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FROMIMO i Jaga  (Pram)  stands
across the street from the White
House wiuning 1o hear his name,
He is one of the final speakers af
fercho "985, the hirst majpor mitio-
nal protest 1o free LS, polincal p

soners. Amerca’s most recently

released “prisoner of war™ has spent the Viarch day greeting admir
ers, posng for pictures and carching up with his old Black Panther
arty comrades and other activists. Kathleen Cleaver s there, S0 18
Angela Davis. And Safiya Bukhan and Her
man Ferpuson, two of the event's key plar:
ners. It 5 4 rearwon of reveluhonaries as
much as a ._1_55.- ol protest this spring alftemoon
in Lafavetre Park across from 1600 Pennsyi-
Vinia Avenue

[t's closing in on § p.m. and many of

those in Lafavette Park have been out since

®:30). when they gathéred at another park —

the one mamed for Malcolm X — and marched the 15 or s0

Blocks to this small parch of ereen in the nanon’s capital, 1hen
Ocks o | | &

thev marched around the Whire Howse with banners and signs;
] ane blew a | 1K he Bible. In the story of

and sOmconeE DIEW 4 Norm, TuUst Uxe 1in LN 1L il i AL

Joshua and the City of Jericho, the King James version says, “the

peaple shoured,” a horn blew and the walls came tumbling down.

BY MARCIA DAVIS
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This mowvement should hiave it so easy,

LF it 15 toowin amnesty for the 150 or so people activists sav are
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vince America that these “prisoners™ exist ar all. Cuba, nor the
U'nited States, has political prisoners — though Fidel Castro, at
Pope |ohn Paul D' request thus vear, re
g 1oy be imprisoned for thewr polineal behefs,

But “LLS, polincal prisoner”™ 15 not in the national lexicon,

iebs, they must hrst con-
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ERONIMG i Joea (though he dropped Pratt vears ago,
it 15 the mame by which he 1§ more popularly knivwn),
s trying o put it there, He will give you 'names and
daves of revolutionaries left languishing w prison cel
acris the country — from Calitornin 1o New York.

Jerncho, he savs, = an anportant initative, an eftort o free palit-
cal proners and prisoners of war, many of those piled at a2 bme
whien Amersen seemed at-war-with a generanon.

Other survivors of that time have gathered ar Jericho, It s a
united front, a mixmre of Black nanona
Ameficans, Puerto Rican movernents and oth-

A
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ers, and an efort to push the issue, from what |7
Washington polincos might call the fringe, |
into the mamstréam of the national dialogue
and debate,

Seconds betore he 5w speak, Pram falls
quiet. The late-aftermoon sun catches the
sends-of swent on the back of hs clean-shaven
head. A tmy diamond stud glistens in his left
ear. Standing behind the makeshifr stage in his
]"I:EIt.':J_E'.:r' blue ean overalls, he looks more com-
tortable with hos Lowsiana roots than with the
cause celebire his life has become.

“I would never go on stape,
"Yiou betrer-pet vour |buet] up there,"™ he jokes.

He i a soldier, nota speaker. A revolunon-
ary, not 3 rap star. Sull, when he steps on the
stape, the crowd roars.

“This s a dream come trie for many broth-
ers and sisters who are belund those wa
for vears have strugpled o try to gt the mes-
sage out that this country does in tact have pahtical prisoners and
prisoners of war,” be says, as the crowd presses closer, The sound
systein has begun 1o faler, and this crowd of hundreds — the last
of a couple of thowsand who participated in the event — wants to
hear every word.

"Lratll know that we're here becavse the brothers in the pen
said 'G7 po over there. Thos 1 a necessary struggle, this is a neces:
sary avenue, " He shoves s hands deep in his pockets and ranses
his voice a bt

“But Lamn™t never been mno White House march asking them for
nothing, We take whar we want and we die or go to prison i the
DROCess,

[he crowd cheers agam at the bery words hurled across-decades,
back trivm a nime when police were “pips™ and the revolunon —
which would not be televised — was right around the comer, It was
the age of Blick Power and bevond, a ome when Black natonalism
mixed with Marx and Moo, and there wus a miliiney so dizeving
and dynamac that it swept up young Ives moo a wormnado of ideals,
ideologies and pnbndled bravado. It tnghtened 2 nation, wo —
Whites and some Blocks alike — and sent ). Edgar Hoover into a
deep and dangerous rage.

Yourng men and women were ready to die for their beliefs.
And many did. Pratt knew them well, can call therr names like i
was yesterday: Bunchy and John and Fred and Mark and Georpe

wt falks sav

|."i- "I.'ll"i'l'l'l
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and Jonathan, only 17 when he walked armed into a courtroom, He
15 talkmg, of conrse, of Bunchy Carter, John Hugeins, Fred Hamp-
ton and Mark Clark, and George and Jonsthan lackson. But thoy
Tig t]'l.l." 1.'!'["“. LLrllul“'ll. A rlliJ rhl,'.'.TI'.' I 58 TTHRAIY lill[hl:':'nli._

Too many, Pratt says, are sull doing time.

At Jenicho, he looks out into the crowd at the sea of sims. There
15 one tor Ruchell MaCree, Marshall Eddie Conway and Mumia
Abu=Jamal. There are signs, too, for Leonard Peloer, of the Amen:
can Indian Movement, and others from Poerto Rico, And on and on.

“They tought for our Freedom, now it's time for us to hght for
them,” he tells the crowd, nding the rhythm of his words.

What he does not say, docs not waste his breath mentioning 15
that there 18 an outside chance be may again need & support com-

mittee of his own. In January, Los Angeles District Artorney Gil

arcettt appealed the riling of Orange County Superior Court

Judge Everett W. Dickey, who overtumed the conviction, stating

thar s traal had been tameed becanse the Prosecution's star witness,

lullus Buder, had hed under oath and prosecutors had not revealed

to the defense laowyers thar Butler had been a police mformant.
[hokey ordered a new trnal

¥ ['he case that landed Pram in prison nearly
30 vears ago
ris court. It wns €3 riv evemng Dec. 18, 1968,
when Caroline Olsen, a 27-vear-old elemen-
tary school weacher, was slain and robbed of
518 on a Sanra Momca tennis court. Her

hosband, Kenneth, was shor and seriously
wiounded.

Prart, once the depoty mimister of detense
ior the Black Panther Farty 1 Los .ﬂmf.ﬂrl.'. .
says he was in Oakland at a party meeting at
the time of the slaving, His story has never

s s rosors on g Calitormm ten-

wavered, Lawvers |ohnnie Cochran Ir, and
stuart Hanlon have led his defense, There are
FBl documents abour the need bor him 1o be
"neutralired,” and he has received support
fromm a former FBI agent, Wesley Swearingen,
who savs apgency surveilllance - fles  that
showed Pramr was indeed in Qakland at the
tutie of the slaying were destroved.

Bt the distnict artomey’s January appeal states, *“Nothing that s
been leamed about chis case i the 25 years since it was tned, or in the
27 vears since Caroline (Olsen was murdered warrants o new tnal.
Mothing poines to Pratt’s mnocence; everything poines mo his gl

Momentum seems to be agamnst the appeal. In Febroary, a Los
Arngales [Tenes editorial called Carcett™s effors a “fool’s errand.”™
noting that most of the witnesses were dead — including Kenneth
(Msen — or unreliable afrer a quarter of & century. It also notes, as i
has been pointed out by others, that Pratt already has served 27
VOATrS, More tome |'I'|..!'|'I I'hl;" SAVETELESE TTRL rl'.:IJ'I' L \'il.'n!_:lﬂ_

*Nabody's worried, “G° 1sn't worned either,” says Ashaki Pram,
his ex~wite and mother of his two children, 1 think Garcetti is
doing what everyone expected him o, Nobody is surpnsed.,”

His older brother Timorhy Prat, one of six siblings, 1sn't taking
anv chances.

“*(y's case is not over,” he told-a crowd of nearly 400 gathered ar
Howard University's Law School at a rally shortly before Jericho.
*Crs simply been released until o decision s made. [F nl Carcetn
has his way, he will do everything hé can to put *G7 back behind
ars. 1 don't trust the legal system i this country ar all and onel it is
tovtally resolved I'm worried about ir”

It's the moming atter Jericho and Geronimo s waiting for his
ald friend Kathleen Cleaver. Her assignment i= to deliver hum' to
Kwame Ture, the former Stokely Carmichael of Black Power fame,




who 1s now battling prostate cancer: Pratt 15 standing 1o front of o
mam-and-pop store at 1.3th and P streets in Northwest Washing-
ton, & short walk from the low-budeet Travel Lodge where he has
boen staying the okt day and a half. Many of the Jencho parncs
panty have also staved at the horel,

He i functioning on almost oo sleep. He gave up on that the
mght belore the demonstration, when his room had become o
"revolving door,™ one mecting after anothes

Clenver is late, bot Pracr isn't worried, His liferime frend and fish-
g parener Advin “K=Doe™ Deloo Sr, s with him, They grew up m
Maorgan City, Las topether, and K=Doe remembers working with the
young Pratts i therr father's junk yvard, separating copper from ' tin,
brass from aluminum.

Ui thus Saturday morming, they are leanme over the engine of i
new Pontiae Grand Am, separating the past from the present.

“Meand K=Doe used o hx cars together,” Pract says excioedly,

"When we used to do it,-the empnes were this way,” he moves his
fngers ro andicate o vertical posmon. The engine now s horizontal,
S0 much in thie world has changed. “That's a mice car. [ want to drive
it. Lhave a legral beense,”

He s almost giddy, and fora
moment he and his frend —a
mindest,
walk=with & cane alter a forkhit
mipury — look like who they ane
two  middie—-aged Black men,
fathers and grandbathers, shoot-
g the breeze under the hood ot
i powoid car.

Bur there 8 a2 charm and
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i !_r,| \=Spirnedness that's alwn VS,

born there, that "G as. be's
ErowTL dic

n't ler prison take away
trom him, k-Doe says. “He's always
heen ke that.™

Young people pick ir up rieht away.
jericho partcipants leaving the Travel
Lol eather arcomd him

“Ny name 15 heal,” savs a White
kid from New |ersey, as he prabs
Pratt’s hand. “It's good o sed you
out.” He mrroduces his two friends,
both dressed in black with earrings in __1
interesting. places. Pratt shakes their - -
hands, smiles warmly and arges them to keep op the good work.

Ao group of Black reenagers rom South Central Los Angeles

are also excited to bnd ham there on the street

ey what's that 1 vour head, bov,™ Pratt sq vh teasmg one of the
[oir teens whose hate appears to be chemically relaxed, “You know
all the way,”

The reenager smiles slightly, He's not teally there to talk abowt
hair. [hey are a rap group, Counteract, and eager to pertorm fos
nne of their heroes. [Cs a mp simply called “Life,” and they per
farm it on rhe sireet, eager for Pratt's approval. He and K-Doe are
an enthpsaste audience,

“I teel =0 voung mysell,™ Pratt savs later, ™ Most of my 20s, all
of my. 30, all of my 40s; that's a lot of yourh thae got wasted
prison|, But '

says Daymond Johnson, 17, one of the rappers. “He'was

what we call that? Toxc waste. We sav natura

didn’t let it be wasted because it's stll o me.”

locked down bue he stll comes oot with a smule™

When Cleaver arrives the bovs perform again.
she 15 one of the first promiment women of the Black Panthes
Party, and the former wile of Eldndge Cleaver, its munister af thifo

mation whose [ater dvsions with parry founder Huey Newton are
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a criical pont in Panther history. Now a lawver, who at-times has
worked on Prart’s case, Kathleen Cleaver remains -.'.-|J||11.'.."j, and
youthiul, her Adro replaced by long, reddish=brown braids.

LHanimg Pram's wral, party divisions — much of it exacerbated
y the FBL— Kept members from testifving on his behalt. Cleaver,
ving i Algters with Eldndge at the nme, retarmed to the Unired
Stites to testify, Pratt has never forpotten that

“From the start, when | came on the stene, Kathleen was one

of the ones who insisted that | take over from Bunchy when he
was Killed,™ he savs, " 5he's always been a very, very close inspira-
non., After her husband left into exile, she was left with us, and we
looked out for her..., Kathleen, she's alwavs been like the bravest i
woman in the world., The FBI-set up scenarnes o make her nod

want to come [and testty |, that made her come gquicker, She's Hike ‘
my resil sister.” -
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- E Far left, Kathleen Cleaver at Jericho "98. Clockwise

‘#‘5 trom top: ‘G’ and children, Hiroji, Shona; with lawyer,
lohnnie Cochran Ir.; Ashaki and grandchild,

savs Cleaver of those ditficult days and the FBL
“They would make vou think people who were pood
Panthers were pohice. They would make vou think

that youur enemy was your toend,”

She and Pratt bave mammtained a friendship over the years
When she fmally gets him out of Washingion, Prace shdes behind
the wheel of her worn station wagon, He éats ap the road ar 80
miles an hour, The 203 mi

eRTo MNew York Hy by

LR HOURS LATER, undef a soft hght m the bedroom of
a Harlem aparmment. Ceromimmo: sits ane a chair ar the
foor of the bed of Kwame Ture. The world used 1o
Khow him as Stokely Carmuchael, the dashmg, danng

Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee chaar

man who braved racist Southerners to register Black vorers and

rocked Northern cities: with his call for “Black Power.” For a
short tome e was a Panther, too, But betore long he was leaving

the United States for good, settling in Gomess, the West African

L Liberma. Sierra Leone and
vory Coast, But even abroad, Hoover's FB] hounded ham.,

tNow he s dogeped by a diferent problem. Prostate cancer has lefy

COLTErY that sits between Senepal. Ma

his cheeks sunken, his arms fral; his long, lean body weak. Bot his
eves are soll full of tire, and his voice, that Caribbean—clipped vosce,
15 still a-strome metody
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[ure, o white T=shirr and dark pajama bottoms, is flar on
his back. To sit up is painful, but he managzes ro make it withous
ielp. Nane of that stops him from being .the most gracious of
1osts, overly concerned about hs guests’ combort and the food he
14

1ad prepared for them. He invites one visitor to sit beside him
anthe bed — the only place left to sit in this small bedioom.

“I wanted tosee Geromimo to thank him for his CORSISICNTY 1
striag@ie,” Ture explains. "Our people are very strong in sponta
neous struggle, but weak m protracted stagele, In order to dio
that vou must have meegnty, which he has a great deal of.”

It 15 high praise from one soldier to another. Eventually, chey
are left alone, Despite what Ture says, there 15 soll much o dis-
cuss, snoll a revolution o be won,

Later, on the strect, whene Cleaver has gone to move her car, she
s waving her arms agamst the night sky, expounding on an impor-
tant point about history, social change and the two friends she has
leht upstars. *You see people thaink that leaders make change. They
think that God makes change, but the reality is that peapic, everyiday
pecple, make change,”

Hoiirs larer, Pratt settles into the corner of a steed-gray couch in a
Nidtown Manhatan hovel, Much of his time out of DT ESCM has been
spent reconnectng with comeades ke Ture and Cleaver. Bur this
meeting has moved ham more than most. *1 don't often get emation-
al™ he says. “Tonght was a special might in that we were able o
revisit the many many feelings, feelmngs that were left alone torso
many yeirs i fear that if any touch would have been made, the
enemy eves would have misinterpreted, but tonight we were able o
whisper nto each other's cars and that was very therapeuric,*

Big egos helped make the party vulnerable, he savs, It is also one
of the dangers of the current political prisoners movement. He s
cven worried about the unavoidable media attention he receives,

“How can I rell people about not being cgotistical then show 1ip
on the cover of your magazine. There should be stonies written about
Jericho, about others sull n prigon,™

5 O%WN TIME N PRISON helped himosee the issue
clearly, “Omne thing you leam 15 acceprance,” he
says. “When | was in prison my first eight vears
wits in the hole, You can’t do too much. You're in
a cell with no one but vourself. A hole in the Aoor
for al todlet, It wasn't until 1 accepred it on my own that |

began 1o understand how to do this ome and not ler the time
'I.El.l L=

"My intention was alwavs o estape. Because | was 3 sal-
drer...but you have to accept, accept, acoepr.”

Irutially, he was in the cell 24 hours a dav. Eventually he
was allowed our a hall=hour a day. At dmes, he savs, he
refused the showers he was allowed, “Somenmes you'd ge
uticler the water and you think you are all right, then all of a
sudden, scalding hot water would come our and burmn vou

Up.... There are some sick people in these prisons. You still
have [that kind of treatment] oday.”

Eastern philosophies and the blues helped sustmin him. “]
had a mantra thar included the blues that | grew up hearing in
these swamps... there was something in those intonatons that |
would do that would balance and calm me, and broughr such
conmtenmment that [ sometmes thank 1 could have been in a cal
gdron, moa fAre, and not been burne, It made me understand how
people could walk across hot coals and not get a bhister.”

He sang everybody, from Memphis Shim o Moddy Warers
and Albert King. He laughs remembening Smokey Hoop's line,
“"I'm raggedy, bur I'm right.”

“You see that's the Texas bluss there, These were tunes that
were in my head... s0 when [ wiould meditaie, | would do my [medi-
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tation chants| and they would be interconnected with these hluesy
songs. The philosophical sides were commg to me o strong. "

He snll carnes those tunes in his head as be tries & move into a
lite beyond those prison vears, Though he rravels when he is:called o
muake speeches at meetmgs and marches across the country, he bar-
tles to find time for limself, He wornes that mavbe he will be unable
o make up the time with hus dangher, Shona, 18, now a mother
herselt who lives in Calitornia. He and his 1 5—vear—old son Hiroijt,
are close, he savs, Hiroji and Ashaki are also in Morgan Caty,

He has returned there, to his roots, the place where he was
ance an altar boy and a high school quarterback, where he uged 1o
catch catfish in the Atchafalava River — 60 anid 70 ar 2 rime. then
sell them for a dime of he had cleaned them, a mckel if he had noz.

Where else do you go but home 1o heal after being imprisoned
tor more years than vou've been free?

He 15 home, too, to be with his ailing mother, Eunice Prat,
now 23, His father, Jack, was a junkman — “like Fred Sanford."
— Pram says. His mother, a devaoted Cathobic, staved home with
the children. They have always been close. She has lost most of her
ability to speak and write. Her voungest son walks with her rwice
a day when he 15 home, once in the afternoon and again in the
everdnge st before bed.

“There are some slight signs of improvement,” says Prait,
who wants to find the funds to help ger lus mother as much
professional medical help as possible. Fle was a boy when his
father suffered a stroke and lived the rest of his life as 0 “veg-
etable.” He died in 1970,

His brothers and sisters were there m Morgan Giry 1o celebrate
his homecoming last year. Much of his family remams in Morgan
City now. But regardless of the family suppore, the adjustment has
not been easy, The prison years have cost him a lot, he says.

It was 1975 when Ashako agreed to a friend's reguest to visir 2
prisoner in San Cuentin, He remembers her pink halter top and hip-
higger jeans, She remembers the chams around his neck, hands,
crotch and ankles. They spoke through Plexiglass and mesh wire,

They were married in December 1976, though Western mar
riage % not something he believes in, Prare savs, “She doesn't talk
about what she had to do to come and see me. The puards whio
despised her just because she was coming to see me,” he savs. The
vistts of famuly and friends were crucial to his surviva

1)
1*.. L .

*You lewrn to draw strengeh from places where people never
think vou could draw strength from.”
But the steam of separation was great, They divorced in 1995,
“We had about a good six orseven vears and then things went
down,” he savs. “We will always be a fanuly, We have children,
bt we're not together,”
He talks frankly about the problem with alcobol thar Ashaks
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Pratt, left, with his mother Eunice Pratt, 95, in Morgan City, La.
Above, Pratt fishing on the banks of the Atchafalaya.

developed while he was imprisonad; he also has been wrestling
with the 1ssue smce he's been home.

“Crays used o come in the pen and [ would warch the drug
trends on the other side’ of the wall by whoever comes m strung
put on-whatever... and 5o | was able to gera good viewpomt of 2
lor of things.” Bat nor on something affecting Ashak.

“Alcoholism was not there,” he says of his prison years. 50
".-'-.I"II'..."I'I I H.'II IR iIIIIJ g L R | ]ll'1'|. I"'!I.""u\' HI.:I.' r'II.I.IIIj- I Wely S0 !'i-l'.'ll'l"'fl' [
her and espeCially fior Firon and Shona, because they had been
rving 1o explain m their own linde young minds to me behind
these wills what they were going through with their mother, Ir
was rorture, Notall the ome. Therr mother was theee for them.

“| menmon it openly because..this 5 very common among our
peoele and we often, as | did, misconstrue it as other things, [Cs a dis-
case, a real disease. Bur Shaki s going 1o be all night.”

[t 15 notr an easy topic to discuss, and Ashaks Prace takes a deep
breath before she speaks. "Ir's troe that'I'm an alcoholic. That 1s
true,” she says. “You don'tgo throogh whar we've gone through
withour bemng damaged.

“A Lot happened while he was i prison, and he can't forgive
mie: For it We've hur't each other..., Trving to have a relationstup
i prison, that wasn't a normal thing, There's a lor that he needs
o work on and need to wark on. 1t%s been tough.

“He has his story and | have mine,” she says,

Creronim Pratt, 2 decorated Vietnam Wiar veteran, also saf

fers from Post Traoumanic Stress Disorder.
Their lives are cogether and apart, but on this they agree: There
15 & lot of healing to be done,

“We've all sulfered,” savs Ashaki, *There were times when the
children were so angry with me. Now they areé very suppormve.,.. Bur
l'I'lI."I'I!!.lE =i F ]TII.JIZZl'l I'!I'.'.'I.tl.['lt.': L I:'ll.'. I.J'i ] 1 - .I'I:I':-'lL' !'Il..".'IL'IJ Sk fi]llLE'I ]'Il.'Jrl- JT'!II_'l "|'-|'I:I]'-L"
not gettng it....  There are so-many: people poshmge and pullng...
somenmes | feel-as if people are too busy. hero—worshiping him, It
doesn't mive him a chance 1o grow, It's not good for hun.”™

The push and pull of the personal and political 15 at the hean
of Gerommao Prae’s lite these davs.

In his prisen cell he often heard the voices of his family and
the "elders™ and thought abouot the Lowsmna town where he
prew (i — the rimes he and his siblings and their good friends like
k-Doe spent hshing in the Atchafalaya.

I'.I':l'i':||.'|:.I 'I.\-'i'lf!'l I'II: IS M43t .'l'i'l."..l'!|-' .-ii'!l"_'.:.'ll-'.l'l'iE LTl !'I-l'_'l'l.'|:“-'|.-l'[ Fl.llith:.1| 'F!!"I":-'
oners, spends a lot of ome there now, oo, Now, along wirh the
cathish, hisand K=Doe hunt bass. And peace,

Water has healing power, Pratt savs.

*I try o get him out there ar least once:a week,”™ K=Dioe says.
“Ir relaxes you. We go out there and he talks-and | mostly listen,”

“You ever read Siddhartba,” Pratt asks at one point, referning
to the 19—century Hermann Hesse novel about a- voung man whi
goes out into the world, comes to a river, where be learms abiou
sulfering, rejection and hnally peace and wisdom.

He then quores Langston Huphes” poem, " A Negro Speaks ol
Rivers,™ "My soul has grown deep like rivers,™ he says: = It's like
he was writing that, vou know, for me."m
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