

  [image: cover]




  

     



  




   





   





   





   





   





  The Most Revolutionary Act: Memoir of an American Refugee




  By Dr. Stuart Jeanne Bramhall




  XinXii Edition




  Copyright 2010 Dr Stuart Jeanne Bramhall




  Winner of 2011 Allbooks Review Editor’s Choice Award




  This book is available in print at most on-line retailers




   





   





   





  [image: ]


  XinXii Edition, License Notes




  This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, please return it to XinXii.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.




   





  “the low road,” from THE MOON IS ALWAYS FEMALE by Marge Pericy, copyright ©1980 by Marge Piercy. Used by permission of Alfred A. Knopf, a division of Random House, Inc.




  Dedication




   





  To my late parents: my father, who taught me never to let a cop in without a warrant; and my mother, who taught me to see the world as it really is.
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  “The most revolutionary act is a clear view of the world as it really is.”




  —Rosa Luxemburg (1871-1919)




  




  Preface




  





  Human memory is fallible and events may have occurred in a different order than I recall them. All the people I write about are real. For confidentiality and liability reasons, I give patients and undercover operatives fictitious names and identities. I use real names for friends, family, comrades, and historical figures. In doing so, I run the risk that they have a different recollection or perception of what occurred, what was said, or what was intended. Any discrepancies are unintentional.




   Part I - My Long Harrowing Journey to Ward 6




  What can they do
to you? Whatever they want.
They can set you up, they can
bust you, they can break
your fingers, they can
burn your brain with electricity,
blur you with drugs till you
can’t walk, can’t remember, they can
take your child, wall up
your lover.




  from the low road by Marge Piercy




  




  CHAPTER 1




   





  “Excuse me, madam. Could you come this way, please? We must ask you to undergo a full body search. You have the right to refuse, but you will not be allowed to board the aircraft unless you consent to a search.”




   





  The Air New Zealand security guard who detained me at the boarding gate was a tall, pretty woman in her early twenties. She wore tiny pearl earrings with pale blue uniform trousers, a plain white short-sleeved blouse, and a matching blue ribbon attached under her collar. Her accent sounded English to my untrained ear, but this was unlikely. The New Zealand dialect is closer to Australian than to British English.




   





  I listened to a number of alternative news broadcasts and was aware the FBI had a no-fly list. Its alleged purpose was to prevent potential terrorists from boarding commercial aircraft. Yet to the best of my knowledge, as of October 2002, only anti-war and environmental activists had been barred from flights they had reserved and paid for. In any case, I assumed the airlines informed passengers they were potential terrorists when they checked in at the ticket counter. After months of nerve-wracking preparations—the legal and financial complications of closing my practice and selling my home—the last thing I expected was to be pulled out of line once boarding started.




   





  Thanks to the Patriot Act enacted shortly after 9-11, I had no legal recourse if the government banned me from flying. For a split second I identified with the helplessness and shame young Palestinians must feel when they exhaust all other alternatives and strap explosives to their chest.




   





  Too frightened to object, I followed the security guard to a dimly lit alcove at the back of the waiting area. It was furnished with an office desk and two plain wooden chairs. “You need to take your coat off, love.” The woman’s tone was apologetic as she helped me out of my gray velveteen jacket. I have white hair now, and my boarding pass designated clearly the fact that I was a doctor. She folded the jacket in half over the back of one of the chairs. “And your belt and shoes.”




   





  She placed my belt and black oxfords on the desk while she passed an electronic wand over my entire body and patted down my breasts, buttocks, and groin. When she finished, she helped me into my jacket and sat me down on one of the chairs. She put my shoes on for me and would have tied them if I let her. Then she handed back my boarding pass and hurried me down the ramp to the waiting plane.




   





  As a fifty four-year-old board-certified psychiatrist, I was fortunate to have options other than blowing myself up. In October 2002 I made the agonizing decision to leave my home, family, and twenty-five-year psychiatric practice to begin a new life in a small Pacific nation at the bottom of the world. Despite being named on the FBI’s no-fly list, I am not and have never been a terrorist. I am not a criminal, either, and have broken no laws. Yet in 1986, for some unknown reason, some faceless higher-up in one of the eleven federal agencies that spy on American citizens decided I posed a threat to national security. Prior to the enactment of the Patriot Act, it was illegal to target US citizens for their political beliefs or activities. Nevertheless, any leftist over fifty can tell you it was a common occurrence as far back as the 1920s for the FBI to target political dissidents for phone harassment and wire-taps, mail intercepts, break-ins, malicious rumor campaigns, false arrest and imprisonment, summary deportation and even extrajudicial murder.




   





  After twenty-three years I am still at a total loss why the government selected me as a target. Although I consider myself a leftist, I am at best a lukewarm radical. I am a physical coward and will go to any extreme to avoid conflict or confrontation. I prefer following to leading. Likewise, wherever possible, I go with the flow and take the path of least resistance.




   





  ***




   





  This was my second attempt to emigrate. When I first graduated from medical school in June 1973, I joined the mass migration to Europe by artists and activists disillusioned with the Vietnam War and the Watergate scandal—which ultimately forced Nixon to resign the presidency. At the time I was reacting less to large-scale political corruption than to a deep sense of loneliness and alienation. Already at twenty-four, I knew my future life, at least in the US, would be vastly different from that of my parents and grandparents. I saw a rampant consumerism taking over a culture that previously placed great store in human values, such as community and emotional intimacy. The young people around me were totally taken in by the mass marketing of sex and sex appeal in TV programming and advertising. For young men this meant acquiring all the latest status symbols—via bank loans or time payments, as only the department stores offered “charge” cards—that were supposed to make them irresistible to women. This included the latest-model, fastest car on the market, as well as the latest eight track car stereo and other car accessories to go with it, and the latest color TV and stereo hi-fi. While young women felt compelled to diet compulsively, to spend thousands of dollars a year on the newest fashions and hair-dos and hundreds more on make-up, hair, skin, and nail products—or be doomed to spinsterhood.




   





  After eighteen months in England, I decided I was incapable of working the thirty six-hour shifts the National Health Service required of first year house officers. In November 1974, with a profound sense of failure, I returned to the U.S. At twenty-seven, my highest priority was to complete the specialty training I needed to start a practice while I was still young enough to have children. Finding my native country no less alien or devoid of humanistic values than when I left, I fully intended to either return to the U.K. or emigrate to Canada, Australia, or New Zealand once I completed my psychiatric residency. I never dreamed I would wait twenty-eight years.




   





  ***




   





  I was a very late bloomer politically. Despite my early disenchantment with the “establishment,” as we called it in the sixties and seventies, it never occurred to me to blame political factors for my chronic sense of loneliness, alienation, and unmet emotional and social needs. At thirty-five, I fell into Marxism almost by accident when Marti, a fellow doctor and feminist in Chico, California, invited me to join the Committee in Solidarity with the People of El Salvador. CISPES was a national grassroots organization formed in 1981 to protest Ronald Reagan’s covert war against El Salvador. Marti, who also turned thirty-five that year, was drawn to Marx for exactly the same reason I was—he helped us make sense for the first time of a political system riddled with contradictions. We had just lived through one of the most turbulent decades in U.S. history. Despite living in a so-called democracy, we had watched powerful defense contractors strong-arm Congress into an unpopular, undeclared war in Vietnam. The result was a massive political and military disaster that cost taxpayers billions of dollars and resulted in massive loss of human life.




   





  Despite embracing most Marxist values and principles, I have never accepted the need for violent revolution to overthrow capitalism. In 1983, after moving to Seattle with my two-year-old daughter Naomi, I joined International Socialists Organization. But only after other members assured me workers would bring down capitalism by uniting and refusing to work—that it was only the counter-revolution that was violent. In fact the only virtues I can claim as an activist are single mindedness (my mother called it stubbornness) and my inability to push my knowledge of government crimes and atrocities to the back of my mind.




   





  Although most Americans saw the 2004 photos of U.S. soldiers torturing Iraqi prisoners at Abu Ghraib, for the most part the images of naked Iraqi prisoners receiving electric shocks, being attacked by dogs, and having water poured down their throats have slipped from conscious awareness. The American public is worn down by the pressures of putting food on the table, keeping up with mortgage and credit-card debt, and finding some way to pay for medical care for themselves and their children. It’s much easier not to think about a horrific act for which they share responsibility, as U.S. citizens and taxpayers, but over which they have no control. In other words to move on.




   





  I can’t move on. The images linger and fester in my head until there is no room for anything else.




   





  ***




   





  I still have no idea which of the eleven spy agencies—CIA, FBI, army, naval, air force intelligence, National Security Agency, or five others whose names are classified—targeted me for harassment. The shadowy figures who spy on and harass American leftists rarely keep a written record of their activities. Moreover they maintain complex links with law enforcement that permit them to commit unthinkable crimes with no fear of arrest or prosecution. The Patriot Act makes it legal for the federal government to tap Americans’ phones, read their letters, and email, break into their homes, imprison them without criminal charge and interrogate them under torture. However where it suited their interests, the government has engaged in all these activities from the moment they developed the technological wherewithal to do so—even in the face of federal laws and Constitutional provisions prohibiting them. American nuns who were tortured in El Salvador in the 1980s all reported the presence of blue Anglos in the room who spoke perfect North American English.




   





  Our government comes down hard on dissidents, as ruthlessly as the former Soviet Union or any Third World country. I knew none of this when I became a leftist. I obtained my political education in the most brutal way possible, a process that shattered my oldest and most deeply held beliefs.




   





  ***




   





  To the best of my recollection, the frequent hang-ups and prank calls began in November 1986—shortly after I placed a classified ad in an African American weekly called the Facts. The ad offered free treatment—based on a “grant”—for African Americans suffering from depression or attention deficit disorder. There was no grant. After three years my Seattle practice was still quite small. As Freud did, I filled the empty slots with low-income white, Latino, and African American patients.




   





  At the time I placed the ad I was extremely disenchanted with my initial foray into leftist politics. Both Seattle CISPES and the Seattle chapter of ISO disbanded in 1985. For a long time I blamed the collapse of both groups on the mostly male academics and professionals who dominated them with their constant moralizing about political correctness. It left me determined to connect with other organizers with working-class backgrounds. Therefore, in late 1985 I began a systematic appraisal of women’s, gay, and African American groups for activists whose values coincided more closely with my own. It was easy to connect with women’s and gay liberation organizations through friends I had met in CISPES. However, I had no African American friends—or patients—which I hoped to remedy by placing my ad.




   





  Six months later, in May 1987, the harassment escalated after I became involved with two former Black Panthers who were occupying an empty school building to transform it into an African American Museum. Unlike the activists I worked with in CISPES and ISO, who were all strictly law-abiding and provided their own security during demonstrations to ensure no one blocked traffic or damaged parked cars or shop windows.




   





  ***




   





  My involvement with Jabari Sisulu started as a result of an ad he ran in the May 5, 1987 Facts. It was common for Central Area groups to use the weekly to advertise upcoming meetings. It was in this way that I became involved in a prison reform group that met at the Central Area Chamber of Commerce, and the small anti-apartheid group that met at the Nation of Islam office on East Cherry.




   





  I first met the African American activist in 1984, after CISPES joined the city-wide coalition to change Empire Way to Martin Luther King Way. Unlike Mohammed Ali and Kareem Abdul-Jabar, who took Muslim names when they converted to Islam, Jabari was an atheist and took a Swahili name. It meant fearless. He had a reputation for being intelligent, well-read, and prone to angry rants about gentrification and other malicious schemes to undermine the economic and cultural integrity of the African American community. In December 1985 he achieved front-page notoriety after he and five friends broke down the front door of the old Coleman School and renamed it the Seattle African American Museum. In May 1987 they were in their eighteenth month of occupation.




  




  Jabari actually ran two three-column display ads in the May 5 edition of Facts. The first was a call for black males between eighteen and twenty-five to volunteer as mercenary soldiers to defend Mozambique’s communist-led government against CIA-sponsored rebels. This would have rung warning bells for a more experienced activist. The obvious question of who would pay these mercenaries never occurred to me. The second ad was directed at activists frustrated with the “sham” demonstrations at the South African Consulate and who wished to engage in more “militant” activity. In early 1985, I accompanied a friend from ISO and one of his friends from International Workers of the World to some of these anti-apartheid protests. After a month Joe and Mike decided they were a waste of time. They claimed the organizers weren’t serious about shutting the consulate down. My friends’ ability to deliver this verdict mystified me, as neither of them knew anyone in the leadership of the Coalition to Abolish Apartheid.




   





  Yet their predictions proved impressively accurate. Nearly two and a half years later, the South African émigré who served as Seattle’s official representative of the South African government continued to conduct business from his palatial Madison Valley home. Every Sunday the same thirty or forty mostly white activists marched in circles, carried signs, and sang protest songs in the middle of Thirty-second Avenue. After about twenty minutes, a steering-committee member made a speech, and two volunteers mounted the two-tiered stairway leading up the steep hill to the Consul’s front door. There were always two uniformed police officers waiting at the top of the stairs. After cuffing them, the cops led them back down the stairs to a waiting patrol car.




  




  Jabari’s ad directed us to meet in front of the consulate on Sunday May 13, after the demonstration. Arriving at 11:45 a.m., just as the protest was breaking up, I sat down on the curb to wait for him. It took me several moments to realize there were others waiting with me. Across the street a willowy, almond-skinned African American was leaning over to talk to two slightly darker men in work clothes in a Convenient Plumbing work van. The woman, who introduced herself as Debra, made a point of informing me she was a lesbian. The men, who I later learned were new converts to Shiite Islam, got out of the van and introduced themselves as Amen Ptah and Anita. Although Jabari and Earl always referred to them as the Shiite brothers, they were “brothers” only in the sense they were both African American. Unlike Arab Shiites, they were both clean-shaven. Ahmen Ptah was a well-proportioned six feet and had shoulder-length hair that he wore in a coarse hair net. Anita was only an inch taller than me at five-foot-four, and about fifty pounds overweight. He was more outgoing than Ahmen Ptah, who seemed to let Anita talk for him. The latter kept us entertained while we waited with wry quips about corrupt cops and politicians that made them sound like mischievous children.




   





  “This is all very comical.” Anita gestured with his head at the patrol car as it pulled away. Like Jabari, he spoke perfect grammatical English and had the same clipped north Pacific accent as my white friends. “It seems the Coalition has worked a deal with someone in Mike Lowry’s office.” Lowry was Seattle’s most “liberal” Congressman and represented the Sixth District. “They agree to stage manage the protests so they don’t interfere with consular business in any way. And in return the cops take off the handcuffs and let them go. They don’t even take them downtown anymore.”




   





  After about twenty minutes Jabari arrived. In his early forties in 1987, he was about five-foot-nine and had the lanky build of a runner. His physical resemblance to Malcolm X, with his short-cropped hair, square gold-framed glasses, and short goatee, seemed deliberate. He began by giving each of us a copy of his FBI file with a cover sheet from the FBI Freedom of Information Officer. To the front of the file he had stapled an undated, unsigned FBI memo directing field agents to cooperate with local law enforcement in “targeting” potential black liberation leaders. The memo didn’t specify what was meant by “targeting.” It was well publicized that black males were convicted more often and received harsher sentences than white men for the same crimes. I also knew from my prison reform work that it was common for the Seattle police to harass black men. This ran the gamut—from keeping their photos on file and monitoring their activities, stopping them on the street and detaining them for petty or non-existent crimes, fabricating evidence against them, beating them up and charging them with resisting arrest—to shooting unarmed African Americans in the process of apprehending them.




   





  The FBI file was two pages of fine print with all the names other than Jabari’s blacked out. It consisted mostly of entries by an unidentified Seattle field agent regarding the activist’s attendance at rallies in the mid- and late-seventies that were organized by the Seattle Black Panthers and Students for a Democratic Society. There was also a brief psychological profile, obtained by interviewing one of Jabari’s former high school teachers. He spoke highly of the black youth’s performance as quarterback for the Garfield High School football team. He also expressed concern over Steve’s—in high school Jabari still used his European name Steve Williams—lack of close friendships.




   





  “The FBI has always collaborated with the PO-lice.” Although Jabari grew up in Seattle, he put the stress on the first syllable like African Americans I worked with from the South or the big-city ghettos. Jabari loved to dazzle new acquaintances with his incisive logic and instantaneous recall of facts and dates. “It is well known there is a historic government conspiracy to strip the ghetto of its competent male role models. It’s nothing but an extension of four hundred years of violent European settler colonialism, as well as the determination of the white ruling class to deprive African American youth of their authentic identity and culture.” He finished by reminding us about the unarmed mentally ill black man the Seattle police shot and killed in 1984.




   





  Jabari’s claims struck me as credible. It was well known on the left that the FBI spied on and harassed Martin Luther King. I had also heard widespread rumors of FBI involvement in his and Malcolm X’s assassinations.




   





  “What about you, Jabari? Don’t you ever worry about getting shot?”




   





  Locking his gaze on mine, he pointed his index finger at my breast bone. “White professionals who fraternize with black radicals are at much greater risk than I am.”




  




  CHAPTER 2




   





  Jabari held the second meeting of our new group in the home of a white gay radical named Patrick, who helped care for the activist’s nine-year-old son, Mosi. In addition to Patrick and the group that assembled in front of the consulate, there was a second new member, a heavy-set friend of Jabari’s named Earl Debnam. Earl didn’t crave the spotlight the way his long-term friend did. In fact I had no idea prior to that night the two men had co-led the Museum occupation.




  




  Only a few inches taller than Anita, Earl had a full afro and threw his chest out in a way that gave him an illusion of height. He was much darker and better dressed than the other men, in a hand-knit white pullover. He didn’t speak at all during the meeting, spending most of it rifling through a briefcase full of papers. My initial, mistaken impression was that he was a bookish intellectual who felt out of his comfort zone in discussing militant political activity.




   





  Jabari had also invited a matronly black woman in her late thirties named Dawn Mason. Unlike the rest of us, who were dressed casually in jeans and overalls, Dawn wore stockings, heels, and a light beige linen suit. Jabari introduced her as president of the African American Parents Association at Meany Middle School. She, in turn, spent about five minutes describing the Association’s outrage about Meany receiving an Excellence in Education Award from the state Superintendent of Instruction. This occurred despite at least six documented and well-publicized incidents of bullying and “racial abuse” by several of Meany’s white teachers.




   





  Dawn excused herself to attend another meeting, and Jabari took the floor. “I propose we make Meany the focus of our first action. That we shut it down until they do something about their racist teachers.”




   





  After five minutes of discussion it was agreed we would meet at Meany Middle School at eight o’clock on the morning of Monday May 21. As one of two white people in a room full of Americans, it seemed wrong to question the process the others had agreed upon. Nonetheless, I was extremely uneasy about the group’s total lack of planning for a major criminal act. There was no mention at all of how we would go about blockading the school, how we would approach teachers or students who were already inside the building, or what we planned to do after we barricaded the entrances. Nor was there any consideration that some of us might be arrested and would need to post bail and hire attorneys.




   





  The meeting ended and Earl stood up and asked for a ride. He had an accent I couldn’t place. I knew he wasn’t from Seattle. Although he didn’t speak the dialect I associated with a ghetto background, he lingered over his vowels in a way that would have identified him as African American on the phone. I volunteered to take him home. It was only when he gave me directions to the African American Museum on Thirty-third and Massachusetts that I realized he was one of the activists who had assisted Jabari in the takeover of the old Coleman School. A year and a half later, Earl, the last of the six to remain in the building, continued the occupation entirely on his own.




   





  When I asked how he became involved in the Museum occupation, he became more talkative. “The African American Museum grew out of a 1981 action Jabari and I organized to block the installation of a new police precinct at Twenty-third and Yesler.” Earl explained that about twenty protestors occupied the old fire station on Twenty-third and Yesler until Mayor Royer agreed to move the new police stations to Capitol Hill. “In fact, an African American Museum was one of our demands. We pointed out that the police weren’t reducing crime by locking up more and more black men. It seemed pretty obvious. Genuine crime prevention has to offer black teenagers positive alternatives, such as an African American Museum to help them appreciate their history and culture.”




   





  One of the first things I noticed about Earl was that his political analysis was more thoughtful and tolerant than Jabari’s. The latter always expressed his radical views in vehemently bitter and angry terms. Earl went on to express grave concern about the increasing level of psychological unrest he observed in Seattle’s African American community. “It’s a timber box ready to explode if something isn’t done soon.” Earl, whose family moved from Baltimore to South Central Los Angeles when he was a teenager, had lived through the nightmare of the 1968 Watts riots and the economic devastation that resulted—the small businesses and livelihoods that were destroyed in a neighborhood that had yet to fully recover.




   





  “Routing Interstate 90 through Rainier Valley has decimated our community,” he said. “It’s shut down enough small businesses to wipe out our whole economic base. On top of that, the whole Central Area has been flooded with this crack cocaine stuff.” I knew, based on comments by patients, that before 1984, the preferred drug in Seattle’s Central Area was marijuana. Prior to the mid-eighties, cocaine was an extremely expensive habit, reserved for white professional males and a few highly placed African American dealers. Then came the discovery that baking soda could be used to transform cocaine into a solid crystal that could be smoked. Crack cocaine sold for as little as three dollars a cigarette. This put it in easy reach of teenagers and desperate welfare moms.




   





  “Jabari and I mainly see the Museum as a powerful alternative to drugs. It will make this whole area inaccessible to dealers, for one thing.” We had arrived at the empty school, which fronted on Twenty-third Avenue. Earl had me turn at Massachusetts and drive three blocks to Martin Luther King Way. We made a left on Martin Luther King to access the gravel driveway that led through the Department of Transportation portables to the entrance at the back of the school building.




  




  “A few years ago this was a thriving business district. Thanks to our city fathers it has been totally ghettoized.” The three blocks immediately adjacent to the school grounds looked like a bomb site, with boarded up, partially demolished buildings alternating with vacant lots covered with old timber, shattered glass, broken concrete slabs and knee-high weeds. The school district had closed Coleman School to make way for an I-90 access road. However, the occupation abruptly halted further construction. Earl didn’t need to tell me this was a prime location for illicit drug sales. I had lived in East Harlem briefly during medical school.




   





  “After we redevelop the Museum, we will also have a basketball court and a cultural center where children will have art lessons. The result will be a whole island of legitimate commercial activity. Forcing the drug dealers to take their bargain-basement happiness someplace else.”




   





  ***




   





  On Monday morning I arrived at Eighteenth and Union across from Meany School to find Hussayn, a black Muslim I met at one of the first anti-apartheid demonstrations, waiting for me. I had asked him to bring his video camera to discourage the police from beating up or shooting any of the protesters. I knew older CISPES activists who participated in civil rights and anti-Vietnam protests in which police clubbed and kicked non-violent protestors and then tried to cover up their misconduct by charging them with resisting arrest. I also phoned several white activist friends, as well as Dawn Mason. As I suspected, Jabari never informed the African American Parents Association of our plans to barricade and occupy the school. She said their group would support the blockade but not participate.




   





  Jabari joined us at 8:25 a.m.. Without waiting for anyone else, he led us into the school building, where he demanded a meeting with the principal. With Hussayn videotaping, the vice principal, a tall African American in his mid-forties in a short-sleeved shirt and bow tie, escorted us into his office. The administrator responded calmly to Jabari’s lengthy tirade about the school’s racist teachers and their abusive treatment of black students. Handing us a letter from the state Superintendent of Instruction praising Meany for its low expulsion rate, he gave us a brief explanation of what he called “the Meany Middle School non-suspension policy.”




   





  “As you know,” he began, “physical punishment by school staff is illegal under state law. However, there is no law against a parent administering corporal punishment.” I was already irritated by his smug tone, more so when he gave the two men a knowing smile. He was obviously very pleased with himself. “When one of our students is sent out of class, we summon one of the parents and let them know the anteroom at the back is at their disposal.”




   





  In other words because he was forbidden to beat his students, he invited the parents to come and do it with his blessing. Horrified by the sadistic cruelty of this approach to discipline, I couldn’t contain myself. “Don’t you see what you’re doing?” I was about to expound on twenty years of research into the cycle of violence perpetuated by harsh physical punishment. Jabari cut me off. He and Hussayn seemed to have no problem with Meany’s “non-suspension” policy. Again, I felt I had no right to object to what seemed to be a cultural practice—African Americans believed in walloping their kids. As Hussayn continued to film, the vice principal led us on a tour of the school. Then we left.




   





  ***




   





  Three days later, Jabari called a third meeting of our as yet unnamed group. This time he invited two representatives of the University of Washington Black Students Union. They wanted our assistance with a sit-in they had called for June 4 to protest the dismissal of a popular black studies lecturer. There was no mention of what Earl later informed me was Jabari’s unilateral decision to cancel the blockade of Meany School. After learning I had notified Dawn Mason and Hussayn of our plans to shut down Meany, he concluded that I also tipped off the police. He then notified Debra, Earl, and the Shiite brothers that the action was called off.




   





  The sit-in was our only agenda item. Once again, there was no discussion of the demands we would make, who would negotiate with the university, how long we would occupy the president’s office, how we would get food and water if the protest extended more than a few hours, and who would post bail if we were arrested. The students merely gave us the location—the University of Washington administration building—and the time the sit-in would begin.




   





  ***




   





  The morning following our third meeting I had an appointment with my first “undercover” patient since my move to Washington State—at least the first I recognized. I already suspected I was under government scrutiny. A week earlier I received a form letter from King County Medical Society cautioning me about the American Medical Association’s truth in advertising policy. As none of my colleagues had received letters, I assumed someone reported me for running an ad in the Facts. I was skeptical that any of my African American patients, who all expressed profuse gratitude for the free sessions and antidepressant samples, complained. It was more likely the FBI or police assigned someone to monitor the Facts and other minority publications and this person notified the medical society.




   





  During my final year of practice in California, it was not uncommon for the state attorney general to send undercover agents to doctors’ offices. The goal was to entrap them into prescribing Valium, stimulants, or narcotics in a manner contrary to state or federal regulations. A friend in Chico, a sixty-four-year-old general practitioner, lost her medical license after prescribing two codeine tablets for a former prostitute with a bad toothache. The woman agreed to pose as a patient as a condition of her plea bargain.




   





  According to my landlord, a prominent trial lawyer, Clara’s arrest was part of a public relations ploy to help California Attorney General George Deukmejian position himself for a gubernatorial campaign. My landlord believed the sting operation purposely targeted women doctors, who tend to have lower incomes due to family responsibilities, and are thus more likely to cop a plea.




  




  Shortly before I closed my Chico practice, I myself had visits from two men about a week apart who tried to score Ritalin prescriptions by claiming to suffer from Attention Deficit Disorder. I never saw either of them again after insisting they attend, and pay for, at least three sessions before I wrote any prescriptions. As in Clara’s case, it was obvious entrapment and illegal. Both of us performed an important community service by accepting low-income and elderly patients regardless of their ability to pay. Targeting us for arrest—like the FBI sting in which agents pose as patients to try to catch psychiatrists in Medicare fraud—was more typical of the police state tactics I associated with totalitarian states like the Soviet Union or Communist China. It left me questioning if there was anything to redeem in a society that rewards altruistic physicians by handcuffing them and dragging them to jail. Yet there was absolutely nothing I nor my fellow doctors could do, except write letters to the Chico Enterprise Record and be even more careful.




   





  Sheila McIntyre was my first female “undercover” patient. She introduced herself as a private investigator. Unlike the scruffy street types who worked for Deukmajian, Sheila was bright, well-educated, and immaculately groomed in a modest sundress and one-inch heels. I began, as I did with all new patients.




   





  “How can I help?”




   





  “With my depression, I guess,” she shrugged. Most patients struggle over how much to reveal at the first visit, but Sheila seemed to have rehearsed what she planned to say. “I have this situation, you see. I believe my ex-lover is stalking me. He’s a private detective in New York, and I have just moved here to get away from him. He was my mentor for over a year before we became lovers. He trained me in polygraphy. It turns out he has serious alcohol problems.”




   





  Sheila had been studying the floor but looked up to gauge my reaction. “I also suspect he has CIA connections. And he’s using these contacts to monitor me in my new home. One of them taped a “missing” poster across from my apartment, with a description and a photo.” Her face, neck, and shoulders turned a rosy pink. “It also describes a mole in a very personal place.”




   





  Sheila gave me an expectant smile as she waited for my response. I was at a total loss, finding nothing in her history that was consistent with any known mental disorder. The vast majority of patients who complain about the CIA monitoring them are psychotic. However this woman manifested none of the interpersonal aloofness or disorganized thinking that characterizes psychosis. She also seemed surprisingly nonchalant about being stalked.




   





  I tried to elicit more information about her background and education. However, she seemed determined to treat the appointment like a social visit. In fact, she appeared far more interested in my personal life than the issues that led her to seek treatment. She was the first and only patient during my twenty-five years of private practice who spent our sessions wandering around my consulting room, examining my artwork and books. I noticed she paid particular attention to titles related to Marxism, union organizing, and feminism. She pulled several of them out of my bookcase for closer inspection.




   





  In contrast to the two men who tried to score Ritalin prescriptions, Sheila’s intentions were never totally clear. Like other “pseudo-patients” who would seek my services in coming years, she seemed to have limited objectives beyond befriending me and gathering information about my personal life and political activities. She ended our first session by telling me about a recent trip to South Africa. I sensed it was a clumsy invitation to talk about my own political beliefs and activities. “I believe apartheid is wrong. And I saw an opportunity to use my expertise in polygraphy to assist black South Africans in their struggle.”




   





  Only right-wing law enforcement types, with their obsession with “security” and secrecy, had any use for lie detector tests. If Sheila had been to South Africa as she claimed, the CIA had sent her there to work for the secret police. The comment was reminiscent of the bizarre ideological contradictions government informants came out with when they infiltrated our CISPES meetings. We prided ourselves on our ability to spot the geeky strangers who wore odd assortments of political buttons, took copious notes, and videotaped our protest marches. It turned out we weren’t nearly as clever as we thought. It would be more than five years before we realized the FBI had deeply infiltrated both CISPES and ISO and deliberately orchestrated the in-fighting and rumor campaigns that broke up both groups in early 1985.




   





  Sheila came to her second and last visit dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. It now became clear she had a secondary agenda of delivering a subtle but unmistakable message of intimidation.




   





  “It’s my cover,” she explained. “For my current case.” This was her only mention of the assignments she took as an investigator, except for informing me about the gun she carried in her purse. As well as a throwaway comment she made when she got up to study a framed portrait of my daughter. “It’s a matter of finding psychological weaknesses you can exploit.”




   





  The comment came out of nowhere, totally unrelated to any of the other topics we discussed. I took it as an implied threat against my family. I felt a cold shiver up my spine as I ended the session. “Sorry,” I said, “I don’t think I can help you.”




  




  CHAPTER 3




   





  I cancelled all the patients I had scheduled for June 4 and arranged for a friend to pick my daughter Naomi up from kindergarten and keep her overnight. Although I had no intention of participating in illegal activity myself, the presence of supportive bystanders was essential to any successful civil disobedience—mainly to monitor and document excessive use of police force. Jabari, the Shiite brothers, and I arrived early and were inside the administration building at 9:30 a.m. when the protest started. Earl and Debra, who arrived after the police sealed the building, remained outside. Altogether, some fifty black students, reporters, and TV cameramen milled around the lobby while a delegation of students met with UW president William Gerberding. The Campus Police were eager to avoid a potentially violent confrontation. Instead of ordering us out of the building, they simply stationed officers at all the entrances to prevent additional protestors from entering.




   





  At approximately 9:45 a.m., a student approached Amen Ptah and Jabari to complain about a campus cop who had thrown him against a wall. The three of us followed the student to the ground floor, where he pointed out a middle-aged officer with bushy sideburns just outside the entrance. Jabari opened the door to speak to the cop with the retro seventies hairstyle. Without warning, he and two other cops rushed in and attempted to drag him outside.




  




  All four men were still well inside the building, which made it easy for the student and me to block their progress by stationing ourselves in the doorway. I hung on to the doorpost for dear life while the three officers tried to drag Jabari through the two-inch space between me and the student. After several minutes of pushing and shoving, they switched direction to haul Jabari towards the elevator at the center of the lobby. They had only dragged him a few feet when he somehow freed both arms and hit one of the cops on the head with his attaché case. In response, the entire lobby took up a loud chant demanding for the police let him go.




   





  Two of the cops grabbed him again. I didn’t see the third officer draw his gun. Fortunately, the Channel Five cameraman caught it on tape and it was shown on the evening news. As Jabari wrested the gun from him, one of the other cops shouted, “Get down. Get back. There’s a gun.”




   





  The chanting stopped as the students crouched in terror on the floor. Taking full advantage of the lull in the protest, the cops whisked Jabari into the elevator and downstairs to a waiting squad car.




   





  ***




   





  With Jabari gone, the sit-in was over. We all filed out of the building to join the one hundred or so protestors outside. Earl went up to the students’ makeshift stage to make an announcement over the sound system. “I am happy to report our action has been successful. However we have a fallen brother who will need our help to be released from jail. Come and see me.”




   





  I approached Earl as the group dispersed and offered to help with bail. He called me at home around 4:30 p.m. The bond would cost $270. I withdrew the money from a cash machine, picked up Jabari’s friend from the Museum, and drove him to Inland Bonding, a black-owned bail bond company across from the courthouse. The whole process took about two hours, as Earl insisted on delivering the bail documents in person. As we waited in the second-floor reception area at the Seattle-King County jail, we continued our earlier discussion about the history of the Museum occupation.




   





  “Royer eventually appointed an African American Museum taskforce as a result of our 1981 occupation,” he explained. “The Taskforce met for two years and looked at a number of different sites. Everyone, including the mayor, agreed on the old Coleman School, which closed in 1979. Unbeknownst to us, the city had already promised the property to the Department of Transportation for an I-90 access road.”




   





  He paused. “Once wasn’t enough, though. The fool also double-crossed us in CAPDA.” I recalled reading about CAPDA in a Facts article about the I-90 controversy. CAPDA stood for Central Area Public Development Authority. “CAPDA agreed early on that the only way to rebuild the Rainier Valley was for a weighted proportion of I-90 contracts to go to black-owned firms. The occupation was Jabari’s idea. The night before we had a particularly passionate meeting during which we confronted Bill Wright, who was the assistant mayor, about CAPDA violating its charter. They were steering all the contracts to Royer’s white developer friends.” I had heard rumors about this meeting—in which the altercation between Jabari, Earl, and Wright supposedly led to a fistfight. Earl didn’t mention this.




  




  “The next morning, Wright called Jabari and warned him we needed to stay out of CAPDA or we could forget the Museum. I had just bought a new fourplex, and Jabari came by to tell me about the phone call. It took about five hours to get four other friends together. Then we tramped through the snow and broke the door down. The rest is history.”




   





  Despite giving up his fourplex, car, and real estate business to maintain the eighteen-month occupation, Earl was quite modest about his achievement. “The others left after the first month, mostly out of boredom. After the initial attention from the police and a lot of reporters, there was absolutely nothing to do. After three months the city shut off my electricity and water, thinking that would drive me out, as well.” Earl laughed. “Of course, it only made me a martyr. I had black women from every corner of the city bringing me blankets, casseroles, and kerosene lamps.”




   





  ***




   





  It took nearly twenty-four hours for Jabari to be released. He called me collect from King County Jail the morning of June 5. He was obviously elated about the circumstances of his arrest. “We now have an unprecedented opportunity to profile police racism and excessive use of force. I am claiming prisoner of war status and will appeal to the United Nations and Amnesty International.”




   





  He said he needed my help. “I can’t make a long distance call from here, so I need you to contact Congressman Charles Rangel in New York right away. Ask his office to notify the Mozambique and Algerian embassies about my arrest.” He told me about seeing one of the cops throw me against the wall during the scuffle in the elevator. “I also need you to file your own complaint with the Campus Police as soon as possible. It will help to strengthen my own case.”




  




  His time ran out before I could ask why he wanted the Mozambique and Algerian embassies contacted. After hanging up, I obtained the number for Rangel’s New York office from Directory Information. A young aid with a Brooklyn accent answered. I gave him Jabari’s English and Swahili name and described the unprovoked police attack. The aid, who seemed to have no problem with the request, said he was happy to contact the two embassies on Jabari’s behalf.




   





  I waited for my lunch break to visit the Campus Police, who had an office behind University Hospital. After a fifteen-minute wait in the reception area, a female detective escorted me to an interview room. We sat across from each other at a small, unfinished wooden table with two thick metal eyelets in the center, which I assumed the police used to secure a prisoner’s handcuffs. She began by showing me the front page of the Seattle Post Intelligencer. Under a banner headline, I saw myself hugging the doorpost, my face and that of the campus cop next to me the only white faces in a sea of black ones.




   





  “Before we start I must inform you that you are under investigation for obstructing a police officer.” She handed me a Miranda waiver to sign, and a pen.




  




  Without a word I got up and left. My ultraconservative father had drilled me from an early age about my Constitutional rights. I must never invite a policeman into the house unless he had a warrant or submit to police questioning without a lawyer. If Americans didn’t insist on their rights, they would lose them.




   





  ***




   





  That night I got five hang-up calls around 6:00 p.m. In each case the phone rang twice. However, by the time I picked it up the caller had disconnected. Over the weekend I received calls from two women and a man asking for three different people. I had been getting hang-up calls and wrong numbers for six months. Up until then I’d blamed the problem on moving to a new house. Even after a lesbian activist I treated for depression described similar prank calls.




   





  I had always dismissed Colleen’s complaints as paranoia, despite seeing three other women who reported a similar pattern of hang-up and prank calls. I was unaware at the time of Colleen’s affair with the ex-wife of an FBI field agent. The other women were technically whistleblowers rather than activists—the first was involved in a product-liability suit against asbestos manufacturer Johns Mansville; the second was the ex-wife of a Department of Defense scientist who engaged in illegal biological warfare research, and the third a retired investigator who had an affair with a member of a secret CIA assassination squad. Two of the women also complained of having mail stolen and break-ins in which intruders stole computers and legal documents. Except for Colleen, who for some reason blamed North Seattle Community College for the harassment, they all blamed the CIA, which plays a prominent role in most persecutory delusions.




   





  However, given the other women’s whistleblower status, I found their complaints of prank calls and illegal break-ins perfectly plausible. Yet when all four of them attributed frankly bizarre behaviors to the intruders, such as moving personal items, stealing dirty laundry, ejaculating on armchairs and leaving fecal stains on bath towels, this seemed to invalidate the reality basis of their other claims.




   





  On Monday morning a dry cleaner I never heard of called demanding that I pick up my items. At 5:30 that afternoon I received two calls from a woman who addressed me by name, giggled, and hung up. An hour later I received seven calls from Coast Guard maritime engineers on the same mass paging system—someone had paged all of them simultaneously to my home number. On Tuesday morning I was awoken at 6:30 a.m. by a woman trying to reach Bondo Advertising. After receiving four more calls for the ad agency, I phoned the number listed in the yellow pages. The office manager left the line briefly and came back to apologize. Someone had mistakenly forwarded their second line to my home number.




   





  I had no doubt by now the prank calls were deliberate harassment, presumably in retaliation for my role in the UW sit-in. It made no sense to complain to the police about phone harassment that most likely originated with either the Campus or Seattle police—to “punish” me for interfering in their unlawful assault on Jabari. Especially since none of the callers made overt threats. By complaining that strangers were annoying me by repeatedly dialing my phone number, all I would accomplish was to get myself labeled as mentally ill. A much better solution was to simply increase my political activity in a publicly visible way. The authorities would leave me alone, I reasoned, once they realized I couldn’t be intimidated.




   





  On Wednesday morning I phoned Jabari at home to tell him I was forming a Jabari Susalu Defense Fund to raise money for his legal costs. After the massive publicity surrounding his arrest, several white friends warned me about the black activist’s emotional instability and unreliability. A year earlier Jabari volunteered to be arrested at the consulate, only for the cops who cuffed him to find a handgun in his jacket pocket.




   





  After the haphazard planning for our two “actions,” as well as his abrupt reversal at Meany School, I shared my friends’ reservations. The fact remained the Campus Police had attacked an innocent man and were fabricating evidence to conceal their misconduct. The official police report, published in both the Post Intelligencer and the Seattle Times, stated Jabari opened the back door of the UW administration building to let in more protestors—and hit a campus cop with his briefcase when the officer tried to close it. The police version also claimed it was Jabari who pulled the officer’s gun from its holster and that the activist had so-called bomb paraphernalia in his briefcase. At trial this turned out to be a roll of masking tape and two flashlight batteries.




   





  My first official act as chair of Jabari Susalu Defense Fund was to persuade the editor of the Seattle Gay News to publish a 250-word op-ed describing the unprovoked police attack as it actually occurred. Like the Facts, the Gay News was a free weekly with a circulation that included most of the white progressive community, both gay and straight. I based the article, which came out the following weekend, around the video clip Channel Five played the night of Jabari’s arrest. It showed him freeing his arms when one of the officers let go to draw his gun—and also that that the activist hit him with the briefcase in self-defense.




   





  As my practice was only half-full, I also used large blocks of unscheduled time to become Earl’s unofficial chauffeur and administrative assistant. On Wednesday afternoon I picked him up at the Museum and drove him downtown for a meeting with the assistant director of the Department of Transportation. The DOT still held first option to buy the school property. I found Earl waiting for me on the corner of Twenty-third and Massachusetts in a freshly creased, dark gray pin-striped suit, a dark blue power tie, and freshly shined wing tips. He invited me into the assistant director’s office, introducing me as a doctor and one of his supporters. Fortunately, I wasn’t called on to say anything. The meeting was the first of many involving complex negotiations that went totally over my head.




   





  When the twenty-minute appointment ended, I drove him to Inland Bonding. At the arraignment Judge McCutcheon re-jailed Jabari and raised the bail to $25,000, after he rejected bail conditions prohibiting him from participating in any political protest activity. Earl had asked me to bring the title deed to my house, and I was prepared to sign it over as collateral. After delivering the bail notice to the jail, we drove to my office. Then based on a draft Earl had written in long-hand, I typed and addressed twenty copies of a letter to the DOT, the mayor, the school superintendent, all nine City Council and all seven school board members, and Jesse Weinberry, the black legislator who represented the Thirty-seventh District.




   





  As I worked my way through the five-page chronology we enclosed with each letter, it became clear the occupation owed its success, not to Earl’s willingness to sit in the dark for eighteen months, but from the sustained organizing that began the day he and his friends broke the door down. It was Earl who, using UW black studies professor Dr. Sam Kelly as a facilitator, organized the packed neighborhood meetings that forced Royer to call in a federal mediator. Who forced the mayor to recognize the occupation as a political, rather than criminal, act and to agree to restore the building’s electricity and water. It was also Earl who formed the first Museum Support Committee, with help from the women who brought him blankets and food. Beginning in March 1986 they used diesel-powered generators to put on events at the Museum, including a forum on AIDS and racism and films on Haiti and Central America.
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