
About Ingham County Jail
February, 2014

In June, 2010, the Enbridge Corporation’s Alberta Tar Sands 
Pipeline 6 ruptured in Michigan, fouling the Kalamazoo river 
and requiring more than a billion dollars to sort of clean up a 
little.  Sickening.  Just sickening.  

In July, 2013, as Enbridge prepared to bury new pipe and restart 
the line, protesters duct-taped themselves to construction 
machinery, shutting down work for one day.  One day.  

At their January 31 trial, did the judge allow these three women 
to testify that they felt it was necessary to protest something as 
dangerous as the world’s biggest carbon bomb?  Nope. Instead 
he found them all guilty of misdemeanor trespassing and 
resisting and obstruction charges.  Sentencing was set for March 
5.  Did the judge then allow them to remain free until 
sentencing?  Nope.  The real danger to society, the Judge 
figured, was the three women, Barb Carter (22) Lisa Leggio (35) 
and Vicki Hamlin (60)--community organizers who worked with 
low income families in Detroit, Superstorm Sandy survivors and 
domestic abuse victims in Indiana--and not the Enbridge Corp 
willing to help fry the planet for a quick buck, not the energy 
conglomerates willing to mine the horrid Tar Sands muck and 
ship it south to market.  The three women, maiden, mother, 
crone, healers all, were remanded for custody and served that 
coldest-ever February at the county jail.  If you noticed yourself 
feeling safer than usual that month, thank Ingham County 



Circuit Court Judge William Colette  for keeping these three 
dangerous fanatics off the streets.

                   

At our 350Madison meeting in February, Judy Skog let us know 
about these three heroine's story and gave us the info we needed 
to write them in jail.  I wrote several postcards and even got a 
couple back--thanks, my friends!--and a whole lot of other folks 
did the same.  This song served as a way to blow off steam at the 
fucked uppedness of it all.  I know, three protestors problems 
don't mean a hill of beans in this crazy world and all, but 
sometimes it's the pebble in your shoe that pisses you off more 
than the grizzlies and blizzards you're trying to navigate. 

I played guitar, bouzouki. bass and mando on this.  Jacoba's 
violin wails a lament like north wind at winter sunset and she 
sings a lovely harmony line each verse.

I sent an early version of this tune to my buddy, Al Rose, asking 
for some perspective.  The exchange was worth sharing:



Me to AL, after having rattled on about a couple of other 
songs I had sent him:

The Ingham County Jail (song I sent you) I'm conflicted about 
on many levels.  It's a topical/protest/folk song with is like strike 
two and a half most of the time, but I think I can tolerate the 
hitting-you-over-the-head-with-it quotient as it's written here.  
Still, you gotta tell me if it's just too much.  Then there's the 
question of whether I even have the right to put their 
experiences to verse.  It's a very personal and traumatic thing 
they went through and who am I to write about it?  You know 
what I mean?  It's almost creepy--voyeuristic.  I think it sounds 
beautiful, and it is very meaningful to me, but should I share it 
with anyone?  With an audience at a show?  With them?  Look at 
what I made out your harrowing experiences?

Maybe it's pretty fucked up of me to even be having these 
hesitations...or maybe it's good I'm questioning my motivations.  
I would prefer not to write any more songs like Abraham and 
Crossed the Line and this one, but shit just keeps calling it out of 
me.  Slap me, will ya, till I've had enough?

Al to Me a few hours later:

I write this with brittle finger tips. No gas in our building since 
Saturday morning due to low pressure in the main. It hasn't 
affected all the buildings in the area, but let me just say that 
there is a good chance that the temperature in our apartment 
might hit 49 degrees tonight or lower. I am wearing SEVEN 
layers of clothing.



The good news is that yesterday while I waited around for 15 
hours to get service back in "a few hours", I worked on and 
possibly finished-ish a new tune that I had some of the words for 
last year. All it took me was nothing to do. There is music. Words 
are attached.

Your tunes....kudos on Don't Look Down, and nice work for 2 
minutes. Again, a pleasure to hear AM. And from your previous 
email...I would be honored and touched beyond tickled for the 
Bordenaves to have at my songs. You bring a wonderful voice to 
my ism's. Yes. Go. Ahead. Count me in to scrape along.

As far as your protest songs....Don't you EVER shut up!! Who 
gives a fuck if it's a one sided voice singing to the choir. Us 
people in the choir need to hear your songs like this. ...and in 
the case of this particular County Jail song, it's specifics might 
not make it relevant to sing years from now, but by then you'll 
have plenty of other shit to sing about, trust me on that.

And why should you write about this experience that you didn't 
live ? Because, I assume, none of the women are songwriters. 
That's your job.

In the meantime, hot Thai food was just delivered and I'm gonna 
duct tape it to my titties

That would be Al for you...


