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TULSA COUNTY JAIL: TRUTH AND JUSTICE DON'T REALLY FIT INTO THE 
PROGRAM

On April 23, 2010, I was sentenced to 15 years in prison.  I gave my wallet, 
belt,  wedding  ring,  watch,  and  all  other  personalty  to  my  wife.   US  marshals 
handcuffed me and placed me in a holding cell.  Later that evening I was taken to 
Tulsa County Jail.  All transportation from that point forward involved handcuffs, and 
usually also involved leg cuffs and other restraints.  I walked into a Tulsa County 
maximum security pod with a mat, clothes, and other basics necessary for living in 
jail.  As I was waiting for a cell assignment, other inmates called out to me.  I ignored 
them for one reason - I was absolutely terrified. I went straight to my cell and stayed  
there. 

It didn't take long to figure out that the other inmates weren't threatening me. 
New inmates are always an object of curiosity.  They just wanted to know who I 
was.  Despite  being in a maximum security  pod with  about  100 other inmates,  I  
cannot remember my personal safety being threatened by any other inmate at any 
time. 

"Commissary" at Tulsa County Jail was available at prices often several times 
the  price  in  grocery  stores.  The  incarceration  industry  charges  whatever  price 
strikes the fancy of officials in charge.  Competition in the form of less expensive 
goods from family and friends are prohibited.  Phone calls were outrageously priced1 

highly inconvenient, and limited in duration.  The phones were deliberately installed 
low on steel beams, with short phone cords, so that an inmate of normal height could 
not stand up straight.  Use of chairs was prohibited. 

Monopoly  power  over  food  and  other  goods  available  to  inmates,  now 
ubiquitous  in  the  US,  is  often  conspicuous  by  its  absence  in  countries  that  US 
Americans have been taught to loathe and fear.  Consider the following paragraph 
from  page  30  of  Time  magazine,  1-30-2012  page  36,  speaking  of  a  dissident 
Russian blogger named Alexei Navalny:

If this was an attempt to silence him, it backfired.  Navalny became a cause 
celebre.  Supporters  held  vigils  outside  the  jailhouse  and  sent  him  care  
packages, including 15 lb. of chocolate.  Within a week, the protests spread to  
more than 70 Russian cities, and on Dec. 10 the opposition pulled off another  
record-breaking rally, with more than 50,000 people gathering in Moscow…

I don't know of a jail or prison anywhere in the US prison-industrial complex 
that will allow any inmate to receive a care package, clothing, or shoes of any kind,  
from family or friends.  By way of example, after 21 months, I still  don't have my 
prescription glasses.  I asked about getting mine sent in.  I was told that I couldn't 
have any glasses worth over $100.  Mine cost well over $100.  I don't know how to 
buy a pair fit to use for such a paltry sum, not that I could afford to waste money to  
buy inferior new glasses to replace the ones I already have.

1 If memory serves it cost about $3 to originate a call, with a high per minute charge thereafter.



According  to  articles  that  I  have  read,  Russian  political  prisoner  Mikhail 
Khodorkovsky gets a conjugal visit with his wife every 3 months.  No such luck in this 
federal prison.

The  pervasive  dishonesty  of  the  Oklahoma  state  justice  system  was 
shocking.   Assigned public defenders were often worse than useless, refusing even 
to ensure that their clients got the case files to which they were plainly entitled.  
Once again,  the logical  situation would be to  maintain  an electronic  system and 
provide inmates with a username and password to allow them to access documents 
and other relevant information in their case.

Plain  and  unambiguous  constitutional  rights  were  routinely  violated.  One 
inmate  had  spent  almost  2  years  in  jail  trying  to  get  a  trial.  He  was  a  young 
professional man, polite and pleasant in his demeanor.  He was accused of bank 
robbery solely  on  the testimony of  a  personal  enemy who  called in  a  "tip"  after 
surveillance video was shown on television.  No other fact suggested that he was the 
actual robber.  His accuser "recognized" the robber and claimed the ability to testify 
that it was him.  Yet the very tellers who faced the robber could not and would not 
state that he was the guilty party. 

The evidence against him was ridiculously inadequate.  He had bailed out 
early on.  However, Tulsa County prosecutors commonly play the following racket on 
persons placed in jail.  They are granted a bail they CAN afford.  The prosecutor 
trumps up new charges, or finds some excuse to increase the bail to the point that  
the  defendant  CANNOT afford  it.  The  defendant,  relieved  of  his  funds,  is  then 
placed back in jail and left to stew in his juices.  The now impoverished inmate is 
offered a plea bargain, of whatever kind might be extracted from the defendant.  If 
the defendant doesn't crack, the offers get better.  If the defendant doesn't plead, he 
is often simply released.  If the prosecutor has an honest and legally sufficient case, 
the defendant either pleads or is tried.

This racket cannot work effectively without co-operation of judges.  Any judge 
who sees trumped up charges being used to financially ruin a defendant upon whom 
the  state  has  thin  or  no  proof  has  a  duty  to  prevent  that  behavior.  Dishonest 
pressure tactics in isolation might go unnoticed.  When the pattern is pervasive and 
flagrant, as it is in Tulsa County, judges have an ethical duty to take notice and stop 
it.  They further have a duty to report dishonest prosecutors, all of whom are lawyers,  
to the appropriate bar disciplinary authorities.  Unfortunately,  the judges are often 
worse  than  the  prosecutors  themselves,  and  thus  no  check  whatsoever  on 
prosecutorial misconduct.

Law books are not available.  Legal fraud of the sort practiced in Tulsa County 
is incompatible with informed defendants.  There was no law library and no access to 
the  law,  despite  limited  internet  access,  used  for  administrative  claims  and 
communication  with  lawyers  assigned  by  the  government.  I  was  confident  that 
speedy trial rights, of some sort, must surely protect defendants against being kept in 
jail  for  years  at  a  time,  on  frivolous charges,  hoping  to  extort  a  plea,  and then 
releasing those who don't succumb to the pressure.  I never got that information, and 
still don't know what Oklahoma statutory or case law actually provides with respect to 
any right of speedy trial, despite persistent efforts.



Forget  about  predictability  and  proportional  punishment  in  Tulsa  County.  
Some offenses can be punished by misdemeanor  or  by  felony -  and the  felony 
carries punishment up to life in prison.  Think about that.  A single allegedly criminal 
act can support incarceration IN ANY AMOUNT FROM ONE DAY IN JAIL TO LIFE 
IN PRISON!  It is a corrupt prosecutor's dream - and a nightmare for anyone who 
cares the slightest bit  about justice.  Extortion of guilty pleas flourishes in such a 
system.  Who can afford to gamble a life sentence against a plea that involves little 
or no incarceration?  The truth is trampled to the ground.  Human lives are nothing 
more than poker chips in a high stakes game rigged in favor of the prosecution.

There  is  no  technical  reason  that  inmates  couldn't  have  access  to 
WordPerfect, Word, Lexis-Nexis, and any other program necessary or proper for the 
vindication of their legal rights.  Internet access was already installed, and computers 
were installed.  Those computers were configured with their extreme limitations for 
one reason and one reason alone - to deprive accused persons of a fair trial and the 
constitutional rights to which they are entitled. 

Tulsa County Sheriff Stanley Glanz knows his duties with respect to operation 
of  the jail.  He is on the Committee on Standards for the American Correctional 
Association (ACA).  The ACA develops and promulgates standards for the operation 
of various detention facilities.  Those standards - which happen to be copyrighted - 
are available, but only at a cost exceeding $100.  The ACA wishes to project one 
image  to  the  public  --  one  of  honesty  and  integrity  --  and  yet  to  permit  their 
accredited  institutions  to  function  in  an  utterly  corrupt  manner,  with  respect  to 
treatment of inmates.  The high cost for a copy of the standards is simply one of 
many designed to maintain a public image completely at odds with reality.   The facts 
concerning the intentional deprivation of legal rights will be developed later, simply 
because the behaviors are so ubiquitous and impervious to legal challenge.

The overpriced commissary racket is enhanced by inadequate food.  Tulsa 
Jail inmates kept their IDs in the windows of their cells for the benefit of the guards.  I 
noticed one old man who didn't look like his picture, and asked him why.   It turns out 
that he had lost over 50 pounds in a single year.  He didn't have access to money 
(although he apparently did have some money) and it was impossible for a normal 
person to maintain their body weight on the meager trays of food served to inmates.  
He was an introvert who kept to himself and wouldn't ask others for food.  Inmates 
who  got  so  thin  as  to  embarrass  the  jail  were  offered  supplemental  "protein 
shakes."   Shortly before I left, even this token nod to basic humanity was being cut 
back or phased out to "save money."   Of course, if "saving money" was the real 
goal, they quit using jail as a pressure tool for the extortion of guilty pleas.

Wealth is not an assured antidote to abusive corrections.  Benton County, 
Arkansas  is  a  rich  county.  It  hires  a  large  staff,  in  order  to  micromanage  the 
inmates.  For  example,  inmates  are  prohibited  from  swapping  food  with  other 
inmates - for whatever reason, even if they're allergic to a particular food.  Trivial 
violations of any of the many rules can result in the inmate being locked in the cell all  
day, with no mat on the bunk.  The sheriff's office is rich enough to enforce these 
petty rules with arbitrary cruelty.  The taxpayers still get the opposite of what they 
rationally expect.
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OKLAHOMA CITY TRANSFER CENTER: PROOF THAT CORRECTIONAL 
COMPETENCE IS INDEED POSSIBLE

After a few weeks I was taken by van from Tulsa County Jail to the Oklahoma 
City Transfer Center.  This is a central facility where inmates are brought pending 
transfer to another prison, whether as an incoming inmate, or as an inmate being 
transferred from one prison to another.

The transfer center is a multi-story building laid out with a large open area in 
the middle.  Two man cells were laid out on split levels on three sides, the remainder 
taken up by elevators and various other facilities.  The rooms were large enough, 
had a toilet and sink, and remained open except at designated times.  We had small 
but comfortable mattress beds to sleep on, and comfortable pillows.  The quality 
seemed comparable to  what  might  be sold  in  the  low to  mid price  range at  JC 
Penneys.  I'm not certain that the entire facility is so equipped - I can only state what  
I saw, and what other prisoners have told me they experienced at a later date.

Clothes and bedding were clean and dry, and exchanged on a regular and 
reasonable  schedule.  Soap,  razors,  towels,  and  shower  facilities  were  fully 
adequate.  Each  inmate  received  a  cold  tray  and  a  hot  tray  with  each  meal.  
Although  commissary  was  not  sold,  everyone  had  enough  to  eat,  but  without 
excessive waste.  Sharing of extra food was not uncommon, and no attempt was 
made  to  prohibit  it.   Leftover  trays  were  usually  passed  out  to  persons  who 
volunteered to perform chores in the facility. 

The TV rooms were sufficient for the population.  Each inmate was assigned a 
chair with the cell number on the back, and took that chair to whatever TV room they 
chose.  A library rack provided a good selection of books including religious texts.    
Phones ($.23 per minute standard rate) were comfortably spaced and laid out, and 
had  suitable  phone  cords.   Banks  of  computers,  loaded  only  with  programs 
permitted by the BOP, (Trulincs, law library, inmate account information) were laid 
out in the center of the room.  Aisles on both floors were commonly used for walking 
tracks.

The personnel were fair and reasonable.  I was permitted to assist on certain 
cleaning projects and rewarded for it.  At all times the de facto enforcement of rules 
appeared to be fair and evenhanded, and involving only rules that were reasonably 
necessary to the orderly running of the institution.
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FORREST CITY FEDERAL CORRECTIONAL COMPLEX - AN OVERVIEW

On or about June 11, 2010, I was transferred by airplane through Memphis to 
FCC Forrest City, AR.  The plane customarily makes several stops during the course 
of a day - Memphis just happened to be the first stop.  I was transferred to a bus and 
driven to Forrest City Low Security Prison.



The prison looked nice enough from the outside - picture in your mind the 
facade of a midsize US post office.  A prison guard drove up to the front door in a 
small pickup, opened the door, and rested what appeared to be a shotgun on the 
door,  while  we  were  marched  in.  Other  gun toting  guards  were  prominently  on 
display.  The display of arms seemed excessive, to watch over a busload of inmates 
shuffling along, trying to keep the shackles from hurting their ankles too much.

We were put in a holding cell, a concrete room with benches on the sides,  
with a stainless steel toilet on one end, for several hours of processing.   The office is 
called "Receiving and Discharge" or "R & D."  The other end of R & D opens to a 
sidewalk.  To the left at the end of the sidewalk is the Special Housing Unit (SHU) in 
essence the jail for the prison.  Going east, one passes medical/dental, R & D, the 
mailroom, visitation, chapel and education, which includes the law library,  leisure 
library, classrooms and offices; each sharing space in a long and relatively narrow 
building. 

Starting  in  the  corner  is  Unicor,  a  government  corporation  for  employing 
inmates;  going  south  is  Vocational-Technical  (Vo-Tec),  the  barbershop,  laundry, 
CCS, (compound services) AIM, (a tiny room for a printer) commissary, and safety.  
Across a small alley is food service, with various buildings in the back.   Beyond this 
are the three housing units on the compound, named Helena, Marianna, and Wynne, 
respectively.  West of Wynne is the north end of the recreation area, which connects 
with SHU and inside recreation near the south end of the recreation area.

The housing units are essentially two story rectangular buildings connected in 
the middle, with two 45 degree angles.  The center houses administrative offices.  
Each wing is designed with 64 open cells.  Concrete dividers sloping from about 3' 
next to the aisle, to 5' at the back, divide the cells.  There are two rows of cells in the 
middle and a row on each side.  Each side of the building has windows.   Each cell 
holds two inmates, although two cells have three metal sleeping racks in them.

The largest room was originally a TV room, about 1,400 square feet.   It holds 
34  bunks,  along  with  tables  and  aisle  space.  Nothing  divides  the bunks.  The 
spacing is irregular due to windows and other factors.  Aisles are 5 feet wide.  My 
space is about 6' 8" - the length of my bunk - by 6' 6," perhaps a little less.  That's 
about 42 square feet of personal space for two inmates.  Other inmates have more 
space, for example when the spacing of windows interferes with packing more bunks 
into a given area.

Each inmate has a locker 2' by 1.5' by 5' tall.  Every tangible thing that you 
own must be stored in the locker with the following exceptions.  Coats may be hung 
in the space between the lockers, on a hook affixed to the locker.  Shoes may be 
placed under the bed.  Dirty clothes may be hung in laundry bags on the side of the 
bed - each inmate gets one side of the bed rack. Sometimes modest amounts of  
legal materials may be stored in a storage room.   Towels and similar items may be 
hung on the beds nights and weekends, but not during the daytime.

The locker has one full shelf about a foot from the bottom.  One half of the 
locker has two additional shelves.  Nearly all the inmates make cardboard shelves 



for  their  lockers.  Whenever  a  guard  or  other  prison  employee  gets  mad  at  an 
individual, they go into the locker, rip out the cardboard, take everything not in it's 
original container, and everything else deemed contraband.  "Too many" magazines 
can be deemed contraband and confiscated.  That often takes place, and there is no 
practical remedy available.

Farmers sometimes dynamite a beaver dam.  The beavers are back within 
hours, busily repairing the damage; ditto for prison inmates.  When their lockers get 
torn apart, they start fixing things back the same night.  Usually it is fixed before long, 
but the cost can be a serious, even debilitating burden for a poor inmate.  One set of 
good cardboard shelves and boxes for the doors costs about a book of stamps.   All 
the cardboard is smuggled.  I'm not sure where the tape comes from.

Sometimes a guard will get angry because a few inmates offend them, and 
expel all the inmates - about 150 to 160 - from the housing unit.  Then they ransack 
whatever lockers they feel like ransacking, as group punishment for whatever they 
didn't  like.  Of  course inmates are prohibited from doing anything to  prevent  the 
conduct that precipitated the raid.  That's called a "group demonstration."  The most 
benign conduct - for example telling other inmates that the psychiatric staff is not  
licensed to practice under the laws of the state - can be considered incitement to  
group activity.  I mention this because a district court recently upheld punishment on 
an inmate for that very "offense2." 

My housing  unit  has  been expelled  on various occasions,  but  usually  my 
locker isn't  touched.  On the most recent occasion my luck ran out.  Most of my 
cardboard  shelves  were  taken,  but  one  was  left.   All  my  salt  and  pepper  and 
ketchup packets - scavenged, not stolen - were confiscated.  My organizing boxes 
taped to the inside of the locker door were confiscated.  All my family pictures, the 
pictures of the children, and a calendar were taken off the inside of the other locker  
door and unceremoniously tossed on top of the mess he made.  A bowl of oranges 
scavenged from chow hall, sitting in plain sight on a shelf, was untouched. 

Complaints were made about the guard who did it.  He has a habit of such 
conduct.  He told me personally that he like the complaints, the more the better.  He 
opined to me that he might be designated "CO of the year" if he got enough "write-
ups."   Guards are officially called "Correctional Officers" even though the correction 
of bad behavior is no longer part of the official mission statement of the BOP, and 
certainly no part of the reality of this prison.  Now the official purpose of the BOP is to 
humanely incarcerate inmates.  Most inmates, including this author, would vigorously 
disagree with the use of the adjective "humanely." 

The "bed" is a 6.5' X 30" long metal rack, a little over 5' tall with a lower and 
upper bunk.  It is constructed of angle iron on the sides, with a metal pan with 8 rows 
of  4 holes in it  placed between the two.  Mats are placed upon the rack.  Each 
inmate  is  entitled  to  two  small  blankets  and  two  sheets.  One  blanket  can  be 
exchanged each month, if you remember to go to laundry on the right day.  Sheets 
may be exchanged for clean sheets on a weekly basis.   Inmates are forbidden to 
store items under their mat - items placed there are liable to confiscation - but it 
happens regularly.  Storage space is at a premium. 
2 Antonelli v. Marquez, 2008 US Dist. Lexis 115081 (June 12, 2008).



Most but not all of the mats have a lump at the top of the mat, which takes the 
place of a pillow.  The quality of the mats is wretched.  They quickly break down in 
the middle.  Some of them won't keep you off the metal by more than an inch, in the 
middle of the mat.   The broken down nature of the mats is obvious when they are 
stacked up for hauling.  The ends are tall; the middle of the stack is ridiculously low.

Inmates take some of the mats apart for material to fix the others so they are 
serviceable, or make pillows.  Administration thereupon confiscates and destroys the 
modified mats, and buys new ones.  This is indeed terribly inefficient, but that's the 
point - liberating dollars from taxpayer's wallets.  Good quality mattresses such as 
those at Oklahoma City Transfer would cost a bit  more initially,  but their  greater  
durability alone makes them a more economical option.  Back pain will  be (likely) 
ignored, perhaps in some cases treated with drugs, but no one gets a mattress that  
would alleviate the underlying problem. 

Inmates with allergies are just out of luck.  I tried to get permission to receive 
a small silk allergy mask, but that request was denied.  OKC Transfer Center had 
nice pillows when I was there.  We cannot have pillows at all, much less pillowcases 
designed to control  allergies.  Homemade pillows are commonplace, but they are 
liable to summary confiscation.  The rules require receipts to be given for confiscated 
property, but that rule is routinely flouted - just like nearly all rules favorable to the 
inmates. 

Allergies were  really  bad in  the  past.  We had a laundry room with  three 
washing machines and three dryers.  The dryer exhaust was vented into the living 
quarters.  Dust and humidity was awful.  Water precipitated on cold ductwork and fell 
to the floor.  In the small rooms the dripping water ruined ceilings.  I complained to 
OSHA  and  the  American  Correctional  Association  (ACA)  neither  of  which  were 
helpful.  Rather than cut a 4" hole in the wall to vent the exhaust to the outside, the 
entire laundry setup was taken out of all the units.  The inmates, me included, would 
have happily done all the work.  Neither OSHA nor ACA was any help.  This is a 
place where people are truly, quite literally, too lazy to watch someone else work.

Laundry  services  were  centralized,  which  destroyed  a  cottage  industry  of 
washing clothes.  You could get your clothes washed, dried, and folded for 5 first 
class postage stamps.  You gave them the laundry, soap, and static pad, and they 
would bring back clean, dry,  neatly folded clothes.  Now you get laundry back in 
bags, always wrinkled and often wet and/or smelly.

From a taxpayer's standpoint, it never made any rational sense to take out the 
washers.  Inmates bought their own overpriced laundry soap and cleaned their own 
clothes.  Why would anyone want to change that?

This took the pressure off of administration to clean the ventilation ducts in the 
housing units.  The prison spent about $12,000 for a specialized vent cleaner.  They 
thoughtlessly ordered a gasoline powered vacuum unit despite the fact that gasoline 
is not allowed on the compound for security reasons.  The equipment sat on a pallet 
for about a year, and then disappeared.



Actually, the brush apparatus was used in the ducts, but it just knocked the 
dust off the walls and put it on the bottom.  It probably just made the problem worse 
by stopping up the heat exchanger coils.

Every sort of productive enterprise by any inmate is prohibited by a national 
BOP rule.  It's called "running a business" and defined however they want to define it 
on a given occasion.  No one is allowed to work for any other inmate for pay, or sell 
anything.   The rule is routinely violated.  It's virtually impossible to do otherwise.  If 
nothing else you have to buy miscellaneous items that you can't get elsewhere, or 
pay some skilled inmate to repair property such as a radio.

Virtually everyone keeps some stamps for  currency.  Stamps are used for 
mailing purposes,  but  that's  not  the half  of  their  value.  Mainly,  they serve  as  a 
standard currency.  They cost 45 cents on commissary, which is the same as the 
cost at the post office.  They circulate in the prison at the rate of 30 cents each, when 
used as currency, although a "flat book" may have a bit more value.  It's universally 
accepted practice.  The prison periodically tries something to suppress the practice.  
The most recent attempt was by cutting the maximum number of stamps that can be 
purchased on commissary at one time from 3 books down to 1 book of stamps per 
week.  Their objective is perverse, stupid, and malicious.  Their efforts in support of 
the goal always fail.

Paid prison jobs (excluding Unicor) pay at the rate of 12, 17, 25, or 40 cents 
an hour.  I worked as a dishwasher, but never made it above the 12 cent rate.   If 
you're held over for an extra 2 hours on the job, don't look for extra pay, it probably 
won't  be there.  In fact, the whole pay system is only marginally related to hours 
spent or work actually done.  At the rates stated it is not hard to see that inmates 
don't make much money.
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FORREST CITY PRISON-LOW HOUSING UNITS: ANATOMY OF A 
CORRECTIONAL FAILURE

There is a small covered porch at the entry to the housing units.  To the left on 
as you walk in the door is 4 telephones.  All but 1 of the telephones is turned off most 
of the time during business hours.  The intent is to give inmates the ability to make 
business calls, but to limit it as much as possible, even though telephone service is a 
cash cow at 23 cents a minute.  Certainly, selling overpriced goods and services to 
(mostly) desperately poor inmates takes high priority.  It's just that harassing inmates 
and interfering with their legal rights takes even higher priority.

Phone service is limited to 300 minutes per month, except in November and 
December when the limits are increased to 400 minutes per month.   Phones are 
often out of order.  They are used so much that the keypads sometimes simply wear 
out, and it takes a long time to get a replacement.   There is a line to use the phones 
much of the time, and nearly all the time during peak use hours.

Opposite the phones is  the mail  receptacle.  Internal  and outgoing mail  is 
picked up late at night, usually 11 or 12 PM, Sunday through Thursday night.



Immediately beyond the entryway is an open common area about 32' by 18'.   
It formerly housed "skid row," a set of bunks affixed to the concrete, which reduced 
the common area to about 32' by 12'.  Since the removal of "skid row," this area is 
where mail and clothes is passed out, and where meetings are held.  Of course the 
area is not big enough for the overcrowded prison population.

Each housing unit has 5 Trulincs computers, on the wall next to the guard's  
office, and opposite of where "skid row" used to be.  Trulincs machines take about 5 
feet of space, which meant that the actual usable common area prior to the removal 
of skid row was about 32' by 7'.  The Trulincs machines provide inmates with 1) 
information about their various accounts; 2) notice of schedules and events; 3) a 
contact list;  4) money transfer services; and 5) basic email services at 5 cents a 
minute. 

In our unit one of the Trulincs computers was inoperable for the first 2 years I 
have  been  here.  Troubleshooting  -  of  almost  anything  -  just  mystifies  the 
administration.  They hate to ask inmates for help, and even if they do, they hate to 
admit that the inmate is right.  One of the technicians installing the 5th computer 
quickly recognized the problem.  It was a relatively easy fix.

There are three main trash cans in the housing unit -  one by the Trulincs 
computers, one in the room, one in the bathroom/shower area, and one in the room 
on the right behind the Trulincs stations.  That room has a hot water dispenser, 2 
microwaves, and a heavy duty ice machine.

"Hot trash" is the term for property confiscated from inmates.  That trash is 
carefully monitored to ensure that it is taken and destroyed, and not "rescued" by 
inmates, whether the victims of the confiscations or anyone else.  The oddest things 
are tossed out in the "hot trash."  Recently, one of the guards proudly showed off his 
confiscated radish plants, to anyone interested.  They were growing in an inmate's 
large insulated drinking cup.  He took the cup - worth probably $2 - 3 - as well as the 
plants.  I later learned that this item was returned to the inmate. 

The administration of the prison has a particular hatred of growing food of any 
kind.  Someone  sent  one  of  the  inmates  some  garden  seeds  -  watermelon  or 
something of that nature, nothing like tobacco or marijuana seeds.  The mailroom 
found  the  seeds.  The  inmate  was  taken  aside  and  threatened  with  additional 
charges and more prison time.  But the guards themselves are generally not hateful 
about it.  They know about some clandestine gardens and don't destroy them.

In the hall  between the Trulincs stations and the microwave room are two 
drinking fountains.  They're often inoperable - sometimes for weeks or months at a 
time.   I noticed that some people melted ice into their drinking cups, using the on 
demand hot water dispenser.  I was puzzled about the reason people would take the 
hottest and coldest water and put them together, seemingly an intentional or even 
malicious  waste  of  energy.  It  turns  out  they  like  the  taste  better.  Both  the  ice 
machine and the hot water dispenser have good water filters, which are changed on 
a regular schedule.  Therefore the water tastes better.  Administration is oblivious to 
the fact that they could save both on costs of providing both hot water and ice, by the 



simple expedient of putting good water filters on the water fountains and changing 
them on a reasonable schedule.  You can tell them as much as you like but it won't 
do any good.  They're wasting someone else's money.

This is just a tiny part of the reason the prison uses a phenomenal amount of 
electricity.  The heating and cooling system has not had an operable thermostat for 
at least 5 years.  They will sometimes keep the place frigid - sometimes probably 
below 60  F  -  in  the  summertime.  Indeed,  commissary  has  sold  out  of  thermal 
underwear in the summertime.  Guards routinely bring coats or sweaters to work in 
the heat of summer.  In places such as the visiting room, doors are propped open to 
let in the heat of summer - along with humidity and mosquitoes, of course.

When I arrived in 2010, I asked our housing unit manager why this was the 
case.  She told me that they were working on the problem, and had been for the last 
three years.  She saw no incongruity in  saying  such a thing.   In  winter,  we  get 
roasted out.  With no thermostat, the heat blows constantly.  It's very difficult to sleep 
when even cold-natured people sweat all night.  Thankfully it doesn't last all winter.  
Sometimes it gets so cold in winter that we wear our coats inside the unit.  They take 
our coats in summer, so then we wear thermal underwear or sweatpants when it  
gets cold.

It would be worse except that personnel are periodically dispatched to change 
the system manually.  This system was installed in the mid 1990s as a state of the 
art, computer controlled, highly efficient system.  The computer is bypassed to make 
the system work at all.  It is an energy gobbler and often delivers the opposite of 
what the taxpayers thought they were paying for.

The microwaves wear out prematurely for two reasons.  First, they have only 
2  microwaves  for  up  to  160  inmates.  Second,  they  don't  sell  logical  cooking 
containers, so the inmates use home made containers that interfere with adequate 
ventilation. The microwaves run almost constantly for long periods of time, which 
causes them to overheat and fail.  You can feel it with your hand, when they really 
get hot.  Once again, you can tell them all you want to tell them about how to save 
money, but it won't make a difference.  Quite the opposite - repairs are not allowed, 
although sometimes desperate inmates make clandestine repairs.  The microwaves 
are bought with  profits from commissary -  inmate money anyway.  Why spend it 
wisely???  IT’S NOT THEIR MONEY!

We have 12 sinks, the number required by the rules when the unit is at full 
capacity.  No  soap  is  stocked,  part  of  their  ongoing  war  on  personal  hygiene. 
Sometimes inmates - including myself - try to put chips of soap or half bars out, to 
allow inmates to wash with soap.  These are often picked up and thrown away by 
inmate "orderlies" who clean the housing unit, paint, and perform other ministerial 
services.  Don't blame them - the administration treats a sink with soap as a "dirty" 
sink.   They gripe at orderlies about it, and the orderlies take the soap.  The sink 
room has a paper towel dispenser, but I've never seen it stocked.  No electric hand 
dryers are provided. 

Here's  how things  work  as  a  general  rule.  An  inmate  uses  the  facilities, 
splashes water on his hands, and goes on about his business.  If he lives in the TV 



room he has to  use the door  handle to get  in -  a perfect  way to spread germs 
around.  Drug  resistant  staph  outbreaks  strike  periodically,  at  great  taxpayer 
expense.

Five  urinals  were  originally  divided  by  concrete  blocks  covered  with  tile.  
Three are missing, the top half  of another one is gone, the other three are long 
gone.  There is no intent to fix them, ever.   This is very much the "corporate culture" 
of this prison.  Never fix anything that the inmates use unless that item is mission 
critical.

Six industrial grade toilets are available, but maintenance is very poor.  Only 
one has a toilet seat.  Most are made for use without a toilet seat, so inmates bring 
their own spray bottles of disinfectant.  There is no toilet paper in the stalls - inmates 
must bring their own.  Lines form during busy periods, even when all the toilets are 
working.  Sometimes as many as half are out of order at a time, which of course 
lengthens the lines and shortens the tempers.  When the door latches quit working, a 
mishmash of cobbled together latches replaces them.

Fifteen showers and one stall for filling mop buckets lie directly opposite the 
toilets and urinals, laid out eight stalls per side. They originally all had shower doors.  
Every  single  one  is  now  missing,  victim  of  stupidity  and  atrocious  building 
maintenance  policies.  Shower  curtains  are  used,  but  it  is  rare  to  have  shower 
curtains for all the showers.  Mostly the prison buys an inadequate quantity of poor 
quality curtains, which soon rip.  Out of desperation inmates often repair them with 
masking tape or whatever they can find, in order to keep more showers operational.   
In addition to the lack of shower curtains, I've never seen all the showers operable at  
the same time - some of them always have defective valves or defective shower 
heads or both.

The  shower  curtains  are  taken  away  in  the  daytime,  except  for  2  or 
sometimes 3 or 4.  The theory is that night workers might "need" to take a shower in 
the daytime.  I  once asked the counselor why this was done, since the prison is 
overcrowded and had far less operable showers than the number required by policy.   
She told me the rules required her to take the shower curtains down in the daytime.  
I asked what rule said that.  She told me to look it up myself. 

I looked up the rule, which said no such thing.  I took the rule to the counselor 
and asked her to read it.  She read it, got an angry look on her face, and said "get 
out of my office!"   This is par for the course.  Showing them in black and white that 
they're wrong won't change their absurd, cruel, and counterproductive policies.

Theoretically I had a right to an "administrative remedy" for this grievance.  In 
actuality the entire administrative remedy system is a pure unadulterated farce.  If 
you doubt that, get the statistics on the outcome of administrative decisions.   Nearly 
all  of  them are  favorable to  the  administration.  Even in  the  rare  case when an 
inmate wins, it is usually explainable by the selfish interests of the BOP rather than 
any commitment to the truth.   A statistical analysis of their administrative remedies 
will soundly condemn the BOP. 



Consider the following example.  Last summer, I was written a "shot," (formal 
accusation of misconduct) and had privileges taken for going on a hunger strike.  
The theory was that being in general population was "programming" ("programming" 
is short for "educational programming) and that I was thus "refusing programs;" also 
that I  refused a direct order to go back to the housing unit.  The aforementioned 
counselor found me guilty and imposed loss of phone and email for 30 days.

I  inquired as to  the preferred method I  asked her how she wanted me to 
declare  a  hunger  strike,  since  that  is  constitutionally  protected  activity.   She 
responded that she didn't know and couldn't  say.  I asked her why then that she 
punished me for doing it the way I did it.  She said it was just her job to punish me.

This is classic behavior at this prison.  The result is pre-ordained against the 
inmate.  The only question remaining is how they will get to the desired result.

The roof leaks and has as long as I have been here.  When it rains hard, mop 
buckets and other containers are spread out to catch the water.  Fixing the roof isn't 
a priority.  Why fix the roof when they have plenty of inmates to catch the water or 
clean it up later?

The large TV room (~ 1,400 square feet) has 34 bunk beds in it.  There are 
four small TV rooms, but those aren't nearly enough for the population.  Members of 
despised  groups  -  or  just  suspected  members  -  are  discouraged  or  outright  
excluded. Two other small general purpose rooms are used for cards, bible study,  
etc.  They are totally inadequate for such a large population.


