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In Clinton Prison, there are two colors:

He wore Green.

I wore Blue.

 

This book is based on actual events. The author has tried to the best of his ability to recreate the conversations and memories of incidents as they actually occurred. To provide some privacy for himself, he has written under an alias. In some cases, the individuals are not mentioned by name in the book to protect themselves and their families. The names of some individuals and places have also been changed, as well as identifying characteristics and details such as physical properties, occupations, and or places of residence.

 




Introduction


Before June 6, 2015, when New York State’s largest manhunt ever made national headlines with the escape of two convicted killers from Clinton Correctional facility and made Dannemora a recognizable name, this sleepy little town already had its taste of fame. On March 8, 1995, rapper 2Pac Shakur walked in shackles through the hardened steel gates that led inside the bowels of the hundred and fifty-year-old prison. He served his time there until his release on bail on October 12 of the same year. Little has ever been written about this 2017 Rock-and-Roll inductee’s time inside the largest maximum-security prison in New York State or his relationship with security staff and little outside the thirty-foot-high cement walls is known about his days there. My name is Michael Christopher. I was a corrections officer who met Tupac Shakur at the crossroads of his life and perhaps my own in one of New York’s most evil places.

Inside Clinton prison, there is an invisible line between inmates and officers like an invisible fence for animals and inmates generally know where this line is. Inside New York State prisons, the inmates usually address officers as, CO (Corrections Officer) or by their last name, sometimes they just use the word officer, and sometimes they use the first initial of the officer’s last name like Mr. B or Mr. C., which is more of a slang term. These terms are usually acceptable by most officers; addressing Corrections staff in this way is considered a sign of respect. Inmates are called by their last name, a nickname, and some officers will tell you by pretty much whatever they want to call them but there is a strict rule that inmates never call officers by their first name. Fraternization on this level is always prohibited. The following accounts of the interaction that I had with inmate Shakur are based on facts. The dialogue between Tupac Shakur and I are written to the best of my recollection, including the choice of slang words to describe those events. The use of the word “nigga” was used frequently by Tupac and the use of the racial slur “nigger” was heard occasionally at Clinton by a few officers. To say that all the officers at Clinton in 1995 were prejudice, however, would be an injustice to the professional men and women that worked there.

Much has been said about Tupac over the years since his death in 1996. Time and time again, I have watched and read things about him and I sometimes just start to laugh. Some of the things make me laugh because I can still hear him say them, in my mind, and sometimes I laugh because I know that what is said is just pure excrement from a bull. One of the things that I hear over and over again is how people mispronounce Tupac. It is not 2 pack. It is pronounced 2 like the number and ‘poc’ like pocket. He hated it when people said ‘pack’ but over the years, I’ve heard it said that way by reporters and people interviewed that said they knew him.

Tupac has been recognized as one of the greatest rappers of all time, listed in the Guinness book of world records in 2004 as the highest-selling Rapper artist selling more than 67 million albums worldwide and in 2019 over 75 million. He is also sometimes called the black Elvis. The only Rapper I’m aware of with this moniker because of the arguable speculation that he cheated death, with endless sightings after his demise that continue to this day. He was also a notable poet, songwriter, actor, street thug, gangster, and a convicted criminal. And yes, I admit that his reputation lent himself to be recognized as a thug and a gangster but the man I knew as Pac did not present himself that way to me. I knew a different side. We all have two sides I think, the one everyone thinks they know and recognize and then there is the one that is only seen from within. Tupac was a Yin and a Yang. He had a dark side and he had a side that was like Mercury light. The side I got to see I believe was a real depiction of him stripped of his gold chains and rings; inmates cannot possess gold chains unless they have a religious affiliation and a value of not more than fifty dollars and no rings unless it’s a wedding ring of no more than a hundred-dollar value. He also lost his identity as a celebrity. It did not exist in this world that he now lived in and last he was void of any entourage for support or protection. The only protection inside Clinton prison that he was going to get from the state was from the officers that watched him, and the majority of them didn’t like him because of his sex crime or the thug life they thought he represented. In the state of New York’s eyes, he was just a DIN number 95-A-1140 that identified him as being the one thousandth one hundredth and fortieth inmate that was processed in 1995 and nothing else.

The man I saw five days a week was raw, vulnerable, street smart, humble, funny, and meek. Although, I’m sure that he was frightened too but I don’t think I ever met a first-time inmate that wasn’t scared in prison but like Mark Twain had once realized and said was — “Courage is resistance to fear, mastery of fear-not absence of fear.

During Tupac’s incarceration, I watched him evolve from a man that, by his own admission to me, was quite prejudice and untrusting when I first met him. When he first arrived in Clinton, he once said that he thought people should only marry their own kind. He was careful to say it was only his opinion, but I could tell it was a strong one. But before he left prison, I began to see changes in him. He had built a strong friendship with a white inmate and I believe that he and I had built a mutual respect for each other. It looked to me like he was beginning to judge the person for the truth of what they told him and also what they did and not the color of their skin or even what color shirt they wore on the outside. In prison people lie so much it is hard to tell fact from fiction. Sometimes the line is blurred between the two. Joe (Mad Dog) Sullivan who did time at Clinton was an infamous contract killer for the Westies, an Irish mob out of New York City, credited with disposing of Jimmy Hoffa’s body in the book “Contract Killer” in 1993 written by another contract killer “Tony the Greek” A.K.A. Donald Frankos, who also did time at Clinton. Joe Sullivan, or Sullie as he was sometimes called, escaped from Attica prison in 1971. He was the first person to successfully do so from a prison that was thought to be escape-proof. Inmate Sullivan once told me that a lot was written about him, but probably it was ninety-five and five percent. One ratio was truth and the other total bullshit, but only he knew which was which. Mad Dog also once told me how much he liked me, but that if I ever stood between him and a way to escape that he would have to kill me. That was one time I didn’t have to ask myself if an inmate was telling the truth.

I want to make it clear that it was evident to me from the be-ginning when I first met Tupac that he was no saint to be venerated, but I never saw him as the apostle of Satan either. Some inmates, in my opinion, can never be rehabilitated because they lack remorse, a conscience, and the ability to change but for Tupac, I thought that he not only was capable of change but I had witnessed changes in him already and I had no doubt that he could influence others and have a positive impact on them as well. And as the magazine SWING, in January 1997, posthumously listed Tupac as one of the most powerful people in their twenties, it appears the masses agreed.

I will always remember his passion, and his inability to totally contain himself when describing his insatiable appetite for life. He saw things not as they are but as he thought they could be, he re-minded me very much of the passion that John F. Kennedy displayed when he delivered his famous speech about choosing the task of putting the first man on the moon and how man set their sight on the moon not because it was easy but because it was hard. I believe that Tupac thought he could change the world. But I must admit that when I first met Tupac with his cloak of silent attitude, I had to remind myself of other words of John F. Kennedy that humbly said “Never corner an opponent, and always assist him to save face. Put yourself in his shoes — so as to see things through his eyes. Avoid self-righteousness like the devil — nothing is so self-blinding.”

Tupac and I definitely had an unlikely relationship since some of the biggest problems he had in his life he told me had been with authority and with white people and I happened to represent both. This book is dedicated to Tupac’s memory in prison. A time I’m sure that, if he had lived, he would have wished the world would forget, not the time he did, because that adds to his gangster credentials, but the crime, with its negative stigma, that he insisted he didn’t commit. He stood apart from any another inmate that I’ve ever known, and I have known thousands before him and thousands after. I did, however, see him as the same as every other human being, no more, no less, like everyone else on this earth, and just as fallible. This human weakness reminded me of Richard Nixon, the only President of the United States ever to resign from office, and who in his final hours as president had reached probably the lowest point in his life but still found the words to warn his fellow man to avoid a similar fate. In his farewell speech just before he boarded Air Force One for the last time, he spoke from his heart and said, “always remember, others may hate you but those who hate you don’t win unless you hate them, and then you destroy yourself.”

The writing of this book is a culmination of notes and stories that I have told others, and in my mind, I have relived over and over for more than twenty years. The story is not long — short in fact much like the life of Tupac. I must mention that while writing these pages I experienced many odd things. In the beginning, my computer would freeze up and I lost many pages that mysteriously refused to save; I rewrote them. Then my printer refused to print. I kept having glitches with Word pad, the writing program that came with my computer, and I changed it to Microsoft Word. The lights in the room where I wrote would dim and then return to normal. My TV would turn off and come back on by itself. Then it was strange noises that kept coming from the area where my computer is, and while I was typing at my desk, a big sturdy dictionary that always stands under my desk fell, without reason, against my leg as if nudging me. I was trying to tell my family members about the strange things happening. My computer screen had pages of this book displayed while I was talking, and all of a sudden, I couldn’t hear the person on the other end. It was silent, but the phone still showed a strong connection. This was a landline. I called them back and asked if they hung up. They told me they could hear me. Then I was away from my home and I was talking on my cell phone to a friend and the same thing happened on that phone. This was the second thing that day. Later, the same day, I was at a gas station pumping gas and the gas pump froze up. I went inside and asked the attendant what was wrong and he said nothing. The pump was showing normal on his computer inside. I said, well come outside and see for yourself. He tried to pump the gas and nothing happened. He said that he has never seen this before. I told him it’s weird, isn’t it? And he agreed it was very weird. It’s been said that things always happen in threes and Tupac and I had talked about the power of the number three.

When I discussed with my wife all the strange things that happened that day, she asked me if I really thought it was him and I insisted it was. She then asked me if maybe Tupac didn’t want the book written. I told her not to worry; I believed he is probably trying to tell me not to give up because surely he wouldn’t have given up. But I must admit I did wonder if he doesn’t like me portraying him as being mortal with common weaknesses shared by all men; capable of tears and the strong desire to be accepted… and to belong. This is something I believe that he would not want anyone to see, that this tough gangster rapper was capable of, outside of his family and trusted friends. But I continued to write about him the way I saw him because I feel his frailties identifies him as being like the rest of us and not just a celebrity wrapped up in his own hype. I am sure that it was Tupac reaching out from wherever he is, and anyone that knew the real Tupac will tell you that he would be the one person who would try to break through from the other side.

The same night after my wife and I spoke about whether or not Tupac was in some way trying to communicate with me I had a dream and, in the dream, I saw a flat-screen TV. It was a blank black screen except for a box in the upper left-hand corner. (On my television, in reality, I have cable with caller ID, and when someone calls their name shows up in a black box in the upper left corner of the screen). This box is what I saw in my dream. The name said Tupac Amaru. I started reading the name and immediately woke up. I told my wife. She listened to me as she always has and hugged me. I didn’t really want to tell her because it frightens her but I have always been unable to keep things from her both good and bad; we share everything. It doesn’t bother me that it feels as if I have some type of energy with me because for me it gives comfort. I honestly believe that Tupac is somehow, in some form, still with me, even if it’s just in my memory or in my dreams.
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