.
You know, very authoritarian.

The Catholic Church was another
thing too. What happens is you have to go
through all the rituals—baptism, com-
munion, confirmation—even if your fam-
ilyisnotintoa deeply religiousbag. There’s
that whole thing about having to confess
your sins—everything is a sin in the Cath-
olic Church—you get that on top of the
strictness and the patriarchy. And since
the Catholic Church is kind of elitist, that
whole cultural thing of inferiority is re-
inforced. The Catholic Church says you
have to dress well to come into the House of
God, that boys and girls can’t mingle to-
gether. The Church also reinforces that
authoritarian thing with the father and
with the mother, and the kind of controls
they have over you, ’cause, you know, God
is looking out. It’s just taken for granted
that there is God and there is the Church,
and that you have to respect it—and that
goes hand in hand with the whole respect
that you must have for elders, the whole
respect you must have for your parents,
the whole respect for your teachers, the
whole respect for authority.

You know, sometimes I sit and I won-
der how all my development came, politi-
cally. And I think it’s happened in the last
five years, when I decided to leave home.
And that was, like, a big scandal in the
family. But it was worth it. It was worth
all the hassle and everything, because now
I can see what is happening, and being in
the Party, I can share this with more peo-

le.
pe You know, there used to be only four

choices for the Puerto Rican woman—
housewife, prostitute, or drug addict, and
then, when the society needed more labor
for its sweatshops, she would become a
worker.

Now tnere's a new choice open to her
that threatens the existence of the family
and the state itself : The Revolution.

“*America should
never have taught
us how to read,
she should never
have given us
eyes to see.”

FELIPE LUCIANO

he first ten years
of my life were spent in the projects. Long,
long, vertical buildings, shit-encrusted
walls—there were no rats and roaches,
but it was its own prison. It’s always re-
minded me of a mental institution—peo-
ple closed in, not allowed to expand at all.
I grew up there like most of the other
Puerto Rican Black brothers and sisters in
El Barrio.

When I went to public school, I was a
bright student, very bright, but I waw al-
ways a behavior problem—that’s what the
teachers told me. I rebelled against every-
thing. There was something that I was al-
ways looking for as a child. I always knew
that I had to do something, as romantic
and as weird as this may sound. What that
thing was, I didn’t really know. I had im-
ages and dreams of becoming a doctor, be-
coming a social worker. Of course before
any of those very legitimate dreams, I
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wanted to be a cowboy on a horse, riding
through the plains in my big sombrero. I
read Cowboy Sam and Curious George and
Dr. Seuss—very, very entranced. My
world was expanded because I was able to
read a lot at a very early age.

We were very, very poor. My mother
was separated from my father when she
was three months pregnant with my sis-
ter. They had been married for about three
years, and had had one baby right after
the other. We went through the welfare
scene—the welfare syndrome as I call it—
always waiting for that check, anticipat-
ing that check, heart beating, mouth dry,
arguing with each other. My brother, sis-
ter and myself used to fight each other for
scraps of food on the table. When that wel-
fare check was supposed to come, we used
to run downstairs, open that mailbox. You
played a game with yourself—you turned
the key very slowly and peeked in the box
very slowly, and if that welfare check
wasn’t there, there were two reactions you
used to have. Like when we wanted to be
cruel, when we wanted to get back at my
mother for a beating she’d given us, we
used to go and tell her the check had come
and then we’d tell her it hadn’t. Otherwise
we’d come up with morose-looking faces
and say ‘“The check didn’t come.” I remem-
ber those days, I remember almost begging
for food.

You resign yourself to poverty—my
mother did this. Your face is rubbed in
shit so much that you begin to accept that
shit as a reality. You’ve never seen any-
thing else. Like the only thing we knew
was that block. You never went out of that
block. I didn’t know there was a Museum
of Modern Art. I didn’t know that there
were people who were living much, much
better. I didn’t know about racism. I mean
we were just on that block—and that block
was our home, it was all we knew.

The images of that poverty....My
stomach rumbling. My mother beating me
when I knew it was because of my father
—you know, they, just had an argument
where he almost hit her. The welfare in-
vestigator cursing out my mother because
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what she wants is spring clothing for her
children and he’s telling her how she just
n.m:J have it—when I read in the maga-
zines that people—you know, other people
—had spring clothes. Why couldn’t we
have clothes for Easter? And he’s telling
her, like, in a sense, “Fuck you.” And I re-
member images of my saying, “When I
grow up I'm gonna kill every welfare in-
vestigator I see, every one of them—you
know, strangle them.”

There’s nothing extraordinary you
know in my childhood—maybe just that I
learned very early how to become accepted,
how to rise above and beyond as they say.
Even at that point we knew that to the ex-
tent that we became white—we would ad-
vance in school. To the extent that we
spoke properly—we would get Satisfac-
tory or Excellent on our report cards. To
the extent that we conformed—we were
accepted. And since I read well, and I
spoke well, I rose in terms of classes. And
I remember the teachers always saying,
when I hit a teacher or would throw a chair
through a window, or would lead a group
of cats through a riot in the cafeteria—a
near-riot in the fourth or fifth grade—the
teachers grabbed me by the side, grabbed
me by my ear, you know. Wrenching my
ear and saying, “You know you have so
much potential. Why do you act like that?
I mean look at your marks—you have
so much potential....” That thing went
through all my school life—those words
were uttered time and time again: “You
have so much potential.” Of course, what
they considered potential was certainly
not what I later became.

And my mother was very frustrated
also. She couldn’t get a job, she wanted to
get off welfare. I never looked upon my
mother as a woman; she was always my
mother. I never looked upon her as a Black
Puerto Rican woman who was oppressed
—she was just Mommy. She’s fat, she is a
bear, you know, and I remember snuggling
between her neck and... peace, you know
it’s peace, 'cause nobody can hurt you
when you’re with Mommy, ’cause Mom-
my’s the big protector. Not Daddy, but




Mommy-—Daddy wasn’t ever there. And
she too wanted to get out, but she didn’t
know how. You know, she always wanted
me to do something, since I was the first
born. I was getting into a lot of trouble.
But she had these images of me becoming
something. -

Finally we moved to California to get
away from New York and because my
mother wanted to go back to my grand-
mother. California was such an enlighten-
ing experience because I saw all these
people—Japanese, Chinese, white people
—they lived together without the kind of
separation that you see in New York. And
it was sunny all the time, like there was no
snow, you know—just eighty-five-degree
weather all the motherfuckin’ time. I got
black, 1 got black as the sun, man, and
I got fat and healthy. I entered the fourth
grade and got good grades in school. We
had fields—this was in Wilmington, Cali-
fornia, before they industrialized—we
had fields that we used to run through. Af-
ter school that’s all we'd be doing. I got into
track because I always wanted to do that,
but I didn’t have the chance to do it in New
York. I had a lot of happiness, a lot of fun
there because the environment was com-
pletely different. There were trees, there
were horses, which I had never seen. They
had a corral, a stable just a block away
from the house. Just to see a horse, just to
touch him was like another kind of world
for me.

But it wasn’t to last long. We stayed
there only four months. My father was
supposed to send us money in a legal sepa-
ration. But he didn’t send it. He got very
bitter when my mother took us away, it
seems. And though he hadn’t done a moth-
erfucking thing for us—remember that
when I say that, I’'m just remembering the
bitterness of my younger years, because I
really don’t hate him—at that point, he
felt my mother had slighted him by taking
the kids away. Without the money from
him we couldn’t survive because my
grandmother couldn't take the burden. So
we had to go back. And we had to ask the
welfare in Wilmington for the money. I re-

member the very degrading experience of
my mother having to go there and be in-
sulted three, four times during that week.
We only had enough money to pay our
train fare; we had no money for food. So
my grandmotbher, in a little handkerchief,
tied up all of the coins she had. Of course,
it didn’t last us beyond Union Station in
L.A. But we left, and I’ll never forget,
man, we were starving, you know, liter-
ally starving on that train coming back.
Big, plush train and no food. We would
look at people—you learn how to look at a
person to let him know that you’re hungry
—and they’d give us a little tidbit, but it
wasn’t much. And I was very concerned
for my mother, because throughout the
whole trip she held her head in her hands.
And it was traumatic, it was horrible, hav-
ing to see my mother go through shit like
that. I felt so responsible for her that I felt
like a little man, since I was the oldest. And
I was always to my mother lover, confi-
dant, trustee, everything rolled into one.
On that train, hungry as we were, the
only thing that saved us were some Black
brothers working in the kitchen, and they
saw us and we would walk in, we sat down
and had some water in front of us. My
mother with those little pennies bought
some pastries and some coffee and tea be-
cause she couldn’t afford any more. And
the cats knew we were starving, I don’t
know how they knew, but they just started
bringing things to us—burnt blueberry
pie, I'll never forget it was burnt, but it
was all they could afford, and they gave it
to us. And that’s how we survived—by

them giving us little things. I don’t know

where they are, man, but all power to them
wherever they are. I mean they saved us, I
don’t know how we would have gotten
through that trip without them, ’cause I
would’ve started robbin’ or something.

Anyway, we got to New York and we
ended up living right back on 112th Street,
but in a different project. And for three
years we lived there. I went to another
school, and again, the same shit. I was, as
my mother says, fucking up. I was still
into my thing.
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At that stage I was living a double
life. On the one hand I was going with my
mother to church. I grew up in the Puerto
Rican Pentecostal Church, which is a scene
unto itself—I mean it’s a different world.
The Holy Spirit, speaking tongues, body
contortions, jumping on the floor, vomit.
ing out demons, people entering trances—
vahilias, as we call them in Spanish—
which are just seances almost, that are
held overnight...all those things I was
very involved in. Man, I was a fervent
church-goer. Even with all the streetfight-
ing I was getting into. That’s not unusual.
We find in our community—the Puerto
Rican community—that things are com-
patible. For instance, people have Catholic
saints and at the same time they’ll have a
Voodoo doll, you know, or a piece of bread
above the door so that the evil spirits can
eat that and leave in peace.

So I made the church and the fighting
compatible, you know. I would always just
shut up about the fighting. I would never
tell her. After church or before church she
would talk about people beating up each
other and be condemning them for it, I
might be coming in from a fight myself,
but I'd be coming in goodie-goodie and go
to church with her, right. And so I just led
that kind of a double life.

In school, the same kind of thing hap-
pened. I happened to love to read. In fact I
just raped books. I used to go to the library,
get ten at a time, and just shut myself in
my room, because that was my way of es-
cape. Like getting into another world—
with horses and trees and flowers, and
fighting and adventures—going up on a
mountain, and doing all those things that,
you know, white folks do.

There were only a very few people
that you could talk to about it. I mean, we
still hadn’t gotten to the point where we
were that close to each other. But I had one
or two friends—Big Ben, Richard as we
called him, and June Bug, right, and we
used to sit down and say, “Man, you know,
Mount Everest ig the highest mountain.
wish we could climb that one, man.” We
used to talk about riding horses, we used to
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talk about, oh, so many things.

But at the same time, I was of the
street. I had to prove to my friends that I
was just as bad ag they were. I was always
into fighting and scullies—Crack-top as
we called it—using spinning tops to crack
another guy’s top. .. . That's really a ghet-
to game. Whoever couldn’t spin his top had
to put his in the middle, and all of us would
take turns trying to crack his top—and
yet each one cost fifteen cents, and for us
that was a lot of money, right. Hot Peas
and Butter, that’s another game we
played. Whoever is It takes a belt, and
screams “Hot Peas and Butter,” and goes
around and whips the hell out of whoever
he catches. Very violent games on each
other.... We laugh about it now, but it
was very rough, as you begin to think
about it, how we murdered each other

-every day. I was vicious when it came to

fighting, simply because I didn’t want to
be considered a schoolboy, you know.

When I was in eighth grade, I had a
teacher—I’ll never forget her—Mrs. Sha-
piro—she introduced us to Shakespeare.
Here we were in eight-two, which is, of
course, a step below eight-one, and they
had told her she’d never be able to have us
accept Shakespeare—but we loved it, you
know. Iwas Puck in 4 Midsummer Night's
Dream. We read Twelfth Night. We did
Romeo and Juliet, which I thought was
corn shit, and all kinds of things—but we
began to enjoy Shakespeare.

And again I had to lead that double
life. T enjoyed the fighting, you know. I
enjoyed it—it was a release for all of us
from whatever we were running from. We
had our gang, we had our identity, we had
our own community. We didn’t realize it
then—that the oppressor had taken away
our community. What America has done
is cause groups to fight each other to keep
them from seeing the real cause of oppres-
sion. We didn’t understand that then, man,
we just understood that as far as we were
concerned, you know, we wanted to be to-
gether. And we were very close to one an-
other, and we used to goose each other—
of course, had you called us homosexuals
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then, we would have just had a fit, but it
was....It mean, it's a natural stage for
young cats to go through. And that was
another factor involved init. ...

Oppression binds you together, some-
times in a negative manner, because you
have nothing else to look forward to, you
have nothing else to look at. You bind your-
selves in locales, and one-locale will fight
against another. All of the energy that we
had against the oppressor was perpetrated
on our own people....If T just begin to
add up the number of brothers and sisters
who had lye thrown in their faces— 'cause
we used to mix red lye in 1'¢psi-Cola and
throw it in a cat’s face—the number of
brothers who are now crippled, the num-
ber of brothers who are dead because of
those gang fights, it would number into the
thousands.

There are very, very few survivors.
Big Ben is a dope fiend, Charlie is a dope
fiend....June Bug is a very frustrated
man—he was brilliant, brilliant as a child,
brilliant mind, so was Big Ben, by the way.
June Bug ended up as a hospital orderly,
and that’s what he’s doing now. Peach-
head is on drugs. Leon, his brother, was
shot in the streets and died. The others
have died in Viet Nam, or are out on drugs
now. One, Angelo, is in Harvard—no, he
went to MIT—but he’s now working for
anti-poverty and lost to the world.

And for me I saw no future. College
was to me like a dream, I could never get
there. I think that’s one of the things—
that fear—that led me into, you know, like,
vicious, man, vicious fighting. Not know-
ing what to do with your life, even though
you've been taught the American Dream.
America has sown her own seeds of de-
struction, because she’s made oppressed
people eat that dream up hook, line and
sinker and when they found it shattered,
they decided that the only way to begin to
build that dream for themselves—inter-
pret it for all oppressed people—is to shat-
ter it, shatter the reality that is ugly, and
begin to build a new one. America should
never have taught us how to read, she
should never have given us eyes to see.

*All you had
was your turf
—there was

nothing else.”
B 2 4

hen I was grow-
ing up, when I was a kid, the gangs were
a very big thing. It was like hero worship.
The heroes of the block were the Bad Moth-
erfuckers and the Wizards. They were the
thing we wanted to be, you know. I remem-
ber they used to kick each others’ ass, fuck
each other up real bad, man. They’d do all
kinds of weird shit to each other. And I
grew up in the middle of that. Like, cats
would come up to us and say, “Someday
you guys will be the protectors of the
block.” 'Cause it was a thing where you
protected your turf. All you had was your
turf—there was nothing else. All you had
was this pride in being an hombre, in being
bad and taking care of your people.

At that time, in the block you felt
pretty safe. It isn’t like now when the peo-
ple close their doors and shit. You knew
the gangs wouldn’t fuck with you. People
would just go in and out of each other’s
houses. And everybody loved each other—
you’d go to the roof and hang out and drink
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beer at night, listen to music. Each turf
was like a little country in itself. As long
as you weren'’t a stranger, as long as you
didn’t come from somewhere else, you
were safe in your block. But if somebody
came in and was, like, the enemy, you
fought him off, and you protected what
was yours. 'Cause, like I said, that’s all
you had.

Ibecamea Dragon when I was around
fourteen. At that time the Dragons and the
Viceroys were the two big gangs in El
Barrio. We had a thing where we fought
each other. But we honored each other too.
We used totalk about how bad the Viceroys
were. We used to tell stories about how bad
Little Man was, and how bad this cat was,
and how bad the other cat was. We'd try
to, like, justify how strong we were when
we went into battle. That pride was the
thing. 'Cause you had a feeling when you
walked down the street you were somethin’
—fuck all the garbage and all the shit that
was around you and how fucked-up your
clothes were—you were somebody, man.
If you were a bad motherfucker you had a
rep, and you'd die for your rep if somebody
fucked with it because that’s all you had.
It was like you were trying to say to the
world, “Thisis me, man, I'm alive, you dig,
and I got somethin’, and I live in this com-
munity, and I'm somebody here. I'm a
leader. . ..” Especially if you were a lead-
erof a gang.

You know, going down was like a
mixture of fear and excitement. It would
be like a military move—one division
would go to Fifth, another division would
go to Madison, another division would go
to Park, dig? You were afraid of what
could happen. You were carrying a piece,
and you didn’t know if you were gonna get
busted, dig. But the feeling of going down
and proving yourself overcame all of that.
It was actually a joy to go down.

You'd run into the block, burn, get
chased out by the pigs or by the Viceroys,
you’d do your thing and then you'd run
out of there. And at the end of it, when
you'd get together with your boys, you
would say, “Yeah, I did this, and I did

33

that,” and your boys would say, “Yeah!
Man, dig the shit this brother did! You see
this motherfucker when he did that!” You
know, back and forth, hugging each other
and really being up in the air about the
fucking thing. We felt like kings—like we
were warriors. Man, we were channeling
our warrior thing, you dig. We were a
people, you know, we are a people—and it
was coming out of that—that warriorness
in us.

Now, the gang thing went through
stages, dig. The first stage was what we
call the rumbles, right. We used to go
down in big numbers, like, ninety of us
against the Viceroys and a whole lot of
Viceroys against us, and we’d have these
gigantic battles. Most of it was blades and
sticks, and shit like that, and a little burn-
ing. It was very glorious at that time. Then
it got a little more scary. It became like
guerrilla warfare. Three cats would go
down and burn one person. Now it was no
longer a thing of the big gang but just a
fighting thing. It became very vicious. We
were just killing each other off, man, like
fuckin’ flies. And, many of us were goin’
to jail, you dig—doin’ like twenty to life.

You know, I shot this brother. It hap-
pened when I had stopped gang-fighting.
But something happened with my young-
er brother, and we had to go down. The
brother we shot was an ex-Viceroy. Me and
my brother burned him, man—we put,
like, seven bullets in him. It was a fucked-
up thing, you dig, it was a fucked-up thing.

That brother is now a Lord. And we
love each other, man. And the deep thing
about it is, the brother’s in a wheelchair—
behind what me and my brother did, you
know what I mean. And still, you know,
he’s political enough and I'm political
enough that we understand, you dig, why
the shit went down—it was the conditions
we were living under. And that’s why he
and I now have dedicated our lives to fight-
ing for the freedom of our people, so no
more of our kids will fuck around like we
did—’cause, like, we hurt him, and it's still
there, you dig, and at the same time we
hurt ourselves.
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“"We wasn’t thinking

about the other guys

being Puerto Ricans
«..if he was your enemy,

you kill him.”

think if I would
have been raised up upstate, man, ina good
community, I would’ve never become a
gangbuster, I would've never shot nobody,
I would never have stabbed :owo&rﬂvcﬁ
since I was raised up in this community,
this is what it, oppression, teaches you—
kill, stab, steal, and shoot dope—like, now
the thing is dope, mainly. I got a Eﬁ. of
brothers out there, man, that are m.:oocsm
dope—they used to jitterbug éw:g me.
They used to call me Little Man, ’cause I
always was really small for my age. But
smallness to me didn’t mean :oﬁ::_ be-
cause wherever there was a bat, it used to
make me always the same size as the other
bel moc&:m: I was a little kid, around seven
years old, they used to have what they
called the Lightnings. Later on, they be-
came the Lightning Dragons. You know,
little kids see those big guys and say,
“Wow! Man, when I grow up I wanna be
like them.” Because that’s all there is to m,o
in your neighborhood—like if you don’t
learn how to be a pimp, you learn M.Sé n.o be
a jitterbug. Those were ﬁ.:m two big Q::W,m
then, because at that time 39.0 wasn’t
that much drugs around the neighborhood.
I always wanted to be a pimp, because the
pimps they were always clean, they :.mm
shoes, a lot of wing-tips, a lot of sharkskin,
mohair suits, and they always had money
in their pockets. I always used to say to
myself, “Oh, man, when I grow up I want
to be a pimp.”

I started all my mmsasm%:o:r~ was
really young. My father used to have a
<m€ﬂ%ﬂ% attitude—anybody that looked
at him, he would go up to them and say,
‘“Have I got a monkey in my face or some-
thin’?” If it was a little kid, he So.:E put
me to fight against him. And I got into the
habit of always fighting in the block—as a
matter of fact, when the older guys wanted
to play stickball in the block I _,.~wmm to tell
’em, “No, man, you people ain’t gonna
play in the block—me and my fellows are
playing.” And, my fellows were all guys
six years old, seven years old, you know,
against guys eighteen, And, since we
wanted to be like them we used to, like, put
on a show, and we thought we were bad
‘cause we had stickball bats and shit.

My father and my mother used to give
me everything I wanted. Except my father
—he always told me, like, ﬁ:m. o:.@ two
things that he wouldn’t give me in life was
roller skates and bikes, because I might
get killed by a car. And, that’s where my
trouble really started, because when I was
around nine years old, like, I wanted a pair
of roller skates so bad, and my father
would never buy them for me. I remember,
five of us went to Central Park »:.a we dug
these guys rollerskating. I was nine years
old and I wanted some skates—and there
was five of us, and we seen these guys
skating down the thing, and like, we beat
’em up and we took off their skates. Any-
way, the pigscame, and meand :.;.Ng.ogmw
got busted for the skates and shit, and I
went to the Youth House for a few months.

The next year I got busted again—
this time for robbing La Marqueta and I
did five years in Children’s Village.

When I came out I was tired. On
111th Street they had the Viceroys and the
Dragons then. At first I really didn’t want
to join them. I said, ““Oh man, if I join one
of them, I'm just gonna go back upstate

ain.”
o But I used to live in Viceroy turf,
right across from where their center was.
I wasraised up with a lot of those guys and
I always wanted to hang out with them. A
lot of the debs, the sisters, used to go for
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me, too. What happened was that the
Dragons saw me hangin’ out with the
Viceroys, and thought I was in the Vice-
roys—you couldn’t blame them, you know.

In P.S. 83, where I was going, they
had around two Viceroys, and maybe fifty
Dragons—so you know where that was at.
One day I was playing dice and all these
Dragons surrounded me and asked me,
“Hey, man, are you a Viceroy 7 I told ‘em,
“Look, man, I'm not no Viceroy,” and I
tried to explain to them that I had just
come out of jail, but they thought I was
bullshitting them.

I remember they hit me all the way
from the schoolyard—for a whole block
they were hitting me. And then they got
me in this telephone booth and broke a tele-
phone right over my hand. So now I was
mad, but I still didn’t want to join the
Viceroys. Another time I was with this
guy named Bimbo—he used to be an old
Viceroy, he was from my neighborhood.
Anyway, they caught me and Bimbo in the
train station and they came over to us, and
they told me, “Look, man, this is the second
time we catch you—the last time we bust
your ass, man, and you tell us you wasn'’t
a Viceroy. And every time we see you, we
see you with Viceroys.”

What they did was, they waited
around a minute before the train came
and threw me on the train tracks. And I
gotup and I'ran, you know, I said, “Damn,
man, these guys are fuckin’ me up every
time they see me—so I'm gonna join the
Viceroys, man. I might as well join them.”

We used to Jitterbug, right. Some
times we used to go down to 103rd Street
and, like, go up to the block and shoot up
the candy store or shoot up the guys that
were around. Sometimes we used to stab
guys, sometimes we used to get stabbed.
We wasn’t thinkin’ about the other guys
being Puerto Ricans, Like, now we’re po-
litical, but at that time Puerto Ricans were
Puerto Ricans—if he was your enemy, you
kill him. ,

When you used to go to school, like,
the teacher used to tel] you, “Oh, man, you
dumb—like, you nothing but a little boy,”
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and shit like that. So al] the young brothers
used to have that complex of the teacher
calling them a boy, and they wanted to
prove it to themselves they were a man,
Andthey would go to any meansto prove it.

When I first started jitterbugging, a
brother named King Kong got shot at
117th Street. When he gotkilled I was hurt
—that was my main man, you see, one of
my brothers. A week after that, the Drag-
ons came down to 112th Street in a car and
they started shooting at us. We had a gun
on us, so when they started shooting, one
of the brothers was gonna run over to the
car to, like, to shoot the Dragons. But the
Dragons they shot him in the arm with a
.38 and he fell. So this guy named Chico
grabbed the gun. This other guy, Nate,
opened up the dcor from the car and Chico
shotthe Dragon in the head, you know, shot
him in the head He fell against the horn
dead, and the car went out of control and
went into that store on the corner of 112th
Street and Madison. Even though I knew
Chico had killed this dude, I felt bad about
it. You know, yeu say, “Ah, fuck it, yeah
we killed a motherfucker, man.” But in-
side, you really say, “Man, one of these
days they probably come up to me and
shoot me. . ..”

Some of us been lucky, that we
stabbed a lot of guys, right, but never
killed nobody, and we not doin’ time. But
some of the brothers, like, they’re unfor-
tunate—they’re doin’ life in jail. And
right now I feel sorry for a lot of these
brothers, even the Dragons, man. 1 know
if they had another chance to live, they
would never jitterbug no more or kill an-
other brother. You know, they might turn
political like I did and Bobby did, right—
because, like, I cooled down.

I stopped Jjitterbugging because my
enemy became my best friend. Like, they
got this guy named Feather, from the
Young Dragons-—right now, man, he's
like my brother—I love that cat, I'love him.
If anybody would try to hurt me, | know
he'll kill for me——if anybody try to hurt
him, I know I'd kill for him, man. Me and
him were real tegether in jail. A lot of




ragons that I met there, some of them are

m%m friends of mine than my old, old
f-iends the Viceroys, you know. And you
o ask the Dragons, man—Dragons will
211 y«ou the same thing.

T guess it's because we got to know
mch other and that’s what the Young
Lord = is really mwoﬁ_ man—to show you
wou don’t fight against F.o:::.m, because
1ou yriight be angry against your brother
‘oda-, and tomorrow he E._m::vm your best
‘+ierad. Tomorrow, he might be the guy
hat saved your own life.

“It was just escape

...the easiest cop-out
there is at this

point is drugs.”

CARMEN

e came from
Puerio Rico—my family were all Puerto
Ricars who come from O:m%wgm..sm rwm
a gool home at first when .H was a little girl
—evirything was all right over there.
Ever money wasn'’t as big a %Em because
there was more. If you were middle-class
you culd go to the schools there. My father
struggled a lot, and we went to school, we
all vent and we were well-dressed and
wellfed. And my mother was well-known
and ny father was well-known, and I was
a kil that everybody knew. And I would
visit with the rich kids; I'd hang around
with the rich kids—I even had myself a
Eo%ﬁ% father was right hand of one of
the ichest people but he heard that over
herehe could make more money, and that
he culd educate us UmSE...Sm also have a
verysick brother, and we 3.: that here he
coull have the right medical care. My
broter had a fall in Puerto Rico ,;mz. he
wasthree and because over there medical
carcis very poor, he ;.:.n:g. treated on
tim. and he became ::3%33,3. He
doen’t absorb anything—he will forever

be a child. And that’s why he had to be
taken care of, and taken to hospitals—and
treatment is done, but still no progress 1s
being made on his condition.

So, my father came to this country a
very proud man, but he went to a factory
to work—that’s the only job he could get
—and he was getting forty dollars a week.
And here he started drinking wine and be-
came what is commonly called an alcoholic.

At that time I had to become the head
of the family. Being the eldest, I had to
handle all the situations going on in the
house—and I was only ten, going on elev-
en, so I couldn’t really do as good a job as
I thought—but I was trying hard. T got
part-time jobs in different small stores, I
went to school, I took care of the family, I
made sure they ate, I picked my father out
of the hallways when he got drunk, took
him out of the places where he used to hang
out.

My mother was with the family, but

my mother is a woman who has been a
house woman all her life. She’s never been
to school and she was never educated what-
soever. But in Puerto Rico she did a lot of
work. She’s a very fine cook, and she could
organize parties and things like that. But
here, she doesn’t speak English, and she’s
at home all the time—she doesn’t know
how to travel, she doesn’t know how to do
anything in the streets. I mean, here she
couldn’t learn anyway—because of my
brother’s handicap—she has to stay home
and sort of babysit and be a nursemaid
for my baby brother.

T was here six months before H.wmm:%
started to run away....I was living on
121st Street, that was called in those days
Korea, 'cause it was like a hassle, a ms..:m.
gle broke out every day—drug addicts
stabbing eachother, garbage being thrown
out of the windows. Every weekend we
had a movie—the neighbors would fight,
and we’d watch through the windows, or
we’d go to the street and watch the broth-
ers kick each other’s behinds out on the
street. And drunken sisters and drunken
brothers in the street, fighting and argu-
ing and playing dominoes. . ..
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I was so tired of seeing my father
work so hard. There was not ever enough
food, and they were always struggling to
keep me well-dressed—every day the same
routine. I thought I could make it on my
own and become wealthy. Like, I read in
many places that kids run away from
home and become owners of factories, and
whatever. So I tried it. I ran the streets.

You start out—you live in the sub-
ways, you sneak in halls and sleep, you
steal babyfood from the supermarket
’cause it’s the easiest thing you could cop
in your pockets, and that’s what you eat.
And then you hang around with the ad-
dicts, and these people see that you're so
young and they feed you—if they had a
piece of bread, they’d share it with you.
And sometimes charitable people take you
into their homes and feed you a couple of
eggs, but then they have to throw you out
because they’re afraid of the cops.

I went to the Bronx, and I shined
shoes—I shined a lot of shoes in my life. I
slept in basements, and I fed myself, and
did the best I could. I stole a bit, but you
have to steal a lot to keep on living. It was
escape—at least I didn’t have to face real-
ity. I could just sneak anywhere and be by
myself and ery if I wanted to, without hav-
ing a crowd on my back. In a three-room
apartment—one room to sleep in and ev-
erybody hanging around—you didn’t even
have privacy to cry in.

I met a lot of addicts in the street. ...
T used to talk to them and they'd say,
“Well, T feel good.” And I said, “Well,
maybe if I get high, I won’t feel it, it won’t
bother me so much.” And I started snort-
ing with them—you know, they would give
me the bag when they were finished, and T
would snort it and it felt good—’cause I
would cop out for a couple of hours, and T
could sleep, and I didn’t ery, *cause I didn’t
feel like crying. So I started snorting, and
then T watched them buy here and there—
and I said, “Man, I could get involved in
that.” And I tried buying a little—two-
dollar bags—and then I met some people
who needed a kid to give them the look of
decent people. They would buy me clothes
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and take me with them, and give me a lot
of dope. And for me it waslike a Christmas
present. Then I learned how to shoot up in
my arm, and I kept on. And because I nev-
er used dope before—1I never knew what it
was—I got a really big head out of it.

It was just escape. Everyone finds es-
cape somewhere—the people in the fac-
tories find escape working to death; the
mother in the house finds her escape beat-
ing, spanking the kids, or watching TV or
hearing the serials on the radio. The man
in the street drinks, gets drunk; the wino
gets drunk and escapes. So, for people who
cannot swallow and learn how to drink—
the easiest cop-out there is at this point is
drugs.

I got up quite a big habit. T bought
over a hundred dollars’ worth of heroin
every day so I could keep myself set up. It
doesn’t mean I was high—just to keep my-
self from getting sick and having my fits,

At this point I was mugging and
stealing galore—everything I found in
sight. T had myself this partner—he’s dead
right now—and we went out, and we set
people up. Like, people would say, “I need
half a load”—that is, fifteen bags—and
we’d say, “Yeah, we’ll get it for you. We'll
get the best there is in the market! Just
give us the bread, wait right here, and
don’t worry. We’ll get it for you.” And
we’'d take away the money.

Otherwise, we’d wait for Fridays—in
those days, everybody got paid on Friday.
We’d wait by a train station and we’d fol-
low people, and I would say, “Listen, I
need a quarter for so-and-so,” and then my
partner would come in from behind, and 1
would stab them, or put a gun in their
head. Or sometimes, when we had a gun,
we would take their money away, knock
people over the head, smash faces—any-
thing to get the money we needed.

My partner was about thirty-eight.
He was an old man, he’d been on drugs all
his life. One time we was shooting up on
the roof, and he said the stuff was kind of
heavy. He shot up first. He didn’t have no
veins any more, he was too old. He was
shooting up in the head, the vein in the




temple. He was shooting up there, and he
miscalculated; he passed out. When I
checked him out he was halfway dead, so
I looked in his pocket and I took all the
bread he had, and the set of works. I let
him die there, and I tipped. That’s the last
time I saw my partner.

Sometimes I’d be thinking of my fam-
ily and my mother and that T wanted to
come back, and I'd go back to the house.
My mother, she could see that there was
something wrong, but she would play
blank, or she’d think I was just nervous
and upset, and she let me get away with it.
I guess most mothers are that way. Some-
times she even gave me money too.

1 tried a couple of times, you know, to
kick. T would stay in somebody’s house,
and just try to do something, but the chills
were bad and heavy. I would stay clean
two days—then somebody would come up
and say, “Man, I got the best dope there
18,” and I would get tempted again and get
high and start all over again. It was a vi-
cious circle.

When you get high, you get really re-
laxed. You just want to sit down and nod,
you wanna scratch yourself, and you wan-
na eat sweets, and you enjoy it, like, every-
thing’s passing you by. Sometimes you
hear the radio, you hear the news and
you say, “Oh my God, really—bad one,
hunh...” but you don’t really capture it
—you’re just dozin’ off all day. But when
you get down, when you need some dope I
mean, you start sweating, your nose starts
running, your eyes start running, you
throw up a lot, you get diarrhea, and the
pain in the bones is pitiful. You feel very
uncomfortable, and very violent—like,
very nasty about the whole situation, real,
real, real upset about it. And if you stay
too long that way, you get sick, completely
sick. You start getting the shakes, and
you are unable to get up. But nobody waits
for that point, ‘cause at that point you
can’t go out and hustle any more. So, when
you start getting sick, then you know you
have to go out there and start hustling for
your next cure. You become...you're not
really human any longer. You're like an
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animal, and your own cravings are the
only thing you want to satisfy—you don’t
really give a damn about anyone. I mean,
I wouldn’t doubt it that if I knew my moth-
er had money I would take it all if I needed
it.

When I was sixteen they sent me up
to Bellevue. I didn’t want to stay there,
but I started reading a lot. And I started
doing a lot of thinking in there. I started
reading about different people that start-
ed on dope....I said, “If all this time I
had to make money the way I make it...
if T used that in a good purpose, I'd be rich
pretty soon.” And that was my first initia-
tive to quit—my capitalist initiative. The
same bread I was making for dope, I was
gonna make it for my pocket. I wanted to
become rich, and own a car, and really look
good.

I kicked the habit then, and I went
upstate to Hudson for eighteen months. T
was always rebelling in that place. They
would put me in confinement, do any kind
of thing. They tried to impress me so bad.
But then I found a kind woman, and she
says to me, “Carmen, if you use your idea
that you have here for the right purposes,
I mean, you could really help your peo-
ple.” 1 said, “What people?” So she said,
“Puerto Ricans.” I said, “I ain’t Puerto
Rican! I'm in New York, I'm from New
York. I'm an American citizen.” I kept on
telling her I was an American citizen. And
she said, “That’s very funny,” and that
what I was was Black. I said, “You're a
New Yorker,” and she said, “No, I'm Afri-
can.” And she started sort of giving me
small training, small things to think about
and make me proud of my people. And she
started talking about certain people in my
race, like one time she mentioned Pedro
Albizu Campos, and she started telling
me about how my people had struggled,
and I didn’t even know it ’cause I didn’t
know I had any history; I didn’t know
these things. And when I was in confine-
ment, she would walk into my cell and talk
to me and tell me how proud I should be of
what I was. And when I came out of Hud-
son, I started checkin’ things out, really
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checkin’’em hard, and reading. And I was
really .mmn:zm to know my people, and
many times I went down in the street, and
“Hey, Carmen, I got something good—you
want some?” And I said, “No, man, you
don’t wanna kill me anymore—1I had
enough.”

When I came home, I saw that my
E.o?.ﬁ.l_.&m one that is all right—was
growing and trying to be like me, and I
figured, you know, if he tried to be like
me, we'd have another bum in the family.
So I started giving a good example to him.
And n‘:ma. getting married helps a lot. I got
married, and I started thinking of other
persons’ feelings. I really became sort of
... at this point, T was halfway human. I
started really seeing the problems of the
people outside, and thinking about how
they tried to escape. And I started talking
constantly—every time I would meet a
junkie I would talk to him, and talk, and
rap to him what happened to me. Out of
ten junkies I would catch, one would quit.
And that really done it to my pride, my
ego. So I got to being proud of myself, and
I have been clean since. Now I got three
years, clean.

“Larceny
in my heart...”

) he first time I went
to prison, it was to the Youth House. I was
ten years old and I was, you know, a real
small guy. The big guys always tried to
push on the small guys, so I had a real hard
time there. Since I was so small and I
couldn’t fight with my hands, I'd hit ’em
with a chair, hit ’em with a broom—any-
thing that I could get a hold of to make me
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g.m:. size. I used to get into a lot of trouble
with the counselcrs.

I think the Youth House instead of
making me better, put larceny in my heart.
The food was good, they had a swimming
pool, they had every recreation—but still
ﬁ.rmw :mm.a to make it hard for you. For any
little thing you used to do, they used to
come and smack you behind your head.
Some of them used to punch you and hit
you. I know guys who had their arms
g.o_.,nmz. Me, I got punched around a couple
of times. Matter of fact, I also got kicked
—they just kick you, like, up your ass and
punch you around.

bmnm.w they sent me upstate to Chil-
dren’s Village. Now, Children’s Village
was the same thing. One time when my
mother went up there to see me, they told
her that she couldn’t see me because I was
under discipline. What happened was that
they beat me up so bad that my mother, if
she would have seen me, could :mé
brought it back to court. This guard, he
had me with a bat, and my arm was ,ﬁwd_.
len, my two eyes were swollen and my lip
was guorm:. So he told my mother I was
disciplined, and my mother had to turn

\Wmow. m% the way back to New York, you
now, from upstate all th g
L p e way back to

I did five years up there till T was fif-
teen years old because every time they
used to hit me, that made me so mad and
I’d do the opposite of what they wanted me
to do. So what happened is that I ended up
doing five years there.

In a way, T used to like the home, be-
cause I always did like sports. They had a
baseball team, they had a football team,
and a basketball team—they had track,
they had high-jumping. As a matter of
fact, I won medals for everything that
happened. I didn't have a chance to do
these things in New York City.

When I first went up there, I ran
away three times because I was homesick.
I'wanted to be home with my mother, and I
was trying to get back home. The first time
Iranaway I gotasfar as the highway, and
they caught me. They beat me up, they




gave me discipline, they put me in my
room, they took away my privileges and
everything.’

The second time, it was a week _m.nm,.‘.
As soon as they let me out from my disci-
pline I ran away again. And the same
thing happened. The second time they gave
me two weeks locked up.

Assoon as they let me out, I ran away
again, because I wanted to be home. H:mv\
caught me again, and they gave me 92.:.
pline again. So, I saw for myself, I dug it,
running away wasn'’t the thing, man, v.m-
cause I was just gonna get caught, so I said
I might as well face it, so I stayed up there
for the five years.

When 1 got out it was January. All
winter I stood out of trouble because I was
going to the center at 111th Street to play
basketball. Then when the summer came, I
was looking for a baseball team to join—
you know, so I could keep out of trouble
and stay out in the streets. But it was hard
to find a baseball team. I used to, like, ask a
lot of people—because 1 was lookin’ and
lookin’ and lookin’, and I couldn’t find
nothing—there was nothing there to find,
there was no baseball team, there was
nothing. So I got bored. I started to get
into trouble—I started gang fighting. I as-
saulted this person, and they gave me four
months on Rikers Island. First I went to
the Tombs, since they didn’t have an ado-
lescent bureau at that time.

And the Tombs—they usually throw
you in a cell with bums—bums that have
crabs. Sometimes you can’t use the same
bathroom that they use, because you know
that they’re so infected, and s&ma._ they
throw up you can smell the vomit and
everything like that. So I really got sick. I
was in the Tombs until my :me:.m came
up—that was a week. I pleaded guilty be-
cause I just wanted to get out of the Tombs
because the Tombs is so fucked up. I was
forced, in a wway, to plead guilty, and I
went to Rikers Island.

At Rikers Island I had the same prob-
lem that I had upstste. I was small, and
when you're small ard young a r.un of peo-
ple think they can have sex relations with

you. They think of you as a girl s&ms. you
go in there—they try to make you a girl if
you don’t have no heart. You become a
homosexual if you don’t fight for your
rights. The first time I passed through the
yard a lot of guys looked at me and started
whistling. I told them to whistle to their
mother, and we got into, you know, a big
static, and we got into fights. The first
time, like, I got into a fight, two or three
pigs hit me. After that, they put me in the
bing.

Now the bing is solitary—they put
you in this little room, and in this room
they give you bread and water. For in-
stance, if they give you ten days, every two
days they’ll give you bread and water, and
then the third day they give you a full
meal. It’s supposed to be a full meal, but
what they really do is give you a quarter of
a full regular meal. So you really don’t get
that much to eat. They throw you in there
like you were a dog—just for a little fight
or something. And if you give them a hard
time, they open up your cell and they m:.nw
you up. They punch you, they hit you with
clubs.

One time this pig called me out, Zm.rp
and he told me, “Clean up the recreation
room.” He told me to clean up the recrea-
tion room, and the recreation room was
clean. So I went back and I told the pig,
“Look man, the recreation room is clean.”

So he told me, ‘“Okay, well, go back out
there and close the windows.” So I went
back out there, and the windows were
closed. I told him, “Look, the émzaoé.m are
closed.” So, he told me anyway, “Wait for
me out there.” I went out there and waited
for him. When he came in, he started roll-
ing up his sleeves—so, I asked him, “Look
here, man, whatcha gonna do?” He told
me, “Look man, I don’t like you, w.:m to mm.n.
it off my chest—I'm gonna deal sir. you.

So, I told him, “Look here, man, you re not
gonna hit me for nothing, Um.nm:mm if you
do—I'm gonna break your jaw!” I was
honest with him, you know. I told him _~
was gonna break his jaw because 1 wasn't
gonna let nobody hit me for nothing. .mO_ he
hesitated for a while and then he hit me,

40

right—when he hit me we started fighting
—his partner, instead of coming and
breaking me off, he called the riot squad.
Fifteen people come in and, like, all of
them started hitting me with riot sticks.
They hit me everywhere—they hit me in
my legs, my arms, my back, my neck, and
my head—they hit me so much that the
next day I didn’t get up, because when I
tried to get up I fell on the floor. I tried to
get up again, and I still fell, man—like,
that’s how much the pains were. As a mat-
ter of fact, two weeks later, I still had the
pains, man—that’s how bad they fucked
me up.

Sometimes they would tell you to take
a shower. In the shower, they got these
clubs—1I don’t know how I can say it—it’s
abad word.... We used to call them rubber
dicks because they were made out of rub-
ber, and they were hard, right. So they
told me to take a shower, right. I thought T
was just gonna take a shower, and they
started hitting me with these rubber dicks,
I don’t know if anybody knows how pain-
ful it feels to get hit with a rubber thing
under the shower, man—it opens up the
meat of your skin, your pores, it really
opens it up, and it stings like they’re stick-
ing a whole lot of knives into you. On one
shot it feels like a million stings are hit-
ting you—and they just kept on beating
me with that, and I was trying to get out
of the shower because I was hurting, and
they kept on pushing me under the shower
and hitting me with these things. After
two weeks, like, I still had the pains. And
every day they used to go in my cell and
tell me to get up every time I heard that
key. But I couldn’t get up, so every day
they used to hit me and hit me and hit me,
This went on, for almost two weeks
straight, man, they kept on hitting me and
shit.

By the time I came out of Rikers Is-
land—when T used to see a pig—and I
don’t care what kind of pig it was, man—
I used to hate him—TI used to just look at
him and hate him.

At Rikers Island they had a school, a
tailor shop. I used to work in the tailor
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shop in Rikers Island. It wasn’t so bad, be-
cause it was a man from the streets that
used to work the shop, so I did learn some-
thing—he showed you drafting, and sew-
ing, he showed you how to work pressing
machines. It really wasn’t that bad—Ilike,
all that they showed you, in a way, was
good to learn. But the larceny they used to
put in your heart.... When you came out,
you didn’t want to work. You didn’t want
to work, because you figured why should
you work, man, when you know how these
people messed you around in jail, how they
treated you. Now, you get to hate, you
know, hate people. Really, you don’t go out
to work, man, 'cause true, you learned a
trade and everything like that, but they
say you’re a menace to society—they used
to tell me, ““Georgie, you're a menace to so-
ciety,” as if T was a killer or something.
Yet, they were more killers than me, be-
cause if I was a prison guard, I don’t think
I could hit a brother that’sin there, hit ’em
with a club, and mistreat them—I think I
would be there to help ’em, not to fuck ’em
up, man.

When the brothers took over the
Tombs, I was happy. In a way I almost
cried. When they were broadeasting it over
the radio I knew how it was, man, how they
felt—like when they said that roaches ran
over their beds. It’s true. In jail this is
what happens—the rats, the roaches,
When they give you coffee, the coffee tastes
like rusty water, the oatmeal they give you
in the morning tastes like glue, and the
bread is so hard, man—Iike, they have a
Jjoke in jail that says the bread is so hard
that if it falls on your toe it breaks your
toe, and it’s really something like that—it
wouldn't break your toe, but it’s hard.
Then they give you this thing called Span-
ish rice, man, and it really ain’t Spanish
rice—what it is man, is gooey rice. We got
a brother over here in the Lords that made
some gooey rice upstairs in the mess hall.
His rice was bad, and everybody talked
about it. But you know, I was thinking,
“All these people, they talking about
Lefty’s rice, but they don’t know the rice
they give you in jail.”




What prison did was put more lar-
ceny in my heart, you know. After prison
I couldn’t dig living in society. When I
came out in ’sixty-two, I stayed out almost
five years working in a factory—but it
really was against my will. Every time I
used to work and I used to see that fore-
man, he’d remind me of the prison guard.
It always bothered me. Sometimes I used
to be sewing, right, and I really wasn’t
tired or nothing but all of a sudden I used
to stop my machine and walk away. When
I was working for my boss, like, it would
remind me so much of a jail, it reminded
me of working with people, man, that had
tortured me, and this thing that was in me
—it was put into me while I was in jail. T
used to have hate for any boss I used to
work for—1I didn’t trust no bosses, man. I
used to think they were the same as prison
guards. And my boss, sometimes he used
to ask me, “Well Georgie, how come some-
times you come in so happy in the morn-
ing, and all of a sudden, like, you turn off
your machine and just go home?”” I used to
tell him it was because I just felt sick or
something. But I wouldn’t tell him the ex-
act point, you know, why I felt this way—
that it was because I had a lot of larceny,
like, real larceny in my heart. Really, like,
you know, it was there—probably I would
still be working if I hadn’t heard about the
Young Lords today. I probably would have
still been working there, feeling that way.
Feeling depressed, feeling like I was work-
ing under a ruler or somebody that...you
know, if I didn’t work, I was gonna get hit.
Even though I knew I was free, I could
have quit any time I wanted to and every-
thing like that—but I still had that com-
plex, man, I still had that thing. If I didn’t
work they would lock me up in the bing. If
I didn’t work, I would be outside and I was
gonna go to jail, and everything like that.
So, I was forced to work, working under
pressure, you know, really under pressure.
And I couldn’t see that, man—and then I
heard about the Young Lords, right.

Like, I joined the Young Lords Party,
man. And I seen it, because I seen they
were fighting against the system—the sys-

tem that I always hated. Because when I
was a kid, when I used to go to school, T
used to pledge allegiance—I used to love
the flag, man, you know. I guess I started
hating the United States after I started
going to jail. After I got arrested—the
way they mistreated me, I used to draw,
like, Nazi signs—everything against
America, right, because, like, the system
was so fucked up, man, to me. Okay, you
go to jail when you do something wrong,
and they’re supposed to give you discipline
—but not fuck you around so much that
you get to hate everybody you see. It had
got to a point that I didn’t even trust my
own mother, right—because I didn’t trust
nobody. I thought that everybody was the
same, you know. And then I joined the
Young Lords Party and it gave me a lot of
trust in people again, man.

One day I heard over the radio that
the Young Lords Party had taken over a
church. It was the first time I'd heard
about them. I really didn’t understand
what it was about. I didn’t know it was a
revolutionary group. I didn’t know they
were fighting against pigs—1I just heard
they took over a church, and I thought that
they took it over just to help little kids, and
it was, like, a group that used to help kids
out and that was about it.

So, like, I dug it, you know, because I
remembered when I was a kid I wanted
help—and nobody wanted to give me help.
But that still wasn’t really my thing when
I first heard about it, because I wanted to
help kids out, but I also was against the
system. So I didn’t know what it really
was about.

But that same night I went home af-
ter I heard that over the radio, and it was
on television. I wanted to see how these
guys took over the church, you know, what
was happening, so I put the news on, and
the first guy I see on television was my
cousin. I didn’t know that he was a Lord
because I hadn’t seen him for about six
months. So, when I seen him on television,
I said, “Oh man, you mean my cousin’s a
Lord, man,” and I was curious to find out
what he was doin’ in the Young Lords
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takin’ over a church for a free breakfast
program. Because me and him, we had got
into a lot of static with pigs when were
younger, right, we had got a lot of foot up
our ass when we were younger because we
used to hang out together, you know.

So, I went down there and I asked him
what’s the Lords about, and he explained
to me it was a revolutionary group, it was
a group that was fighting against the sys-
tem ’cause the system was fucked up—
they were trying to get better housing for
the people, and he told me about the health
thing—in other words they were trying to
help the Puerto Rican people, the Black
people, all oppressed people. So, like, I dug
it, I dug it because I knew I was oppressed,
man, and this thing was something I was
looking for a long, long time, right—some-
thing I knew, like, was in me. The only
thing was, there’d been no group there to
tell me, “Well, come on, be in it”—there
was no group doing this, you know. So I
told my cousin I wanted to join.

I went to the Young Lords’ office. I
wanted to join the first day ’cause I knew
that this was my thing, but everybody was
quiet. T just walked out’cause I seen every-
body not talking to me and everything like
that. But the following week I went back
because that’s how bad I wanted to join. So
I went back, and the people still kept quiet.
One day, I wanted to join so bad that fi-
nally I opened my mouth—I told them,
““Look, man, how do you join?” So, they
talked to me, they told me how to go to
Political Education class. I went to P.E.
class, and then the following day, like, I be-
came a Friend of the Lords. I was a Friend
of the Lords for two weeks. I became a
Lord-in-training.

Now I know I'm fighting for all op-
pressed people—people that I felt like
meeting for many years, you know, and
never had—people that had been suffer-
Ing, man, people who had been getting mis-
treated not only in jail, but out on the
street. And I'm fighting against people
like the landlords, right, who have been
fucking people around— we've started
working on that now—and we're fighting
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in hospitals. You know, when they told me
we were going to take over Lincoln Hospi-
tal—oh man, that. was the happiest thing
that happened to me in my whole life. In
the meeting I told Fi, like, “Oh, man, that’s
vmms.z?:_ man.” You know, he looked at
Em.:wm I was crazy, because T was just a
Friend of the Lords at that time, and he
figured maybe I'd be shook up, I'd be a lit-
tle nervous, you know—first offensive or
something like that—but I wasn’t, man.
This was something T wanted to do. And,
you know, when we took it over I was so
happy, I wasn’t even thinking of the pigs.
I was really happy—even though T could
have got killed in there, you know, or some-
thing like that—because I'd been to Lin-
coln so many times.

One time, I seen a brother there, he
was shot three times—he was there on the
table, you know, laying on the stretcher
for two hours, two hours, man, with three
bullets in him. I could see it if they would
have took two x-rays and were waiting to
see where the bullets were, I could see that,
but they hadn’t even brought him in for
x-rays yet—and he was waiting there for
two hours with three bullets in him. And I
seen old ladies with pains, you know, sit-
ting down....T live around Lincoln, so I
used to go to the emergency room a lot, and
I used to see these old ladies and every-
thing.

So, when they told me, like, we're
gonna take it over to improve the thing
there, I was happy, because I was thinking
about those old ladies I seen there, I was
thinking about the brother that was laying
on the stretcher, and I knew that if we took
it over, we might have got hurt, but yet,
we was gonna improve the hospital one
way or another.

I know there's gonna be a time we
gonna have to pick up the gun, or they
gonna kill us, man. I know, like, I might
die, but yet I know, like, I'm gonna die for
my people, so when my son grows up he’s
gonna live a better life, right. And I know
when his kids grov up, they're gonna live
a better life. You know, in time it's gonna
be that way, man, because people are up-
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tight, really fucked over. )
For instance, they’re over there in , =m<°F= - -oz
Viet Nam having all these people killed
and spending all this money, but yet, they ;
won’t think about putting that money into E- - = - z - : m
a day care center, right. Mothers who have
kids in day care centers, they could go to
work, you know. They tell 'em, “Yeah, I'll 4 <°F= - -o z

give you welfare,” but what good is wel- ,
fare gonna do—welfare ain’t gonna let “Let me say at the risk
them live like other people are living over - i . Be
here, right. Like they’re not gonna give , of seeming ridiculous that
’em luxuries, they’re not gonna have cars, | a frue HQGO—G-mO-ﬂ: is
they’re not gonna have nothing. So really, ; ided b “ae
they're not doing nothing for the Puerto i guide y great feelings
Rican people by giving them welfare and of love.”
shit like that. The way they treat my peo-
ple, man, my people—all oppressed people
—the way they treat 'em is like dogs.

They’ll send rockets up there to the
moon, right? They’re throwing these bil-
lions of dollars away to go some place
where there’s no life, there’s no nothing,
but they won’t give them to our people. If
they care for our people so much,’how come
they don’t put that money to work, like,
for them? And that’s why I think I joined
the Young Lords Party.

If a pig ever kills me and I'm fighting
for my people, I'll die happy because I'll
know I gained something by dying. Now,
if I’'m not in the revolution and I just die
of a heart attack, I'll probably die sad be-
cause I'll know I didn’t do shit for nobody.

CHE GUEVARA




being freed from her menial position,
either as the lowest-paid worker or as
household slave, will be out of the home
more. She will be freed from the major re-
sponsibility of rearing children—because
we feel that that should be the responsibil-
ity of the man as well as the woman. And
if neither is going to be in the home that
much, there should be some kind of day-
care setup. Revolutionary day care centers
will be necessary in a Socialist society.

The concept of marriage will change,

because marriage right now is a kind of
slave contract. You get auctioned off by
how pretty you are. You get bought, and
you spend the rest of your life slaving for
your purchaser. There’ll be no more of that
buying of a person because both the male
and the female will be looked upon as
equals in the society. Probably, in the fu-
ture, marriage itself, as a contract, will
not exist. It will just be a head thing be-
tween two people who want to relate to
each other at a certain point, and then if
they don’t want to relate to each other any-
more, they’ll just split up. It won’t be nec-
essary for people to pay money to some city
hall, or get some priest to say a few words
over their heads to join them forever until
death do them part, 'cause that’s a lot of
bullshit. People will have the freedom to
relate to each other as humans, to enjoy
each other intellectually, sexually, and
whatever else.

1 don’t see where there are any great
advantages to the nuclear family at this
point. Actually the concept of two individ-
uals living together off somewhere is self-
ish and non-Socialist. Under capitalism it
has been very useful to have that nuclear
family because one person goes out to
work, and the other person in the group
stays at home and performs another kind
of work—housework, which is shitwork,
and raising of children. When you change
to a structure of socialism, in which all
people are equal in work and working in
the society, you no longer have that thing
where one person is a prisoner in the home.

We see the struggle, the national lib-
eration struggle, coming as a two-person
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force—brothers and sisters fighting for
their national liberation together. What
we're trying to do is point out to the broth-
ers that they’ve gotta start accepting us
as people who think and feel, and eventu-
ally we’ll be able to deal with each other as
compatieros and compafieras and there
won’t be this inferiority feeling.

Now in the Women’s Liberation
Movement, you have different women from
different classes (although primarily from
the middle class) some of whom are very
reformist, some of whom want to turn the
tables and just be the capitalist oppressors
of everybody else, and a large number,
really, who are revolutionaries.

We say right on to any women who
are revolutionaries. They're getting their
shit together, they have to deal with the
white man, who is probably at the top of
the heap in terms of being a capitalist op-
pressor, and they’ve got a heavy battle—
they’ve got to fight their husbands and
their fathers. We support them, and they
should support us in our struggle.

But we do have some different views.
For one thing, we feel we can’t have a dog-
matic position on abortion. It would be in-
correct for us to either be completely in
favor of abortion or completely against it.
You see, we're very much aware of how
genocide is practiced on Puerto Rican peo-
ple and all Third World people through
birth control programs, population control
programs, and abortion programs. We
could certainly not support any kind of
abortion program which meant that if you
wanted to get your welfare check, you'd
better have an abortion and not have any
more kids—that if you wanted a govern-
ment subsidy of some kind or food stamps
you had to limit the amount of your chil-
dren because you didn’t get paid enough
money in your job at the factory to be able
to support more than a certain number.
The Kennedy family can afford to have as
many children as they want because they
can support all of them. Only if you're a
capitalist can you have a large family, and
this is one of the inequalities in the system
that is constantly being pointed out.
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. Y We have to have the kind of society
X where a woman can determine for herself
A5 whether or not she wants to have a child—
not on the basis of whether that child will
eat, because all children will be eating and
will be well-clothed and well-educated, but
VR just on the basis of how many children she
feels like having at that time. Also, in a
system such as ours, where abortion is
kind of a forced thing—sisters have to
have abortions in hospitals where they
may die. Carmen Rodriguez, one of our sis-
ters, was the first woman to die of an
abortion after the abortion law was passed
in New York State. She died in Lincoln
Hospital because she was operated on in
the supply room in a hospital overrun with
garbage, filth and decay, where the elec-
trical wiring is all hanging out loose. She
died because the doctor that did the abor-
tion has to do too many a day—so that
after doing several he’s very overtired, and
very fuzzy about what he’s doing. This is
the kind of thing that happens under a
system where health care is not taken care
of, in a system that gives individuals total-
ly unequal treatment.

We have decided that we say, “Yes,
we support abortion under a system where
abortion is not forced, under a system
where there is community control of abor-
ﬂozm. of health services, of all institu-
tions.” One of the problems we have in the
Party now is that the sisters in the Party
g cannot even stay pregnant. We have so
many miscarriages—Puerto Rican women
as a whole have more miscarriages and de-
%:.5& births than the rest of the popula-
tion—that we’ve always said that this is
! gonna be the last generation of Puerto
E m_nm.:m if we don’t look out. They’re trying
] st_cm.:m out any way they can. If the pigs

\ don’t kill us on the street, they wipe us out
N n other ways—physically and emotional-
_u( Iy and mentally. So we say, “End all geno-
& cide. >vo._.:o:m under community control.”
N\ — An individual woman, you know, has

i

the right to control her own body. Obvi-
) ously, any kind of control over your own
Ry Jo&a by physical means or through things
_\:ﬁm forced abortion, on the one awa. or
29 N

o

Z
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not allowing women to have abortions on
the other, is a form of slavery. But if Sm;.m
gonna talk about that kind of liberation
I'think that before a woman can really con-
trol her own body, she has to liberate her
E:al.m:a befcre a woman can liberate
her mind, both brothers and sisters have
to have their minds liberated.,

‘.Egm basic criticism that we have of
our sisters in Women'’s Liberation is that
ﬂ:mw‘ m:oc_%& isolate themselves, because
in ~mo_mrﬁm yourselves from your broth-
ers, and in not educating your brothers
you're making the struggle mmﬁm«m»mlu
that’s again another division, the same
way that capitalism has divided Blacks
from Puerto Ricans, and Puerto Ricans
from whites, and Blacks from whites. This
mowm of division has kept a revolutjon from
taking place a long time ago. Racism has
tobe eliminated, and that whole division of
male from female has to be eliminated, and
9@. only way you can do that is through
political education. T don’t believe that a
group of women should get together just
to educate themselves, and then not goout
and educate the brothers.

When the Party got started, there
were very few sisters. It was mostly broth-
ers, and those sisters that were in the
Party got vamped on constantly. We didn’t
have a chance to contribute politically, we
weren’t growing or developing, we were
not in leadership positions at all. We were
wimmwﬂ& to doing office work, typing, tak-
Ing care of whatever kids were around,
being sex objects. When a new sister would
come in the door, all the brothers would
crowd around her and say, “Hey, baby,
what’s happening? You really are fine,
wow!” and all this stuff. We objected to
that. We saw that we really weren’t gonna
be able to do any kind of constructive or.
ganizing in the community without sisters
actively involved in the Party, because
most of the people that we're organizing
are women with children, through the

free-breakfast program and through the
free-clothing drive and the health care
programs. So, we brought this up to Cen-
tral Committee and it was decided that a

~




be very difficult because the brainwashing
hasbeen so heavy. Women have been brain-
washed into believing that they are weak,
that they are not fighters, that they are
not capable of picking up guns—in fact,
they’re supposed to be afraid of guns,
afraid of anything mechanical.

Our role is to educate sisters so that
they can be a vital part of the revolution.
Since we see the struggle in this country
as basically being one of urban guerrilla
warfare, the woman must take a major
role because of the mobility she has—a
much greater mobility than a man’s. The
fact is that pigs are male chauvinists, so
they may not be as inclined to shoot a
woman walking down the street with her
children, a pocketbook, and some bundles
of groceries that may contain bombs; they
may not be as brutal toward a woman
when she’s arrested. We have to use that
kind of chauvinism.

o3 We also don’t want a revolution to

x&/a happen after the revolution. We don’t

3\ want to say, “Well, we want a socialist so-

,.ﬂwa. ‘ciety, we want to have armed struggle,”

> and after all that’s over, still have to deal
with the fact that women are oppressed.

In the Algerian Revolution, women
were the carriers of weapons — they
couldn’t actually use them. And the posi-
tion of women in Algeria today is still an
inferior one. The revolution in Cuba was
also one in which the woman in most cases
did not play a role as fighter, and today
there’s a big women’s liberation struggle
going on inside the country.

Now, in the Vietnamese struggle the
sisters are probably the most liberated
women in the world. That’s because all the
sisters in North Vietnam are fighting, and
they’re fighting right alongside the broth-
ers, and sometimes in front of them. We
want that kind of thing to happen here.

The whole concept of machismo—that
man is superior in all ways—has devel-
oped among our people because the Third
World man is so oppressed by outside
forces—by the system, by capitalism—
that he’s taught to believe that the only
wayr he can get hack at this is hy being su-

perior to women.

Machismo is a word that is used to
depict a certain tendency among Latin
males. It doesn’t mean that machismo
doesn’t exist among white males—it’s just
that it’s not as obvious. Among white men,
their whole machismo thing is, like, who
can make better business deals or take over
a large corporation. A man is respected by
virtue of the money he has. But since the
Third World man doesn’t have any money,
he’s respected by his fellows for how much
balls he’s got, and how much he can op-
press women, and how many women he can
take to bed and use and fuck over. So that
although machismo is not just a Latin
thing—and we’d like to make sure that
idea gets corrected—it is more apparent
in oppressed communities.

When you look to any group to find
out who’s the most oppressed, it's always
gonna be the women. Whether it’s in the
bourgeoisie, or the working class or lum-
pen proletariat, it doesn’t make any differ-
ence. Just look at a woman and you’ll find
the story of real oppression in this society.
In our case, our oppression is threefold.
It’s first the oppression under capitalism
that affects all people of the Third World;
secondly, there’s the oppression under cap-
italism that affects women in terms of jobs
and things like that; and thirdly, there’s
the oppression that we receive from our
own men.

In Puerto Rican society, the woman
is taught to cater to the needs of her fam-
ily, in particular to the demands of her
father or husband. She’s taught that she is
inferior in her own ways. Like, sometimes
she is taught not to enjoy sex. The man, of
course, can go out and enjoy it—this is
being very macho.

I wasliving with a brother who was a
real macho, a real street cat. He had been
a dope fiend, you know. He was very re-
spected on the streets since he could fight,
and all the other men looked up to him—
that’s how brothers judge each other, like
who’s got more balls and who’s more down.
Usually when they get into fights with
each other, it’s not even over a woman, it’s
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Just like a stand-off between two roosters
—two roosters digging each other to see
who's the king of the barnyard.

This brother’s whole thing was, he
couldn’t stand me to go out on the street in
short skirts, not because he didn’t like me
in short skirts, but because other men
would see my legs, and T was his property.
When his friends came over, I was just
supposed to sit there and look pretty while
the rest of them had the conversations—
every once in a while I could nod my head
or smile or put some little comment in, but
usually it was ignored. Most of my time
would be spent making coffee and bringing
it in and serving it to people, and then his
friends would leave, and he would go dig
the TV, and Id have to do the cleaning up.
He used to insist on my going to visit his
mother all the time, so that I would see
what kind of a woman he wanted me to be.
His mother never went anywhere. She was
a slave in the home.

Now, supposedly this brother liked
liberated women, but T think this just
meant sexually liberated women. A woman
was still supposed to be a slave in all the
other areas of the relationship. His whole
idea of what was good in a woman was for
her to be attractive, to be sexy (but not
really sexy), and then to know how to cook
and sew and eventually have a whole ot
of children.

Whenever we’d walk down the street
together, I was supposed to walk a little
bit behind him to show that I was his prop-
erty, and that nobody else should either
say anything to me or touch me or look at
me in a funny way—not because this
would offend me, but because it would in-
sult his machismo. If anybody looked at
me in the street, that was taking his balls
away. He wouldn’t get into a physical
thing in the streets because that made him
look like what he considered to be a punk
—s0 he would wait until we would get
home, and then the fights would start. He
would feel free to hit me because nobody
else was around. That’s a macho attitude
—that women are physically inferior, so
if they’re not doing what the man thinks
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is the correct thing, they should be beaten
up. And, like, a lot of women are just get~
ting tired of getting their asses kicked.

You see a lot of women with a black
€ye or scars on their face, and you know
what’s been going on at home—their hus-
band or their old man has been beating the
shit out of ’em—and there’s nothing that
they can do. You can’t complain to any-
body—nobody else is gonna stand up for
you, because that’s supposedly the code of
the streets. It's something that we’re gon-
na have to educate our sisters and our
brothers out of.

One of the things that I've noticed in
most Puerto Rican homes is that the meal-
time’s really a drag. The woman cooks all
day long for the family. Naturally, the
first person she serves is her husband—she
mayeven serve him better food than every-
body else, ’cause there may not be enough
meat to go around. Okay, he sits down and
eats a whole meal, then she serves the kids
and whatever relatives are hangin’ around
and friends. A lot of times there’s not even
enough food left for her to eat after she's
been cooking since maybetwo o’clock in the
afternoon, or if there is, she eats by her-
self, and then she has all the dishes to do.
Meanwhile, everybody else has gone out to
watch the ball game or out on the styeets,

I rebel against that when I go to peo-
ple’s homes, and the woman is up there
serving me. I tell her I'm not gonna eat
unless she sits down too at the table. It
seems like a petty little point, but after
day after day of doing that, the woman
starts hating the people that she’s feeding.
Frankly, I wouldn’t blame her if she start.
ed poisoning the family. The whole atti-
tude is that she’s some kind of hired hand
in the home. She’s just there to be used, not
only by her husband but by her sons. (A
lot of women that don't have husbands, you
know, are told by their sons when they can
go to the movies, when they can g0 out.
And they won’t set foot out of the house
without one of their sons.)

I think that a revolution—a socialist
revolution—will break down the family
structure as we know it now. The woman,



roles and will not let them out.

Machismo also can be the thing of
brothers in the street saying, “I’m a man
—1I'll kill anyone that messes with me, ex-
cept a policeman.” Brothers are ready to
fight, ready to kill each other, over slights
on each other’s manhood. But when it
comes to our real oppressors—police, or
greedy businessmen, or landlords, or poli-
ticians—no one is ever very ready to fight
them.

We're all frustrated and we all have
aggressions inside us, but what we’ve got
to do is focus these aggressions on the peo-
ple who have caused them. Our sisters are
victims of the same oppression. If we're
gonna have a revolutionary army, our sis-
ters must develop and grow, just as we
have to. And if we come on with a thing
that all the leaders have to be men and all
the responsibility and dangerous jobs are
gonna be given over to men, then we’re not
going to make the revolution.

When people come in off the street
they have to deal with their own self-image
and how they relate to sisters before they
can deal with these concepts. They find it
very hard to change their heads. One of
the things we’ve found is that brothers
can’t change their heads by themselves.

We have been having a weekly male
caucus to discuss the oppression of our sis-
ters not only in the Party, but in our com-
munity in general, because we recognize
machismo as one of the biggest problems
in making our revolution.

It turned out to be very interesting,
because even those brothers who felt that
they were liberated turned out to be into a
very heavy male chauvinist thing—it was
so deeply rooted in all of us. It was very
painful for people to begin talking about
their own private lives, 'cause, like, one of
the things we all haveis that we don’t want
anyone to know our deep, dark secrets.
And when you begin to talk with a group
of thirty people or more about your atti-
tude toward sisters and your sex life and
your emotional problems, you get afraid
that people are gonna laugh at you and
think you're less of a man. For instance,

we had a situation where one of the broth-
ers said that he had met a sister, and they
just spent the entire evening talking with
each other and getting to know each other
—Ilike they slept in the same bed and they
didn’t make love. He found it very hard to
tell us this, because he was afraid that
everyone would laugh at him. And a lot of
the brothers, coming out of their own male
chauvinism, did think that he was a fool
for that. See, if you're in bed with a
woman, there’s only one reason you should
be there—to make love, because a woman
is a sexual object, she’s not a human being
that you talk to, and learn about and get
to know.

The brother went through a lot of
changes to tell us, but then the people who
laughed at him were put through a lot of
changes themselves—because they had to
examine how they were looking at the sis-
ters they were relating to. What they
wanted to relate to was getting down to
business. A lot of people when they were
told, “Well, you’re just looking at a sister
as a piece of meat,” got very uptight about
it. They said, “Well, it’s a natural thing,
that’s the way men look at women and
women look at men.”

We’vetalked about all kinds of things,
like the fact that brothers don’t know how
to talk about sisters. Words like “broad”
and “chick” are negative terms—again,
they take away the humanness of the peo-
ple that you’re applying them to, and make
them into objects. Of course, no brother
would like to be referred to as, “That’s my
stud,” or something like that. Instead of
saying ‘“manpower,” we’re trying now to
use the word “peoplepower,” ’cause we're
not only talking about men—we’re talking
about brothers and sisters. This isn’t an
organization of just men. At first, people
said, “Well, it’s just words. Terminology
doesn’t mean anything, you know, it’s how
you really feel.” We had to break that
down. Words do show an attitude, and if
you want to change that attitude, you have
to begin by changing the words that you're
using to deseribe people.

Another thing we talked about was
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how you relate to sisters honestly. You
know, if you want to go to bed with some-
one, how do you let them know that? Do
you give them a whole rap about how much
you.love them and how much you want to
spend the rest of your life with them, or
do you tell them honestly, “I dig you, and
let’s go to bed”? So we rapped about that,
and then we went from one extreme to an-
other where brothers who used to have this
long, complicated, bullshit rap, started
coming on to sisters—like, they’d meet a
sister and three hours later they’d be tell-
ing her, “Yeah, I dig you. Why don’t we
make it?” which was, like, again, not what
we’re talking about.

One of the greatest problems in this
country is how dehumanized everything
is. When the brothers deny the humanity
of the sisters, they also deny their own
humanity.

We live in a system where your posi-
tion in life is determined by how much you
own directly, or how much you control di-
rectly, or how many people you can ma-
nipulate or control. Those people who own
a lot, who possess a lot of material things,
who can control other people on their jobs
and within their families, are said to be
successful. Madison Avenue tells our peo-
ple “You’ve got to have this, this and this.
...If you do, you're a groovy person,
you're a swinger. If you have a new car,
you’re gonna make it with a lot of girls. If
you use a certain perfume, you're gonna
be able to entice a lot of men.”

Our people strive to be successful in
those terms, but every time they try to
move forward toward that apple that’s be-
ing held in front of them, they're blocked.
And you know, they don’t understand that
it’s all a sham, that it’s only Madison Ave-
nue—plastic America selling its products
to people by telling them “You’re not good
as a human being unless you possess all of
these things.” So, our people work hard
and, like, they’ll never make it—because
the system isn’t constructed for that kind
of mobility. *

A sense of self-destruction begins to
build up—people striking out at each other
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because they can’t put their finger exactly
on what’s wrong, but they know that
there’s a lot of things that they’re sup-
posed to have and they don’t have them.

This is one of the things that we're
trying to educate people about, that all of
this anger and frustration that we feel,
like the sense that we’re nothing, have
no power over our lives, are not suc-
cesses in the sense that America defines
success—it’s not because we're not worth
anything, which is the way a lot of people
begin to feel.

We're trying to tell our people that
this is not happening to us because of us—
this is happening because it’s all planned,
it’s been done consciously. Those Madison
Avenue people are very smart, man, and
they study psychology, and they know how
to make people want something. This sys-
tem is constructed in such away that we're
supposed to strive as much as we can be-
cause the system benefits from us working
as hard as we can even though they know
that they’re not gonna let us make it.

A lot of us came into the Lords and
we had been exactly that type of person,
where we were into impressing other peo-
ple. Many of us who worked used to spend
our entire salaries on going out and spend-
ing money, living very quickly with our
money trying to prove something we
weren’t even sure of. It isn’t until you be-
gin to get political that you understand
exactly what you were doing and what you
were trying to prove, and begin to analyze
why you felt frustrated, why you could
partysix days out of seven, and goout with
a lot of girls and wine and dine, and it
would still be very empty—you know, you
would still have the feeling that you were
drifting, and not having any roots in any-
thing.

When I first came into the Party, I
was into a lot of partying and into, like, a
very heavy male chauvinist, deceitful, and
lying thing. T was into a whole ego trip
about how many sisters I was relating to
at the same time and how beautiful they
all were, and how they all cared for me. I
was this big lover, Don Juan-type cat.
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women’s caucus would be formed for our
own political development, and because a
lot of sisters were not at the point where
they could discuss a lot of the things that
bothered them in the presence of brothers,
and they needed that kind of solidarity with
other sisters in the Party for strength.

From the caucus, we developed an
awareness of what Women’s Liberation is
all about and the role of the woman in the
revolution. As we began to grow and dev-
elop politically, we started to force the
brothers to deal with us within the Party.
One thing we realized was that although
the Thirteen Point Program said, “We
want equality for women. Machismo must
be revolutionary and not oppressive,” ma-
chismo was never gonna be revolutionary.
Saying “revolutionary machismo” is like
saying “revolutionary fascism” or “revo-
lutionary racism”—it’s a contradiction.
And so, through our political growth and
development, that point in the program
was changed.

We also started correcting and disci-
plining the brothers for their male chau-
vinism, because then we understood it
wasn’t just about a brother beating up a
sister, but that in a political party it could
be much more subtle. For example, the De-
fense Ministry was made up only of broth-
ers, even though the Party said that the
Defense Ministry is not to be looked upon
as a goon squad; it’s not about how many
muscles you have—it’s about how sharp
and intelligent, quick-thinking, fast-act-
ing you are, how well you can deal with
strategy and tactics. So through Women’s
Caucus there are now sisters who play a
major role in Defense.

After a while, we were faced with a
real contradiction. Here we were growing
in the Women’s Caucus and getting much
more political and jumping on brothers
who didn’t understand a lot of times where
we were coming from. A lot of brothers in
the Party are off the street, and they don’t
know about male chauvinism from a hole
in the wall. They were getting very up-
tight behind the fact that they were get-
ting disciplined every time they opened

their mouths. So that one of the things that
we pushed for was theestablishment of the
Men’s Caucustocorrect that. Now the men
in the Party meet at the same time that
the women do. They discuss the fucked-up
things that society has put in their heads.
They’re dealing with “What is a man?”
After several months of having separate
caucuses, we're now having brothers and
sisters meet together at each branch to dis-
cuss sexism, because we were tending to-
ward a separation that we didn’t want.

You know, I don’t believe in the con-
cept of just a liberated woman; I believe
that there has to be a liberated man too—
that a liberated woman without a liber-
ated man is not gonna be a liberated wom-
an, that men have to get away from this
whole hangup on their masculinity being
their penis. ’Cause that’s not what it’s
about—there are very few differences be-
tween male and female, other than bio-
logical ones, and we have to get to that
level of understanding.

Yes, there is still male chauvinism in
the Party—it’s a difficult struggle for a
man to liberate himself after twenty-three
or twenty-four or twenty-five years of
being a macho. But there is a new man
evolving, just like there is a new woman
evolving. It’s not just the women who are
pointing out male chauvinism, the men are
even disciplining other men because of it.
It’s gonna be very gradual, but I can see
it, it’s happening.

I remember when I first joined the
Party, the Central Committee and the of-
ficers would give a lot of speeches, and
whenever they would be talking to people
in the community, they would say, “And
you brothers must be warriors! And we
men must struggle together in the revolu-
tion!” You know, sisters were never men-
tioned. When any of us would point that
out, we would get, like, jumped on. They
would say, “Oh, that’s that Women’s Lib
stuff,” you know.

As we developed our own strength, it
got to a point where the blatant things
were wiped out, but then we couldn’t rec-
ognize the very subtle forms of chauvinism
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that go on inthe Party. But we’re reaching
that level now. Now we’re getting into
questions like brothers who insist on relat-
ing to a couple of different sisters in the
Party, but on the other hand, the sisters,
or the sister that they're living with, can’t
relate to anybody else. The whole concept
of jealousy, the whole concept of monog-
amy—we're exploring new ideas about
these kinds of things. We know that we
have to educate ourselves before we can
educate the people in the streets.

Like, the whole thing of prostitution
—we're trying to break down attitudes
toward that. Being a prostitute has noth-
ing to do with sex. These sisters are not
sluts; they’re women who are forced by
their condition to have to sell their bodies
to men to make a living. But once a woman
in our community has that label, she’s like
a piece of shit, nobody’ll go near her. Actu-
ally, both our men and our women are
forced to prostitute themselves daily—
they’re forced to prostitute themselves in
factories, they’re forced to prostitute
themselves with bosses, they have to grovel
and shuffle. That’s prostitution.

You know, every time I go to the Mu-
seum of Natural History, I dig the skulls
and the bones of those Neanderthal men,
and I dig the people sitting there laughing
at them, like, “Aha, look at those stupid
cavemen, with their thick skulls. They
were really like animals.” I think that
maybe two hundred years from now, peo-
ple are gonna sit and look at skulls of
present-day people, and they’re gonna
laugh and think what kind of animals we
were, because we still kill, we still hate, we
still have a hell of a lot of animal instincts
that we have to grow out of. And the only
way that we can do that, of course, is
through structures that liberate people—
because, until people are liberated from
having to work all their lives and to die,
having done nothing and not having
grown, until the creativity of the human
being is released, you will not have com-
munism. The first step toward that is al-
lowing over half the population in the
world to become released to be creative.
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“Revolution means
change from the top -
to the bottom,
and that includes
the way we deal
with each other
as human beings.”

RICHIE PERET

ale chauvinism
is a problem that every man has by virtue
of being raised in this society. In our com-
munity machismo is something that is a
particular problem. It’s one of the trade-
marks of Latin culture. It is that exagger-
ated sense of manhood that constantly
must be proven in a number of different
ways.

Because of the frustrations that
Puerto Rican men have gone through un-
der the capitalist system, a lot of them
have turned their anger inward upon
themselves and the women in their lives.
A man says, “Well, I can’t control any-
thing else in my life, but in my home I'm
gonna be the king. And that means my
wife does everything I say, my daughters
do everything T say, my girlfriend does
everything I say—and nobody dares ques-
tion me.”” We put women into the roles of
wife, mother, girlfriend. sexual partner,
housekeeper, all-around clean-up person
—really preventing the sisters from de-
veloping because we put them in these




you finish everything you have before you
get up there—kill it quick before you've
got to share it with everybody else—or are
you willing to share what you got? If you
examine the thing itself, it’s a little thing,
but coming from the motivation, that’s
what’s happening inside the Party.

I believe that when you start digging
at what motivates people, what makes
them move, what makes them tick, then
you can get down to the basis of economic
and political systems and the rest of it. Be-
cause simultaneously with your political
and economic, cultural and religious, and
whatever revolution, you also have to
make a revolution within the minds of
people. If you can’t do that, then chalk it
up, 'cause you gonna have some socialists
who got capitalist minds—and then you
gotta start your shit all over again. And
that’s how come Mao had a cultural revo- |
lution long after he took power. That’s how
come in Cuba they’ve had some problems.
And because we learned from the past,
right, we don’t have to go through that
same thing. We're trying to become more |
efficient by having that revolution now,
rather than going through it after we take
the power of the state. That’s the beauty ]
of the American revolution that’s goingon *
now, that’s the beauty of the Young Lords
Party.

When I first got involved in a street
action and I saw this old lady throw a bot-
tle at a pig, I mean, that did it—that
cemented my commitment to the revolu-
tion right there. I said if this old woman
can throw that bottle, then look out,
they’ve had it. I had this flash, you know,
that it’s inevitable we’re going to win. See,
before that, when I used to read Mao, I
used to say what the fuck’s he talking
about that it's inevitable we’re going to
win—he ain’t over here, he did his shit
forty years ago, easy for him to write that.
But I know what he means now. I know
when 1 see it inside the Party. I mean,
when I see brothers off the block, hustlers,
you know, talking about, “I got to deal
with my male chauvinism,” when I see
that—man, I feel like we can do anything.

58

THE PARTY

“If our people fight
one tribe at a time,
all will be killed.
They can cut off our
fingers one by one,
but if we join
together we’ll make
a powerful fist.”

LITTLE TURTLE, MASTER GENERAL OF THE
MIAMI INDIANS, 1791




When people started talking about male
chauvinism, at first I didn’t want to relate
it to myself at all. I said, “Well, I'm not a
male chauvinist, man—that’s not me that
they’re talking about.”” And as we got
deeper into it, and as I got more involved
in the Party and left my job and was re-
lating to the Party full-time, I had to begin
to deal with my male chauvinism because
it was sort of interfering with my work—
like, people were beginning to pull my coat
about my attitude toward sisters.

When we began talking about things
at the male caucus it was the first time I
had ever talked to a big group of people
about my personal life. I began to really
examine my own attitude toward sisters
and understand that, as a male chauvinist,
as soon as a sister would walk in the door,
the first thing I would think about was,
you know, can I rap to this sister? Is she
pretty? Is she pretty enough for me? I
wouldn’t think, as I should have, is this
sister gonna be a good revolutionary? The
first thing I began to be more conscious of
was the way I was thinking and the atti-
tude that type of thinking was coming
from.

I've been in the Party now for, like,
three-quarters of the year, soI'm sortof on
the way to dealing with the male chauvin-
ist shit. But a lot of the other brothers are
just beginning.

From this point on we're gonna be
having a joint caucus of brothers and sis-
ters. We are all gonna sit down together
and begin to talk about how to relate to
each other inside the struggle, so that we
don’t have to stop our revolution to deal
with this problem. See, one of the things
that we understand is that because we're
oppressed people we have a lot of neuroses
to deal with. It’s no use making revolution
if after we make it and take state power
we're as fucked-up as the people we re-
place. We not only have to change the poli-
tical structure of this country, we’ve also
got to change everything else. Revolution
means change from the top to the bottom,
and that includes the way we deal with
each other as human beings.

“"We’'re trying to
make a society
where opportunity
is the rule

for everybody.”

PABLO “YORUBA" GUIMAN

eally what the
Young Lords Party is about is a very fast
process of growing up. Let’s say you're in
the Young Lords Party six months—those
six months are like five years spent in a
normal life. A day in the Party is like a
week. Like, I came into the Party when I
was eighteen and I'm twenty now—and
there are times I've gone through so much,
I feel like I’ve gone through two other peo-
ple’s lifetimes. That's what we’reall about.
We're not so much about political take-
overs and coups and military maneuvers,
but about a very fast process of maturing
that goes on inside the Party, of having to
deal with problems that are on a very high
level—so that when you’re thirteen you
learn how to deal with people in their twen-
ties and thirties.

Suppose you have to work on the
breakfast program, right. You have to
deal with how you handle twenty kids at,
the same time—little kids can be a pain in
the ass, you know, at nine o'clock in the
morning. You gotta keep ‘em happy, keep
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’em swingin’, get 'em to eat and then get
’em out, and do it so that you don’t become
like a nursery school, you don’t really want
to be their teacher. You know, when a Lord
goes through this kind of thing, it’s the
best training there is for dealing with life
and trying to change it.

Being a Lord is not about accepting
life—that’s what we’ve been taught, to
accept life, to accept shit the way it is, be-
cause we ain’t got the power to change
nothing. Being a Lord is about saying,
“Now that I know where things are at, I'm
equipped to go out there and change the
motherfucker. Go out there and meet it
head on, and take it, see, and defeat it.”
The main thing that motivates you is that
you know you can win, you know you can
doit.

Media people often ask me, “Well,
where do you plan to go? Where is the
revolution gonna go?” And it’s hard to ex-
plain to them that I know where it’s gonna
go just by looking at the Young Lords
Party. I look at the Party, and I see the
drug addicts who stop taking drugs and
start dealing with trying to build some-
thing, deal with discipline, deal with tak-
ing their push-ups. The most individual-
istic people in the world are the people who
have to come up off the street. Cause on
the street, you're taught to look out for
number one, and number one is you and
fuck everybody else. When those people
start looking out for other people, they
start saying, “We have to think about the
collective,” you know where the revolution
is going, you know what socialism’s about.
You know that somehow the Young Lords
Party has created—1I don’t like to use the
word “refuge,” because we don’t take
shelter in it and bury our heads in it, and
divorce ourselves from reality—it’s creat-
ed for us a working alternative to what
happens under capitalism. And that al-
ternative is not the kind that says, “Well
here it is, we've got it, let’s live in utopia.”
No, that alternative lives in the middle of
a whole lot of shit, and because it's in the
middle of a thole lot of shit and we can
still smell it, that alternative makes us
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want to go out there and make everything
smell sweet.

We're talking about creating individ-
uals who are selfless—or as close to being
selfless as possible, since, you know, we're
not into sainthood. To do that we have to
turn around the order of things, the capi-
talist order of things, and create a socialist
order. So that we say, “First there is my
nation, and last there is myself.” And peo-
ple don’t understand this. We're brought
up to be individuals who look out solely for
themselves. In school we’re taught that
the first law of nature is self-preservation.
We say that’s bullshit—the first law of
nature is preservation of the group, be-
cause as long as the group exists, as long
as your nation exists, then you exist.

See, people often run the line down
to me, “Well, you know, you've got some
brains—you could make it.” Yeah, I could
make it, I could—me, myself, Pablo
“Yoriba” Guzmadn. I could be into law, I
could be into public relations, a number of
fields I could have gone into, right. But
that same thing does not hold true for my
people. I become the exception rather than
the rule, and we're trying to make a society
where opportunity is the rule for every-
body.

We say we want our nation to be first,
right. As long as our nation exists, we
exist. We want the Puerto Rican to be
number one because the best thing in the
world to us is & Puerto Rican. However, in
addition we say that there's room for
everybody else to be number ones. We say
the best thing in the world is an Asian, the
best thing in the world is a Vietnamese,
the best thing in the world is a Cuban, the
best thing in the world is Jewish people,
Polish people, Irish people, Italian people.
We say everybody, right. And we’re strug-
gling to put everybody up there.

What the Party is leading to is true
socialism—an entire re-evaluation of the
whole traditional system of how we relate
to people—ethics, mores, codes. It can be
hard....Let's say you're walking up a
flight of stairs to get to the Lords’ apart-
ment and you have something to eat. Do




main product of the island and certain
American companies developed—Iike the
South Puerto Rico Sugar Company, which
is owned by Rockefeller and the Aguirre
Sugar Company—and those were the
people who were making all the money.

In the 1930s things got even worse.
All of a sudden the great system collapsed,
and all over the world there was a depres-
sion. Of course, the ones who felt it the
most were the fringe areas of the world,
the colonies, where unemployment was
fantastically severe. It was in that period
that Albizu Campos built the Nationalist
Party in Puerto Rico. For the first time
since 1868, there was a revolutionary
movement that proclaimed that Puerto
Ricans were going to be independent.

In 1920 the Nationalists participated
in the colonial elections, which were obvi-
ously all American-controlled, and were
defeated. After that they were through
with elections. They said, “From now on,
the only way that we are going to fight for
liberation is like the Americans fought for
theirs.” Anybody who is slick gets their
liberation by fighting for it. And so, led
by Albizu, they began the Second War of
Independence for Puerto Rico. Essential-
ly, the Nationalist Party’s tactics took the
form of armed struggle. They would get
attacked by the police, they would fight
back, and then they would either kill some
policemen or be killed.

That went on into the forties, ending
up in 1950 with the Revolution of Jayuya,
another revolt led by the Nationalist Par-
ty. Again, a revolution in Puerto Rico was
crushed. A lot of the facts about this one
are not generally known. It’s not generally
known, for instance, that the Americans
brought in planes to bomb Jayuya, or that
over 2,000 Nationalists were arrested
after that revolt was put down, and that
over thirty or forty leaders of the Nation-
alist Party were sentenced to up to 480
years apiece for their participation. Most
of them were put in American jails. Albizu
Campos himself spent twenty-five years of
his life in American jails. He was only re-
leased in 1965, near death, and he died a

few months later. Over 100,000 people at-
tended his funeral. It was the largest
single demonstration in the history of
Puerto Rico—for a man whom the Ameri-
cans called a madman, he had a lot of
“mad” supporters,

There were failings in the Party—
they never really organized masses of poor
people, and as such, they were never able
to mobilize into an organized revolution-
ary force—although there was a lot of na-
tionalist sentiment. To this day the
Nationalists are feared and respected by
the people because they stood up for their
principles and for their ideals.

Back in the thirties and forties the
United States saw the nationalist move-
ment building up very quickly, so what
they did was bring the New Deal to Puerto
Rico. They got this Rexford Tugwell, who
was a leftist Social Democrat, to be Gover-
nor of Puerto Rico. He was a liberal, right,
and he made all these programs to change
the island. In effect, what he was trying to
do was just keep capitalism running. And
Rexford Tugwell got himself a little pupil
that he dug up somewhere in the village, a
guy named Mufioz Marin who had been
the son of a sellout Puerto Rican way back
in the early 1900s. The United States al-
ways does this; whenever it has a country
that’s giving it trouble, it goes somewhere
in the village and gets somebody who'll
take over—like Diem and Syngman Rhee.
In 1948, they made Marin the first elected
governor.

Now, Marin was shrewd. He orga-
nized something called the Popular Party,
and the Popular Party organized the peo-
ple under the slogan: “Bread, Land, and
Liberty—Independence.” He started out
with this slogan, but once he got into pow-
er, his method of getting bread and land
was through the liberal social programs
of Roosevelt and Tugwell. Of course, inde-
pendence was forgotten.

In 1952 Marin was elected again, this
time as the first governor of something
that was called the Free Associated State
of Puerto Rico, and a constitution was
written. Now, the Free Associated State
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of Puerto Rico is sort of like the Holy Ro-
man Empire. The Holy Roman Empire
was neither holy, Roman, nor an empire—
and in the same way the Free Associated
State was neither free, associated, nor a
state. It was a colony, with a different
name put on it.

Now, most people are upset by the
word ‘“‘imperialism”—they think it’s the
rhetoric of the left. But imperialism is
very real to us. I'll give you a simple ex-
ample of imperialism. Our people eat
bacalao a lot, bacalao is codfish, right?
Now, Puerto Rico is in one of the best fish-
ing areas of the world, but where does the
codfish that we eat all the time as part of
our diet come from? It comes from New
England, because Puerto Rico is not al-
lowed to have its own fishing fleet, or to
fish in its own waters. So we have to buy
all our fish from American fishermen.
We're not allowed to import food from
any country except the United States.
We’re not allowed to have our own army,
we're not allowed to have our own postal
system, or our own court system. None of
the laws governing trade, economics, ete.,
are made by Puerto Ricans, but by the
United States Congress.

Another example is Puerto Rican
rum. Rum is one of the only imports to the
U.S. that’s taxed. That’s like New York
taxing Florida oranges. So that Puerto
Rican rum, the one product that could be
making a lot of money for our country,
becomes very expensive and can’t compete
with the whiskey products of the United
States or other countries.

The United States has tried to con-
vince both our people and Americans that
Puerto Rico could not exist as an inde-
pendent country. We have a population of
two and a half million, right? But I don’t
know how many countries in the world
have even smaller populations— little
countries like Switzerland, which has no
natural resources, countries like Liberia
and Lebanon, somehow manage to exist.
And yet Puerto Rico, with two and a half
million people and with much more fertile
land, somehow can’t be independent.
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It was discovered in 1950, you know,
that there were copper deposits worth
something like two and a half billion do)-
lars in the center of the island. Well, for
years, Mufioz Marin kept it quiet. He was
very slick, he knew he couldn’t get away
with selling those copper deposits to Amer-
ican companies, although he wanted to.
But, now we have this new governor—Luis
Ferre. Now Ferre is not only the Governor
of Puerto Rico, he is also the richest man
in Puerto Rico-—he made his money out of
cement. He's a stone capitalist—he doesn’t
give a damn about what the people think
or what they need. So, he quickly sold the
rights to the copper for very little money
to the two big American copper compa-
nies. Now they're going to exploit the cop-
per resources, but they’re going to use
open field mining, strip mining—which is
just ripping the earth open and taking the
copper out—so that large amounts of land
will be polluted and destroyed, instead of
using more expensive methods that would
drill deep into the land. But after all, it’s
only Puerto Rican land, and they don’t
have to be concerned about it. And histori-
cally that’s been the case, throughout our
island, that our economy has been dis-
torted to fit the needs of the United States,
not the needs of our own people.

You know, American business has
tax exemption in Puerto Rico. If you are a
corporation, and you don’t want to pay
taxes in the United States, you can start
your company in Puerto Rico, and for
seventeen years be tax exempt. Then, at
the end of seventeen years, you can close
your business and open up under a differ-
ent name—another seventeen years to go
on your tax exemption.

Eighty-five per cent of all the busi-
ness in Puerto Rico is controlled by the
United States. Now what does that mean ?
Well, let’s say you live in New York, and
you walk up and down Fifth Avenue and
all the husinesses you see there are owned
by Germans. The soda you drink is made
by a German company, the cars that you
ride in are all Volkswagens—and you
knew that all the money that you paid for
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“The price of
imperialism

is lives.”

JUAN GONZALES

hat is a colony?
Essentially, it is a nation controlled in all
facets of its life by another nation or group
of people. It is a nation that does not have
the same right to govern itself that a coun-
try like the United States or Britain has.

Puerto Rico is probably the oldest col-

ony in the world. For 500 years it has been
controlled by one nation or another. It was
discovered on Columbus’ second trip, in
1493 (this was before the European coun-
tries began to build their colonial em-
pires), and for about four hundred years
it was controlled and dominated by Spain.
Spain did not use Puerto Rico primarily
as a colony to extract wealth from, but
mostly as a commercial way station or a
sort of military base, where the riches ex-
tracted from Mexico and the rest of Latin
America could be shipped to Europe.

The Taino Indians were the original
nation that inhabited Puerto Rico, but as
the Spaniards tried to enslave them they
began to die off. So finally, the Spaniards
were forced to import Africans, mostly
from the Yoruba nation on the west coast
of Africa. By the thousands, they were
kidnapped and brought to Puerto Rico,
where they wer-e enslaved. That continued
pretty much throughout the rest of Puerto
Rican history.

The majority of the people on the
island, according to the earliest census-
takers, were Black, then the second largest

population were Indians. The whites were
always the smallest part of the population.
The percentage of whites diminished very
quickly, since the Spanish brand of racism,
unlike the American/Anglo-Saxon brand,
allowed a lot of intermarriage. So the
pirates and the vagabonds from Europe
raped the Black and Indian women and
over the years we had a situation where,
little by little, the Puerto Rican developed
as a cultural personality.

This personality wasn’t really ex-
pressed until 1868, when we had the first
major uprising on the island against the
Spaniards. This uprising—our first rebel-
lion—occurred in the town of Lares, and
it was led by a Black Puerto Rican, Ramon
Emeterio Betances. Even though it failed
and was crushed by the Spaniards, at least
one concession was granted because of it
—slavery was abolished in 1873.

In 1897 we were granted autonomy
from Spain because by this time Spain was
fighting two wars—against Puerto Rican
revolutionaries and against Manuel de
Cespedes in the Cuban independence
struggle. Autonomy is about as close as
you can get to independence without be-
ing independent.

But the United States had been look-
ing at these islands for quite a while—ever
since the establishment of the Monroe Doc-
trine, and the concept of the superiority of
the American race, and things like Mani-
fest Destiny and all that other bullshit that
was coming out of the American leaders
at that time. In fact, we discovered a letter
from President McKinley to General
Miles, military commander of the invad-
ing force, saying that the U.S. wanted
Puerto Rico as a safety valve—a place to
which American Blacks could be exported
in case they got too troublesome back home.
That was the same reason they ripped off
Hawaii and the Philippines—two more
safety valves.

By 1897 American investments had
already begun to move into Puerto Rico
and Cuba, so the United States concocted
its Spanish-American War. It’s amazing
how they pull this stuff off, the Americans.
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They’ve done this a number of times. They
create some sort of event which they then
use to convince the people that a war has
to be fought. One recent example was the
Gulf of Tonkin incident, which was used
as an excuse to escalate the Vietnamese
war. Throughout American history, ex-
cuses have been used—and when they
weren’t available, they were created—to
enable the United States to move against
countries it wanted to move against. The
mysterious bombing of the Maine in Ha-
vana harbor allowed the United States to
start the Spanish-American War.

So here was Spain caught in three
battles—the battle with the United States,
and the fight against revolutionaries in-
side Cuba and Puerto Rico. Under that
pressure Spain lost, and a peace treaty
was made in Paris that included every-
body but the countries that were involved.
And Puerto Rico and Cuba were given to
the United States. That started our second
period of colonialism, this time under the
gringo. Until 1900 we were ruled by the
American military.

Up to then the island had been more
or less self-sufficient. It was a small, agri-
cultural colony that pretty much got along.
Tobacco was the main product. Most of
the people who worked in the center of the
island were small tobacco farmers (they
were jibaro—a mixture of Indian and
Spanish).

But the Americans didn’t need to-
bacco from Puerto Rico because they were
getting it from the South. What they need-
ed was sugar. In 1900 the United States
passed the Foraker Act, which established
civilian government. Then they immedi-
ately began making plans to change the
whole agricultural make-up of the island.
They revamped the whole economy—di-
vided the land into large sugar-cane plan-
tations—destroying the whole social fab-
ric of Puerto Rico. A small tobacco grower,
you know, has an entirely different men-
tality than an agricultural field worker,
employed by a plantation, which is like a
large corporate structure.

Tn 1917 the United States imposed
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citizenship on Puerto Rico. They didn’t
ask the Puerto Rican people whether they
wanted to be Americans (in fact, the only
elected Congress of Puerto Rico protested
against the imposition of citizenship).
What they did instead was say, “Anybody
who doesn’t want to be an American citi-
zen must go to the nearest courthouse or
the nearest municipal government, and
declare himself opposed to American citi-
zenship.” So what they had, in effect, was
a list of all the “subversives”—in their
words—all the anti-Americans who were
really just all the Puerto Ricans, in the
country. And then these people were sub-
jected to repression and harassment. Even
s0, thousands of Puerto Ricans refused to
accept American citizenship.

From 1917 on was probably the dark-
est period in the history of our country.
Puerto Rico was just a hellhole. The econ-
omy fell apart. Poverty and hunger, for
the first time, became part of our daily
lives.

Then they started to send in Ameri-
can teachers—Ilarge numbers were re-
cruited from places like Columbia and
Harvard to come and change the language
of the island. The language was officially
made English, right, and English was
taught in the public schools. Now, I don’t
know how the hell you can expect that peo-
ple are going to overnight change their
language. I don’t know. But it wasn’t un-
til about 1932-1933, during the Roosevelt
administration, that they realized that
people weren’t learning English. So they
changed theofficial language back to Span-
ish, rewrote all the textbooks in Spanish,
right, and made English the secondary re-
quired language.

In addition to trying to destroy our
language, they tried to rewrite our history.
In most history books Puerto Rican his-
tory stops in 1898. Nobody talks about
what the Americars did afterward—none
of the books deal with that. Everybody
talks about how the standard of living of
the island was raised, how this happened
and that happened, when all that hap-
pened was that sugar cane became the




values of America are exalted, the cultural
values of Puerto Rico are downgraded.
People begin to feel ashamed of speaking
Spanish. Language becomes a reward and
punishment system. If you speak English
and adapt to the cultural values of Amer-
ica, you're rewarded; if you speak Spanish
and stick to the old traditional ways,
you're punished. In the school system
here, if you don’t quickly begin to speak
English and shed your Puerto Rican
values, you're put back a grade—so you
may be in the sixth grade in Puerto Rico
but when you come here, you go back to the
fourth or fifth. You're treated as if you're
retarded, as if you’re backward—and
your own cultural values therefore are
shown to be of less value than the cultural
values of this country and the language of
this country.

What all this does is to create severe
problems for our people. First, it creates
a colonized mentality—that means that
the people have a strong feeling of inferi-
ority, they have a strong feeling of not
being as worthy as the Americans because
the structure tells them that to become
American is always a goal they have to at-
tain. Now it’s not easy to shed years of one
culture for another—so we have people
struggling with themselves to throw off the
old way, instead of questioning whether
it’s correct to throw off the old way or not.
Because it’s a matter of their survival in
this country. The people get a sense of
frustration with themselves, because they
can’t change themselves as fast as is neces-
sary.
In the Young Lords Party, we talk a
lot about the colonized mentality when
we're frightened of taking on responsibil-
ities. We've been conditioned to feel that
we can’t lead other people. The school sys-
tem doesn’t develop an individual’s initia-
tive and creativity. It develops your ability
to follow, it develops a worker-employer
mentality, which is suited to this country
—the teacher is the employer and the stu-
dents are the workers.

Puerto Ricans here and in Puerto
Rico are taught three things: Puerto Rico

is small and the United States is big;
Puerto Rico is poor and the United States
isrich; Puerto Rico is weak and the United
States is strong. Sort of a national inferi-
ority complex. These things are constantly
put in our heads and in this way people
are conditioned to believe that independ-
ence is jmpossible because our country
could never survive without the help of big
brother United States.
In this country education is used as
an extension of the American economic
system. We understand as we go through
school that we are being prepared for one
of the various positions there are for
people in America. Now, the ruling class
of this country doesn’t go to public school
—s0 we can eliminate that consideration.
Then there are the lackeys of the ruling
class who run the businesses for them, the
managers and corporation heads. The
next class is a more functional class of
people who are doing the actual work of
running the corporations of America : they
may be typists, file clerks and secretaries,
or assistant managers who are just the
lackeys of the managers. And last of all,
on the level below that, we have people who
are what used to be called blue-collar
workers—who work with their hands and
they don’t wear a suit and tie if they're a
brother, or they don’t wear a dress if
they’re a sister, and they wash dishes, and
they push pushcarts with clothing, and
they do more or less the slop jobs, the un-
skilled jobs in society. In the schools, right
from the beginning, Third World people
are programmed for the lowest-level jobs.
Because right from the beginning, 1Q tests
are given to determine where a kid is go-
ing. And the IQ tests are based on a white
Anglo-Saxon norm that’s established in
this country, which doesn’t apply to the
cultural background of Third World
people—so you’re not gonna do good on the
1Q test. Those tests have to some extent
been discarded, but they’ve also been dis-
guised in other ways. Now you get a read-
ing test. Kids read shit about houses with
trees and families with two cars and dogs
and everybody going to the swimming pool
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—and that’s bullshit, man. It doesn’t re-
late to them and therefore they don’t get
into it, and they don’t do well on the tests.
So if you don’t do well on those tests, right
from the beginning it shows on your rec-
ord that you're a slow student,

As you move up in the school system,
the guidance counselor looks at your rec-
ord and says, “Well, you did so poorly in
reading last year—why don’t you go into
a general program in high school. You
won’t have to do too much reading there.”
When you go into high school, you can
either go into an academic program, a
commercial program, or a general pro-
gram—this is called the tracking system.
Actually you have very little choice be-
cause you’re simply put into a specific pro-
gram, and unless you bring a lot of
parental and outside pressure on the
school system, you stay in that one,
whether you like it or not. And our people
end up in the last level, the general pro-
gram—people who are being prepared to
do shitwork for America. That means
they’re not being prepared to do anything,
basically. The highest level of preparation
in the general program is to be a cashier;
or if you're a brother, they train you in
mechanics, but you find out very soon that
everything you’ve been trained on is out-
dated already, so you can’t get a job. Also,
if you’re a brother, to get out of school with
a general diploma means that you’re going
to Viet Nam. Students with academic di.
plomas get college deferments.

When we talk about cultural geno-
cide, we have to see what it does to an
individual that goes through this school
system. When you raise your hand in class
and the teacher, instead of listening to
what you have to say, begins to correct
your accent and insists that you're gonna
talk perfect English, whatever thoughts
are coming out are just gonna be ignored
until this superficial thing is corrected ac-
cording to what the system has set as a
standard. We're faced with an education
that isn’t relevint to us. We're faced with
reading books that have nothing to do with
what we know to be our people’s experi-
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ence and what we know to be our personal
experience. We're faced with out-and-out
racism, not only the racism of textbooks,
which ignore the contributions of the
Third World to the development of civili-
zation—but also the out-and-out racism of
the teachers who instruct us, who have al-
ready been told that they have a class of
slow learners and so therefore they feel
that they don’t have to work too hard, be-
cause we can’t learn too much anyway. We
have the racism: that this society generates
in white people that tells them that people
of color are inferior, and therefore you can
treat them like inferiors. We still have the
vestiges of slavery, the slave trade, left
over. The chains that have been taken off
the slaves’ bodies are put back on their
minds.

Besides boredom, besides racism, we
w_m<m the fact that the educational system
1s a mediocre system. It doesn’t educate
people, it doesn’t provide a forum for op-
posing points of view, it doesn’t develop
the creativity of the individual. It tends to
smother people, it tends to value conform.-
ity instead of originality. It tells you,
“Don’t be different—be like everyone
else,” it tells you to sit still, raise your
hand if you want to go to the bathroom,
you have no rights as an individual once
you're in the system. Instead of developing
the potential of human beings, we’re put-
ting young people into a jail—locking up
their heads, locking everyone into a dead-
end street.

We don’t want our children to go
through this school system—this is the
school system that creates My Lai massa-
cres, the school system that dehumanizes
us to the point where we can watch some-
one killed in the street and not feel pain
and not feel the need to intervene, that
teaches us it's dog-eat-dog in America—
that’s how the pioneers lived so that's how
we should live. We see a need to create our
own school system, a school system based
on developing each person to the fyllest
potential that they have, and bringing out
the beauty that we know is inside our peo-
ple, that’s being buried in the American
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that stuff didn’t stay in your country, it
went to Germany, and Germans got rich
off of it. Now that’s imperialism....
Americans don’t understand that because
they aren’t controlled by anybody. Amer-
ica controls everything, and that’s why it’s
so hard for Americans to understand what
imperialism means—’cause they suffer
less from it than any other country.

You know, you can always tell when a
country is dominated by American im-
perialism—if it’s famous for its whores.
Saigon is now a famous whorehouse for
Vietnam, just like Havana used to be the
famous whorehouse of the Caribbean,
where all the American businessmen and
all the labor groups would hold their con-
ventions. After the Cuban Revolution,
everything switched to San Juan. So now
Eastern Airlines and all the others have
their advertisements about how San Juan
is the paradise that every businessman
dreams of. And the tourist business has
grown, and the dope business has grown
on the island.

You have no idea what it is for a peo-
ple never to have known what it is to run
their own lives—the terrible spiritual
effects. Like, oppressed people don’t re-
late to any kind of organization. Because
the only types of organization that they
have known are school and the factories.
And they see both of them as instruments
of their oppression. So when you try to or-
ganize something, or plan for something,
or when you bring out a book, they auto-
matically think of the oppressor, who has
always planned their lives out for them.
Our people don’t believe that they could
control and plan their future—they live
for the moment, for this day.

After a while that sort of absolute
control by a system or society works on
the mentality of people. That aggression,
that hatred they feel because they can’t
control their own lives, is turned against
their own—so we kill each other, we knife
each other, we steal from each other, right?
We form gangs to fight each other, because
of that absolute contradiction between a
human being who thinks and feels and

wants to run his or her own life, and a so-
ciety that’s structured not to allow that
human being to do that. It’s that contra-
diction where a woman can work in a fac-
tory and in one day make fifteen dresses,
and then go home and not be able to clothe
her own child. It’s a.contradiction that’s
so great—that contradiction between the
fact that a society can only run if every-
one is involved and working to make it
run, but that only a few people benefit
from the wealth that everybody produces.
And that’s essentially the type of society
we’re living in now.

When Frantz Fanon talks about the
colonial mentality of oppressed people, it’s
very true, as he says, that what happens
in a revolution is that each individual real-
izes that he alone can’t control his own
life, but that if he joins with other people,
it is possible that they can say: “This is
the type of life that we will have, because
this is the type of life that we want.” That
sort of contradiction, then, between what
one wants and what one gets, is elimi-
nated. And that kind of knowledge—that
you have that power, or that you can have
that power, is the most important thing
that a revolution accomplishes.

Essentially, what revolution means
then is that a group of people, or a nation,
or a class of people, make their own his-
tory—they decide their own lives. They
don’t have their history written by some-
body else for them—they make their own.
They seize their own destiny and they
shape it. This is a hard thing to get to, be-
cause people don’t believe that they have
power. They don’t believe that they can
make the society run, and that without
them it couldn’t run in the first place. And
building that sort of consciousness is the
most important thing in a revolution.

“Free Puerto Rico Now” has become
a slogan for the Young Lords Party. What
it means to us is that Puerto Rico must be
liberated immediately. The power to deter-
mine the destiny of Puerto Rico has to be
put in the hands of the Puerto Rican peo-
ple. We don’t say “independence’ because
there are lots of countries that are inde-
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pendent in a legal sense, but are still con-
nwozmm..>_mm1w. for instance, had a long
revolutionary struggle, and in Indepen-
dence Plaza in Algeria there’s a big monu-
ment to the independence struggle—and
ﬁ:m:. all around the plaza there are First
National City Banks and Chase Manhat.
tan Banks and all the other American
banks. So they have independence, but
z_.mw zo.z.a have freedom. And the same
thing with all the former Spanish colonies
—they got free of Spain, only to be con-
Qo:.mm by the United States. We want lib-
eration for our people. We don’t want
wcmlw Rican businessmen to replace the
>5.m:ow: businessmen—we don’t want
v:m.EmmmBm:. We want economic organi-
Nmrmzm_.mo&w_ organizations, political or-
ganizations, cultural organizations—con-
trolled by the people. That’s what social-
1sm means to us.

”E.:w price of imperialism is lives.
That’s what imperialism is all about—
money over lives. Fidel said that at the
mmno:m Declaration of Havana in 1962:

The summary of this mightmare which
83:38 America from one end to the
other is that on this continent of almost
“S.c hundred million human beings, two
§§&m|~.3&.a:3 mestizos, and Blacks—
are discriminated against. On this conti-
nent of semi-colonies, about four persons
per minute die of hunger, curable illness
or premature old age; 5,500 per day, 2 3&._
lion per year, 10 million each five years.
These deaths could easily be avoided, but
nevertheless they take place. Two tr&m
of the Latin American population live
briefly, and live under constant threat o f
death. A holocaust of lives, which in fifteen
years has cost twice the number of deaths
as World War [—it still rages. Meaniwhile
from Latin America, a continuous Si.a:m
of money flows to the United States; some
A 33&&.:& dollars a minute, 5 million a
day, 2 billion a year, 10 billion every five
years. For each thousand dollars which
leave us, there remains one corpse, that is
the price of what is called imperialism—a
SS&E& dollars per death, four deaths
every minute.” .
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“The chains tha

have been taken

/ off slaves’ bodies
are put back on

their minds.”

DAVID PEREZ /

) ultural i
is the destruction of a people’s msmeMM%M
of themselves—as a nation, as a people. It
also means the destruction of those physi-
cal things that represent a people’s cul-
ture, such as their food, their language
their music, their poetry, their history. :.m
very necessary for an oppressor to destroy
a people’s ability to communicate among
themselves. In this country, for instance
one .om the first things that was done with
African slaves was to separate people
from the same tribe so that they couldn’t
get together and Luild a resistance move-
ment to the slave traders. Language is one
of g.m ways that people are able to com-
municate and to build a way of fighting
back against the enemy-—to maintain
those ties of identity and therefore
strengthen themselves to fight. Destroying
the language, as the Americans did with
the African slaves and with our people in
Puerto Rico, is the initial step to breaking
down the people’s connection with one an.
other. .

To support its economic exploitation
of Puerto Rico, the United States insti-
tuted a new educational system whose pur-
pose was to Americanize us. Specifically,
that medns that the school’s principal .H.om
18 to exalt the cultural values of the United
States. As soon as we begin using books
:._mﬁ are printed in English, that are
printed in the United States, that means
that the American way of life is being
_Em:mmlzam American way of life with gl
its bad points, with its commercialism, its
dehumanization of human beings. o

At the same time that the cultural




gerous in their side effects—cancer, phle-
bitis, heart disease.

The hospital industry, like every-
thing in this capitalist society, is inter-
ested only in making itself wealthy—it
has no interest whatever in the side effects
people suffer as a result of the way that
they’re used as guinea pigs. The interest
is, as always, to get more and more profits.
Ten thousand Puerto Ricans can die to-
morrow, as long as the industry continues
to make that money.

In the Young Lords Party we believe
in complete change, no patch work can be
done. The Lords have adopted the ten-
point health program of HRUM and have
been working with HRUM very closely.
In all the hospitals in the city, workers
have started talking about health and get-
ting involved in changing the health gys-
tem, because they have been witnessing
the type of treatment our people get in the
hospitals. The Lords have also become in-
volved with preventive health programs.
We heard about a lead poisoning kit that
the city had gotten hold of, but wasn’t us-
ing. They just had them in refrigerators
up at City Hall someplace. So HRUM and
the Young Lords went to Commissioner
McLoughlin’s office and we said that we
wanted to put those kits to use. After
many hours of discussion, they gave us
one hundred kits to start working with.

When we went back into El Barrio,
and started going door to door, we found
that many children were suffering from
lead poisoning. Now, lead poisoning is a
very dangerous disease. Those children
who don’t die from it can get mental re-
tardation—for the rest of that child’s life
he can be just a vegetable, a human being
that’s always going to have to be de-
pendent on someone else. When we did our
testing, we knew that we weren’t dealing
with our oppression itself, we were just
dealing with the symptoms of it. But what
we could do at least was show our people
that we do not have to wait until some
cat graduates from medical school and
then comes down to aid us—we can help
ourselves. So we collected urine, we tested

it, followed it up and we found many chil-
dren who were poisoned. Then we made
sure that these children were seen in hos-
pitals like Metropolitan, Mt. Sinai, Lin-
coln. As a result, the city started moving
to co-opt the program. Suddenly it de-
clared lead poisoning the number one
health problem in the city. It had been the
number one problem in the city for years
and years, because the houses have always
had the same lead paint on the walls.

We also started testing for TB—an-
other ‘‘disease of oppression.” The city has
this little patchwork program, you know,
to try to prove to somebody that they’re
doing something—in actuality it’s just
killing time. The TB rate among Puerto
Ricans and Black people is very, very
high. Most of the time when the test is
given it’s positive, because even if you
don’t have the disease itself, the germ is
surely there because we live in such
crowded conditions and TB is so con-
tagious.

We started going door to door and do-
ing the tine test, which is a very simple
thing—the myth that only doctors could
do it was done away with—and found
again that a lot of our people were suffer-
ing from TB. Again the hospitals had to
move because a lot of people just started
going in and demanding that those ser-
vices be given. Finally we ripped off a TB
truck. We knew the city had this truck
that was used in El Barrio only two hours
a day. We wanted to use it around the
clock to serve our people. They said no, we
couldn’t have it, that it didn’t belong to
them, that they had rented it. The thing
was, our people couldn’t wait, ‘cause they
were dying from TB. We took the truck
and we started testing our people, and in
one day we tested 1,000.

Then we moved into Lincoln Hospi-
tal. Lincoln Hospital has an amazing his-
tory. Back in 1969 the Mental Health
Center of Lincoln Hospital was taken over
by the Black and Puerto Rican workers,
with the demand that the hospital serve
the people. The Panther 21 were involved
in that struggle there and it was a long
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one—a lot of people who were involved
were arrested, some workers were fired—
but nevertheless it planted the seed for the
health movement in New York City.

In 1970, the Young Lords went back
to Lincoln. We started to organize again,
"cause Lincoln Hospital is about the worst
of the city hospitals. It was condemned
twenty years ago because of its total in-
adequacy— and it’s still there. And in that
twenty years Metropolitan Hospital was
built, Beth Israel’s Linsky Pavilion on
17th Street was built, and a new wing was
added to St. Vincent’s. Lincoln Hospital
used to be a rest home for slaves, for Black
slaves, where they were treated after they
were very old. And that’s what it remains
—a home for slave Third World people.
There, with HRUM again, we set up a
complaint table to receive complaints
from patients and from workers. We
started receiving all these complaints, and
we saw the administration was not doing
a damn thing about them.

People would come in with heart at-
tacks, cuts, shock, whatever it was, and
they’d die sometimes waiting in the emer-
gency room. We decided it was time to
move on Lincoln Hospital. About a hun-
dred people went to Lincoln and we took it
over. We had gotten the support of the
workers and the patients at Lincoln. At
times we’d even have to stop some patients
from just grabbing some doctor’s throat,
‘cause the patients had just had it with
this hospital. While there we wanted to
set up the preventive programs, a day care
program, do anemia testing, TB testing,
lead poisoning screening—all those pro-
grams that are not being done in the mu-
nicipal hospitals. But we were only there
for twenty-four hours, a little less, because
then the city moved to get us out. When
you're dealing with something like the
second most profitable industry, people
move on you quickly. Before we knew it,
the place was surrounded by police, and
we had to leave.

But we came back the next day be-
cause a sister, Carmen Rodriguez, died.
She was killed by the hospital’s neglect.
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While she was having an abortion, she
had a heart attack. The hospital thought
it was an asthma attack, because she was
also asthmatic—-so they gave her an in-
jection that made her heart stop. There
again was another death, another needless
death of a Puerto Rican sister. The abor-
tion clinic had a reputation of giving to-
tally bad care, malpractice, sterilizing
sisters all over the place without letting
them know, but Carmen’s death just did it
—it got people very furious, and the hos-
pital workers and patients started mov-
ing, setting up watchdog committees.

HRUM—Health Revolutionary Uni-
ty Movement—is still doing a lot of the
work at Lincoln Hospital, and we support
them, and continue to be very involved in
health, because it touches on the very es-
sence of living.

We're saying that we want a com-
plete change. We know that we cannot
have socialized medicine without having
socialism as the new system. And we know
that’s the change we want to move for,
and that we will only get that through
armed struggle. But that type of revolu-
tion has to be built—while we’re getting
there, we’re saying we will not permit the
continued neglect of our people’s health.
Since we’ve been involved there have been
a number of improvements. The city mov-
ing in with leacd poisoning and ali those
shit reform programs is like nothing—the
main improvement is that more and more
of our people refuse to be treated like
guinea pigs, that more and more of our
people go into those hospitals and demand
that they be treated as human beings. So
this has been a change in our people—and
this is what’s going to make our people
strong enough to change the entire system.

“If you’re poor,
you stay in jail.”

JUAN “FI” ORTIZ

e really became
involved with the things that were going




school system.

We have to understand that cultural
genocide is being used to destroy the
strength of people so that they can be used
to perform certain low-level tasks in in-
dustrial society. At the point when that
society no longer needs these people to do
those tasks, the logical progression from
cultural genocide will be physical geno-
cide—the systematic elimination of Third
World people who are no longer needed
by a highly technological society. Many
of our people see that our culture has
been destroyed by this country, and they
react in an extreme way, and become cul-
tural nationalists—whose sole purpose
in life is to revive the culture of the Puerto
Rican nation and to keep it alive, to speak
only Spanish, to relate only to our music,
to dress the way we dressed when we lived
on the island. Now, our feeling is that
nationalism is important—that we have
to be proud of our nation, our history and
our culture—but that pride alone is not
gonna free us, the ability to play congas
is not gonna free us, the ability to speak
Spanish fluently is not gonna stop land-
lords, the ability to run down Puerto
Rican history like it was right from the
beginning is not gonna stop the exploita-
tion of our people on their jobs and every-
place else. We know that just going back
to our culture is not gonna make it in and
of itself. We have to use our culture as a
revolutionary weapon to make ourselves
stronger, to understand who we are, to
understand where we came from, and
therefore to be able to analyze correctly
what we have to do in order to survive in
this country.

*It’s not medical care
our people get, but a
test tube kind of thing.”

GLORIA GONZALES

mong our people
there are many, many who are sick. Our

mere living conditions are a health haz-
ard because our housing is so old and de-
crepit and the landlords are there just to
collect the money for rent—not to provide
decent apartments for people to live in.
Often we have no heat in the winter, so
our people suffer from pneumonia, become
asthmatic. Our children suffer from lead
poisoning because of the cheap paint the
landlords put on the walls.

When our people are sick and have to
go to the hospital, they have to wait many
hours before they see a doctor. Once they
see a doctor, he usually doesn’t bother to
explain what’s wrong with them—people
take medication, but don’t know what it’s
for, it’s never explained whether the pill is
for the stomach ache that they went there
for originally or for their nerves—be-
cause a lot of our people get treated with ;
nerve pills, they get labeled neurotic and
their medical, physical condition is never
taken care of. They can go on with this
kind of neglect for years and years and
years.

At Metropolitan Hospital we started
organizing to try and change these condi-
tions. We got together a collective of work-
ers who were sick and tired of seeing how
people were being treated and who re-
fused to align themselves with the medical
team. One of the first things the Party did
was to lead a demonstration in the admin-
istrator’s office to change a plan that they
had for building an emergency room. This
room would have been totally inadequate
because everybody would just have been
in the same place, whether they were chil-
dren or adults, with whatever diseases.
After the protest, the plans were changed.
Then the organization started working
with the East Harlem Health Council.
This was a community group who'd been
involved in trying to do something about
Metropolitan Hospital.

I was working at Gouverneur Hos-
pital, and when we heard about what the
Lords had been doing at Metropolitan, we
got together and said that the way that
health was delivered to the people was go-
ing to have to change. They were going to
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have to have door-to-door programs, like
testing for lead poisoning and anemia, be-
cause we saw that our people just wouldn’t
go to a hospital to get a check-up. Upper-
middle-class people can go to a doctor once
every six months and get a blood test and
an X-ray in a very comfortable atmos-
phere, and if something is detected early
enough it can be cured. Because of the way
our people are treated, because of the
racism in the hospitals, poor people will
only go into hospitals when they feel like

/they’re dying. If patients are Puerto

Rican and can’t speak English, they either
have to bring an interpreter with them, or
go without understanding anything that’s
happening, because there are no doctors
or nurses who speak Spanish. And the hos-
pital environment is so bad. It’s so depress-
ing to just sit in a hospital like Bellevue
for hours and hours and hours, because
the hospitals are filthy — they’re never
mopped, they’re never cleaned. You look
on the floor and there are rats running all
over the places and roaches. You feel
worse when you come out than when you
went in, actually.

We started saying that we wanted all
this to change, we wanted people to feel
like they could come into a hospital, not
only when they were sick and dying, but
to get preventive medicine that would
make them strong and healthy. So we
formed the Health Revolutionary Unity
Movement (HRUM) and wrote up a ten-
point health program, modeled after the
Black Panther Party Ten-Point Program
—but more geared toward health needs.
We want community-worker control of
health institutions, we want lead poison-
ing and anemia testing, we want day care
centers in all the hospitals, so that both
workers and patients can leave their chil-
dren in a safe place.

One of the first jobs was to unite the
patients and the workers to be able to take
control, because only people who are going
through these prablems can know what is
needed. At this point the hospitals are run
by businessmen. Lincoln Hospital, for ex-
ample, is run by the Albert Einstein Med-
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ical College. The Medical College gets a
good sum of money from the city to run
Lincoln, and Lincaln provides the students
with the materials—poor people guinea
pigs. A patient might go in for, let's say, a
stomach ailment. While that stomach ail-
ment is being treated, his appendix will be
removed, so that the student surgeon can
learn how to remove an appendix. It gets
more serious when they start digging into
the gall bladder and the liver, just to test,
and just to train their medical students.
It is also very degrading. For example,
when T had my first baby at Bellevue Hos-
pital, T was going through labor pains, a
very hard thing to go through, and in
front of me were these twenty young peo-
ple, standing there and looking at me
through this glass. I wasvery embarrassed
because there I was having a baby, and I
thought I'd be there with only a doctor,
maybe a nurse, and to my surprise there
were twenty people just staring. Later I
found out I was supposed to be very grate-
ful because I was being taken care of not
Just by a doctor and nurse, but by twenty
medical students. I was never asked for
permission. Who's gonna ask a spic about
whether these students should be there ?—
I had to be grateful. In actuality it’s not
medical care our people get but a test tube
kind of thing.

The hospitals also become testing
grounds for the hospital equipment com-
panies. You’d be surprised how much
money runs into that industry. If you
want to invest in the stock market, it is
the second most profitable industry after
defense. Let’s say a new type of x-ray ma-
chine comes out. Well, before they’ll test it
in a spburban hospital, they’ll test it in
Bellevue — they’ll test it there because
they have to test it with humans, so they’ll
test it on Third World people. For exam-
ple, there’s one injection that came out
about ten years ago that was supposed to
be a birth control device for the sisters—
the first place that it was tested was Har-
lem Hospital. The first place birth control
pills were tested was in Puerto Rico. These -
same pills have been shown to be very dan-




get shot, see, because it would have gotten
to the point that people got so frustrated,
they would just jump on the first cop they
saw, or just snap, do something crazy.

At first the only model we had to go
on in this country was the Black Panther
Party. Besides that, we were all a bunch of
readers, when we first came in we read
Che, Fidel, Fanon, Marx, Lenin, Jeffer-
son, The Bill of Rights, Declaration, Con-
stitution—we read everything. Now there
ain’t too much time for reading.

We also felt that the potential for
revolution had always been there for
Puerto Rican people. If we had gone into
the thing from a negative point of view,
we wouldn’t have made it, right. 'Cause a
lot of times when things were really rough,
it’s been that blind faith in the people that
keeps us going. The problem has been to
tap that potential and to organize it into a
disciplined force that’s gonna really move
on this government. Puerto Ricans had
been psyched into believing this myth
about being docile. A lot of Puerto Ricans
were afraid to move, a lot of Puerto Ricans
really thought that the man in blue was
the baddest thing going.

Things were different in the gang
days. Gang days, we owned the block, and
nobody could tell us what to do with the
street. Then dope came in and messed
everything up, messed our minds up and
just broke our backs—dope and anti-pov-
erty. Anti-poverty wiped out a whole gen-
eration of what could have been Puerto
Rican leaders in New York City.

For example, in ’65, the time of the
East Harlem riots, we held East Harlem
for two days. We had the roof-tops, the
streets and the community—no pigs could
go through. It was like back in the old
days. A lot of people really tripped off that,
a lot of the junkies who had been in gangs
remembered that shit. To end it they
shipped in anti-poverty. They brought it
in full-force, and they bought out a lot of
the young cats who were leading the rebel-
lions. A lot of dudes who were throwing
bricks one day found themselves directors
of anti-poverty programs the next, or

workers on Mayor Lindsay’s Urban Ac-
tion Core.

So we had no leadership, and we had
no people—our people were dying from
dope. But we knew that it was there, man,
‘cause we knew that the fire was there.
Those of us who got together to start the
thing, we knew we weren’t freaks—we
didn’t feel that we were all that much dif-
ferent from the people. There’s a tendency
to say ‘“‘the people” and put the people at
arm’s length. When we say “people,” man,
we’re talking about ourselves. We’re from
these blocks, and we’re from these schools,
products of this whole thing. Some of us
came back from college—it was like redis-
covering where your parents had come
from, rediscovering your childhood.

Our original viewpoint in founding
the Party was a New York point of view
—that’s where the world started and
ended. As we later found out, New York is
different from most other cities that
Puerto Ricans live in. But even in New
York, we found that on a grass-roots level
a high degree of racism existed between
Puerto Ricans and Blacks, and between
light-skinned and dark-skinned Puerto
Ricans. We had to deal with this racism
because it blocked any kind of growth for
our people, any understanding of the
things Black people had gone through. So
rather than watching Rap Brown on TV,
rather than learning from that and say-
ing, “Well, that should affect me too,”
Puerto Ricans said, “Well, yeah, those
Blacks got a hard time, you know, but we
ain’t going through the same thing.” This
was especially true for the light-skinned
Puerto Ricans. Puerto Ricans like myself,
who are darker-skinned, who look like
Afro-Americans, couldn’t do that, 'cause
to do that would be to escape into a kind of
fantasy. Because before people called me
a spic, they called me a nigger. So that
was, like, one reason as to why we felt the
Young Lords Party should exist.

At first many of us felt why have a
Young Lords Party when there existed a
Black Panther Party, and wouldn’t it be
to our advantage to try to consolidate our
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efforts into getting Third World people
into something that already existed? It be-
came apparent to us that that would be
impractical, because we wouldn’t be recog-
nizing the national question. We felt we
each had to organize where we were at—
so that Chicanos were gonna have to or-
ganize Chicanos, Blacks were gonna have
to organize Blacks, Puerto Ricans Puerto
Ricans, ete., until we came to that level
where we could deal with one umbrella or-
ganization that could speak for everybody.
But until we eliminate the racism that
separates everybody, that will not be pos-
sible.

What happened was, in 1969 in the
June 7 issue of the Black Panther news-
paper there was an article about the
Young Lords Organization in Chicago
with Cha Cha Jimenez as their chairman.
Cha Cha was talking about revolution and
socialism and the liberation of Puerto
Rico and the right to self-determination
and all this stuff that I ain’t never heard a
spic say. I mean, I hadn’t never heard no
Puerto Rican talk like this—just Black
people were talking this way, you know.
And T said, “Damn! Check this out.”
That’s what really got us started. That’s
all it was, man.

We started by trying to pick some-
thing that would introduce us to the com-
munity. It had to be an action. See—it was
summer, it was hot, the people were just,
like, sweltering in the heat, nobody was
doing nothing. For four years there had
been no action. Puerto Ricans hadn’t had
a good riot since 1965, not even a good
fight, a good brawl. Something had to hap-
pen that would stun the community. It had
to be something with a sense of drama,
and a flair, right—but it also had to be
something that was real, so the people
would know that this wasn’t just a bunch
of young punks messin’ around.

The best thing to hook into was gar-
bage, 'cause garbage is visible and every-
body sees it. It’s there, you know. So we
started out with this thing, “Well, we're
gonna clean up the street.” This brought
the college people and the street people to-
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gether, "cause when street people saw col-
lege people pushing breoms and getting
dirty, that blew their minds. It also got
us out of our shyness. When we began,
people said, “Well, what are you doing
with those berets?” and “What are you
doing with these buttons?” and “What
does ‘All Power to the People’ mean?” and
things like that. The bolder ones in our
group would get out there and yell to peo-
ple, and everyhody else would jump with
shock. Tt was frightening, man, to go on
the street and to walk up to some stran-
gers and just start rapping, and give em
a leaflet—that’s frightening shit. And we
just forced ourselves to do it, and it got to

a thing where nobody wanted to be the one

who didn’t talk that day, because every-

body else would criticize you.

At first some people thought we were
part of Lindsay’s Urban Action Task
Force, and some thought we were just a
gang that was trying to be a social club.
People couldn’t figure us out, man. If we
said, “All Power to the People,” some of
them who read the Daily News right away
said, “Well, those are the Panthers, and
they’re Communists.” A lot of people
thought we were the Panthers, and to that
we got a bad reaction, ’cause they were
afraid of us. But some people just came
out and looked.

This is all we did for the first two
Sundays—clean up the street, make it look
nice, and put the stuff in garbage cans. We
picked Sunday ’cause that was one of the
few days when everybody could get to-
gether. Some of the members of the Party
got pissed. We’d have general meetings
and they’d say, “I didn’t do this for this
shit, to clean up no garbage. I came here to
off the pigs”; they were comin’ from that,
right. So, it was hard, man, ’cause we had
a bunch of crazy people who just loved
fighting, loved getting into shit. And
cleaning garbage was not where it was at,
so it was a kind of discipline for us, to go
through that and learn patience. We didn’t
realize that what we were doing at that
time was building the proper conditions
for struggle. I mean, we could have gone




on inside the prisons after the murder of
Julio Roldan in the Tombs. After Julio
was killed, we began to receive letters
from inside the Tombs telling us about the
things that had happened to Julio and the
things that happen to everyone there.
The letters detailed the conditions inside
the prisons—talking specifically about the
terrible substandard food, the lack of
clothing, the lack of warm bedding for
people in the wintertime. Sanitary condi-
tions are very bad, and there are roaches
and rats and bedbugs and lice in the pris-
ons. There are rats running out of the
toilet bowls. The guards in the prisons are
sadistic and continue to beat people every
time they step out of line.

We began hearing about all these
things, and we began to understand that
what happened to Julio wasn’t an isolated
incident. Julio just happened to be another
Puerto Rican who was busted on a phony
charge, and because he was poor and
couldn’t afford to pay his bail, he had to
stay in jail until the court case came up.
In that time he was subject to the whims
of the guards who were running the place
without anyone controlling them. After
we saw what happened to Julio, and we
heard similar things from a number of
people, we began to investigate on our
own. The pattern became very cleartous:
Poor people are arrested on charges that
a rich white person wouldn’t even be ar-
rested on. When they’re taken into court,
because they don’t have money they don’t
have a lawyer with them right away, and
they can’t put up bail—they’re put inside
the Tombs or inside the Queens House of
Detention, until bail money can be raised.
And if they’re inside the jail, there’s no
way of raising bail money. Usually the
bails are very high, so that we wouldn’t be
able to get people out of jail anyway.
Carlos Feliciano was originally held on a
hundred thousand dollars bail, and there’s
no way in the world that a Puerto Rican
family can raise that. Carlos was accused
of being a member of MIRA, and was
snatched away from his family and
thrown into jail without any way of get-

ting out. So the bail then becomes not bail,
but ransom instead.

Once inside the jails, all of your
rights are taken away—your right to
freedom of speech, your constitutional
rights to privacy. All of a sudden you have
no rights. You're treated like an animal,
you're thrown into a cell which in physi-
cal terms is, like, too small for human be-
ings to live in. You're kept in the cell,
you're told when you can bathe, you're told
when you can urinate....One of the
things we saw after the takeovers in the
prisons was that while Third World poli-
ticians like Shirley Chisholm and Herman
Badillo had supposedly intervened, after
they snatched the headlines, the brothers
inside the jails were still subject to re-
prisals, including a forty-day lock-in—for
forty days the brothers were locked in
their cells and not allowed to bathe or
come out, not allowed to do anything but
try to find something for their minds to do
besides go crazy.

One of the other things we see is that
the city and the city officials keep talking
about how outraged they are about the
conditions inside the prisons. All of a sud-
den they discover that there are rats and
roaches in the food—but this is something
that we know has been going on for a long
time. Someone sent us an article from
1965 that told about the fifth Puerto Rican
so-called suicide in the Tombs, and the
city was astonished at that point. And this
year there have been nine people dead in
the Tombs, and the city is still astonished.
At one point the line that the politicians
and medical people were putting out was
that Puerto Ricans tend to commit suicide
when they’re isolated because of their
tight family structure—it just blows their
minds, and they kill themselves. We know
that’s bullshit.

Going back to the specific conditions
inside the jails, we see that there is not
enough medical care—there is one doctor
for many too many men. Inmates aren’t
allowed easy access to lawyers. There’s no
watchdog committee, there’s no outside
group that could go in, a group that has
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no political ties that could go inside the
prison and assure that the basic human
rights of the people there are being guar-
anteed.

After Julio was killed in the Tombs,
two other brothers were killed. And right
after that another brother was killed, and
then two other brothers. So, the whole
thing is continuing. We're saying that the
prison system is another form of genocide
that is being perpetrated on poor people,
because if you’re poor, you stay in jail—
it’s very apparent that in the New York
City prisons, approximately 90 percent of
the prisoners are Black or Puerto Rican.
All you have to do is check it out to come to
the conclusion that there’s one standard of
justice going down for one class of people,
and another standard of justice going
down for our people. And when the city
government begins to talk about justice,
what they’re really talking about is bury-
ing people away from the public eye so
they can’t raise too much of a stink. Right
now, the Women’s House of Detention is
gonna be phased out and all the women
are gonna be transferred to Rikers Island,
because the Women’s House of D is the
only prison in New York City that'sin a
residential area, so that every time there’s
shit going on inside there, the people in the
neighborhood can hear.

Everything that we have seen so far
has shown that the city establishment is
gonna continue to push the line of genocide
in the prisons, they’'re not gonna clamp
down on the sadists that are running the
prisons, the politicians are gonna use the
prisons to make political points for them-
selves. At the same time, liberals are gonna
cry about how bad it is, but not do any-
thing. And meanwhile, people are still
gonna be beaten to death and tortured.
With all of this going on, we see clearly
that there is no way that we can depend
on anyone except ourselves, the people, to
begin to change the situation.

When we took the People’s Church
for the second time—we had two demands.
First, we wanted to have a legal defense
center set up inside the church to coordi-

73

nate and document cases of brutality in-
side and outside the prisons. You see,
Third World people are in prison, even
on the outside—-it’s just that the security
has been made minimum instead of maxi-
mum. The second demand was that an
impartial investigation of the prison sys-
tem be conducted by clergy—because we
felt that everyone could relate to clergy
going inside the prisons and checking out
exactly what was happening, and being al-
lowed to go into the cells, into the labora-
tories, into the shower stalls. Naturally,
the City Board of Corrections didn’t want
to hear about it, they didn’t want anyone
to go inside. Obviously they had something
to cover up. When we made these de-
mands, we felt our people’s lives were at
stake, and we wanted to lay our own lives
on the line. That is why we took the church
with guns.

After a whole lot of dickering with
the city administration—at one point
they said yes, the clergy eould go in, at the
next point they said mo—it’s still in a
limbo stage. Some clergy have been al-
lowed in, and selected newspapermen have
been allowed in—but it’s still not open to
the people. Now, pressure is still being in-
creased. We're saying that we have no
choice, that by any means necessary, we
have to open those prisons up, so that the
people of this city and of every city can see
what goes on in there and regulate what
type of prison treatment is being given.

“Before people called
me a spic, they
called me a nigger.”

PABLO “YORUBA”™ GUIMAN

eople always look for
the beginnings of the Party. We started
the Young Lords because we just knew
something had to be done. If we didn’t find
or create an organization that was gonna
do something then everybody was gonna
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derstood they could talk to me, and that
meant they could talk to the Party. I
learned a lot of things out of that.Ilearned
that a reporter could be your best friend,
you shouldn’t classify a reporter immedi-
ately as being a pig, especially now that
they are letting a lot of Black and Puerto
Rican reporters in. The real enemy is up
on top—management levels. I had some
good people, man, who wrote some good
things for us—the editors came and
hacked the shit up, and it was nothing like
what they put in, and they proved it to me,
'cause, like, at first I distrusted them also.
There’s that whole Movement orientation
toward distrusting and watching out for
the media—a lot of times, man, the Move-
ment people come up there and treat the
media people like shit, you know. Then
they say, “Well, they put me on the air
bad.” Of course they put you on the air
bad, you came across like an idiot.

And TV gets into somebody’s house,
man. You know, when you're on the screen
in somebody’s crib, you better not be say-
ing things that come out with a lot of blips
on the screen, 'cause you're gonna turn
off whole families like that. You should
understand what you’re doing. The whole
thing is to forget the person behind the
mike that’s asking the questions and im-
agine that you are talking to 300 of the
most assorted kind of Puerto Ricans in the
world in one room, in one little room—just
do it like that, and as long as you keep the
people in your eyes, you've got it.

Too many people tend to get into
arguments with reporters. There are some
reporters that come in there red-baiting
—what you gotta do isuse that, and that’s
where a little humor doesn’t hurt. You can
turn things around to make them look like
jackasses and expose their game to the
people right there on TV or radio. The
people dig an underdog, that was the great
appeal of the Mets at one time, and you
have to understand that that’s exactly
what we are, underdogs. Once the people
can start digging us for that, we can tell
them, “Dig yourself for that.”

When we’re standing up there tellin’

the pigs off—they dig that, man, whether
or not they’re of the same political persua-
sion. When the chips are falling down for
us, a lot of times there have been Puerto
Rican reactionaries that have defended
us—sometimes before the Puerto Rican
liberals, because at least they realized that
one thing they can never say about us is
that we are against the nation. We know
for a fact that because of the way we've
used the media, people dig our audacity,
they love us, they feel like we're their
grandchildren.

There was a period in our Party from
July of ’69, when we first started, to about
August of 1970 or July of 1970 when we
ran really on the personal magnetism of
the leadership. But as we started to grow
we said, “Look man, there ain’t no way
you can get a party going on that—you
can’t build a national liberation movement
on the charisma of five or six people.”
'Cause that would mean they would al-
ways have to be traveling everyplace to
keep the whole machinery together. And
if you want to keep a thing together,
you’ve got to lay down certain principles
that people can pick up on and go to town
with—like the Thirteen Point Program
and Platform. We have also developed our
own political analysis. Right now we are
going through a whole big thing of teach-
ing ourselves to think in scientific terms,
to study the theories of other revolution-
ary philosophers — people like Marx,
Lenin and Mao.

Actually, we have made two analyses
because we have to think of two struggles
which are interrelated and at the same
time not related—Ilike the law of oppo-
sites. In other words, we have to make one
analysis for the Puerto Rican nation that
includes Puerto Rico, the island and the
mainland ; then another one for the Puerto
Ricans who are struggling in the United
States.

Within the Puerto Rican nation,
there have been many groups who have
been struggling for a long time, and our
analysis has shown that the correct meth-
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od of bringing about revolution is to iso-
late the enemy to as small a number as
possible and unite the greatest number of
people. Our major goal at this point is de-
feating the U.S. enemy. Right now we
work with anybody who has the same goal.
We're trying to work with the greatest
number of people. In doing this, one of
our most important concepts is that we
are humble before our people, and vicious
before the enemy. If you read History Will
Absolve Me, you will see Fidel was very
good at isolating the enemy into this little
clique. See, when people think the enemy
is this big mass, it wears away at the will
to fight, but when people see that the
enemy is just this bunch, right—this T'ame
Bunch—people begin to move.

The first segment of our people that
will join, work with, and support the revo-
lution is the lumpen, the street people:
prostitutes, junkies, two-bit pushers, hus-
tlers, welfare mothers. That’s the group
that got the Party through its first two
years. Marx and Lenin said the working
class would be first, right. But we have to
examine the Puerto Rican reality. The
street people come into the revolution be-
cause they’ve got nothing to lose. And it’s
alaw of revolution that the most oppressed
group takes the leadership position.

After the lumpen come the lowest
classes of woskers. For a long time in
America, for a lot of reasons, the impor-
tance of the worker has been underrated,
and when people have said “Power to the
people,” they have talked about only one
segment, and have sort of isolated every-
body else. In the phase we are entering
now, we are pushing very strongly for a
lumpen-worker alliance as being the basis
for the revolution within the Puerto Rican
nation—an alliance of working people
and street people, which will build and see
this revolution through to the end.

We're going very heavily into worker
organizing while we continue the organiz-
ing of street people, and we will continue
to create situations where the two can
come together bécause this system has cre-
ated an antagonism between the working
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people and the street people of the same
nation. In the ghettos of the city you have
poor working-class people living in proj-
ects, and poor street people living in the
tenements. And the people in the projects
always think that they’re better than the
people in the tenements, and the people in
the tenements can’t stand the people in the
projects. I mean, there are junkies ripping
off the working people when they come
home from the subways with their pay-
checks, and then the workers want to get
together to form vigilante groups.... So
we have gone out into the community to
end this antagonism. This is one of the
things that came out of the Second Peo-
ple’s Church, this alliance. We know this
will bring on a lot of repression from the
enemy, because that’s been one of their
greatest games—Iike racism, like sexism
—to keep the lower classes fighting each
other, because they have the greatest revo-
lutionary potential.

The group that comes in between the
lumpen and the worker is the student. A
student is this weird thing—a student ac-
tually could be classified as petit bour-
geois, because the student, see, doesn’t
have much to do, the student is not work-
ing, has nothing to support except himself
or herself. The student just has to worry
about term papers and grades and schol-
arships. Once the student gets over that
hangup, the student then begins to join
the struggle. But the student doesn’t have
the same kind of gut commitment that the
lumpen has, or the same kind of overall
response coming from prolonged pressure
that the worker has.

Many of us in the Party were stu-
dents. But after checking it out, we saw
that we were the children of workers or
lumpen, so this prevented us from trip-
ping “out into a real petit-bourgeois
vacuum.

Among petit-bourgeois people—low-
er-petit-bourgeois people like teachers,
certain poverty pimps that ain’t gettin’
too much bread, middle-class professionals
—there's almost a fifty-fifty split in the
time of revolutionary struggle. Some will




underground and started blowing shit up
—the thing is, nobody would have under-
stood where it was coming from. Those
people who didn’t think it was the pig,
would think it was some lunatics, and
they’d probably be right. So we were just
getting ourselves known.

By the second time around, every-
body said, “Hey, here they come again!
Here come these nuts!” They were calling
their friends out—*“Look at these fools
cleaning off the street!” It was a big thing.
They were coming from blocks around.
We cleaned 110th Street from Second to
Third to Lexington.

By the third Sunday we did some-
thing we had learned from what we had
read about the Chicago group, and that
was to get the people involved through
“observation and participation.” This
time we got the people to clean the shit up
with us. We knew somehow we would take
them through some kind of a struggle, we
didn’t know where the hell we were going,
but we had to get them involved.

And then came the Sunday of July
27, when we had a lot of people and not
enough brooms, and we went to the Sani-
tation Department.... Now understand
this—for the Young Lords Party, this
July 27 is probably a historical date. It was
a Sunday, right? When four of us went to
pick up some brooms, they told us, “Well,
you can’t have any brooms.” And we said,
“Why?” and they said, “Because it’s Sun-
day.” Now the sanitation cats are just sec-
ond cousins to the cats in blue, ’cept that
they wear green. This fool at 106th Street
which was the nearest branch of the de-
partment asks us, “What area are you
cleaning up?” So we tell him 110th be-
tween Second and Third. He says, “That
area is serviced by 73rd Street and York.”
So we had to go about a mile and a half out-
side where we were, when there was this
place four blocks down. And the dude at
73rd and York says, “Well, you can’t have
any brooms.” So, we were pissed, you
know. We had gone through all the legal
machinations, and now we were pissed.
We were looking for a rationale for what

was going to come next.

In the car on the way up, the four of
us said, “Look, we're going to take the gar-
bage and throw it'in the street and that’s
all there is to it—we’re just going to dump
it.” And that’s what we did. We blocked
Third Avenue to traffic, right. The people,
they went and blocked 111th Street and
Third Avenue, blocked 112th, and what
was developing was a riot situation. When
we saw that happening, we set up a line of
garbage cans at the end of 112th Street
and we set up a line of Lords and said, “We
ain’t lettin’ nobody through.” There was
this one cat who said, “Let’s go! Let’s take
it all the way up to the Bronx!” This cat
was freaking out, and we were saying,
“No, you ain’t going noplace—we’re stop-
pin’ right here because if we keep going,
this is what the pigs want, they just going
to pick us off. You ain’t got no guns, you
know.” And this guy kept saying, “No, no,
let’s go! We got all these people here!”
"Cause people had come out, they came
from all over East Harlem for this, they
moved a truck into the street, they turned
cars over, they were ready to go crazy, The
pigs showed up and didn’t do nothing,
"cause the pigs believe that Puerto Ricans
are docile, you know. We didn’t know what
kind of reaction we’d get. I mean, all we
were doing was throwing some garbage in
the street, but we saw that it turned the
people loose, it was what they needed, it
just set them going. So, we had a quick
rally and signed up some recruits, and we
said, “Well, we’re gonna do this again next
Sunday.”

When we went back the next Sunday,
more people came—but it was a different
thing. This time it wasn’t “Here come
those nuts...” but “Here come those peo-
ple who started the shit last Sunday—let’s
get together.” And people were just, like,
waiting, waiting like this on the corner,
waiting for us to throw the garbage so
they could get involved in the shit.

The next day, Lindsay’s office called
a meeting. Gottehrer and all those dudes
came down to East Harlem to this poverty
place. That’s when we found out what pov-
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erty pimps were really about—they’re like
outposts in Indian territory, like Fort
Apache and Fort Savage, they are the eyes
and ears of the mayor of any city. And
they’re supposed to keep the savages down,
right. In this case, we weren’t working
with the poverty pimps. This was coming
from the people, and the poverty pimps
are far removed from the people. When
they couldn’t explain to their masters
what was going down in East Harlem,
they said, “Well, we have this under con-
trol ... there are these leaflets that are go-
ing around....”

We found that a lot of people thought
we were there just to throw garbage in the
street. They couldn’t understand that we
were really there for a Socialist revolu-
tion, we were really there to off the gov-
ernment of the United States. They just
couldn’t deal with that, you know. So we
tried setting up political education classes.

I remember a lot of those being really
funny. Juan had become Deputy Minister
of Education, because he knew the most,
he had the clearest mind. Juan was deal-
ing with books, right, but, like, ain’t nobody
could read the books, and then those who
could read, let’s say something like Che on
Man and Socialism, threw the book away
and said, “This is boring.” Juan could not
understand how Che Guevara could be bor-
ing. But these cats said the dude was bor-
ing. You know, it blew his mind. We had
to try to find some way of reaching broth-
ers and sisters who did not dig school, the
concept of school or the classroom. And
how the hell were we gonna do this? This
is a problem we're still dealing with. We
tried everything, man, from jokes to get-
ting high together, everything to try to
bring the point across.

Then there were other problems like
people’s commitment. Like, “Well, how
come you wasn’t here last Sunday?” “Ah,
man, you know, my mother told me not to
come,” or, like, “I was out late Saturday
night, and 1 just wanted to sleep....” I
mean, how do you build up discipline? If
you were going to divide fifteen people into
three proups that could block an avenue at
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a given time you needed discipline. How
could you cool out cats who knew nothing
but fighting and say to them, “Listen, this
is not when you hit this pig—you do not
hit this pig now.”

It was very difficult, it was very hard
to do. ...

Well, after the First Offensive, the
Garbage Offensive, all Puerto Ricans in
New York knew about us. Then it was the
People’s Church Offensive that put us on
a national level in terms of the United
States and Puerto Rico. This was through
the correct use of the media. We said,
“Look, you know, the media is gonna have
to be used. Until we can put out the Daily
News regularly, until we have a TV sta-
tion and a radio station, chalk it up. Every-
body on welfare got a TV set, everybody
got a radio, everybody buys the Daily
News and El Diario, so as long as the peo-
ple already got access to these things, we
might as well use them to the best of our
advantage.”

It was December 28 that we took the
church and during the eleven days we
were in there we learned a lot of things
about the media. The first day there was
this quick press conference on the steps of
the church. That night I saw myself on
TV, and T didn’t like myself, you know. I
came across as this stereotyped image of
what a militant was supposed to be—the
Afro and the shades and all this. I was up
there talkin’ all kinds of shit about this,
that, and the other. And it was so routine
and blasé, T said, “Damn,” you know. T
didn’t dig myself. So the next day we had
the press conference indoors behind a
table. It was a relaxed atmosphere, T had
my clear glasses on, so people could see my
eyes, and as the press was settling down,
I said,™How you doing?” introduced my-
self and got into raps. All the time we
were in that church we had something to
give the media people every day, that's
how we had ‘em going, 'cause they had no
other news going on at the time. I got to
know ‘em, I know everybody in New York
City in the media, you know, and we de-
veloped a kind of rapport, 'cause they un-
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know, if the people together are planning
where their nation’s gonna go, how their
government is running, how much they’re
going to produce, who’s going to produce
what, and what they’re gonna do with it
once they get it. In cold, scientific terms
this means that production and distribu-
tion get put in the hands of the people.
That’s a phrase that everybody can sing
by rote, but if we think about it and if we
understand it, it's a whole mindblowing
concept to oppressed people, because we’ve
never been shown that we can succeed in
anything.

You know, there was a way that the
people used to walk in the street before
1969, before the Young Lords Party began
—people used to walk with their heads
down like this, and the pigs would walk
through the colonies, man, like they owned
the block. They’d come in here with no
kind of respect in their eyes. They’d walk
through, they wouldn'’t ride through. See,
when a pig walks through the street that
means they got less respect than if they
gotta ride. But after the Garbage Offen-
sive and the Peoples’ Church it was a whole
new game.

As these things started to happen, as
each one came, it was like boom, boom,
boom. You and the enemy are standing
there like this, right, and the enemy’s been
kicking your ass. But suddenly you throw
up a couple of blocks, right, and you land
a couple of solid ones, and people start dig-
ging this, and they see you're landing more
solid ones. You’re fighting toe to toe and,
like, you’re takin’ some shit, but you know
you can take his best. For 400 years, you've
taken the best that this motherfucker
could throw at you, and now you’re gonna
deal. So now, what's he gonna do? He
wants to land his haymaker, he wants to
round everybody up—you know that’s
coming. But we are a tempered people, we
have been tempered like the blade of a
knife by years, man, of living under this
shit. When fascism comes, people gonna
be ready for it. It’s gonna blow the pigs’
minds, right, but we ain’t gonna give up.
Because the people have seen that there’s

away.

At the Second People’s Church, we
brought guns out into the open, and these
guns were definitely illegal, they were un-
registered, right. But because we had our
people with us, Mayor Lindsay had to say
the guns were legal. He had to hold his po-
lice back, because the white racists in the
department wanted to kill us, you know,
and they couldn’t. And when people saw
this, people said, “Wow!” We took the
guns out of the church and we showed
them—like we say in the street “we
showed our shit” and got away clean. We
still ain’t been popped for that one.

Now, when they catch us, when they
start rounding up the first bunch of Lords,
they’re gonna throw everything on us. But
the point is the people now have hope. They
can round me up, they can round up the
Central Committee, but they’re gonna
have a hard time. First of all, the explo-
sion that’s gonna come if they touch any-
body on the Central Committee will be
tremendous. We already know what hap-
pened when they tried to take our Chief of
Staff, Fi, and that was months ago. The
main thing is that they can take any Young
Lord now, because now they’ve got to kill
an idea. Like, we have a second-, third-,
fourth-level leadership. This is one of the
greatest things we’ve done. Ain’t nobody
done this in the Puerto Rican nation—
build something that’s gonna live on. The
Nationalists tried and failed because they
were centered around this one cat—Albizu
Campos. ;

Our people have been taught to be-
lieve that when they rounded up Albizu
Campos and two thousand members of the
Nationalist Party they broke the back of
the Nationalist Party. But now the people
can think about Albizu and all of a sudden
it seems like the Nationalist Party has just
been going through different kinds of
changes for twenty years. “Well, man, we
thought you all lost—it looks like we're
gonna start winning.” And, like, the con-
cept of winning, right, that is the number
one contribution of the Young Lords Party
—that is what we are, man, the concept of
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winning.

One thing about us I really dig is that
we don’t get so hung up in theory that we
don’t move. We can still jump out into the
street, we still do battle with the pigs, we
still haven’t lost our heart. That may sound
like a whole big macho thing, but it’s not,
see, because it's important that we under-
stand that the thing that kept the Puerto
Rican nation intact, the thing that made
us was the soul and strength of our men
and women. That’s what did it. When peo-
ple would get put up against the wall, it
wasn't because they had read Marx or
Mao, it was because deep down inside there
was this basic nationalist feeling that said,
“Get off my back, you don’t belong here—
you ain’t got no business bugging me. Get
the hell out! And if you don’t, I'm gonna
punch you in the mouth!” This is the thing
that is in our core, this is our nationalism.

Now, there are some people who
would say that there’s a contradiction in
being a revolutionary nationalist—in
fact, they say you can’t be a Nationalist
and a Socialist at the same time. Well,
that’s wrong. See, for these people I would
quote Mao, where he says that loving your
people and your country and fighting to
liberate your people is the best way to aid
the struggle of all peoples around the
world. It’s ridiculous to say you’re an in-
ternationalist and you’re going to struggle
for all oppressed people, without picking a
particular segment of people you're gonna
work in. Because the people, you know, are
divided along nation and class lines, and
we have to recognize both. In this country,
for example, racism is like a stick that the
pigs are clubbing you on the head with.
Now you got to grab the other end and hit
them back with it—and the other end of
the stick is nationalism. And if you do it
righteously, if you do it with the interest
of the people and with the backing of the
people, then it becomes revolutionary.
Now that’s revolutionary nationalism—
that is the kind of nationalism that says,
“Yes, we are proyd to be Puerto Rican, we
are proud to be number one—but we want
everybody else to be number one too, and
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we’re gonna help everyone else be number
one.” See, ’cause the other kind of nation-
alism is reactionary nationalism—where
you say, “Well, I'm number one. Fuck
everybody else.”

We’ve seen how the Black colony in
America has been divided in terms of cul-
ture versus politics. We don’t want to see
the Puerto Rican colony divided that way.
We don’t want to create divisions where
there need not be any. So that we do pro-
mote interest in the culture of the nation,
right—but we only want to take from the
culture what has been good. We're not
gonna go into a trip glorifying the pava,
which is a straw hat, or the guayabera,
which is a kind of shirt, ’cause there ain’t
no hat or no shirt gonna free anybody. But
the fact that our people, when put up
against the wall, have managed to kick ass
for centuries—that is good, that is part of
our culture, right. That’s why we say that
the most cultural thing we can do is pick
up the gun to deferd ourselves.

Culture, see, is the gun—as long as
we understand that it is not the gun that
should control us, but the Party that
should control the gun. That is a rule that
our Minister of Defense has made very
clear. And that was the whole lesson of the
People’s Church. [t can be said that the
Second People’s Church, when we took the
church with guns, when we armed our-
selves in our own defense, was probably
one of the most cultural events in the his-
tory of the Puerto Rican nation—on the
same level with the uprising at Jayuya in
1950, and El Grito de Lares in 1868. The
only cultural form that’s gonna go beyond
that is armed struggle.

We are not nihilists, you know, we're
not just destroy, destroy, destroy. We're
saying to our people, yes we've got to de-
stroy, but we have a new system that we're
already starting fo build, right. Taking
the whole Puerto Rican nation into ac-
count, we're a small group, but inside that
small group we’re dealing socialistically
with one another in a very human manner,
and as we move, that influence is gonna
spread out in many ways.
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join, and some go against, there’s a left-
wing petite bourgeoisie and a right-wing
petite bourgeoisie.

When you .get to the ruling class,
you’ll find very few of our people there.
And very few of the people who are actu-
ally a part of the elite in Puerto Rican so-
ciety are going to join and support our
struggle. Anybody who comes along is
considered a bonus.

When we talk about our role in terms
of creating the American Revolution, we
are not saying we are going to take Puerto
Rican people and ship them back to Puerto
Rico. We are saying that we have been
here in this country for two generations
—in some cases, maybe three generations
—we’ve been here for so long, right, that
it would be too convenient for us to move
back now, and just create a revolution
there. We're saying that we want pay back
for the years that we have suffered, the
years that we have put up with cockroach-
es and rats. We had to put up with snow,
we had to put up with English, we had to
put up with racism, with the general abuse
of America. And we are gonna hook up
with everybody else in this country who’s
fighting for their liberation—and that’s
a whole lot of people. We know that the
number-one group that’s leading that
struggle are Black people, 'cause Black
people—if we remember the rule that says
the most oppressed will take the vanguard
role in the struggle—Black people, man,
have gone through the most shit. Black
people, along with Chicanos and native
Americans, are the greatest ally we can
have. So we must build the Puerto Rican-
Black alliance. That is the basis of the
American Revolution for us. Actually, the
first group in America that we had a for-
mal coalition with was the Black Panther
Party. Also we must further the Latino
ties, especially as we move west, and here
in New York City, we must work with
Dominicans—to further eliminate the ra-
cism that has deeply divided Black people
and Spanish people.

We are also coming very close to-
gether with the struggle of Asians in this

country, Asians who have been disinher-
ited from the land that was theirs. Hawaii,
for example, was made a state. One of our
immediate struggles is to prevent that
from happening in Puerto Rico. The Asian
struggle is, like, twice as hard, because
now they have to free a state, which is dif-
ferent from freeing a colony, right. That’s
actually going in and busting up part of a
union.

Now the time has come for the Young
Lords Party to begin organizing on the
island. I mean, that’s inevitable—we’re
not fighting just for Puerto Ricans in the
States, we are fighting for all Puerto Ri-
cans, you know, and in turn, we’re fighting
for all oppressed people. In the fourth
point of our Thirteen Point Program and
Platform, we say we are revolutionary
nationalists, not racists. That also means
that we recognize the struggle of white
people.

One thing we always say in the Young
Lords, “Don’t ever let any particular ha-
tred you have prevent you from working.
Always take it into you and let it move
you forward. And if it’s strong, change it,
because it stops your work.” We tell all
Puerto Rican youth to listen to this. High-
school-age Puerto Ricans are into a big
thing about whitey, and we tell them,
“Man, it’s not white folk. What we are try-
ing to destroy is not white people, but a sys-
tem created by white people, a capitalistic
system that has run away from them to
the point that it is now killing white peo-
ple, too.” And in fact, in that struggle,
we're gonna hook up and we're gonna be
allies with white people, like the Weather-
people. The fact that the Weatherpeople
rose is important to us because for a long
time it was very theoretical talking about
white allies. Every time we talked about it
with somebody, the brother or sister would
say, “Well, where are they?”” And it was a
good point. You know, where was every-
body when Fred Hampton was killed? So
that the emergence of the Weatherpeople
—their beginning was very shaky, but it’s
a good, solid, steady group now—has given
us a Jot more trust and has helped us a lot
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in relating to other white people.

You know, when we meet somebody
from the Third World, we immediately
call them brother or sister, right. And then
they have to prove to us through their
practice that they are not our brothers or
sisters—like Gene Roberts, who infil-
trated the Panther Party. We view white
people, when we first see them, with mis-
trust and suspicion, and then they have to
show us by their practice that they are
really our brothers and sisters—and that
is the difference in the two.

It would be totally naive for us to
openly embrace white people, even if they
are in the Movement, simply because
they’re supposed to be revolutionary.
We've gone through too many frustra-
tions with white people in the Movement
to have that happen. ’Cause you really
want to hope that once you get into the
Movement there ain’t no more racism. But
that’s a joke. In many cases racism be-
comes sicker than what you see in the so-
called “straight” world, because it’s kind
of like a psychopathic hero-worship. You
know, everything the Panthers do is right
simply because they’re Black, the Young
Lords are fantastic because they’re Puerto
Rican. That’s ridiculous. The Young Lords
make mistakes, and if we make mistakes
we want our white compatieros and com-
pafieras to criticize us. If they really love
us, that’s what they’ll do. That’s one of the
weaknesses of the Movement, you know,
that people do not want to criticize the
Panthers because the Panthers are Black.
But in doing that they do more harm to
the Panthers than they do good.

We try to encourage honesty in our
relationships with white people. I think
that we’ve gone a long way toward elimi-
nating a lot of the shit in the Movement.
And T think a lot of people get good vibes
when they’re around us. I think a lot of
people in the Movement dig us because of
that.

The Young Lords Party today is the
fastest-moving group of people inside the
Puerto Rican nation. We’re moving fast-
er than anybody else, and this means
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that all the contradictions that exist
among our people are much more high-
lighted among us, that things come out
much more quickly. That’s why you have
the Young Lords arguing about male
chauvinism, female passivity, racism, Viet
Nam. People on the street ain’t talkin’
about all those things yet, you know. We
try to take that word “vanguard” and give
it a new definition, because the definition
that it has now is that the vanguard is
some elitist group, that they’re better than
everybody else, and they tell all the other
groups, “Go fuck yourself.” Like, to us,
the vanguard means that we have a great
responsibility. It means that we are in
front of the people and show the people the
way, but at the same time we are among
the people, because we are the people. We
are also in back of the people, you know,
because sometimes vou got to lay back to
check the people out. And that’s where we
get our strength from.

We’re here because we are trying as
best we can to take the power of the State
and put that back in the hands of the peo-
ple who for so long have been denied every-
thing. It’s a very deep, emotional thing,
you know, for people who've been told for
so long that they’re fucked up, that they're
niggers, spics, that they ain’t worth shit,
to be doing this.

We are showing people an alternative
to living under a capitalistic society—an
alternative to the tenement, to the street,
to the workplace, to the fanguito. Each
generation that comes up is taught that
this is the only way things can be done, this
is life, right. It's a fact of life that you're
poor, that there are some people on top, and
that most people are on the bottom. It’s a
fact of life that this is a dog-eat-dog world,
and if you want to make it you got to make
it by yourself. But we're gonna take them
facts of life and turn them around. We're
saying that it is gonna be a new fact of life
that what counts first is not so much the
individual but the group, and in order for
the individual to survive, the group, the
nation, has to survive.

There’s a whole new way to live, you




