FYI ....The Trinational Coalition in Defence of Public Education has demonstrated in the past that letter-writing campaigns often have a positive outcome in cases like the one described below.  Any action by any organization that you have influence within ( ie your union, the CCPA, etc ) would be helpful to this political prisoner.  Needless to say, timing is everything!  
 

If you were willing to direct a blind copy of your letter(s) to me, I could gauge the degree of support going from Manitoba.
 

Thanks!
Wendy



February 19, 2007

OAXACA: CAMPAIGN TO FREE ³LOS OLVIDADOS² - POLITICAL PRISONER FELIPE SÁNCHEZ
RODRÍGUEZ

Rights Action just returned from participating in a 2nd emergency human
rights delegation to Oaxaca, organized by the Oaxaca Solidarity Network
(OSN) (info@oaxacasolidarity.org).

BELOW, you will read an urgent action, prepared by the OSN, about Felipe
Sanchez Rodriguez, one of at least 64 Oaxacan political prisoners still
illegally detained in Mexican jails.  Please send messages to offices listed
below, and contact info@rightsaction.org for more information or to join a
human rights delegation to Mexico.

CAMPAIGN FOR THE RELEASE OF POLITICAL PRISONERS, "LOS OLVIDADOS":
Many of the people still in jail were illegally detained while participating
in non-violent protests against the repressive State government of Ulises
Ruiz.  Others were not involved politically in any way, but were caught up
in an intentional wave of illegal, violent detentions carried out by state
and federal police in an attempt to crush a popular movement that is using
non-violent tactics to demand political change.

In solidarity with the Forgotten Ones < "Los Olvidados" < OSN is partnering
with local grassroots organization EDUCA (Services for an Alternative
Education), and a number of other Oaxacan human rights organizations in a
campaign to press for the immediate, unconditional release of all political
prisoners.  We'll be sending out profiles of individual political prisoners
each week, highlighting the cases of individuals < but always demanding the
release of ALL political prisoners.

***

FELIPE SÁNCHEZ RODRÍGUEZ is founder and director of Calpulli, a
non-governmental organization that works to educate boys and girls from the
community of Lomas de San Jacinta < one of the poorest, marginalized
communities in Oaxaca city.  Calpulli has trained women from Lomas de San
Jacinta to teach local kids, with a focus on making the children aware of
their rights and personal potential, and encouraging them to embrace values
of love, justice and tolerance.   Capulli's work is supported by
international aid organizations familiar with Felipe Sánchez's work, and
Felipe is widely respected througout Oaxaca.

ILLEGAL ARREST AND DETENTION:  Felipe Sánchez Rodriguez was detained on
November 25, 2006, by paramilitary forces, and was violently beaten in the
process.  Below, you will find Felipe's complete testimony, which he gave to
a friend during a visit to the prison.

Tlacolula, Oaxaca, México, January 7, 2007

My name is Felipe Sánchez Rodríguez, I am 44 years old, I am a child-care
professional, with a degree from the city of Munich, Germany from June of
1991.  For 13 years I have been working in an education project located at
#122 ³10 de marzo² Street, sector 5, in the neighborhood of Lomas de San
Jacinto; it is called ³Support Center for Education and Creativity,
Calpulli².

At present, I am being held at the Tanibet Penitentiary in Tlacolula,
Oaxaca, accused by the federal government for the following crimes:
delinquent association, sedition, and property damage.  This accusation is
based on a report produced by the Federal Preventative Police (PFP) after an
operative on November 25, 2006.

THE SEQUENCE OF EVENTS OF THAT DAY:  On that Saturday of 2006, like every
other day, I began my domestic chores while listening to the news on ³Radio
Hit² ³La que Buena².  It was by way of this station that I was reminded that
there was going to be a peaceful march that day, as the day before
(11/24/06) the newspaper ³Noticias² had published the information at the
foot of one of its inner pages.  The invitation was convoking people at 11am
in front of the government house, located in Santa Maria Coyotepec.  I had
several things to do: take my clothes to the laundry mat, and deposit an
amount of money that had been donated for to benefit the work I do.  After
leaving my clothing at the laundry mat, I head toward one of the Banamex
branches located in the historic center, but they were closed.  On a sign,
it indicated which branches were open that day, and I headed toward the
branch located on Periferico, where I made the deposit around 1:45pm.

Following this, I took a taxi and headed toward where the march was coming
from, getting out at the intersection near the airport.  When the
demonstrators arrived at the point where I was waiting, I looked at the
marchers lined up in front of me to see what contingency I would join.
Since I didn¹t see any friends or acquaintances of mine, I joined the
contingency of women.  So, from that point to the intersection of Simbolos
Patrios and Periferico I marched silently behind them, since I didn¹t know
the chants they were shouting.  Arriving at Periferico, the sequence that
the march was following was mixed up due to the narrowness of the street
(Fiallo) which leads toward the city center, and for this reason, the
contingencies were mixed together around where I was.

Arriving at the corner of Fiallo and Arteaga, I ran into Edgar Alejandro
Molina Cuevas, who I had not seen for some time.  Edgar joined the
contingency, and talking, we walked together until the end of the march, at
the Labastida Park.

It must have been around 4:30pm when Edgar Alejandro and I headed toward the
market ³20 de Noviembre² to satisfy our appetites at one of the local stands
where they grill meat.

After at least one hour in the market, we started walking toward Edgar
Alejandro¹s house, which is located at 19 Xicotencatl Street, Centro,
Oaxaca.  We stayed there during a period of about a half hour, talking with
his family members who at that moment were finishing eating.  After drinking
a glass of punch, Alejandro and I left for the ADO bus terminal with the
objective of buying a bus ticket to Zintalapa, Chiapas where I had to attend
a meeting of a network called ³Infancy, Education, and Indigenous Education
Work Group².

ILLEGAL, VIOLENT DETENTION
After leaving my friend Edgar¹s house we began to walk up Xicotencatl
Street, which after a few blocks turns into Piño Suarez.  We continued
walking and after passing the Llano Park, right behind the Church of
Guadalupe, a group of men dressed in civilian clothing intercepted us.  They
were traveling aboard a white pick-up truck without plates, from which a few
of the crew got out, and one of them took out a pistol, cocked the
cartridge, and hit me in the temples with the cannon of the firearm; taking
me by the hair and hitting me in different parts of the body, he put me into
the back of the truck.

I didn¹t know where they were driving us since we had to remain laying down
and our captors were sitting on top of us and were stepping on our
extremities.  They stepped on my fingers and because of the pain I
complained.  So, they ordered me not to move or make any noise.  After
circulating the streets of the city, the vehicle arrived at a dark place.
They took me out of the truck and made me keep my head down, not lifting my
view at all.  

Since I have long hair (down to the middle of my back), they guided me, held
by my hair and my clothing, and led me past the vehicles that were parked on
the patio.  I covered my head with my hands which protected me on repeated
occasions from getting hurt, since they were intentionally making me run
into the parked vehicles.  Upon arrival to a room, they let me go and
ordered me to keep my eyes closed and to give up all of my personal
belongings, which consisted of my wallet, belt, and shoe laces.  They also
took away my glasses and my house keys.  In my wallet, I had 780 pesos
(about 78 USD).   While revising my bag that I was carrying across my chest,
they found an analysis magazine, copies from a book, the ³Noticias²
newspaper from that day, and my planner.

While I was taking off my clothing (except my trunks), they began to
interrogate me about my personal information: name, address, place of
origin, workplace, and they put special emphasis on whether or not I knew a
³pez gordo² (³big fish² or leader) of the APPO.

Following this, they blindfolded me with masking tape and began repeating
the questions about my personal information a couple more times.  They asked
me again if I knew any of the leaders of the APPO, but this time they were
tapping me on the nose which was insupportable.  I yelled, cried, and begged
them to stop doing that.  I vehemently told them that I didn¹t know any APPO
leader and that none of them was my boss, as they were affirming.

On one occasion, I opened my teary eyes, and I was able to see a person in
front of me, a little bit taller than me with scratched eyes.  That was the
only thing about him that I could see because I had my face covered with a
ski mask.  When they realized that I knew nothing that was of importance to
them, they ordered me, in my underwear, to lay face down on the cement
floor.  In that position, they tied my hands behind me and with a thin rope
they tied my thumbs threatening me that they were going to cut them off.  In
that moment I really thought that they were going to do it, and begged them
not to.  

I do not know the reason that they ordered me to get dressed and when I was
ready, they allowed me to sit up on the floor, leaning against the wall,
with my legs bent up, my arms resting on my legs, and my head between my
knees.      

I heard footsteps entering and exiting the room where I was, and then
silence.  I was in this position for a while, until the pain in my buttocks
became insupportable and I had to move.  While moving, a loud voice ordered
me not to do so.  At that moment I realized that I was not alone, that
someone was supervising us.  The next few times that I moved, I was hit on
the head, in the sides, and on the legs.  I felt great relief when someone
ordered me to change position, to kneel with my face against the wall.

But after being in that position for a while, it also became insupportable
and when I moved, I was once again hit, and then everything went silent.  I
don¹t know how much time passed before someone came in and ordered me to
stand up, and along with my friend Alejandro I was taken out of the place.
They again led us past the parked vehicles to a truck where they put the two
of us, and minutes afterward, they put other detainees there.

Two guards were with us, and during their conversation, they commented that
they were going to rape us.  The trip was not long before we were forced off
the pick up truck again and walked a few meters with our heads down until
receiving the order to stop and get down on our knees without making any
noise.  From what I could hear, we seemed to be on the side of a highway,
since from time to time you could hear a car motor.  I thought that they had
taken us out to execute us.  I imagined that at any moment I would hear a
shot and imagined seeing one of our bodies fall heavily to the ground,
followed by the other, which at times caused me great fear.

Bent down as we were, they asked us our names, and it relieved me to hear
that there were others with us and when I had to say my name, I yelled it so
that the others would hear in the case that I was disappeared, someone would
know that I had been taken prisoner.

Afterward, with great violence, they lifted us into the bed of another pick
up truck.  This time, there were more of us as we were piled on top of one
another.  Once again, some people came along questioning us, but this time,
one had his boot on my face, stepping on my right ear and cheek.  The pain
was intense and if I tried to move he just pressed down harder with the
boot.  

They transported me in this position for about an hour until arriving where
I later recognized as the Tanibet Penitentiary in Tlacolula, Oaxaca.

When we finally arrived at our ³destination² they took us off the pick up
trucks, where I lost a sneaker and they once again obliged us to get down on
our knees.  They made us advance several meters in this position and as they
mentioned our names we were to stand up and they lined us up.  I still had
my eyes blindfolded.  When it was my turn, I began to advance and all of the
sudden I felt a hand pulling away my blindfold.  The first things I saw were
reflectors and a line of people in blue uniform.  While being pushed, hit,
laughed at, and threatened, I advanced beyond them, and at the end of the
fence I was grabbed by the arms, which I still had tied behind my back, and
I was led to the interior of the prison.

In this month and 15 days that I have been detained, I was transferred,
along with 141 other prisoners to CEFERESO Number 4 of Tepic, Nayarit, where
from the moment of the transfer, admittance, and duration there, my
individual rights, that are granted to me by the Political Constitution of
the United States of Mexico, have not been respected.

For all of the above mentioned I demand to be liberated immediately and
without any conditions, as I am an innocent person.

Cordially, Felipe Sánchez Rodríguez

*****

URGENT ACTION: Please send messages of concern to the following offices,

1. demanding the release of all political prisoners
2. demanding an impartial investigation into the illegal detentions and
torture of people engaged in peaceful protest, and for those responsible to
be brought to justice
3. demanding reparations ​ for physical and psychological tortures and other
sufferings ​ for all of the illegally detained persons

ADDRESSES:

i)  your own member of congress, parliament or the senate; your own local media

ii)  Maria Teresa Garcia Segovia de Madero
    Ambassador of Mexico to Canada
    Embassy of Mexico in Canada
    45 O’Connor Street
    Suite 1000
    Ottawa, Ontario, K1P 1A4         FAX (613) 235-9123

iii)  U.S.A.: Ambassador Carlos Alberto De Icaza Gonzalez, Embassy of Mexico, F: 1
      202 728 1698

iv)  MÉXICO: Pesident Felipe Calderon Hinojosa, F: 011 52 55 52772376;
    felipe.calderon@presidencia.gob.mx

v)  Governor of Oaxaca Uises Ruiz Ortiz, gobernador@oaxaca.gob.mx; F: 011 52 951
  511 6879


TAX-DEDUCTIBLE DONATIONS for the OAXACA EMERGENCY RELIEF FUND

Rights Action is raising funds to support the humanitarian relief needs of
victims of torture and the political prisoners.  Make check payable to
"Rights Action" and mail to:  CANADA: 509 St. Clair Ave W, box73527, Toronto ON, M6C-1C0.
CREDIT-CARD DONATIONS: www.rightsaction.org.; UNITED STATES: Box 50887, Washington DC,
20091-0887; 

For more information about Oaxaca and about future activist delegations:
info@rightsaction.org



------ End of Forwarded Message

