


PATRICIA GROS LEVASSEUR

"...Eight of us are charged with conspiracy to overthrow the U.S.
government by the use of force and we never had any Redeye
missiles; we had no tanks, no helicopters and no 100 million
dollars. I find great irony in these charges -- charges serious
enough to threaten the rest of my life.

I ask these questions -- Wasn't it white Europeans who came
to this country and put down: destroyed and overthrew by the use
of force whole nations of Native American people, virtually
wiping out an entire civilization? Wasn't it our ancestors who
stole and enslaved African people? 1Isn't it our country that has
a long history of going outside its borders to determine what
form of government people of other countries should have? What
is it when high ranking government officials can lie to the
people of this country and for their own profit and ideology sell
arms and drugs and solicit funds to finance the overthrow of
Nicaragua? Is that Racketeering? Is that a Corrupt Organization?
Is that Seditious?"”

CAROL SAUCIER MANNING

"...I know that I am not a criminal, nor am I dangerous. I am a
woman who has stood by her family and tried to raise her
children to be responsible, loving people. I have been motivated
only to better the conditions and lives of the poor and working
class people of our country and throughout the world; a world our
children can inherit.

For me to be sent to isolation cells; forced to endure
extremely harsh conditions; told that I was designated to the
political prisoners' Control Unit at Lexington: Kentucky all
before I am put on trial let alone found gquilty of these current
charges is to me all part of the government's plan -- a plan that
began the day they kidnapped my children."

BARBARA CURZI-LAAMAN

"...What they really want to do is make examples of us. By trying
to bury some white working class mothers for being part of the
Resistance Movement, they are trying to show others that they'ad
better go along with their planss quietly...

But as I said to the judge when he sentenced me to fifteen
years in prison: any prison term set on me is only a sentence to
Barbara Curzi-Laaman, the Mother, because as a conscious woman
and committed revolutionary, these walls won't deter me from
working for true freedom and democracy until we reach that better
day. I trust that either in my lifetime or in my children's
lifetime, imperialism will die and people all over the world will

truly be free to live in dignity. I trust that people will act
now..."



Pat Gros

My name is Patricia Gros Levas-
seur. I was born Patricia Helen
Rowbottom on December 11, 1948 in
Redlands, California. My father was
in the Army and by the time I was
five my family had settled in
Delmar, on the Eastern shore of
Maryland. My parents grew up
during the depression in
Pennsylvania and Ohio. I have five
sisters and two brothers; we were a
large poor family. My parents
worked hard bringing all of us up;
and as soon as my youngest sister
was o0ld enough, my mother went to
work in the pants factory 1in
Delmar. She then went on to typing
jobs in offices. She is seventy now
and still holds a job.

I was an average student in
school; I loved to draw and read.
We were raised Catholic and went to
a small Catholic school for eight
years. It was there that I
discovered the differences between
rich kids and poor kids.

The towns I grew up in were
segregated and I vividly remember
going home and talking about how
the kids in school talked about
Black people. My mother and father
told us that we were all made equal
and that the only difference
between Blacks and whites was the
color of our skin. We were told not
to use racist terms. An environment
of subtle and not so subtle racist
messages prevailed in our
community. I feel fortunate today:
however, that I wasn't raised in a
family that fostered racism. In the
mid-60's, when uprisings were oc-
curring in Baltimore and nearby
towns like Cambridge and Crisfield,
Maryland, the emotions ran pretty
high in our community. I was often
at odds with a lot of kids my age
when racism crept into our
conversation. Salisbury at that
time was divided by a bridge over
the Wicomico River. One side was
where the Black people lived. The
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difference in the standard of
living between Black: and whites
was stark.

One day I went on the other side
of the bridge. There were few side-
walks and most of the houses needed
paint and fixing up. Children
played with o0ld raggedy toys and a
lot of adults hung around stoops
and corners in the middle of the
day. I learned later, as I came to
meet and know some Black friends:
that old text books from our school
were sent to their school.

I developed an interest in the
Civil Rights Movement which led to
an awakening in myself and a deep
desire to study and learn more
about the world. I wasn't so much
interested in what was being taught
at my high school; though I was
interested in the history of
peopless in why there was slavery
and why there are rich people and
poor people.

I graduated from high school in
1966 and was only prepared to get a
typing job. I wanted to go to art
school but my family couldn't
afford it. Being interested in art.
I decided to work at a local press;
but soon found myself sealing and
addressing envelopes. I didn't see
any future as a working class woman
there on the Eastern Shore. My
needs and ideals were reaching
beyond what was available for me
there., I had read and talked with
friends about going on the road. I
was questioning many established
values and looking for a new kind
of life and freedom.

My father was an Army recruiter
and the VietNam War was becoming an
issue between us. My father felt
really torn about it himself. A lot
of boys went in the Army., as he
had, for training and jobs not
available to them otherwise. When
boys he had recruited came home in
body bags: our family became
immersed in sorrow and turmoil. I






trying to provide so many of the
services that people needed. Our
approach in the beginning stages of
SCAR was that of the 60's 'Survival
Programs.' We had been inspired by
George Jackson and by the Black
Panther Party's "Programs for
Survival."

We felt that by empowering
people to take control of their
lives, and by extension their
communities, they would get
strength from working together. We
felt that if work and unity brought
results and improvement in their
lives; people would see that their
interests lie in unity with each
other and with other poor and
working people.

When I look at the problems in
our country today: the homeless;
the crisis of drug abuse; poor
education for oppressed peoples;
the cycle of poor nutrition;
poverty; and attacks on Black and
Hispanic people and women; I know
that survival programs are what's
called for. We need all levels of
resistance and organizing; and
conscious people today must realize
that it takes hard work and a long
term commitment. If I were free
today, I feel my best contribution
to the people would be to do that
hard day to day work 1in the
community.

Around 1974, some of us started
a book store that we called "The
Red Star North." The book store
sent political books free to
prisoners; and corresponded with
prisoners. We had study groups and
political education as part of the
store's events. I worked there
while continuing other community
work. In 1974, Ray., Tom and others
decided to go underground where
they felt they could make their
greatest contribution to the
struggle. They had also become
targets of the Portland Police
Death Squad., the existence of which
was made public at hearings at the
Portland City Hall.

The death squad targeted ex-
prisoners. A man named Foster was
found gquilty of criminal conduct
and thrown off the police force for
his part in the squad's activities.
We were also under heavy

surveillance by both police and the

FBI, not only from our work 1in
SCAR, but also for opening what was
considered a radical book store in
Portland, Maine. I remained in the
book store; although cautiously;
since one woman worker had been
attacked and raped while working
there. This happened at a time when
the store had been ransacked; and
political posters ripped were off
the walls.

It became very hard for us to
keep the store financially afloat.
We were sending out free books but
not selling enough to break even;
so I closed the store. I gave the
remaining books to the Red Book
Prison Program in Cambridge, Mass.;
and moved to the Boston area. I
then discovered I was pregnant. I
started doing temporary office work
and volunteered occasionally at the
Red Book Store.

I decided to have the baby. I
was twenty-six; very much in love
with Ray; and while everything felt
like a struggle against all odds: I
knew I'd be a good mother and that
our child would be beautiful.

Carmen was born January 12,
1976. Since Ray was completely
underground by this time, it was
becoming increasingly dangerous for
us to be with each other. I made a
trip down to Maryland to see my
family and show them Carmen. We had
a very close time together and we
talked about what I would do. I was
always welcome at home, but we all
knew that my life wasn't 1in
Maryland anymore. I told them I was
going to live with Ray and that I
may not be in touch for a long
time. I told them that didn't mean
anything was wrong and that they
shouldn't worry. Of course they
would worry; but they understood
that it was natural for me and Ray
and Carmen to be together. That was
the last time I saw my father; he
died while I was underground.

From reading history I had
learned that clandestinity was a
necessary component of successful
resistance movements. Examples such
as BHBarriet Tubman and the
Underground Railroad; the
Resistance in Nazi Germany; Chile;
and Vietnam taught us that in order



for people to survive and build in
times of great repression it is
sometimes necessary to live and
operate anonymously -- away from
those whose interests lie in
crushing such resistance.

When I went underground it was
primarily because I loved Ray. I
wanted a life together; for him to
know his daughter and for Carmen to
know her father. Yet I didn't have
a realistic sense of what 1living
"under” with a child would be like.

We were underground for almost
ten years; myself. for eight years.
While underground I was not an
armed guerilla. I respect and
admire women who have had to
sacrifice their lives as mothers to
fight for their freedom and that of
their people. Ir: however, made a
decision to bring a small baby
underground; and the weight of that
decision grew as time went on. My
responsibility, as I saw it, was to
provide as safe and normal a home
life for the children as I could.,
given the circumstances.

I used false identification and
rented homes under names other than
my own for us to live in. Ray and I
both worked different jobs; from
waitressing to woodcutting to
factory and office work. We learned
to cook good food and enjoy the
simple pleasures of a life
together. Carmen grew healthy and
strong. We helped her learn how to
read and write her letters. We were
very isolated in a sense; since we
couldn't get too close to many
people. When Carmen was twor we had
her sister Simone; born April 2,
1978. On March 8, 1980,
International Women's Dayr we had
our third daughter, Rosa.

I have been asked since our
arrest what it was 1like having
children underground. I sometimes
sense from people an overly
romantic view of 1life underground;

and it is important to me that
people understand that it is very
difficult to have children
underground. It is hard on children
for many reasons: thei: names have
to be changed; their friendships
are short lived; and they can have
no contact with their relatives.

Children are very resilient; and
our daughters are strong and well-
adjusted; but the risks were enor-
mous. The emotional pull to keep my
family together was very strong; so
I stayed underground with a lot of
conflicting feelings and worried
about what would happen next. We
are a life-loving people and we
wanted to have children and a full
life together. Our daughters are
well-loved, smart and healthy chil-
dren. They are very close sisters
and we are very proud of them. As
time went on and the search for us
intensified; I felt that I couldn't
go back into public life. I knew in
my mind that the state police and
FBI would resort to anything to
find Ray and Tom and the others. I
felt we faced certain interro-
gations, torture and imprisonment.
In fact, these fears became a
reality once we were captured.

On November 4, 1984; me, Ray and
the girls were stopped not far from
our home in Deerfield, Ohio. Many
agents with machine guns arrested
us. Our daughters were separated
from us and within one hour after
our arrest:. agents were
interrogating our oldest daughter.
They showed her wanted posters with
her and her sisters' pictures on
them; and other posters of people
she loved. They told her she was
lucky her family was alive;and if
she wanted to make sure her cousins
and auntie and uncle were not
killed, she should tell them where
they lived. They offered her $20.00
and a pizza. They scared an
already traumatized little girl.

Fortunately our daughters were
only in state custody for two days
when my mother and brother came for
them. Since our arrest we have been
daughters. We have had honest talks
with them and try to deal with
their many questions:, their worries
and their sorrows as openly as pos-
sible. They are hopeful that we
will be together again and so are
we.

After the arrest I was put in
the County Jail in Cleveland along
with my comrades. I had never been
wanted for any crime and was
charged with "harboring a fugi-
tive," (my husband); and possessing









I could not ignore this racism
and felt a responsibility to fight
against it. One day I would raise a
family and make every effort to
teach my kids that all people have
the right to human dignity, respect
and the same opportunities in life.

When I became pregnant with our
oldest son Jeremy; Tom and I moved
back to Maine. I wanted to be close
to our families. We decided to live
in Portland, about forty miles from
where I grew up.

In early 1974, Tom and I became
involved in SCAR (Statewide
Correctional Alliance for Reform).
an organization that supported
prisoners; but which also was
involved in community work. We
helped start a day care center; a
newspaper, "The Scar'd Times;"
visited prisoners; and helped out
the families of prisoners in any
way we could. A community bail fund
project which still exists today
was started; along with a martial
arts program for children. We
provided many people with food.,
shelter and jobs.

This was my first involvement in
community work. I felt our work
could make a change in the lives of
poor and working class people; yet:,
I knew their needs were much
greater than what the few of us
could help with. We were barely
surviving ourselves.

I was involved in study around
people's liberation struggles
throughout the world; and was
learning about the different forms
of governments -- socialism;,
capitalism, etc. I came ¢to
understand that our form of
government was based on corruption
and the oppression of peoples the
world over; a system which makes it
possible for only a few men and
women to be comfortable while the
rest of us produce their comfort
for them. At this time I decided it
was my obligation to struggle for
change in our government. It was
time for people to start resisting
this government that does not work
in the interests of its people; but
instead, oppresses them. The same
government that does not recognize
the right of all people to have a
decent job; food; good health care;
clothing and shelter.

Because of our work in SCAR, we
were put under federal police
surveillance. This came as no
surprise; since the history of this
country has always shown that
whenever people have taken up
resistance against our government-
- whether because of poor working
conditions; low wages; or racism-
- they have become the targets of
police surveillance, harassment and
even murder.

We continued with our work; and
some of us opened "Red Star North,"
Portland's first and only radical
book store with 2 free-to-
prisoners book program. We became
aware of a death squad that formed
within the Portland Police Depart-
ment. It was a group of policemen
who had made a list of local ex-
prisoners and activists who they
felt should be killed. My husband.,
Tom, and Ray Levasseur were two of
the people on this list. The city
of Portland held hearings resulting
in the firing of a policeman named
Foster. He was later tried.,
convicted and sentenced for his
part in the death squad. Many
members of SCAR were present during
the hearings at City Hall; holding
demonstrations outside and voicing
their concerns over the safety of
peoples' lives.

The police repression was
becoming more intense; and we began
to receive direct threats. One
morning, a woman was working alone
when two men entered the bookstore
and began ransacking it; tearing
down political posters and knocking
over book cases. One of them
attacked and raped her while the
other stood guard. They threatened
further attacks upon leaving.

It was during this period that
Tom began working less and less up
front in the community. I was
nineteen years old; had a one year
0old son; and loved my husband very
much. I was afraid for my family's
safety and didn't want us to be
separated. I decided I would go
with him and we began living in
clandestinity. No one knew where we
lived; though I maintained contact
with my family.

Then in September, 1976, things
changed. A warrant had been put out
for my arrest. Joseph Aceto, who



had been associated with SCAR
inside prison:, was arrested in the
summer of 1976. He began
cooperating with the police;
immediately claiming that I was
involved in a Maine bank robbery
along with Tom and Ray Levasseur.

He was placed in the Federal
witness protection program 1in
exchange for testimony at the
trials of people he claimed
committed bank robberies and
bombings. A year after entering the
program and being given a new
identity, he was again arrested:,
this time for burglaries. While in
jail on these chargesr, he killed
his cellmate by repeatedly stabbing
him -- more than sixty times, with
a knife and claw hammer.

Joseph Aceto was well known for
being a heavy drug and alcohol user
with a long history of mental
health problems. Using the lies and
fantasies of this deranged.
unfortunate person; the FBI
justified putting out a warrant for
my arrest and labeling me
dangerous.

It was around this time, in
1976, that I had decided it would
be best if I returned up front to
the community. This is where I felt
I could do the most amount of good
for our movement; I also realized
it was going to be difficult to
live underground with a child.
After learning 1 faced arrest and
the possibility of doing twenty-
five years in jail; I made my
decision not to return. Instead, I
had to cut off total contact with
my extended family.

For the next nine years I
remained underground with my
husband and children. There were
many times when I felt it would be
in the best interest of myself and
my children for me to go above
ground. I would deal with the bank
robbery charge and continue on. But
always, the reality of facing many
years spent in jail, separated from
my children; and always Knowing the
police would go to any extent
(physical torturer set ups: etc.)
to try and get information from me
about my husband and others;
alwaysr that stopped me from taking
the step back into public life.
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Tom and I have three children:

Jeremy, born November, 1973;
Tamarar, born Juner, 1980; and
Jonathan, born December, 1981. My

priority has been to provide them
with the best home life we could;
living as normal a life as most
people. The children were provided
with good educations. Our oldest
son was very involved in community
activities such as little league.
We always stressed to them the
importance of learning all they
could in life; and I'm very proud
to say; they are loving and smart
children today.

On April 24, 1985, Tom and I
were arrested and our three
children kidnapped by the FBI and
state police. They were held
incommunicado for eight weeks.
Though Tom and I had family members
immediately come to pick up the
children; the state of Virginia
where we were captured, under the
direction of the FBI, would not
release our children to anyone. We
hired attorneys for the children;
who also were not allowed any
contact with them, or given any
information as to where the
children were going to be held.
Jeremy, who was eleven years old at
the time, was interrogated by the
FBI and state police without an
attorney present immediately after
the arrest; as well as five other
times. One of these interrogations
lasted seven hours.

During the eight weeks the
children were being held, Tom and I
were offered various deals from the
government. The first offer, on the
day of our arrest, was made by an
assistant U.S. attorney from the
eastern district of New York. He
came to the holding cell and said
that my children were in a bad
situation and if I would tell them
what they wanted, I could help out
my children. They were holding our
children hostage with the hope that
one of us would break.

Tom and I felt it necessary to
go on a hunger strike after doing
everything we could in the courts
to gain the children's release. The
public became aware of what was
happening to the children; and a
letter writing campaign along with




demonstrations in cities across the
country was underway. They are with
family now and have adjusted well;
although I am not sure this
experience is something our
children will every fully recover
from. During a time when they most
needed love and support from family
members, they were put in a
terrifying situation. They have
suffered much pain since our
arrests. For them it is not over:
although both parents face long
jail sentences. As a family we
have not given up hope that one day
we will be together. This hope we
will hold on to forever.

Since my arrest I was tried in
Brooklyn, New York in 1985 for
Conspiracy and eleven bombings
carried out by the United Freedom
Front in support of the peoples’
struggles in South Africa and
Central America. I was convicted of
two bombings; acquitted of one; and
for the remaining eight counts the
jury was unable to reach a verdict.

I am now being charged with two
RICO conspiracies and Seditious
Conspiracy attempting to
overthrow the U.S. government by
force. Each of these carries a
twenty year sentence.

The government has once again
charged me with the same bombings
that I've already been sentenced
for. Now the bombings are called
Arson to conform to the RICO
statutory requirements.

The other predicate act I'm
charged with is the 1975 Maine Bank
robbery. The Federal Court in Maine
dropped this charge against Tom,
Ray and I in 1986. The government's
case was so weak that they did not
want to bring us to trial. Instead:,
they added it to a conspiracy
charger where the government's
burden of proof is much lesser;
making it easier for them to get a
conviction. With these charges, the
government is making every effort
to portray my comrades and I as
dangerous individuals and to
criminalize our whole lives.

The government also has held us
under horrendous prison conditions.
Since my arrest and the kidnapping
of my children:, the government has
used prison conditions to try and
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break me. I have been subjected to
isolation cells; and transported by
plane and car while handcuffed and
shackled with leqg irons. After the
arraignment on our present charges,
the Magistrate had ordered us to be
held in New York at the Metro-
politan Correctional Center. The
court disqualifyed our lawyers of
choice and appointed to represent
us, as indigent defendants, former
United States attorneys; i.e.r pro-
secutors. We were suddenly trans-
ferred to prisons all around the
country.

I was sent to the Davis Hall
segregation unit at Alderson: West
Virginia. I was put in an isolation
cell and denied even the few
amenities given prisoners held
there. After many calls from my
attorneys, I was finally given some
of my property one small box
with hardly any of my legal papers.
The Assistant U.S. Attorney
prosecuting the case would not
swear to the fact that his office
didn't know about the transfers;
clearly saying to me that the moves
were all a part of the prose-
cution's tactics. Then the Magi-
strate ordered us back to the
District of Massachusetts and I was
taken to Framingham: Mass.; the
state prison for women. I was again
put in isolation in the Max
Segregation Building at the prison.
Here, I was never allowed out of my
cell without restraints. I was made
to shower with handcuffs and leg
shackles. I was strip searched with
male guards nearby and subjected to
sexual abuse and degradation. My
lawyers were also harassed.
threatened with pat searches: not
allowed to bring legal papers to
meetings and always told to leave
shortly after they arrived. For
seven days I had no pen, paper or
use of a phone. After a short time
in March, 1987, the conditions were
the same and this time they were
found to be unacceptable for trial
preparation. We won a change of
venue from Boston to Springfield.

While I was in Davis Hall I
learned that I was redesignated to
the Control Unit for women at
Lexington, Kentucky. The Lexington
Control Unit is a reality that









effects c¢f seeing what I thought
was thec lawv the rights and
safety of all citizens under
physical attack by those who were
supposed to be uphclding its left
ne with the agonizing question:
"Where do we turn now?"
I looked for answers

marches as well as continuing
my involvcment in the religious
community. At that time I was part
of a prayer group in Roxbury. Mass.
that included some white south-
erneis who came north as a part of
the Taize (France) Peace group.

As a child raised a Catholic, I
enjoyed listening to my grandmother
read to me from a little book about
women saints; but I was even more
affected by my later experiences in
the local CYO (Catholic Youth Or-
ganization). Though mostly a
creative outlet for adolescents
battling with the drug plague
(which I was somehow able to
avoid), the planning and partici-
pating in the folk Masses with the
CYO helped determine my becoming a
social/political activist. I was
already aware of the many confusing
issues in the world -- of wars and
hunger and injustices. I was
absorbed by "The Diary of Anne
Frank" and I promised myself I'd
never sit by if people ever again
displayed such inhumanity to
others. At one folk mass: while my
brother played "Bridge Over
Troubled Waters" on the organ; I
read the "Peace Payer of St.
Francis of Assisi" in front of a
church full of teenagers; wondering
what to make of their lives. I
decided then to do whatever I could
to live the words I read: "...where
there is hatred, let me sow love;-
...where despair; hope; where there
is darkness, light; and where
sadness, joy..." With the VietNam
war raging abroad, and racism and
poverty at home; I was growing up
fast. I was full of hopeful ideas:;
but I was also growing impatient.

At thirteen., though I enjoyed
school and had been doing well, I
was mentally and physically
developed beyond my years. The
effects of the growing Women's
Liberation Movement hadn't yet

-
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reached me; so I decided the best
way to make some positive changes
in the world would be to have a lot
of children and raise them in a
caring and socialist community --
that is, my images were of a
socialist community; but I don't
think I even knew what the word
meant at the time. Sor I set out to
find the husband with whom I could
carry out this plan. A year later
at the age of fourteen, while
visiting relatives in Italy, I met
a distant cousin and we became
infatuated with each other. We

agreed that a dozen socialist
children would be a fine

contribution to the world. By
fifteen I was married; and at
sixteen, I had my first child. In
December of 1973, we had a

beautiful daughter.

We lived in Italy our first year
of marriage and were part of a
Christian collective. This group
was made up of young people from
every class background. We shared
political goals which we manifested
in a free alternative school for
the children of peasants and poor
workers. We also organized a city-
wide strike against the monopoly
electric company; its corporate
greed left the people with no other
option. Community organizing and
collective unity became very impor-
tant to me; but I started to feel
that praying in a group for
solutions was less productive than
working toward them.

At sixteen I missed my family so

much that we moved back to the
States. Then, my lessons in what
it means to live and survive in a

capitalist society: really began.
At first we were totally
dependent on my parents; though 1I
worked in a sportswear factory and
my husband at a bubblegqum factory.
Both jobs paid minimum wages.
Before my second child was born in
April, 1975, another precious
little girl, it was clear that the
idea of a dozen children was an
immature fantasy. We knew that
without further education we had no
hope of better employment; so we
both went back to school. We still
had to continue working; so while









revolutionary all of his adult
life. He'd been an ardent activist
opposing the VietNam war and was
always fighting for human rights
and social justice. When we met
he'd just done seven years of
prison for armed political actions
against Nixon and the war.

In 1979, Jaans Kazi and I along
with our friend and now co-
defendant, Richard williams, joined
in the effort to have a successful
multi-national benefit concert in
the Boston area to raise funds for
relief in southern Africa. It was
called the AMANDLA Festival of
Unity. Bob Marley and other fine
artists donated their talent to aid
the liberation efforts in Zimbabwe.,
Namibia and South Africa. We
trained in martial arts in a large
group of women and men; Black:
white and Latin; in various
communities for almost a year. With
over ten thousand people singing
freedom songs along with Bob Marley
on a hot July afternoon in Harvard
Stadium. the day was a great one!
Amandla People's Security continued
to train and serve as security for
many community functions as well as
armed the women of the groups with
the ability t¢ defend ourselves.
The Ku Klux Klan was increasing
their recruiting efforts at the
time; so we found it necessary to
participate at many anti-Klan
rallies as security for the
gatherings. Now when the police
aligned itself with the Klan, I was
no longer surprised; and those of
us wearing the red AMANDLA shirts
with the black and white fists
holding a rose in unity knew that
we were being closely monitored by
the Klansmen those in the white
hoods as well as those in the blue
uniforms. We started receiving
threatening phone calls and
mysterious break-ins to our homes:
as well as blatant police
harassment. By this time, Jaan and
I had moved back to my old
community since I'd lost the battle
with my landlord. 1 was pregnant
with our third child, and we needed
to protect our family. We found it
necessary to move to a nearby
community under an assumed last

— -
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name; telling only our closest
friends and family where we were.
Qur beautiful baby boy was born in
November of 1981, after we took our

first step as a family in
clandestinity.

There was an increase 1in
repression by January of 1982; and

while living partially underground-
we heard we were being sought for
questioning in the investigation of
the shooting of a New Jersey state
trooper. Our comrade, Richard
Williams, was a suspect in the
shooting along with others from the
underground Anti-Imperialist
Movement, especially Tom Manning.
With the threat of imprisonment
for not collaborating and clearly
not being able to continue with the
political work he was doing, Jaan
decided he had to go further
underground. I had to decide
whether to go and djoin Jaan with
the children or be separated from
him, maybe forever. Staying also
meant probable separation from my
children, toor because I'd refuse
to collaborate with the Grand Jury

and then I1'd face prison as well. I
decided to keep my family together;
but by the time I was ready to go:
I was being followed twenty-four
hours a day by FBI agents and state
troopers. This surveillance stemmed
from an incident where an illegal,
racist arrest led to a shootout
resulting in Jaan being wanted and
Kazi being incarcerated. After
five weeks of constant harassment,
being detained:, having my home and
my parents' home searched by teams
of agents and still enduring twenty
four-hours a day of surveillance, I
managed to disappear with my infant
baby and two little girls; cutting
all ties with my beloved family and
triends. This was certainly no easy
task; but I felt that keeping my
family safe and together and away
from the eyes and ears and threats
of the FBI and their friends was a
necessary move. I had no idea that
my children's and my photos would
be distributed on wanted posters
all over the country when I was
wanted for no crime! Although we
did everything possible to give the
children a healthy, happy and






way . This showe how threatened they
are by our spirit of resistance. It
bewilders them that they haven't
been able to break us over the pacst
three years of constant trials and
the kind of sentences that could
keew our husbanéds in prison all
their lives. Even after they tore
us from our children: pillaged our
homes and are using every book and
piece of paper scized ac evidence
of a conspiracy to overthrow their
"wonderful" government; we're still
standing strong! They want to
destroy our lives., But as I said to
the judge when he sentenced me tc
fifteen years in prison: a&ny prison

term set on me is only a sentence
to Barbara Curzi-Laaman, the
Mother. Because as a conscious
woman and committed revolutionary:
these walls won't deter me from
working for true democracy until we
reach that better day. I trust that
either in my lifetime or my
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children's lifetime, imperialism
will die and people all over the
world will truly be free to live in
dignity. I trust that people will

act now that life may prevail...






