Francis August Schaeffer Cox
American Political Prisoner
July 26, 2013

Dear Sensible People of a Candid World,

My name is Francis August Schaeffer Cox. I am a 29 year
old husband and a father of two young children. I am a political
prisoner in a secret Federal prison located in Marion, Illinois.
I was sentenced to just under 26 years in prison in January of
2013.

I haven't done anything illegal and I certainly haven't done
anything morally wrong. I will share my story with you as best
as can be done in a letter. It is my hope that after investigating
what has been done to me and my Eamily you will conclude that it
would be right for you to help us. To that end, this is our story.

I was born in Denver, Colorado U.S.A. to Gary and Jennifer
Cox. My father, who attended West Piont, was the pastor of a
small church and taught Greek and Hebrew at a local university.
My mother was a school teacher before she had children. After
my sister, two brothers, and I were born she stayed home to raise
us and see to it that we all got a proper education. In the
early 90's my father went into business with his brother David
Cox, the former Chief of Staff for Senator David L. Borin. As
a family we provided residential assisted living to the elderly.
The business was very successful and our family became quite
wealthy. In 1999 my parents moved our Eamily Erom Denver,
Colorado to Fairbanks, Alaska where, 11 years later, I would be
arrested and sent to prison after being accused of a vague and
nonspecific conspiracy against the Federal Government. A
conspiracy that, the prosecutors afgued, would take place at some
unknown future time many years from now.

As a young man I loved the frontier of Alaska. At age 18
I led a month long expedition to the summit of 6100 meter Mt.
McKinley. I would lead a second expedition two years later with
my father by my side and in 2005 a third expedition that included
my beautiful and beloved wife Marti. All three were successtul.
My godparents introduced me to the sea and the commercial Eishing
industry. And together we pioneered new methods to harvest caviar
Erom wild Herring and release the fish unharmed. I did an
apprenticeship in the construction industry and studied Artic
building technigues. Before going into business for myself, I
worked with a large company to build power plants and remote gold
ore processing facilities in Alaska's wilderness. By age 23,
with my €aithful and loving wife as my partner, I was an accomplished
businessman in my own right. Having achieved enough financial
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independence to no longer be living paycheck to paycheck I decided
to run for public office. I ran for the State House of Represen-
tatives. I came in second in a three way race with roughly 38% of
the vote, an impressive feat for such a young, political newcomer.
I was positioned well for a win in the next election, two years
later. Little did I know the Federal government was about to
unleash a hellish nightmare on me and my family that would

prevent that from ever happening.

My platform was simple: The government needs to follow the
Constitution because it's the law. I argued that when the
government disregards the law and tramples on others, simply
because they are powerful enough to do so and get away with it, it
hurts them as a Nation. I pointed out that that sort of heavy
handed disregard for their basic obligations costs the government
their stability at home and their credibility abroad. I enjoyed
campaigning very much and continued to do so after the election,
with my eye on the next. My message was well received by the
people and local government. . It was resented by the powerful
and highly secretive Federal Agencies of the Executive Branch.

I traveled and gave speeches to crowds that continued to grow in
size. I warned that the Federal Government's current behavior
was unsustainable, that they were quickly running out of credit
and credibility on the world stage, and that i€ they did not come
under sensible behavioral norms soon, they would lose their
position of preeminence. At that point, I contended, that the
responsibility would Eall back on to our shoulders as the people
who had created this Government and let it run off its rails.

The solution however was simple: Pick up the pieces and put
things back together, and this time follow the Constitution that
had served us well for hundreds of years. My message was simple,
safe and conventional. Not only did I call on governments to
follow the Constitution, I encouraged the people to be €aithful
in the civic duties the Constitution placed on them. While there
were many of these, the one that got the most media attention was
the Militia. The U.S. Constitution requires all able bodied males
to be prepared to serve locally in times of trouble. This concept
was somewhat outdated and largely neglected in America at the
time. But if we were going to ask the government to follow the
Constitution we needed to be willing to follow it ourselves or
else be hypocrits. This Militia was not a group, properly
speaking, so much as a cultural obligation to make a good faith
pledge of your willingness to personally contribute to the safety
and wellbeing of the people around you if needed. The Feds,
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being oftfended by my open criticism of their self destructive
habits, searched high and low for a reason to arrest me. But none
could be found. I was an honest man. I payed my taxes. I did
right by people in business. I followed the Law. So they

decided to try inducement. The FBI hired locals to try to talk

me into committing a crime. These hired provocateurs, many of
whom had criminal pasts, started to come to me and argue that I
was doing things all wrong. What I needed to do, they said, was
use my influence to organize a violent attack on the government.

I did not welcome the suggestion. I stayed away fErom those people
and advised others to do the same. While I was critical of the
government's conduct, that criticism was for its own good. Using
my influence to encourage a violent attack on the government
would only destroy the peace and stability that I was ultimately
trying to preserve.

After several months of unsuccessful attempts by the provo-
cateurs to change my mind, the Feds decided to kick it up a notch.
They knew how much I love my wife and children. So they devised
a way to attempt to exploit that as a weakness. What they did
next is perhaps the most morally reprehensible aspect of this
whole ordeal. It was so bad, in fact, that the Military Police
Erom a nearby base ended up intervening to help me and my family.
This is difficult for me to write about. It makes me angry and
heartbroken at the same time. But throughout it all I didn't
cave in to their pressure. Of that I stand proud.

In the Spring of 2010 I was charged with a recklessness
misdemeanor related to an argument that involved my wife and her
mother. That charge was resolved 3 days later. The following
week I was charged with a minor weapon's offence, that would be
dismissed completely over a year later, followed by a complaint
by the Feds that my wife and I were neglecting our 1% year old
son Seth. At this time not only are my wife and I loving and good
parents but we are licensed by the government as foster parents.
So the Office of Child Protective Services knows us and knows we
are good people and has even certified us as good parents.

Courts had placed troubled children in our care during legal
proceedings and so forth before we had children of our own. As a
result of my wife and I volunteering in this way, we were very
familiar with the policies of the Office of Children's Services,
or "0CS." So when there was a knock at the door one morning and
I was told that OCS was there to take Seth Cox into their custody,
I knew something was wrong. I called my attorney Robert John and
asked him what to do. He called me back a fEew minutes later and
told me to come directly to his office. When we arrived with our
toddler son he told my wife and I that a judge had signed a use
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of force warrant to storm our home with a SWAT Team! This was
not the normal procedure and he found it guite frightening, as
did we. Robert John made several calls to the court as well as
to OCs but was unable to get an answer as to why policies were
not being followed or why an authorization of police violence

was issued. He did however get a judge to put a hold on the
order for one week. That week our lives were turned into a
horrifying nightmare that has not ended yet. I got a call from
the pastor of a local church who told me that the FBI had
guestioned him about me. Which he thought was suspicious. Also
that week I got a call from a fEriend who works for the electric
company. He informed me that the FBI had stopped by their office
to tell them to not let their maintenance crews go near my home
because it was an "unsafe residence" and that I was a "terrorist."
Lucky for me, because of the type of business I was in most of the
maintenance crews and other employees there knew me and knew
nothing could be Eurther Erom the truth. However, hearing such
reports at the same time our baby son was being targeted was
extremely frightening for me and my wife. We knew there was foul
play somewhere but we didn't know what to do. At that time I was
contacted by one of the locally hired provocateurs named Aaron
Bennett who had months prior tried to talk me into using my
influence to get people to attack the government. At this point
I had no idea he was working for the government. I just thought
he was a violent trouble causer to be avoided. But now he was
coming to me. "See! I told you so!" he said. "They are
attacking your children now. That's a line in the sand we can't
let them cross. If they do anything to you I'm going to attack
them," he told me. Once again I rejected his premise and told
him there were much better ways to deal with this. But his
comments worried me, so I called a fEriend named Norm Olson and
asked him what I should do. He gave me the number of a police
detective named Rex Leath, and told me to report what had happened
to him., I did so shortly thereatter.

My wife and I had moved out of our home for fear of being
surprise attacked in the night or something before we could sort
this all out. As we were scrambling to resolve the matter
through our attorney, a second provocateur, one I was not familiar
with, traveled from out of town to see me. This guy's name was
Bill Fulton. He was by far the most aggressive of the bunch. He
asked me to meet him at a store in Fairbanks called Blondies. I
wasn't sure what for. So I asked my 67 year old friend Les Zerbe
to go with me. I happened. to have my son with me at the time.
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When Les Zerbe and I arrived we were in sharp contrast to the
motley crew that met us. I was a clean cut 60kg business man

in slacks and a sweater. Les was a white haired gentleman who
carried himself with a dignity that was Eitting to his years.

We were met by a group of no less than 8 intimidatingly big
thugs led by Fulton and Bennett. They started in immediately,
telling us how the government had crossed a line by attacking our
children and that they were ready to go attack the government
over it. They went on to say that all they needed was for me to
make a plan, then use my name to draw public support. Bill
Fulton said he had already spent thousands of dollars to come to
Fairbanks prepared to do battle with the government.

Now before I feel too bashful for even being present for this
kind of crazy talk, let me remind you that all of this nonsense
is coming from the government. None of this was born in my mind
and Les Zerbe and I didn't know what this meeting was about
before we showed up. It was more or less an ambush. With that
said, let us continue.

Fulton and Bennett proceeded to push for violence and
insisted that I must make a plan. When Les and I told them
plainly that we wouldn't do anything of the sort, now or ever,
Fulton lunged at Les with a knife and held it to his throat. He
then looked at me and told me he was going to "slit Les' throat"
if I didn't agree to go on a violent rampage like he wanted me
to. I tried the best I could to calm him down and he eventually
did let go of Les. We got out of there post haste, and I never
saw Fulton or Bennett again. I was terrified! Not only was the
government going after my child but now these guys were saying
they were going to kill me for refusing to commit a crime.

Having gotten no help at all Erom detective Rex Leath when we had
reported this sort of stuff to him earlier, my wife and I decided
to tell another Police Officer, one we knew personally and who
lived in our area. His name was Ron Wall. That evening my wite
and I stopped by his house. He invited us in and we talked around
the kitchen table. I told him I knew we had our political
differences but there were some crazy and viclent trouble causers
he needed to look into. At the time I did not know that those
crazy violent trouble causers were in fact provocateurs working
for him!

I don't know whether to be embarrassed by my own naivety or
angery at their outrageously unethical practices. But at the end
of the day I was just trying to do the right thing.

Ron Wall brushed us off and did nothing to help. It makes
sense now, but at the time I thought he just didn't take us
seriously.

July 26, 2013
Page 6

Meanwhile our attorney Robert John was trying to work things
out with OCS. Normal policy dictates that when a complaint of
child neglect is made that a social worker review the case and
interview the family. This is what we wanted to have happen, not
an assault team with machine guns kicking in our doors at night!
Robert John tried to arrange an interview so we could resolve
this through normal channels but was met with refusals at all
levels. The thought did cross my mind that the Feds could be
behind this. But the idea of attacking innocent children to get
to your political critics was so awful that I thought even the
Feds wouldn't stoop that low. I was wrong. And I was about to
find out just how wrong I was!

Having gotten nowhere talking to local police, we decided
to ask the Military Police if they could help. My wife and I
drove on to the Army Post, walked in the Eront door of the Police

“Stattion and asked to speak to whoever was in charge. We spoke to

Maj. Greenleaf and others. We told them everything that was going
on. They looked at us as if we were crazy and said they would
call us back. They showed us to the door and we felt we had been
slighted again. But the next day we got a call from an MP at the
station who asked to meet with us. My wife and I met him in a
park and talked for several hours. What he told us made our blood
run cold. He said that minutes after we left, the FBI had

stormed in their station and demanded their video surveillance
tootage. There was some back and forth that went clear to
Washington, D.C. because the MP's initially refused to surrender
the footage to the FBI. While all of this was going on this young
MP named Stephen Gibson, who was talking to us, had asked an FBI
agent what all the fuss was about and who was this Schaeffer Cox
guy? The FBI agent told MP Gibson that Schaeffer Cox (that's me)
had been doing lots of different things and they had wanted me

for a Eew years but "he hadn't done anything illegal but that
didn't matter now because we are going atter his son and when we
try to take him we think that will be sufficient to elicit a
display of force at which point we will shoot him and that will
put an end to our Schaeffer Cox problems."

oOur hearts sank. My wife turned pale. It is a horrifying
thing when a police officer takes you aside and tells you
Federal Agents are planning to kill you. What can you do at
that point? I felt completely exposed and unsafe. Everything
became fearful and deep down I started to panic. It all seemed
too Ear fetched to be real, but there we were in the middle ot
it. I could no longer sleep at night and I was constantly on
edge. I went to the media and told every one who would listen
about what was going on. It didn't help. I made some blustery
tough guy comments I would later regret but all in all I did

July 26, 2013
Page 7

alright considering the pressure I was under.

At the end of the week we went to court with our attorney
Robert John to sort out the use of force warrant for our son.
The courtroom was filled with our family and Eriends and
supporters.

I told the judge everything that was going on and pleaded
with him to be reasonable and de-escalate things. I told him
about the Feds, about the crazy violent trouble causers. I
stated for the record my opposition to any sort of foolishness
that could lead to bloodshed. I was frazzled and exhausted and
at a loss for what to do. And this, being threatened and
terrorized, is what I got for refusing to commit a crime when
pushed by undercover agents to do so.

After the social worker from OCS, who was in the courtroom,
heard what I said I think she realized she had been used as a
pawn by the FBI. She agreed to do an interview and follow the
normal policies. My wife and I were relieved. 0CS did a full
investigation and found the accusation of child neglect to be
completely unfounded and closed the case. We felt like we had
dodged a bullet. But who were these Federal Agents out to kill
us? And what were we to do about these crazy violent trouble
causers? (Also Agents!) ;

Six months of relative calm passed. I tended to business
while Marti was pregnant with our second child.

In February of 2011 the Feds would launch one more
underhanded assault on our family. I was due in court over a
weapon's charge that was ultimately dismissed completely. But
even if I had been guilty it would have been little more than a
Eine of a few hundred dollars. None the less, the FBI saw it as
another opportunity to try to bully me into committing a crime.
The FBI offered $350,000.00 to whoever could get me to commit a
crime that resulted in a conviction. They sent in a completely
new provocateur named J.R. Olson. He was far more subtle but
trouble none the less. He hung around whenever he got the
chance but didn't say much at first. That changed as my
February 14th court date approached. To add to the emotional
charge of the situation, my first daughter was born on February
Sth. When I held my little baby girl in my arms for the first
time and looked into her deep blue eyes nothing else mattered to
me any more. All I wanted was to be with my family and be safe.
Politics was no longer worth the trouble it caused me and my
family. The next day J.R. Olson tracked me down at a Superbowl
party to deliver a message from Bill Fulton, the knife wielding
thug and provocateur from Blondies. I was afraid for my life
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Erom Fulton and would not go near him, so he had to send his
threats by someone else. J.R. Olson told me that Fulton's
patience was running out and that if I continued to refuse to
join him Fulton was going to kill me and start a fight with the
government himself. Fulton Eurther declared that if I lost in
court on Monday or if I turned myself in he would start killing
people. I panicked at that point. I told my wife that we
needed to leave the country because our lives were in danger.
She agreed and that very night we packed what little we could
and drove toward Canada. We stopped for the night at a friend's
house about 100km outside of town. OE course the FBI had
followed us and the next morning before we could leave, J.R. Olson
showed up. Not knowing he worked for the FBL I told him I was
leaving the country with my Eamily. He told me that there was
an arrest warrant for me now that I hadn't shown up for court.
He told me Fulton was serious about killing people and that it

I was stopped at the border it would surely set things off. I
didn't want that to happen. Again let me remind you that Fulton
and Olson are both FBI and this whole sick nightmare is being
created by them.

Now I had to Eigure out a way to get out of the country
without getting caught and thus setting off these crazy violent
trouble causers. My family and I moved a few kilometers to
some different friends home that was a more kid friendly
environment. The FBI was in a panic because I was about to
leave the country without committing a crime and they would
lose me forever. So they had J.R. Olson call a handful of
people and tell them I had called a meeting. O course I had
done no such thing. But that didn't matter. That morning,
February 19th, the FBI told J.R. Olson that he had to get us
to agree on a specific plan of how to attack the government.
The FBI was very specific in their instructions to him. FBI
Agents Southerland, Westerhaus and Alaska State Trooper Thompson
had even gone so far as to write up an affidavit in support of a
warrant in advance. It laid out in great detail the criminal
activity they were planning to have us do. O course none of
the highly detailed events attested to in the affidavit had
happened yet. This wouldn't have been a problem for them it
they had succeeded in getting us to plot a crime. But they
failed to get us to do anything illegal and just made me that
much more frantic to get out of the country.

Where Detective Thompson really screwed up was when he went
down to the courthouse first thing in the morning on February
19th and €iled his affidavit, which gave it a date/time stamp
that was several hours BEFORE the very meeting it was describing
even took place! This meeting the FBI had orchestrated didn't
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go how they wanted it to at all. All we talked about was how we
were afraid for our lives from Fulton and Bennett and how to
safely get me out of the country. As a last ditch effort to
keep me Erom getting away without even having committed a crime
the FBI had J.R. Olson tell me he could arrange our safe passage
to Canada through a friend of his who was a truck driver. There
was no truck driver. It was all just a ruse to keep us from
leaving. The fictitious trucker was "delayed" for several
different made-up reasons and 3 days stretched into 3 weeks.
Over the course of these 3 weeks my wife, 2 children and I were
hiding in the upper room of my friend, Coleman Barney's, home.
J.R. Olson stopped by several times to try to talk me into
adopting Fulton's retaliatory plan called “241." He tried to
convince us to make a "hit list." But I still insisted on
leaving the country. I told him over and over that "nothing
good would come from that" and that "I was going to pull a Gandhi,
NOT a Rambo." J.R. Olson was wearing a wire and these inter-
actions were recorded. But in the end that wouldn't matter
because the judge wouldn't let them be played at trial. But we
still have them. When the FBI felt they could hold us no longer,
J.R. Olson called to tell me the "trucker" had arrived and was
ready to haul me and my family out of the country. Coleman
Barney and I drove to town where we met J.R. Olson. Olson had us
get in his pick-up so he could take us to meet the "trucker."
But instead of a trucker waiting to take us to safety there was
an FBI ambush waiting to take us to jail. J.R. Olson had been
instructed to crawl under his pick-up so he wouldn't accidently
be shot by the FBI's "take down" team. And the "take down" team
had been advised that I had given orders to "shoot police on
sight before even determining the reason for the interaction."
This was a total lie and I believe it was intended to incite the
"take down" team to kill me. What may well have saved my life
and left the FBI trying to figure out how to prosecute this crazy
case was that the man who owned the parking lot where all this
went on happened to show up and walked into the middle of it all
and wanted to know what was going on. At that point J.R. Olson
told him we were there to meet a truck driver. The property
owner started to ask questions and the FBI bumrushed all of us
at gunpoint. That was March 10th, 2011.

What followed was dozens upon dozens of press releases from
the U.S. Attorney's Office claiming that the Schaeffer Cox
everyone thought they knew and loved was in fact secretly a
monster and the courageous FBI had rescued everyone just in the
nick of time. IE you do your research you will doubtless come
across these articles. They are not true and the actual evidence
confirms the story that I have just told you. So please
disregard them. And remember, in America the press prints what
the government tells them to and that is that.

July 26, 2013
Page 10

So off to jail I went. My bail was set at 3 million
dollars cash only. On the same day I was arrested the FBI
arrested half a dozen of my triends, some of whom I hadn't even
seen for several months. They also raided all of our homes
simultaneously. The masked agents that stormed our homes broke
windows and doors and traumatized our wives and children at gun
point. They completely ransacked everyone's homes. Then they
went to all of my rental real estate, threw my tenants out on
the street, took anything of value and trashed everything left
in the house or apartment. The only effect this had was to
disrupt my main source of passive income. My wife was too shook
up to put things back together and we lost all of our investment
properties. A few months later my wife would sell our house to
pay attorney bills. She is now bankrupt, without a home and
struggling to provide for our children.

It took over a year to get a trial. The government could
see that the evidence was going to contradict the story they had
been pumping to the press. But they can easily get around the
tacts when they want to. The Eirst thing they tried was
ofEering to drop the charges on whoever was willing to testify
against me and let them out of jail. But no one was willing to
lie on the stand to get let go. The FBI bullied witnesses all
over town. They told the MP's that if they testified at trial
they would get them fired. When my father tried to help me pay
attorney bills the Feds hit him with a tax audit. They released
my Eriend Mike Anderson from jail then stormed his house and
threw him back in jail a few weeks later after his attorney told
the Feds that he wouldn't lie in Eront of a grand jury. As
Traverso, my attorney for the Federal charges, investigated the
case further he became more and more scared of the Feds we were
dealing with. A Eew months before trial the Feds moved the
trial almost 1,000km away to Anchorage. I no longer had easy
access to my attorney. We were running out of money and I would
now have to Ely all of our witnesses down and pay for hotels and
meals. I just didn't have the money to do this. Things took a
turn for the worst during the trial when my attorney Nelson
Traverso refused to present our defense. When I demanded that
he do so he hissed back "I'm not going to present anything that
will be embarrassing for the government!! If I do, they will
just come after me too!!"

The attorney who was representing Coleman Barney was not as
cowardly. He agreed to present the audio recordings for me. But
the final blow was dealt when the judge refused to allow them to
be played. The prosecution did eventually admit that I had indeed
refused to commit a crime and that I had in fact said repeatedly
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that I was going to be like Gandhi. But they argued that that
didn't matter because the only reason I had refused to commit

a crime was because I didn't have the capability to. They
argued that if some time several years in the Euture I was to
become strong enough to beat the government in a €ight I would
change my mind. I was convicted of conspiring against the
Government and scheduled to be sentenced several months later.
My cowardly attorney Nelson Traverso withdrew from the case and
I was appointed a public defender from Seattle, Washington named
Peter Camiel. Also at this time we ran out of money and could
no longer pay our investigator, Rolly Port. while he did good
work and probably understands this case better than anyone else,
he dropped us like a hot rock the second we ran out of money. He
wouldn't even speak to my new attorney.

By this point I was numb with shock. I had lost 12kg and
had PTSD. I was transferred to a prison in Seattle for a few
months where I was able to meet with my new attorney, Peter
Camiel. He reviewed all the evidence and was diligent and
studious in his work. I liked him. He sat me down and gave it
to me straight. "The Federal Sentencing Guidelines put you at a
life sentence and there's no question about it," he said. "Now
I've gone over all the evidence and I know you are innocent.
okay, I know that. But that doesn't matter. I'm here to do
everything I can to get you less than li€e. That's all we can
do. But if you go in there and tell the judge that you are
innocent and that the government did wrong in this case, EVEN
THOUGH IT'S TRUE, if you say that you will get a sentencing
enhancement for refusing to accept responsibility for your
“crime" and you will get an even longer sentence than the one
you've got coming. The only other thing we can do is see if we
can get a doctor to say that you were crazy during the time
leading up to your arrest. That could be a reason for the judge
to not give you life." I hated this! It was wrong! I WAS
innocent! The government HAD done wrong! I wasn't crazy. I
reacted how any normal honest person would in such a situation.
The FBI were the crazy ones for what they did to me! I pounded
my Eist on the desk in frustration and righteous indignation.
peter looked across the desk into my eyes. He spoke with the
helpless compassion that an older man teels for a young man being
torced to lay down his ideals.

“"Schaeffer, everything you just said is right. And you can
go to sentencing and say it. Aad you will get 10 or 20 years
more. If that's what you feel you must do I will understand and
I won't fault you for it. But I'm just trying to get you to at
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least meet your children someday." That is when they beat me.
That is when I laid down my soul. I knew he was right. I felt
utterly helpless. I was no longer a man. I was a crushed
prisoner. I was no longer Schaeffer Cox, I was 16179006. I
thought of my wife, of the day I met her. I thought of my son,
of his little head on my chest as I read him bedtime stories, of
my daughter who did not know her daddy. I wept bitter tears as
my humanity slipped away. "Do whatever you think is best," I
said in quiet defeat.

A Eew weeks later a forensic psychologist came to evaluate
me. She was a short Erumpy woman with Erizzy hair, beady eyes
and mismatched clothes. She never looked me in the eyes. She
sat typing on her laptop and asked me boilerplate questions
until her time was up and she scurried away. She submitted a
report to the court saying that I was all kinds of crazy, that
my political opinions could only be the result of mental illness
and that I therefore should not be held liable for them. What
effect her report had on my sentence is difficult to say. But
it left me completely humiliated. By the time I was to be
sentenced finally arrived, the judge had received hundreds of
letters from people all over the country, most of whom knew me
personally. They uniformly condemned the prosecution and
attested to my true character as a man who was not even capable
of the sort of things I was accused of. The judge was visibly
upset by the letters. He took the bench and scolded the packed
gallery. "This case isn't about shutting someone up! Mr. Cox
is guilty of a crime!" he bellowed. Though he could not, with
any specificity, point to what exactly this "crime" was. Steven
Scrockie, Assistant U.S. Attorney for Alaska, argued for the
government. He claimed I needed a long sentence because my
problem was my religious and political beliefs and I could not
be "rehabilitated" from that. The judge gave what may have been
the most honest summary of the whole case just before he handed
down my sentence. He said, "Mr. Cox is deserving of a lengthy
prison sentence because so many people listen to him." Then he
gave me 26 years in prison and took an early lunch. It wasn't
life but it was enough to effectively orphan my children and
widow my wife. I was stuck in a nightmare I couldn't wake up
from. But it was about to get worse.

I was put in solitary confinement €or months and eventually
transferred to a secret prison for political prisoners in Marion,
Illinois. It is a prisdn within a prison. It is called the
Communications Management Unit, or CMU. CMU prisoners' contact
with the outside world is extremely limited and tightly controlled.
I am allowed to talk to my wife by phone 30 minutes a week and we
are only allowed to talk about preapproved topics. IE I tell her
anything that goes on in the CMU or who else is in here I will
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no longer be allowed even the little contact we do have. The
only way out of the CMU is to renounce your beliefs and
demonstrate a willingness to not talk to the media. I guess
Scrockie was wrong. You CAN be "rehabilitated" from what you
believe. It just takes 20 years in the CMU. The prisoners

who are defiant are sent to "The Hole." It is a bare 3m X 3.5m
concrete room. The temperature is 40°C. You sit and sweat in
solitude for months or even years with no human contact. I am
taking a great risk to send this letter to you. When it becomes
known I may be shackled and sent to the hole for the rest of my
time. But it is a risk I am willing to take, not for me but for
my children. OEficial policy does not sanction the sort of
things that go on in here, but there is a huge difference
between policy and practice these days.

I have a few months left to appeal my conviction. But
since I am not allowed to speak with my attorney that deadline
is likely to come and go uneventfully. My conviction will be
upheld and the nightmare will continue. There is very little
anyone can do. People who have tried to help me have been
harassed and intimidated by the FBI. Even my Eather who loves
me and is very close to me is too scared to talk to me because
the FBI is bullying and intimidating him.

Let me share some insight into the thought process of
contemporary American government. A prominent characteristic
of Federal Bureaucrats is that they only listen to each other.
Any outside opinion or perspective is dismissed and labeled as
"Erom the enemy" no matter how well meaning it may be. As a
result, the circle of influence and the pool Erom which advice is
drawn becomes smaller and smaller. Eventually this intellectual
inbreeding produces an entire class of government elite who are
running around doing absolutely horrible things that feel
absolutely normal to them and those they keep company with.
Sadly this plague is systemic and irreversable.

This is why I am reaching beyond America's borders for help.
I want to live in a country with a sensible government, where
basic human rights are respected and I can have some dignity
as a man. America is no longer that country.

It is my hope that I will be granted political asylum and
citizenship and somehow make my way to your country. If you
are able, if you feel it is right, please, please find a way to
help me and my family. I know it would be easy to say this is
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only an American issue. But this is not an American issue
or a Russiap issue, an Eastern issue or Western issue. It,
is a human issue and we are all human. So it is simply to
humanity that I make my cry for help. :

With Love and Hope,

&JJ}M%

F.A. Schaeffer cox
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