My experiences as a community worker in the BPP.
In 1970 I was 15 years old. One day I was walking along 18th Street and noticed
that the Black Panther Party had opened. My curiosity was peaked and I went in.
One of the first people that I met was Charles B [how do you spell Charles’last
name]. I would come by and hang out after a summer job that I had. Other
people who I remember during this time are Malik, Maria, and Mano. Everyone
was welcoming. A few things that I remember from that time are the political
education classes, babysitting and selling papers -- and doing push ups for being
late. The party also taught me how to grow up, (which is something good to
know). After a while, the party moved into the house on 17th & U. It was very
close to a police precinct. I remember the one time that there was a police raid
just because we were singing off the pigs. The police came up the stairs like
storm troopers breaking the cement on the stairs. Their justification was that
someone threw a brick and hit a cop in the face. No one knew of that happening.
I sold papers it was on 14th & H in front of Waxey Maxies?, a record store where
everyone went. I can remember having conversations with people going in and
out of the record store. It really was a good feeling to sell all of them.
We also had an information table in front of the house where we would sell books
or give out information and I would sometimes sit out there to speak with the
people in the community.
As a troubled teen I found that the party became my family. I think that if it had
not been for the party, who knows what would have happened. The party taught
me social responsibility at an early age. This early activist training has followed

me all of my life where on some level I have been of service to the people. At
one point, I even volunteered for the Democratic Party and was a volunteer
coordinator for Clinton’
s first campaign. At the present time I am interested in
anti-war activism. I feel disillusioned about the direction of things today. Outside
of the fact that we have lost most of our rights, we do not even have the freedom
of assembly where we can come together, share our ideas and help in making
the world a better place. Our plight as black people has not improved that much
in 35 years. We are disenfranchised, our communities are ravaged with drugs,
gang violence and poverty. The infrastructure of this country is falling apart and
our elected officials are deadlocked and gridlocked and do not have any use for
the American people as no one is listening. We also find ourselves in a needless
war. We need representatives who are concerned about their constituents and
not big business. We need to put government back into the hands of the
American people.
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