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ing to see.” Studies concerning life in isolation
point to physical exercise as a pertinent means
of retaining physical, mental and emotional sta-
bility.

~ in 1890, the United States Supreme Court
ruled that extended solitary confinement was
Infamous punishment.
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“Let’s look at it like this,” said Wilkerson.
“The penitentiary, period, can have a psycho-
logical or mental effect on a person’s sanity. 1
think that when you are in a cell the chances
are that those factors are greatly aggravated.

“When I came to Angola this time 1 had,
call it intuition, a feeling I'd be put in CCR
because of that escape from New Orleans. So
what I did, I changed my psychology about
mysclf. I refocused my thoughts on the differ-
ences between living in prison population and
in a cell. I forced myself to believe that in spite
of the major privileges I might be forfeiting
from not being in population, prison was still
prison. [ think this early self-reeducation played
a great part in being able to weather the
storm. . . . Still, at that time I was looking at
six months, maybe two years of cell time. But
it didn’t happen that way.”

All the long-term cell confined prisoners in
Angola assumed at the beginning of their soli-
tary journcy that they would be released afier a
year or so. That's just the way it was back then;
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DIARY OF A PLANT
{composite diary entries of extended lockdown prisoners)
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after a hard dose of the cell, you were released,
given another chance. But times changed. These
prisoners were caught in the transformation. At
some point it became obvious to them all. They
had been planted.

Then there was Colonel Nyati Bolt. As
prison reform took root in Angola in the carly
70s, and as Angola earned a reputation as be-
ing the bloodiest prison in the nation, Bolt
watched from his cell as the prison took on a
new face. Before discharging a 45-year armed
robbery sentence in October 1992, Bolt spent
23 years in extended lock down—sometimes
more than 23 hours a day in a cell. “I feel like
I've been through hell,” he told the Angolite in
a recent intervicw.

His cell confinement was in contrast to oth-
ers who have spent over 20 years encased in a
cement tomb. Bolt's stay was by choice, not by
force. He chose to suffer the torment of cell
confinement rather than work in prison. “I re-
fused to work in the fields,” Bolt wrote from
his home in Oakland, California. At Angola it
is mandatory that everyone work, the only ex-
ceptions are inmates with serious health prob-
lems. For the average, physically fit prisoner,
work begins in the fields—hoecing the sides of
ditches, picking okra or cutting tall grass with
a swing blade. In Bolt's early years of impris-
onment that work included picking cotton and
cutting sugar cane, “I will not work on a plan-
tation and be a slave for the state,” he often
told other prisoners who were amazed at his
fortitude. While Wallace, Woodfox, Wilkerson
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and Tropez were filing legal petitions in court,
complaining of their long-term cell confine-
ment, Bolt rode out the turbulent years of soli-
tude with stubborn insistence. “A matter of
principle,” he claimed. Just by saying, I'm ready
to go to work, he could have been released at
nearly any time during his confincment. He
never spoke those magic words.

According to Bolt, his orniginal placement
in a cell had to do with his suspected involve-
ment in the Brent Miller killing. He was never
charged for that involvement. “The hardest part
of living in a one-man cell all those years was
the monotony of endless time and blatant soli-
tude,” reflected Bolt. “Why didn’t I go crazy? |
was strong-willed, which allowed me to block
out the institutional bullshit by absorbing my-
self with positive mental feedback.™ He spent
much of his time with “self-constructive en-
deavors such as reading educational matenals,
letters from pen-pals/friends, visitations from
extended friends and family, and exercising in
my cell” Bolt admits positive aspects of his
confinement: “I am a stronger man, which al-
lows me to deal with situations 1 am faced with
on this outside world, with helluva patience,
and without resorting to stereotypical negative
attitudes or behavior such as the use of drugs
or resorting to the criminal predatory mental-
ity.” Yet, when asked if extended lockdown
units are a necessary evil he gave a resounding
“Nol It is never a necessity. It only increases
one’s attitudes toward violence. The tension
isolation brings with it is incumbent to violent
behavior/reaction.”™

Bolt’s choice of a cell did not come with-
out consequences, the worst of which nearly
killed him. Just a year before his release Bolt
suffered a stroke while reading in his cell. The
seriousness of the stroke was not immediately
recognized by prison officials. It was only after
a security officer noticed Bolt’s speech was in-
coherent and his balance was unstable that the
prison medical team was notified. He was
whisked to Charity Hospital in New Orleans,
where he spent a month under treatment, then
two more months in the prison hospital before
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returning to his CCR cell. Eight months later
Bolt regained most of his mental facilities. To-
day, he says he suffers from lapses of memory
and periodic head-jarring headaches. He fecels
his stroke was brought on by tension and stress
that built up over the years of his confinement.

A career criminal when he arrived at An-
gola in 1970, upon his release he moved to
Northern California where he is enjoying his
freedom, living a crime-free life.

Samuel Tropez is 47 years old. He would
happily work if let out of CCR. Tropez has lived
in a cell at Angola for half his life. When he
arrived in CCR on August 30, 1971, he ex-
pected to be returned to the general prison
population within six months. Today, after 23
years of cell confinement, he sees only one way
out. “I'm on the pardon board waiting for a
hearing. I think Il get out of prison easier than
I'll get out of this cell.” He’s probably right,
and that enhances the likelihood that he will

die in that cell.

TROPEZ
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Tropez was transferred to CCR after a fight
with other prisoners. “I got in a knife fight, ya
heard me. A knife fight with four dudes for
about two hours. I got juked 21 times. You
know, you gotta have quick movement, keep
the others off balance. You know your life is
at stake. [ hit one of them under the heart and
that slowed him up,” he explained. In fact, it
killed him.

Originally sentenced to Angola on a mur-
der and manslaughter charge out of New Or-
leans, Tropez was young, illiterate and mentally
challenged when he entered prison. “I had went
to an insanity hearing because I had a lot of
murder charges on me. (The prosecution) told
me to make a deal to knock out the rest of the
murder charges and they'd give me time for
two. My lawyer told me to take a life and 21
years. [ had to. I had so many murders I was
charged with.”

Out of the five longest confined prisoners,
Tropez is said to be the most unstable. It may
be that mental health evaluations are the key
factor in preventing him from leaving extended
lockdown. Tropez has survived a secluded life
in CCR for over two decades. He contributes
exercising and TV as ways he’s coped with his
miserable existence. “The cell. . . the iron takes
away your strength; from being around it all the
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DIARY OF A PLANT
(composite diary entrics of exiended lockdown prisoners)
9/3/78: Jacked off twice on Barbara
Walters. Sweet bitch Wich 9 coulid see
her do something besides it behind that
dech.

Chit fight theee cefls down. Charlie
been savin it n a milk contatner, soakin it
in bleach, fon four daye. it Nub with it
comin out the shower. God awful stink.

Onlly thing got xid of the smell was the
teax gas they put on us.

time, sleeping on it, sitting on it, it sucks your
strength. That’s why I exercise everyday.” He
is not unlike the rest when it comes to his en-
vironment forcing him to study. “I have to do
it mysclf. Struggling with myself to learn, ya
heard me.”

He admits that his cell confinement has fos-
tered hate. “I have a lot of hate in me. I've been
abused like this here. This is what the cell has
did to me—made me lose that feeling for a hu-
man person.” For Tropez and others who were
obviously mentally unstable to begin with, cell
confinement can agitate the problem, The cell
closes them off from the world, their feelings
slowly evaporate. They find nothing to focus

CCR YARDS
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those dying feclings on. Yet, as they all do,
Tropez lives on hopes and dreams. “My hope
and dream is to get out and get married and
have a nice job, settle down and raise some
children. I'm not about too much luxury or too
much money, ya heard me. I just want to be
free and live. In this cell there is no life.”

Tropez doesn’t get regular visits, If he is
fortunate he will receive a visit a year from his
mother. He's okay with that. “They can just
send me money. | want my family to live their
life and not worry about me.”

In Sue Halpern's book, Migrations to Soli-
tude, she tells of a 1989 research project, in
which a thirty-two-year-old French woman vol-
untarily crawled into a cave to live in isolation
for 111 days. She was wired head to toe with
clectrodes and performed certain visual and
mental routines daily. The point of the expen-
ment was to find out what happens when you
remove someone from time as we measure it.

Within days, day ceascd to exist for the
woman. Her sleeping pattern became obscure—
up forty hours, sleep thirty hours. She noted a
“dull numbness” that took over her senses. But
“[t]he true problem is loncliness,” she wrote in
her journal. “Also you think about your life. . . .
You have time to think, you know. You're a
thinking machine when you arc alone.™

One year after completing the experiment
the woman killed herself. She parked her van
along the side of a street, took a fatal dose of
sleeping pills, laid down in the front seat and
went to sleep for good. In an interview only
two days before her suicide, she told a radio
personality, “It was a risk that came with this
experiment—to become half crazy, to become
schizophrenic. It didn’t happen to me. But
maybe it’s a time bomb—I won’t say anything
more about it."”

Herman Wallace’s gentle smile and soft
eyes compliment the subdued words he speaks.
He is a self-educated man who takes that extra
effort to relay a point as clearly as possible. His
present demeanor and concentrated communi-
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DIARY OF A PLANT
(composite diary entries of extended lockdown prisoners)

9/5/78: Barbara didn’t show. Jacked-
off on the weather gul. Big fine legs.

Charlte tied to hang himeelf, Didn't try
hard enough.

Goin on the neview boand next week. Sfast
time, and the time before that, 9 got dented
“based on the nature of my charge.”

FHaven't been able to change that.

cation has not always been a part of him. It is
something he acquired through 23 years of cell
confinement: “I have been able to elevate my-
self intellectual-wise. Being in a cell [as op-
posed from the general prison population] has
given me a lot more time to read and has forced
me to study. I have to educate myself. If they
put me in a cage underneath the ground I'd
have to read and study to retain my sanity.”

Nevertheless, Wallace admits that the soli-
tude has taken it’s toll. “Being perfectly hon-
est, I don’t think I’m totally sane, per se. There
is a lot I'm holding back, a lot 1 hold within
myself to keep what little sanity I have left. In
the same token I'm confident 1 can function
within any society, whether that be in a society
beyond prison or in general [prison] population.
Who doesn’t have emotional problems within
themselves to deal with these days?”

He also contributes his “togetherness™ to the
family support he has received through the
years. “My parents and my family have always
been here for me. I've always gotten visits. ., .7
Out of the 55 inmates in CCR, most are like
Tropez, who does not receive regular visits.
“The reason why they don’t is not because their
people don’t love them or don’t want 10 sce
them. But because of this setting. People don’t
want to come here and visit behind a screen
they can barely see the face of their loved one
behind,” said Wallace.

Regular visits in CCR mandate visiting be-
tween a heavy mesh wire, which prevents any
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physical contact. The inmate is kept in hand-
cuffs and leg shackles throughout the two-hour
visit. Through persistent negotiations between
CCR inmates and prison officials, approxi-
mately three years ago contact visits on a dis-
ciplinary report-free basis were instituted. CCR
inmates who stay disciplinary-report free for 90
days are allowed to write in for a contact visit
once a month. Providing security and available
space, they will receive a supervised visit where
they can kiss and touch their loved oncs.
Wallace, a model inmate as far as his disciplin-
ary record is concerned, spends his contact vis-
its with his wife of six years, who he said has
been the biggest support in his life. “l can talk
to her about anything. | do, and that helps.”

For any prisoner, visits and communication
with family members and friends is a crucial
component to character and intellectual pro-
gression. This 1s especially so for those prison-
ers locked down in cells. Open lines to the
outside world mean more sensory perceptions
to keep the mind and soul occupied. Lack of

The Angolite—lanuary/February 1995

DIARY OF A PLANT
(composite diary entries of extended lockdown prisoners)
6:M17/863: Had a weird dream last

night. | dreamed | got shot five times
in the stomach. | felt each bullet hit
me and sink into my gut. | didn’t die,
but just laid there in pain as my
mom and my sister reached out for
me, to help me. We never touched. |
woke up holding my stomach and

sweating. So real.

outside communication creates a stagnant re-
action. It limits the stimuli on which the mind
can draw.

In the July 1993 issue of Corrections To-
day, a magazine for prison officials and em-
ployees, the value of human contact is
exemplified: “Staff perform inmate [head]
counts in the Florida death row unit at lcast
once an hour, compared with six times daily
for the general population. The higher number
of counts 1s required for two reasons: to pro-
vide greater sccurity against escape attempts
and to allow death row inmates a greater op-
portunity to communicate with staff Human
contact in the unit is considered extremely im-
portant because the inmates spend much of the
day in isolation.” Officers at Angola make more
head counts on death row, CCR and other cell-
block units than in the general population.

As with all the other long-term CCR inmatcs,
Wallace exercises regularly, trying not to miss
any of his three hours a week yard time. He also
keeps up a heavy load of correspondence and,
depending on the availability of books, studies
history and politics, which he also writes about.
For those who can afford them, CCR inmates
ar¢ allowed portable, battery operated or manual
typewriters. Wallace has one. “I do a lot of le-
gal work, on my own case and on trying to ef-
fect changes in CCR.” Wallace has been witness
to many changes that have come to CCR over
the past two decades. Some good, some bad.
“We use to have an hour group hall time, where
we could all come in the hall together. Then se-
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curity, and rightfully so for their own protection,
set it up to where only three men could come
out at a time. Then that changed, and they started
letting only one man come out, about 1981, and
that’s where we are today.” Wallace has dis-
charged the armed robbery sentence that ongi-
nally placed him in Angola in 1967. He is still
under a life sentence for Miller's murder.

Albert Woodfox was convicted along with
Wallace for the Brent Miller killing. He has been
in CCR since April 18, 1972, The 47-year-old
Woodfox originally came to Angola with a 50-
year sentence for a 1969 armed robbery convic-
tion out of New Orleans. While in New Orleans
jail he escaped and fled to Mew York for a brief
period before being apprehended. Like Wallace,
Woodfox is a former member of the Black Pan-
ther party. He does not believe his lengthy stay
in a cell 1s a repercussion for once being a Pan-
ther. He feels he is being made an example. “1
think we're being held in here as an intimida-
tion factor for the other inmates,” he said, An
intelligent, articulate man, Woodfox has spent
his years in a cell educating himself. He says it
is how he has managed to keep sane, “I've used
the time to educate and reeducate myself in just
about everything—economics, politics, history,
psychology, sociology—ijust about anything I can
get my hands on.” Ironically, he feels that intru-
sion and not seclusion is the hardest thing for
him to deal with. *Not being able to get away
from the same people, same conversations, same
type of activities going on in the other 14 cells
on my tier.”

Woodfox is pretty much resigned to his fate
in a cell. He sees little hope of ever getting into
the prison mainstream. “I don’t think I'll ever
be placed in population. . . . We have letters
from the DOC—myself, Hooks and King—
which say as far as conduct was concerned our
conduct is exemplary. But that they didn’t want
to be responsible for letting us back into popu-
lation. After we filed suit on our confinement
and we had a hearing, DOC’s position was that
they were protecting us. They say they have in-
mates and security personnel that will want to
seck retribution because of the Brent Miller kill-
ing. | think that's absurd.”
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Many who have been locked into a secluded
environment seek a religion they can accept to
keep hope alive. Just the opposite has happened
with Woodfox. 1 think I lost a religious faith
instead of picking one up. I was raised Catho-
lic. . . . I recall an incident that pretty much
caused me to pull away from the Church. | was
almost molested by a priest. I never gave the
incident any thought until four or five years ago
when these things started coming out about
these pricsts molesting all these children. That’s
when | had this flashback and remembered
when | was 12 or 13 the incident with a priest.
He didn’t do it because of a nun that came in
when she did. But if she hadn’t came in I think
it would’ve happened. I really couldn’t tell you
if remembering that was the beginning of my
withdraw from the Church and religious beliefs,
but 1 can say it wasn’t the only factor.”
Woodfox claims he is spiritual, just not reli-
gious.

The flashback Woodfox relates is, accord-
ing to others who have found themselves in a
solitary environment, not unusual. In August

¥

WOODFOX
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THE BIRD-MAN

Robeart Stroud pleaded guilty in 1909 to killing a man
in the Alaska territory and roceived a 12-year senlence.
He was sent to Leavenworth prison whare, in 1916, he
dafended himsell from a clubbing by stabbing a prison
guard. For that killing Stroud recelved the death sen-
lence,

On April 15, 1820, his mothar's unrelenting pleas
convinced Fresident Woodrow Wilzon to commule the
death sentenca to life in prisen. Upon receiving the ordar
of clemency, Leavenworth warden V.A, Anderson told
news reportars: “Stroud will ba kept in the segregatad
ward during his sentence, which is for life. Ha will never
ba permitted to associale with other prisoners. He will be
allowed only the customary hall hour each day for axer-
cise In lha court. . . . He will not ba parmitted to sea
vigitors other than members of his immediate family.” So
bagan Stroud's solitary Journay. The man later known as
the Bird-Man of Alcatraz spenl 54 years in prison—42 in
solitary confinemant. No federal prisoner has evar spenl
mara,

Stroud did not have TV or radio to keap him company,
so he turned to birds. By 1831 he became a lsading
authority on canaries, and in 1942, published Stroud's
Diges! of the Diseases of Birds. Birds kepl Stroud from
going insana,

Stroud spant most of his time locked in a solitary call
at Leavanworth. He was transterred to Alcatraz in 1942,
In 1958 he was again transfarred, but this time out of
solitary and into the Medical Center for Federal Prisonars
at Springlisld, Missouri. He was 70 years old, It was tha
first time since 1916 that he was free from solitary
confinamant. “| have saon my first TV program, but I've
besn too interested in people to spand lime with It"
Stroud wrote to the altomay who helped him gst to
Springfield, | probably walk threa miles a day and fesl
like & million, . . the yard is a beautiful park. . . . I've sean
more people and spoken more words than | did in forty
years. Imagine wha! @ pleasure it was fo lia on the grass
far the first time gince 1914, how il fesals to siesp without
a door being locked on me, . . . It is amazing to sea many
of the most conlroversial things | have advocalad lor
years practiced here as a matter of course: | could live a
happy and useful life here, lor in this hospital I've sean
pitiful cases where an hour's talk al the bedside of a
lonaly and suffaring human being can give a new hopa,
and where hope Is Impossible, much courage.” Interast-
ingly., in his early ysars of isolalion Stroud wrote a
comprahansive and vary crilical book of the penal sys-
tam, Looking Outward. Prison authorities conliscalad the
book. It was navar published

Im the fall of 1958, just after his move to the madical
unit, Stroud appearad in court for tha first time since
1920. Ha and his lawyer had filad a petition to contast tha
santance given soma 41 years earlier. Federal Judge
Walter Huxman ruled the original order of secluding
Stroud to solitary confinemant for life was illegal. Then
ruled tha matter mootl. “There are leatures In the case
that challenge the imagination and even shock the court,
but what is dona is done,” wrote Judge Huxman Al the
end Stroud tasted bitter victory.

Four years later, on November 21, 1963, his heart
gave cul. Ha died whils still imprisoned in Springfield at
tha age of 74. Considering the decades he spent in
solitary, Stroud accomplished much during his long life.
But some question Prasident Wilson's commutation of
Stroud's death sentence. Through hindsight they saa it
a5 a curse.

DIARY OF A PLANT
{composite diary entries of extended lockdown prisoners)
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1993, the Associated Press recounted the kid-
napping incident of 68-year-old millionaire
Harvey Weinstein. Weinstein was held captive
for 12 days in a dark 8-foot deep utility shaft.
His captors shackled him and covered the shaft
with a heavy metal plate. “I begged my captors
to take me out and shoot me and leave me on
the road where my family could find my body,”
he told reporters shortly after his rescue by po-
lice. He recalled how he combated the solitude
in the dark pit that nearly drove him mad. In
his mind he wrote “the greatest autobiography
never written,” and in visualizing his past he
found that “it was astounding the memories that
would come back,” and the clarity of those
MEmories,

Monotony is perhaps the number one foe
of a cell confined inmate. For a person planted
in a cell, every tomorrow is yesterday, *“The only
thing that changes is whatever change you can
construct on your own,” Woodfox said, “I have
routines that 1 follow, but there are times I
change up, deliberately change, because 1 get
tired of being so predictable to myself. . . Basi-
cally, there’s nothing in CCR for an individual
to pursue to improve himself You can hang
onto the TV from the time it comes on to the
time it goes off. Or you can get involved in the
games that make up prison culture. That's what
makes it most difficult for me, fighting not to
get caught up in these negative pursuits.”™

In CCR there are four TVs to each tier. The
prisoner must view through his cell bars the TV
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closest to his cell. They can be turned on at 6
am and must be turned off at midnight during
the week. They can stay on all night on the
weekends. Needless to say, they get a lot of use
in this isolation unit.

Woodfox believes those who can control
their use of TV can use it to help themselves.
“I think the TVs probably fit in more to keep
some of these people sane. TV is an escape.
It's going to distort their mind unless they have
a strong foundation. But you can be objective
and always realize that this is fantasy. I really
do think these TVs do a lot right now,” he said.

There are those who will disagree with
Woodfox’s opinion of TV watching. Which sta-
tion to watch, and how loud to set the volume
are sources of contention and stress. In addi-
tion, most planted inmates have no contact with
reality; nothing to balance the endless fantasy
marching across the screen. Nonetheless, when
the only question is whether or not you will die
before you go insane, the demons on the set
are more benign than the demons in the mind.

“l think now and in some instances, cell
confinement for certain periods of time is a
necessary evil,” admits Woodfox. “Just not for
years and years. [t's something like a Jekell and
Hyde situation. Maybe I've developed all the
emotions and attitudes society and the DOC
wanted me to develop—anger, bitterness, the
thirst to see someone suffer the way ['m suf-
fering, the revenge factor and all that. But on
the other hand, ['ve also become what they
didn’t want me to become. I've become a well-
educated, well-disciplined, highly moral
man. . . . I've become more focused on what
caused me to be in this penitentiary, From the
beginning it wasn’t just an act on my part but
an act on society’s part that pretty much de-
cided it. Being an African-American pretty
much determined where I'd wind up. It’s sad
to say that | had to come to prison to find out
there were great African-Americans in this
country and in this world, and to find role mod-
¢ls that probably contribute more now to my
moral principles and social values, when 1
should have had these things available to me

37

DIARY OF A PLANT
(composite diary entries of extended lockdown prisoners)

3/4/88: I'm sick and tired of this
jerk on my tier. His attitude sucksl
He prides himself in being a convict,
when all he really is is the classic
lock down coward. Love to blow hard
and heavy because he knows he's
protected by his cell. He's a yes-
man, a shoo-shoo'er, and believes
he's a lawyer. What a piece of trashl
A real nuisance to be around, and |
can't help but be around him. A
small punk that grows 10 feet tall
once he's locked in the protection of

his cell. Someday....

in school. So I feel cheated, really cheated. |

I think what really helps me, I've never con-
sidered myself to be a criminal. I've always
considered myself a political prisoner. Not in
the sense that I'm here for a political erime,
but in the sense I’'m here because of a political
system that has failed me terribly as an indi-
vidual and citizen in this country.”

In the ICE text, a rescarcher recounts his
experiences at a ‘winter-over station”. During
his stay he clearly noticed a difference between
the people who had spent many winters in the
Antarctic and knew the ropes of adapting in a
micro-society, and technicians on their first or
second tour. The researcher found that the nov-
ice technicians spent much of their spare time
in large groups, engaging in horseplay, drink-
ing, watching TV, and pursuing other passive
activitics. The veterans, on the other hand, con-
gregated in small groups of two or three close
friends; devoted time and effort to personaliz-
ing their living quarters; and they were all av-
idly involved with hobbies, usually things
having to do with the Arctic. In comparison
with the CCR environment, the researcher’s ob-
servations are strikingly similar. Longtime CCR
prisoners are generally quiet and stay to them-
sclves. Most pursue activities having'to do with
prison—working on their own cases or litigat-
ing to improve the conditions of their confine-
ment.
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cious reading, for others, extended movie
watching.

Woodfox has been in a cell ten years longer
than Simonis. “I"ve seen people go crazy, cut-
ting themselves, hanging themselves. I've seen
horrors,” said Woodfox. “I've seen people do
things to themselves and have other inmates
do them something because they just couldn’t
handle being in a cell 23 hours a day.” Why
some adapt and progress as a person and why
some don't is a mystery to proficient research-
ers that study micro-societies and the effects
of isolation. “The reasons for these large indi-
vidual differences are not fully understood, but
i"s believed that such factors as the subjects’
genetic make-up, personality, attitudes, and
perception of the immediate situation may all
play some role,” according to an entry in the
International Encyelopedia of Social Sciences.

Monotony, loneliness, the limited stimuli of
sensory perception connected with long-term
cell confinement causes varying changes in the
mental and emotional stability of men and
women who live these lives of solitude. They
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ANGOLA'S LONGEST CELL-
CONFINED PRISONERS
Living in a single cell 23 hours a day. De-
pending on the weather they receive a maxi-
mum three hours a week yard time.
YRS NAME PRESENT LOCATION
24 Lec Lane Hawk Unit
23 Samuel Tropez CCR
23 Herman Wallace CCR
23 Robert Wilkerson CCR
23 Albert Woodfox CCR
18  Alvin Dillard CCR
17  Louis Singleton Clinical Services
14  Curtis Perkins Clinical Services
14  Grady Brewer Camp J
13  James Lee Hawk Unit
13  George Sharp Camp J
13 Dennis Lennon CCR
13 Paul Billiot CCR
13 Jon Simonis CCR
12 Dale Albert CCR

exist in a pool of helplessness and hopeless-
ness. They do not know how to escape their
cell confinement, and they do not know if they
ever will. It is a stressful life that invites in-
stances of differing degrees of paranoia. In such
a condensed world your mind is apt to play
tricks on you. As stated in the 1866 report on
solitary confinement: “he fecls that ‘his hand
is against every man and every man’s hand is
against him, . . .

There is no doubt that long-term cell con-
finement in CCR is a punishing existence. Yet,
one cannot overlook the positive attitude most
of these prisoners exhibit. Yes, they have been
planted in cells, but as such they have rooted
themselves in sclf-evaluation, education, spiri-
tual reformation; captured the meaning of self-
growth, and capitalized on it. They have done
this to preserve their sanity. The solitary exist-
ence they live has forced them to take root.
Their survival in the face of solitude is astound-

ing.

The American penal system was created on
a pretension that solitary confinement is good
for the soul. The stark loneliness that struck
deep into the criminal was thought to bring his
immorality to light, reforming his dastardly
ways. It was not long before two obvious re-
percussions surfaced—mental, physical and
emotional imbalance, and economic ineffi-
ciency. Thereafter the conditions of solitary con-
finement took on gradual modification. Today,
single cell long-term confinement is used for
punishment and control. For that purpose. . . it
works.
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The nation Is in an uproar over crime. State and
federal legislators are taking away milliens and
millions ol dollars from domestic programs to build
more and more prisons. Scciety doesn't seem to
mind, and is willing to pay more lor harsher prison
conditions, Case in point; H-Unit at the Oklahoma
State Prison in McAlester. While state officials call
their newly designed siate-of-the-art maximum se-
curilty unit a wizardry in prison control, prisoners
conlined to the unit see it 8s a cement tomb, Both
sides agree it is & bold step by the state to see just
how far they can go in isclating prisoners.

According to & January 15, 1995 article in the
New York Times, the new unit, which can hold 400
prisonars, is mostly buried in the ground. Air is
ventilated through ducts, and noc natural lighting
exists in the living quarters. Most cells are occupied
by two prisoners who share 116.9 square feel—a
violation of ACA requirements of 80 square fesl per
prisoner when confinement exceeds len hours a
day. The double-cell occupancy causes significant
psychological stress between the two prisoners who
cannol escape one another's presence.

H-Unit inmates are confined to their cells 23
hours a day during the week, and 24 hours & day on

HEADING BACK TO WALNUT STREET

weekends. They are allowed a 15 minute showe
three times a week. Weather permitting, inmate
are allowed one hour a day on the yard during th
week. They spend it in individual 23 x 22 loo
concrete boxes that have 1B-foot concrete wall
topped with heavy mesh wire.

Because there are no windows in the living
quarters of H-Unit, these prisoners exist in a world
ol cement—they have only memories of a blade ol
grass, or a tree, or even the plain dirt ground. Their
only contact with guards while locked in their cells
is through an intercom system, or al leeding time
when a guard opens & slol in the door to deliver the
trays, When the intercom is on prisonars can spaak
ic the guards in the control center. When it is off
they can speak to one ancther, or to themsalvas.

Amnesty Intermnational is protesting the living
conditions at H-Unit. Will the group's pleas be enough
te change the conditions? Probably not. Not at a
time when control, not tolerable conditions, is fore-
mos! in the minds of prison officials and society. H-
Unit is a lew steps away from America’s first prison,
Walnut Street Jail, which spread more insanity than
salvation.

faw
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DIARY OF A PLANT

10/10/94: Happy Birthday to me, again.
Don't ask.




