
Welcome to Fall, Family! 
 

If Spring is the season of rebirth, Fall is the season of transformation. Transformation can
be painful, but it is also necessary for true growth. The leaves have gotta turn , and the

world has gotta change. For instance! Queen Elizabeth II died at 96, signaling the end of an
era—hopefully the end of an empire, too. 

 
On a local level, our family is grappling with the new package policy in New York prisons.

Some of you have told us that you are disappointed by the lack of outside interest in
fighting the policy—we hear you! Politicians David Weprin and Julia Salazar have taken the
lead on challenging it in the legislature. If you would like to write to them, we've included

their addresses on the last page of this newsletter. 
 

These are uncertain times, but we are here for you. We may be imperfect, but know that
we love you—even when we are a little late with our letters!

 
 

In love and solidarity!
 

Imani's Safehouse
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Beloved residents of Bedford Hills and Taconic,

This is Rev. Muller (aka Dorothy). Imani’s
Safehouse has offered me a space to send you
a short message in their newsletter. It is now
more than four years since I had to leave
Bedford Hills, and I miss you all as much today
as I did four years ago. Please know that I think
of you every day and carry you in my heart
constantly. And to those who did not know me
in the ten years I spent at Bedford Hills, please
know that I carry you in my heart as well.

These years have been hard ones. You have
dealt with the covid pandemic: being cut off
from visits; being moved around the housing
units; not feeling safe or cared for; worrying
about the health of those on the outside, and
mourning real losses. And you have survived.

More recently, you have dealt with the arrival
of the Rikers women: feeling invaded,
threatened, and discriminated against. And
you have survived.
At the moment you are dealing with the heat.
You will survive this as well.

You all have the strength of survivors, even as
that strength looks different in each of you. You
can do this time, everyone of you.

And you can do more than survive. Each of you
has the ability to do something inside that will
enable you to walk out those gates with your
head held high at the end of your time. You
have the ability to do something meaningful
that will let you say “I used that time well. I am
proud of what I did in there.” 

 What gives you that pride will be different. It
might be getting your GED or a college degree.
It might be learning how to not fight – in the
showers or on the phone with your mother. It
might be using the gym to get stronger. It might
be learning how to say “No” when others want
something from you. If you don’t know what
that thing is for you, ask God or your deepest
self; and over time your answer will emerge.

And with that survival strength and with the
confidence you earn from doing something that
is really hard, you have the ability to do one
thing more: you can support each other. You
can offer food to someone you know is lonely.
You can keep silent about someone’s crime.
You can take a deep breath rather than curse
someone out when rage or frustration or
annoyance rise up in you. You can ask how
someone’s doing and care about the answer.
Kindness is contagious, and each of you has the
ability to make prison a little better for those
around you.

So, I guess through these words I have been
letting my love flow out to each of you and,
through you, to each other. May you feel the
presence of love in your darkest troubles, find
joy in the ordinary moments, and allow your
hearts to open to each other in compassion and
understanding.

With much love,

Dorothy
     



 
What lies within

Stays hidden
What the world sees

Is a mystery
Life unfolds

Stories untold
Open your eyes

Keep an open mind
Learn to stay alone

The secrets your home
Love given

With no mercy
Kindness taken for granted
Stagnated with no answers

Who keeps track
Who can stop the pain

No where to go
Nothing to gain

What you see and hear
Cuts you off

All because you’re not lost
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POEM #5
BY JULIE HERNNKIND
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REMEMBERING ALBERT WOODFOX

Albert Woodfox, who survived 42 years of solitary
confinement—possibly the longest term of solitary in
American history—in Angola prison in Louisiana
before his release in 2016, died of complications from
COVID-19 on August 4, 2022. He was 75 years old. His
2019 memoir, Solitary: My Story of Transformation and
Hope, was a finalist for the Pulitzer Prize.

Woodfox was born in 1947, and was raised by a single
mother in New Orleans. Like most Black families in the
South, the family was plagued by constant, grinding
poverty. Early in his book, Woodfox recalls his
wonderment that the members of his family could
work so hard and yet remain so poor. Jim Crow also
made him, at a young age, the target of police.
Woodfox writes: “We always knew the police picked
up the men in our neighborhood because they were
black and for no other reason. We never talked about
it though. We couldn’t have articulated racism if we
tried. We didn’t understand the depths of it, the
sophistication of it. We only absorbed the misery of
it.” 

In 1965, Woodfox was arrested for stealing a car. He
was offered a choice: four years in the city jail, or two
at Angola. He chose Angola, a prison named for the
18,000-acre slave plantation on which it sits. The
plantation was called Angola after the country of
origin of the men and women who were enslaved
there. When Woodfox arrived in 1965, Black prisoners
worked the fields, picking cotton and cutting
sugarcane by hand without proper gloves or shoes.
“[T]he legacy of slavery was everywhere,” Woodfox
writes. “It was in the ground under our feet and in the
air we breathed, and wherever we looked.”

Woodfox, who several years later found himself in a
New York City jail, was introduced to several members
of the Black Panther Party for Self-Defense in the
1970s. The men introduced themselves to every other
man on the tier, asking each one, “What do you
need?” Woodfox recalls: “Within a few days they ran
the tier, not by force but by sharing their food. They
treated all of us as if we were equal to them, as if we
were intelligent.” 

Woodfox’s dedication to the ideals of the Black
Panther party would define the rest of his life.
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Contact us at:

1365 West 7th Street, Apt. 3F 
Brooklyn, NY 11204

If you are still interested in joining the Imani's
Safehouse book club, please let us know and
we will send you a free copy of Octavia Butler's
Kindred. For anyone who is reading the book
now, let us know what you think! We're
looking to publish short reviews (200-300
words) but are also interested in any poetry or
art inspired by the book!

And as always, we welcome all essays, poems,
and artwork. Send us anything you would like
to see published!

Woodfox returned to Angola in 1971. In the manner of
the Black Panthers he had met in New York, Woodfox
reached out to the men on his tier and held teach-ins.

In 1972, a prison guard named Brent Miller, was
murdered inside a dormitory in Angola. Woodfox and
another man, Herman Wallace, were framed for the
crime, convicted and sentenced to solitary
confinement. Woodfox would serve 42 years; Wallace,
41. In the 1990s, Woodfox, Wallace and another man,
Robert King, a member of the Black Panthers who was
also in solitary confinement for a murder in prison
that he did not commit, garnered local activist
support. They became known as the “Angola 3.” 

The activism surrounding their case eventually helped
free them, though the wounds of their experience
remained. “It’s impossible to read Solitary and not
feel anger,” Gabriel Iglesias wrote in his review for
NPR. Other reviews, expressed a similar sentiment,
suggesting the frustrating degree to which life inside
prison continues to be divorced from life outside of it.
Woodfox’s story is remarkable, but in many respects,
not singular. In his writing, Woodfox is unequivocal:
racism and torture continue to define the American
prison experience. 

WOODFOX cont'd

Politician contact info:

David Weprin
LOB 526
Albany, NY 12248

Julia Salazar
172 State Street., State Capitol Building
Room 514
Albany, NY 12247


