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Charles N. Diorio

Escaping Shirley wWorld
Introduction

Escaping Shirley World is a series of essays; pieces of a puzzle written

to allow readers a glimpse into a modern American prison. The mosaic of prison
life is elusive, like life itself, it can't be fully captured. What this book
represents is a series of moments. Rememberances. Some tangible truth. Anecdotes.
A cry for help from a prisoner reporting from the inside. A convict trying to
make sense of it all.

This book is not complete, it remains but one piece of a grand story written
by many people who must confront the ultimate sanction short of a death penalty:

a prison sentence.

Shirley World is but one island of social welfare surrounded not by water,
but by chain link fence and deadly razor wire. An island floating on an invisible
sea of bureaucracy, law, prejudice, politics, and money. Prisons are big business.
Crime and punishment in America is again approaching a crisis as it did in
the 1970’s.

Significant political momentum has been building since the 1980's when
prison expansion was the engine driving an economy based entirely on incarceration
and crafting a middle class out of rural distressed communities all across this
nation. An economy carved from sections of urban America. A public policy
embracing mandatory minimum sentencing without consideration of the individual,
or mitigation. Mass incarceration fueled by zero tolerance police power, community
policing initiatives flooded Corrections Facilities coast to coast. And a

collusion between the media and politicians to paint crime on our streets like

an Ebola outbreak ravaging neighborhoods and our way of life.




Today, the behemoth of crime and punishment is being exposed and examined
for what it is, a failure of public policy. The efficacy of mass incarceration,
mandatory minimum sentencing, and draconian drug penalties is being revisited
in a new light of a new day in a new century. The sunrise brought with it a look
at an America where the very fabric of culture is torn apart by the growth of
a prison industrial complex that has grown into a leviathan.

Supreme Court Chief Justice Warren Burger in 1982 said, "When our country
is embarked upon a multibillion dollar prison construction program, it is fair
to ask: Are we going to build more expensive human warehouses, or should we
change our thinking and move towards factories with fences around them, where
inmates can aquire education and vocational training and then produce marketable
goods?"ﬁjlr Certainly, the answer over the past forty years is: Warehouses.

Today in the United States, we have all but abandoned ideals of rehabilitation
and notions of redemption for the technology of internet registration, electronic
monitoring, and ineluctable government supervision.

Escaping Shirley World looks at one prison that is more warehouse than
factory. More terrible than vocational. MCI-shirley represents a typical American
Correctional Facility, better than some, worse than others.

Shouting the statistic the United States incarcerates more people than any
industrial nation on earth is fast becoming a dull drone. These institutions remain
guarded, forbidden, and murky enterprises. There is no transparency. As much as
Department of Corrections dare to expose, these facilities remain sterile vacuum's
administered with cold deliberate precision.

Convicts and pre-trial detainee's who live in these facilities are broken
people. Many suffer mental illness; poverty, lives lost to addiction, bad choices,

bad luck, and prejudice. All these individuals have one desire: Freedom. A desire

*
Warren Burger, '"More Warehouses or Factories with Fences?" 8 New Eng. J. on
Prisons L. 111 (1982},
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to live. A need to live with some dignity within a system designed to strip
dignity and individuality, and break the person down to a point Corrections
may determine “positive institutional adjustment has been achieved.

An ocean of prisoners flow through the three Correctional Facilities which
make up the Shirley Prison Complex. New faces arrive daily. Shirley World is
a penal colony that includes a maximum security facility called Souza Baranowski
designated a level 5, MCI-Shirley, a medium security prison home to nearly
fifteen hundred souls, and a minimum unit which is low security featuring no
fence and rolling hills and a farm housing about two-hundred and fifty bodies:

Escaping Shirley World examines life here in the medium security MCI-Shirley.
Changing prison policy here causes dissonance and crisis among the general population.
Decisions affecting basic, but essential, activities like laundry delivery and
mail call cause inmates grief and throw off a routine carefully established over
months and years.

Designated a level 4, MCI-Shirley is the annex to the nearby maximum security
prison. It was built during a prison expansion program long ago abandoned.

Written as a series of essays, this work is designed to be accessable to
anyone interested in life behind bars. Easy to digest, it may be described as part
anthropology, part journal; it, however, remains a memoir. An anecdotal examination
of life and living in a modern American prison.

Lately, prison writings have come to represent Sturm und Drang much like
the early German movement emphasizing dramatic story lines, turbulent emotions,
and the individual's revolt against society. Escaping Shirley World offers readers
examples of cause and effect demanding attention to a crisis facing our institutions.

An evolution of culture affecting this country well into the future.
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Department of Corrections are fearless. Tenaciously they guard their mission
and autonomy. What these institutions fear is public scrutiny and oversight.

Politicians and Courts defer to these isolated public utilitiesf*deay,
however, thanks to the democracy of the internet, the world wide web make even
these institutions vulnurable to prying eyes.

A spate of prisoner advocate groups and internet web sites devoted to publishing
voices from prison offer incarcerated writers more free speech opportunities
than ever before.

Jailors take a dim view of anyone incarcerated attempting to speak out
about conditions; manuscripts may be confiscated, lost, destroyed; there's a
real fear when writing anything about these institutions.

Only recently have inmates had the opportunity to allow their voice heard
in great numbers. No longer do prison writers need to face gatekeepers in the
publishing world. Voices may escape over the internet. No longer do prisoners need
to feel bound to editors deciding whether the horror of conditions meets editorial
standards or is commercially viable. Incarcerated writers can, and do, publish on
a variety of web sites eager to give voice to priscners.

Each experience behind bars is unique. Escaping Shirley World represents just
one point of view., One voice from but one of the 2.2 million individuals locked
away in one of thousands of our nations Correcticnal Facilities. This work represents
my voice, a whisper in a gathering storm.

| Material herein represents a rough draft manuscript, and is intended for the

public to the extent it will be considered as a work in progress. Publishers, editors,
and literary agents are welcome to inquire. Portions of this work are available

for reprinting and review with the express written consent of the author.

*
Turner v. Safely, 482 U.S. 78, {1987).

iv




Part




Charles N. Diorio
Escaping Shirley World

Chapter I

Classification is where every prisoner begins their journey. Here in Massachusetts
the road starts after sentencing. Convicts are transported to MCI-Cedar Junction,
an aging clink formerly called Walpole.State Prison.

All across America, thousands of people are classified in much the same
way. In California, for example, priscners are concentrated in the Kern County
Correctional Facility then shipped by bus for hours to far flun penetentiaries
up and down that state. In New York State, convicts are removed to Downstate
Reception Center then shipped to dozens of counties and a long stretch of
facilities along the Canadian border.

Eighteen correctional institutions make up the prison system here in

the Commonwealth of Massachusetts. Some are but a hospital unit, like the
Lemuel Shattuck Hospital in Jamaica Plain, there's Bridgewater State Hospital
for the criminally insane. Wamen are incarcerated at MCI-Framingham. The majority
of prisoners find themselves locked away in sprawling medium security facilities
like MCI-Shirley.

What all these institutions have in common is a vast apparatus fueled by
an overburdened criminal justice system; a behemoth that's come to be regarded
as the prison industrial complex.

The day I arrived in Shirley World, I was processed swiftly and assigned to

a top bunk in a two man cell.
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I was immediately struck by the level of despair felt by inmates here
in MCI-Shirley. In the new man unit, I was routinely approached by inmates '
questioning me about their case, my case, and searching for answers. Could
I assist them with their legal work? I was asked daily. I could not.

In the facilitiy library jailhouse lawyers are plentiful, so is incompetence.

This facility offers a law library with state of the art computers and
a computer archive of law texts, case books and statutes. A complete online
law library, only there is no direction, No instruction. No support. Those
unable to navigate the heady world of legal research find themselves frustrated
and quit.

Negotiating the complexity of the law is beyond most prison inmates. Many
inmates try to represent themselves, only tc have the papers returned by courts,
or motions denied from lack of specificity or failure to follow a complex process.

I was confronted by people confused about their next step in the process of
doing time. Confused and alone, nowhere to turn except to fellow inmates. New
men mingle with experienced convicts seasoned from decades of time behind bars.

In this mix, short timers, the young, and inexperienced create a disturbing
discomnect, Disconnections which contribute to a loathing climate of hopelessness
and resentment,

It occurred to me verdicts end essential associations between prisoners and

the only person who was able to give them some tangible comfort - their lawyers.




Verdict Ends Unlikely Friendships:
Prisoner's Feel Ennui at Loss of Lawyer

by Charles Diorio
February 2014

AFTER a guilty verdict sucks the oxygen from the courtroam, after the
courtroom ocfficers take the defendant away in shackles; what becomes of the
carefully developed attorney-client relationship so earnestly murtured over
many months and years?

The United States prison population has exploded since that period of
the 1970's when fear of crime stalked neighborhoods like the Black Death.
Today, a remarkable 3 percent1of American adults are now under the supervision
of corrections officials. Equally explosive is the incremental proliferation of
lawyers representing the accused.

In Massachusetts, public defender services are provided by the Committee
for Public Counsel Services which provides lawyers free to indigent detainee's.
These attorney's represent for many accused their only and last hope for freedom.
Relationships develop quickly often through the bars of holding cells and occasional
jailhouse visits.

Feelings of attachment form swiftly. For many pre-trial detainee's the
attorney-client relationship becomes an intimate confressional where soul searching
and honesty are currency traded between stréngers.

Various states treat the spirit of the Miranda rule? differently., Most
of us know its famous admonition: "suspects must be advised of the right to
remain silent, the right to have an attorney present during questioning and

the right to have an attorney appointed if the suspect cannot afford one."3

*kkk
1. Have a Safe Riot, by Joseph Bernstein, The Atlantic, (December 2013, p.52)
2. Miranda v. Arizona, 384 U.S. 436, 86 S.Ct. 1602 (1966)
3. Black's Law Dictionary, 8th Ed. Bryan A. Garner, Editor
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In states such as California where prison overcrowding has grown to
become a chronic system wide blight requiring federal receivership and
judicial review, Courts are strained convulsing with pre-trial detainee's
often forced to sleep on concrete floors of holding tanks. A lawyer's visit
is a rare occurance. In fact, the emotional distance between lawyer and client
in California, for instance, is as wide as the geography between its prison's
that pock mark that state's disperate over populated justice system.

By dramatic contrast, Massachusetts offers attorney services allowing
clients time for relationships to develop. Justice is a plodding deliberative
process here in the Commonwealth., The accused can almost always count on their
lawyer to be present at hearings. Motions are carefully considered and facts are
generally understood when pleading for a critical mament or two before a busy
judge. ’

Rules governing assignment of counsel are elaborate. Suspects arrested and
accused of crimes are assigned lawyers after a brief question-answer on indigence.
Savvy suspects soon realize they may fire their lawyers if the assignment may
not be a good fit.

Inmates accused of crimes may request their attorney's withdraw should there
be a breakdown in communication. Many detainee's facing serious charges in
Superior Court can, and do, change lawyers until they either find a good fit,
or the Court decides enocugh is enough and admonishes the defendant that three
strikes and they are out of luck with a court appointed counsel.

My experience with assigned counsel teaches me that almost every lawyer
brings to the attorney client relationship a gemiine desire to do good. Like a

physician and their cath to "do no harm", attorney's practice a ballancing
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act when representing often young disenfranchised people. Defendants that come
from fractured homes and flawed commnities. Street savvy clients with little
traditional schooling who may have danced through the criminal justice system

all their lives are critical clients. Make no mistake, young or old, street

smart suspects often recognize shoddy goods when they see it. Lawyers that
practice criminal law everywhere know they are held to an impossibly high standard
by both client and Bar.

Massachusett's legal aid organizations zealously protect client rights
to speak with assigned counsel. Collect telephone calls keep many indigent
detainee's connected to their attorney's.

My experience calling from jail has been, on the whole, a life saver.
Having a lawyer answer a collect call strengthens the bond leading to the kind
of trust essential for necessary negotiations like plea bargain considerations
or the ultimate decision: whether to bring a case to trial or not.

Life in stir is fraught with hazard. Grievances over mail delivery or
food quality aside, pre-trial detention is dangerous. Knowing there's a skilled
professional representing your interests gives each prisoner some cold comfort
in an otherwise bleak sterile vacuum.

I've often considered calls to my lawyer a lifeline. Defending allegations
that may send me away for years is like a wave hitting every nerve, Hearing a
sympathetic voice pulling for you makes time pass just a little bit easier. -

Public defender's are guided by a noble principle of pro bono publica, for
the public good, and to that end there's a tendency by most lawyers to excel
when representing indigent clients.

Legal aid lawyers and so called Court appointed attorney's work very hard
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for very little money. Case loads can exceed two hundred clients per lawyer.
It's impossible for criminal justice - courts and counsel - to keep up with
law enforcements budget and manpower. Parity in budgeting is disproportionate.
Overcrowding and assembly line adjudication make attorney's and client's feel
overwhelmed and insignificant by a system- consuming itself.

Clients who blame lawyers for their own shortcomings are often blind to the
hoplessness of their cases and the system itself.

Speaking with inmates about lawyers becomes a mixed bag. "I fired my lawyer,"
is often heard in cell blocks and chow lines evérywhere. "My lawyer never visited

me," other say. "I can never reach my attorney by phone..." Meanwhile, most
still seem satisfied. A few prisoner-clients happily realize they got lucky with
a good lawyer. These inmates realize they were represented by attorney's who
navigated troubling allegations and maybe got the best plea deal under the
circumstances.

Feelings of abandorment or neglect not withstanding, a lot of lawyers work
hard to negotiate plea deals. Deals end cases. Bargains put a cork in the bottle
severing the attorney-client relationship neatly and cleanly.

A plea bargain is a wrenching end that tests the prisoner's dilemma physically
and emotionally. The predicament whether to go to trial or take a deal is complicated.
Decisions to accept the government's "deal" may often be made in haste at the
bars of a courthouse holding tank, or weeks into deliberations with all parties
understanding it may be the only and best hope for cutting losses.

These furious agreements hammered out by lawyers on both sides of the
aisle leave the convicted with little to point a finger of recrimination allowing

defense lawyers to chalk up a win and move on.
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It's every defendant's right to bring their case to trial. Guilty verdicts
at trial often carry significantly more time behind bars than a negotiated
settlement - it also ratchet's tightly the investment in time and effort of
every defense lawyer and district attorney.

The accused facing trial realize they're in a critical predicament and
therefore lean on their attorney that much more.

Information becomes glue binding attorney to client. Jailhouse visits
become more necessary. Attorney's must spend more care and time crafting motions,
hiring investigators and attacking the governments case. This added value often
draws clients closer to their lawyers making whatever final verdict a sad break.

Many lawyers go above and beyond the call of duty for pre-trial detainee's.
In my case, one compassionate lawyer asked a judge to sign an order campelling
the correctiocnal facility I was housed to provide me a personal typewriter.

Another kind attorney, James J. Gavigan. whom I ultimately went to trial
withf requested the Court to furnish money to purchase appropriate clothing so
I wouldn’t look entirely guilty at trial. Gavigan got $250.00 dollars that he
used for new shoes, a shirt and tie, slacks and a belt. My fellow inmates said
I was the best dressed defendant in court that day.

My experience may not be a shared one. For many, knowing what can and can't
be ordered by a judge makes all the difference. Inmates who have been involved
with corrections for many years often know how to work the system. 0ld convicts
know about court ordered typewriters and money for clothing. Buried deep in our
laws there exist rules governing every manner of what may and may not be given
pre-trial detainee's. Like treasure it's buried, and jailors are happy to keep

these secrets hidden.
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Jaded offenders knocked around by the tedious grind of the criminal
Justice rollercoaster refer to court appointed counsel callously as public
pretenders. While a few legal aid lawyers may be naive, or inexperienced; or
as some prisoners say "in it for the easy guaranteed payday;" most work hard
for the poor. Criminal trial attorney's are hard working, ethical, and compassionate
public servants doing a difficult job in an overburdened system.

Distinctions are made between so called Bar Advocates and legal-aid lawyers.
Bar Advocates are private attorney's appointed by judges to assist the poor at
fixed government subsidized rates. While there may be a certain cachet being
private counsel appointed by the Court instead of a perceived working stiff with
a local legal aid outfit like the Committee for Public Counsel Services each are
noble and on the side of the angels.

Lawyers, whether Bar Advocates or legal aid, all remain professionally aloof.
Boudaries are carefully practiced and distance during meetings is established
by guarded signals like body language - tactics peéple living in common - living
in jail - simply don't get or respect.

Still, there remains room for a kind of friendship to develop.

Many poor inmates, those detainee's on the skids - prisoners who've lost
family and friends - try desperately to bond with the only responsible person
immediately available; that person who takes collect calls and visits occasionlly.

As an incarcerated writer, I established a fast rapport with one gentleman
out of necessity. I was assigned a wonderful lawyer named John Fennel. Fennel
has long since left public defender practice. He spent years safeguarding manuscripts
that I carefully crafted under desperate circumstances.

Attorney Fennel represented me in a minor appeal question before the Supreme
Judicial Court of Massachusetts, We hit it off instantly. I felt he was nervous

interviewing a Con in a jail visiting room. Young and idealistic, John argued my
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diréct appeal. It was rejected. Still, he continued to accept my collect
calls and becoming a shepherd of my writings and default research assistant.

Nearly three years into our correspondence, John let me know he'd be
leaving public practice. He was getting married - moving to Canada. I feit
like I was punched in the gut. Feelings of loss overwhelmed me. Selfish or
not, I could feel my link to the outside world slipping away.

Jailhouse writers need an escape plan for their work. Not much has changed
since Alexander Solzhenitsyn spirited off his Gulag scribblings. My carefully
developed friendship with Attorney Fennel was my Plan A. I'd lose a lawyer
who took the pro bono ideal to heart; I had no Plan B.

The idea of representing the poor has been reduced to shibboleth under
today's overwhelmed criminal justice system. Hope a lawyer with case loads
reaching into hundreds offering individual attention appears on its face absurd.
Yet, the cult of personality shines through. A modern mummery exists in our
cookie cutter justice system where trial by jury seems for many a pretense.

Guarded optimism lives behind steel and cinderblock walls of every detention
center. Every detainee facing criminal charges needs to believe his attorney is
a shining star. Those accused must somehow feel their lawyer is doing all he or
she can to undo a mess bringing thém into these forbidden hopeless places.

Eventually, there's an end to the farce. Verdicts are rendered and divorce
is inevitable.

Attorney's must move on to the next body, convicts are removed to far
away reception facilities on-their long slow journey to some aged clink,

Soon letters arrive sounding like "Dear John's" nudging the relationship closed.
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Letters saying "there is very little I can do other than your sentence
appeal...." slowly close the door of what was a relationship nurtured over
many 'months and even years.,

My own "Dear John' said: "I've furnished you a lot of materials relative
to assistance for prison inmates. Hopefully, some of those organizations can help
you maintain contact with outside."

Contact dropped off fitfully. Not since summer camp as a child had I felt
so abandoned by an authority figure.

Finally, there is just a sad enmui. A vague pramise The Committee for
Public Counsel Services will appoint a lawyer for an appeal only. Little left
but a hollow memory of working closely with my trial attorney. A rememberance

packed away like disposable prison property. An end to an unlikely friendship.

The End

February 20, 2014

This work is an original manuscript
For permissions or to request this

work and for all business related to
my writing contact:

Attorney James J. Gavigan, esq.
80 Billings Road

North Quincy, Ma 02171

ALL, RIGHTS RESERVED

(617) 479-9900
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Charles N. Diorio

Escaping Shirley World

Chapter II

Staff Access is something curious to commonwealth prisons. Inmates
of shirley have two opportunities a week to address concerns with staff.
Prisons in California and New York State, for example, don't offer an
opportunity for the general population to communicate freely with
prison administrators. In most prisons coast to coast, inmates must
catch a deputy superintendent while they are walking through the grounds
or drop a slip of paper in a carefully marked in-house-mail box.

Many of the problems afflicting Shirley World can not be addressed
through staff access hour. Issues like overcrowding and double bunking inmates
can't be solved by speaking with the superintendent.

Attitudes which shape policy can't be adequately addressed in a minute
or two talk with a deputy superintendent for security. These institutions
spend money, time and resources training the kindness from staff. Guards
are encouraged to check their humanity at the front gate. Boundary training
is mandatory for civilian employee's.

Still, twice a week, inmates line up in rain or shine, heat and snow to
petition prison officials to address concerns.

The superintendent of this institution, Kelly A, Ryan is often the first
person to stand at the ready. Inmates begin to line up before the dcors

to the mess hall even open. This peculiar excercise offers some hope in an

otherwise hopeless situation.
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HAPPY HOUR
IN
SHIRLEY WORLD

A View from the Massachusetts correctional institute at Shirley

is typical of the view of most medium security prisons across the country.
There's deadly razor wire gleaming in bright sunlight, several low prefabricated
buildings housing various programs like library, industry, a barbershop and
chapel. Six massive state-of-the-art cell blocks look like Hollywood soundstages
painted a rusty clay.

It had been a long gray winter, a gray day, another gray year here in
Shirley World, and men have grown callous marching to chow in their loose gray
uniforms. Overcrowded and distressed, inmates are sick and tired of another brutal
winter. Complaints about food and waiting lists for programs are just a few
disputations causing inmate angst.

Just in front of the messhall, perhaps the largest of the single story
prefabricated structures, is a cold line of men waiting for Happy Hour.

Happy hour is this facilities steam-release valve. Inmates of Shirley medium
know every Tuesday and Thursday afterncon is that time superintendents and
supervisors meet and address grievances and concerns.

Convicts wait as long as it takes during lﬁndhtime to guestion medical
staff, property officers and the superintendent herself.

Inmates here in Shirley, a cookie cutter McJail built jin the 1990's, use
happy hour to get answers to questions directly impacting their confinement.
Communication between prisoner and staff remain the most cost effective method
of gathering essential information about conditions affecting general population.
Answers often come from the source, including the superintendent herself. Kelly
Ryan is often the first official to arrive. She leads a conga line of administators

that include her deputy superintendent for programs Karen Dinardo and captain

page 12




of the guard, among others.

No jailor wants a return of conditions that led to discontent and uprisings

like Attica during the turbulant 1970's, so this facility takes happy hour
very seriously. Each administrator understands communication is essential for
the peaceful operation of their facility.

Medium security prisons, like Shirley, may be home to nearly two-thousand
prisoners. These guarded facilities represent business as usual for a public
safety policy embracing little more than warehousing bodies until release.
Correctional facilities have evolved dramatically over the years, although not
always for the better.

Superintendent Ryan and her deputies bring to Shirley progressive incarceration.
Gone is any pretense of rehabilitation. These are labor intensive businesses -
located in far away communities representing a sort of redistribution of wealth
and resources during a period when this nation desperately needs income equality
for the middie class.

Once committed to Shirley, men are sent to the new man unit designated A-1.
A~1 holds nearly 100 souls in cells that may be single or double occupancy.'Each
new man meets a caseworker upon his arrival. I met with Aura, a diligent woman
in her thirties with remarkable energy who speaks her mind while managing inmate
concerns such as time computation, job assignment requests, and liason with
prison administrators. Aura helped photocopy several drafts of this article,
anq helps men check funds in their trust accounts, among many other needful
things. For many men she's a shoulder to cry on. A woman overwhelmed making a
difficult job loock easy.

The science of careing for inmates, while ancient, has evolved. There's

greater emphasis on trying to effect positive behavior in order to eliminate

Page 13




violence, victimization and recidivism., Although, these goals may not always
be mirrored by similar institutions elsewhere. A glance from a prison window
onto many modern American detention centers today is a look into crisis and
despair.

There is less solidarity among general population imnmates today. Gone
is collective rightousness which fueled prison uprisings of the past. Instead,
there's a tacit acceptance of conditions. Prisoner's have grown tempremental
consuming each other instead of attacking problems of overcrowding, appalling
food, loss of privileges and general decrepitude.

Recently, a piece of the facade of A-block's new man unit fell off
revealing exposed cinderblock and water damage. This camp is showing its age.
Will it even be a viable prison in the next 20 years?

Gone is the burning urge to escape. Prisoner's seem to no longer hunger
for escape; that age old yearning found in prison films like Papillon or
Cocl Hand Luke. Rather, prisoner's today seem to stumble in search of freedom
in a nation where freedom itself is fleeting.

Inmates attack one another. Racial division, and gang affiliations are
minefields here in these dangerous places. Charges of committment also tend to
ostracize many, particularly those with sex based offenses. There is no shortage
of judgmental ancnymous authority dividing inmate populations.

MCI-sShirley is home to every class of convict. Going along to get along is
how most inmates do their time. There are lifer's who will never see the streets
living with inmates facing but a few years. This facility must be all things

to all people. Running to happy hour to vent or address concerns is a quick and

easy alternative to violence.
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There is little spirit of resistance, instead, there's pining for
parole and hope for work release; others wait for appeal decisions or some
other kind of sentence reduction. Cynicism from decades long political policy
like mandatory minimum sentencing, zero tolerance enforcement of victimless
crime and draconian parole and probation conditions of release fuel ennui and
hoplessness.

Prisons have always been little more than islands of social welfare. Public
safety make these guarded facilities essential. Many of todays prisoners lived
through the begining of the business of incarceration which exploded during the
1980's.

Arthur Ckun, chief economic advisor to president Lyndon Johnson, published
a classic book titled Equality and Efficiency: The Big Tradeoff. In it, Okun
40 years ago argued that redistributing income from the rich to the poor takes
a toll on economic growth, For years liberals arqued that the efficiency cost
of redistribution was small, while conservatives argued it would be prohibitively
large therefore undesireable.

Ronald Reagan's years of economic growth and so called trickle down
supply side economics relied heavily on construction jobs, prison industry
solved the economic puzzle putting to rest any criticism; depressed communities
across the nation grew with money spent constructing and operating our nations
jails.

Growth of prison industry, law enforcement, and all other ancillary
industry: courts lawyers and suporting labor thrive to this day. The cost beyond
tax dollars is human misery and a general loss of cultural zeitgeist.

The business of growing these institutions has its roots, ironically, during

the frowzy 1970's where fear and dreams were woven together into a national
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neurosis. Fear of crime, of government mingled with dreams of success.
America's dream, with all its promise of home ownership, and 2.2 kids living
an idealic existence sold by slick Madison Avenue ad agencies and syrupy
situation comedies faded. The dream was a nap nudged awake as pluralism

met with xenophobia. Race relations, the Vietnam War and drugs ripped America
apart.

Watergate and the Arab oil embargo woke America up, just as the terrorist
attacks on the World Trade Center would do thirty years later. Suddenly, a |
vivid awareness fueled by crime in the streeis augur dire conseguences.
Politicicians turned their attention to social ills. Crime in the streets consumed
urban America like the Black Death.

Uprisings of the 1970's rooted in rebellion rocked the nation. Unrest
on college campuses, on the streets, exposed social discontent that would be
viewed worldwide. And for the first time on network television, America would
see first hand a glimpse of the Attica Riot. In 1971, forty three guards and
inmates were killed during a four day standoff at Attica, one of this nations
penetentiary's just outside of Buffalo, New York.

Here in Massachusetts, only a short drive from MCI-Shirley, men at
the state prison in Norfolk began to organize. On November 8th 1971 armed guards
and state troopers, in a suprise raid, moved into cells at Norfolk pulling sixteen
prisoners out and shipping them to the nearby maximum security prison at Walpole.

What existed during the critical years of the 1970's was a general distrust
of govermment. A distrust founded on arrogance rooted in scandal. These were
the Watergate years when repellion was fueled by an unpopular war, political

corruption and class division. America was an economy in transition. Ronald
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Reagan saw this transitioning as a danger and labled the underground
économy a threat to national security. |

When I began my journey thorugh prison during the 1980's there were
cries from holding cells accusing the system itself of being a racket; a
big business where detainee's are little more than work product. It's hard,
under the circumstances, not to sypathize with such a prisconer dilemma.
Convicts languishing in hastily built prisons across the nation, many serving
excessive years because of newly legislated mandatory minimum sentencing rules
feeling themselves raw rnateriél in a money making scheme designed entirely to
prop up the middle class; especially a White middle class in econcmically
distressed commmities all across rural America.

The 1980's would shift prison demographics. Prison populations would
grow furiously. We now live in a nation where millions are held under lock
and key. A sobering 3 percent Qf American adults are under some kind of
supervision by department of corrections nationally. Surpem Court Justice
Anthony M. Kennedy said recently in the Boston Globe, (2pril,2013), "3 million
people will pass through our nations jails each year."

The Massachusetts correctional institute at Shirley illustrates this
evolution of culture mirroring prisons coast to coast. It's a facility
housing bodies where privileges are diminished, and programs scarce.

Today's prisons represent business as usual for a public safety policy
embracing little more than warehousing bodies. These are labor intensive
paramilitary businesses guarded from prying eyes representing a politically

expedient means of income equality and redistribution of public resources.
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Inmates with many years behind them behind bars point to this new
generation of inmate and say they're "soft". Mandatory sentencing schemes
have flooded medium security institutions with nonviolent offenders, People
who previously would have had no business behind bars are today serving
double digit stretches in state pens.

Thirty years ago, prisons were reserved for hardened career criminals,
who, compared with today's inmates, were much more inclined to turn to organized
violence as a problem solving technique.

Modern inmates are not only less prone to violence, but also more likely
to employ peaceful means of expressing grievances, or simply aveid making trouble
so they can get home sooner.

Since mandatory sentencing became widespread in the 1980's, and prison
populations and costs began to climb, opponents have pointed to its disproportonate
impact on minorities and the poor. The political right calls the current
criminal justice system an expensive government program that produces poor
results. Yet, no politician wants to be accused of being soft on crime,
therefore, prison populations grow and mandatory minimum sentencing remain
strictly enforced.

Long lines and few rehabilitation programs are the result of decisions
to pack prisons nationally. Here in MCI-Shirley, trade opportunities are
scarce, the wait for barbershop, for example, and sewing shop industry can
be years.

Happy hour is becoming less and less happy as inmates find themselves

left with little more than empty promises and meaningless hopes.
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Recently, during a momentary thaw, I stood with nearly a hundred men
waiting for my chance to speak with Karen Dinardo, the assistant superintendent
for programs, ébout being assigned a job in industry.

shifting foot to foot, watching while corrections officers pat-frisked
inmates on line, I looked beyond the gray day, past the blazing concertina wire
and beyond to the other facilities which make up Shirley World.

Shirley is but one of three correctional facilities within this hub.

Just west across a rural road is a lovely string of colenial buildings that
help make up that minimum security institution. To the south looms Souza Baranowski
this Commonwealths purported only maximum security penetentiary.

Men jump whenh an opening is called for an available administrator. Bodies
clotting into something resembling a line. Officers announcing medical seem the
most busy. A grievénce officer looks fitfully occupied, as is the property
officer and senior caseworker. Superintendent Ryan stood making notes while her
animated speaker waves his hands and seems to point at something unknown. She
nodded making notes, and the motley crowd just grows.

I decided my request for a job assignment could wait. It did not seem that
important. Rather, than wait, I decided to return to my housing unit and simply
write a note. After all, time stands still in these institutions, what difference

does one day make.
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Chapter TIT

Indigent inmates, motivated inmates, bored inmates all seek something
to do in prison. Programming is essential to mental health. Finding, and
keeping, an institutional job is fraught with hazzard.

The public may, or may not, be aware there is a small general store in
most facilities called a "canteen". Canteen is managed by a sprawling and
mysterious company called Keefe. Keefe Supply Company of St.louis, Missouri,
operates in virtually every correctional facility nationally. Prisoners may,
and do, purchase items ranging from hygiene to candy bars, hot pots to am-fm
radio's; all sold by the Keefe Supply Company.

Inmates may work in small facility jobs earning good time and a couple
of dollars a day. Most instituticnal jobs start at $1.00 dollar.

Jockeying for a job is essential for prisoners who must rely entirely
on themselves for money. Some inmates have family, wives, loved ones holding
them down. Most don't.

Those who choose to work often start in the facility kitchen. There are also
maintenance jobs, work in the Health Services Unit, and the solitary confinement
Special Management Unit -"the hole!

Jobs can be tedious, or grounded in opportunity. Many jobs offer the inmate
not only opportunity, but temptation. Prisoners are naturally eager to exploit
any job opportunity which may yield something useful and illicit, like

fruit from the mess hall for hame made alcohol. Some jobs offer a chance to
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pilfer chemicals, like bleach from the laundry, or floor wax from maintenance.
There's a rich barter economy here in Shirley World. Commerce thrives. Prison
jobs offer the indigent a chance to earn some money for basic necessities, and
also allows people out of the mix of turbulent cell block turmoil.

The will to work gives some meaning to a system which exploits opportunity
loss. Jobs are scarce, many inmates either refuse work assignments, or take their
turn in the kitchen where labor is disposable. Many factors contribute to turnover.
For a lot of prisoners, simply being offered a chance to work is an important

first step toward institutional adjustment.
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June 2014

A Glimpse Into the Kitchen of
Shirley World

By
Charles N. Diorio

Tito had a heart attack, or maybe a stroke, or maybe the job of running
the chow hall here in MCI-Shirley just finally hit him so hard he was taken away
by ambulance.

For twenty-four years Tito Cortez* has managed convicts here in Shirley
World's chow hall. He hit the wall dizzy one day, then taken away. The shabby
creature that's the food service mess, this place where fifteen hundred inmates
take their meals three times daily and where guards hover and where sanitation and
morale is an illusion finally took its toll on Tito Cortez.

Priscners call the man "Tito," as‘ if being familiar demands attention. "Don't
call me that," He'd say. "You ain't no homeboy!"

The chow hall is located in a plastic prefabricated pile at the head of
Shirley World. A distressed structure looking temporary and housing a culinary
program and property. About fifty convicts wérk in the general population mess and
a handful serve staff and officers in culinary which acts as this institutions
employee coffee shop.

Inmate jobs are hard to get here in Shirley World. Most industry positions
which pay about a dollar a day are scarce. Kitchen jobs have become the most
cammon and easiest ones to get. Mess hall workers are plucked from the "new man unit"
upon orientation and thrown into simple taskg like wiping table tops and serving

meals or washing dishes as casually as movement itself ]

* Ruthor Note - Names are changed, but events are real and based upon my rememberance.
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Convicts are routinely cleared and classified for kitchen work by medical
staff upon arrival. Health services examine all incoming prisoners for commnicable
disease like T.B. and Hepatitis; those cleared can start work in food service
right away. Turnover in the kitchen is swift.

Institutional records are carefully examined. Escapes and poor institutional
adjustment disqualify many. Those assigned are issued "whites" and become instantly
recognized throughout the facility as kitchen workers.

"Gentlemen," C.0. Cortez says loudly. He is holding up a little black book
which he keeps in the breast pocket of his dark blue uniform. "Anyone who thinks
he can come into this kitchen and steal...well, I have this little black book. If
I catch you stealing, I'm putting your name in my book. If I put your name in my
book, well..." Then Tito will open his book and speak into it with a high pitched
desperate voice mocking each man. "Don't fire me Tito...don't fire me."

"Shut Up!"

Smiles and some laughter relax the tension of Tito's warning. His little
theater of the absurd is both funny and true. Stealing can't be eliminated, but it
can be discouraged.

About twenty-five men work each of two shifts. Mornings begin before dawn
ard evening shifts end about dusk. I began working the dishroom two weeks after
arriving here in Shirley World. For a month I would run plastic trays through a
massive industrial ‘dishwasher, all the while talking smack with convict-workers
thirty years younger than I.

Catching "rec" becomes as important as catching trays and stacking them.
Recreation is talking smack, a kind of gentle - and not so gentle - insults that
are designed to pass the time. Breaking balls is how many inmates get through a

shift. Insults can be sharp and rude, just not so rude as to be disrespectful.
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Working in the kitchen is an industry of imbeciles. Youth, most speaking
Spanish, posture and act out like adolescent dilinguents forced to stay after
school for being incorrigible. Wet work, it's filthy work; swill scraped fram
hundreds of trays end up in slop buckets destined for local pig farms.

Hot and uncomfortable, working the dishroom is perhaps the hardest and
underappreciated job in the kitchen.

Messhall jobs are divided into various areas of responsibility. Cooks
either prepare meals for general population or for those requiring special diets
like diabetics or dialysis patients.:In the dishroom there are men assigned to
pots and pans or trays. Janitors sweep and mop the back of the house while
line workers serve meals and wipe tables in the dining room.

Monkey-see-monkey-do management rules. Bad habits are passed from one
inmate to another. Kitchen jobs become little more than an opportunity to steal:
"steal a little and don't get caught," is the mantra.

"C.0. Cortez knows all the tricks and all the hiding places. Tito's mind
is tricky and he enjoys outsmarting convicts in their little game of cat and mouse.
Somedays he'll ‘prowl pots and pans turning over chaffing dishes and strainers
looking for hidden hamburger and cheese. Opening walk in refrigerators other days
he will reward favorite workers with carte blance to take fruit, vegitables and
anything else easily secreted away in aprons and clothing.

"Swagging" is prison slang for stealing from areas of the institutionilike
the kitchen, medical services and maintenance. Each job site in every correctional
facility everywhere has something of value to swag. In maintenance, for example,
floor wax commands a book of postage stamps. Stamps are used as currency here in
our nations prisons. Prisoners use the wax to bring cell floors to a high shine.

A look inmates regard as the height of proper cell living in what is otherwise a
shabby squalid bunker.
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Like mice, inmates sneak into dry storage rooms and walk in refrigerators
taking oranges, cnions, peppers and so on; the list is endless. Corrections
officers turn a blind eyve to this pilferage. Goodwill keeps inmates working hard.
Resentment turns ugly when those convicts that work see others who don't benefiting
from this unspcken compact.

Forced association rules here in the kitchen. Prisoners who normally live
with little or no responsibilities suddenly find themselves interacting with
fellow convicts and forced to work and engage others from various cell blocks.
There is a great deal of ambivilance for convicts struggling with their natural
resentment of authority and one :another.

Guards playing favorites causes further dissonance. Inmate cocks in particular
are permitted to pilfer practically anything that's not nailed down. There is no
discretion here in Shirley World's kitchen. Eyes everywhere capture this never
subtle stealing.

Racism too is rampant. Puerto Rican convicts - those from Latin America too -
dominate the kitchen. Mirroring food service nationally, Spanish speaking labor
represents a disproportiocnate amount of cocks, line servers and dishwashers. This
bias is viewed with contempt by the general population of non-hispanics throughout
Shirley World's general population.

Offenders working here in MCI-Shirley's kitchen represent those neighborhoods
where crime and punishment is concentrated.

Tito Cortez lines up his workers for afternocon count. "And another thing,"
he says, "if anyone makes my blood pressure go up...your fired!" He diliberately
stares each man down. "No warning, no talk...just bye bye. Now get to work!"

Workers drift toward their assignements as if drawn to holding pen in Court

houses. This is the unpleasant dilemma of prison itself,
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There's a natural instinct for many convict-workers to resent having
to do any work not immediately ordered by authority. A stubborn indifference
that's contagious here in Shirley World's kitchen and in prison labor in general.

After about thirty days of washing trays, I was reassigned to the dining
room. Assigned as a server; I would slop meals onto the same plastic trays that
I had just spent a month running through the loud stainless steel washer.

Working the dining room is tense. Inmates snake through the serving line
expecting large portions and extra rations. There's never shame asking for
more,

Meals are often overcooked or dangerously underccoked. Food is served
warm in holding trays which may or may not be heated. Meals are served buffet
style on a serving line; these ballanced meals are hit or miss. Meals may be
tasty or not, and are small portioned. All meals are carbohydrate rich: lots of
rice and potato.

Like most areas of food service, the dining room is an ensemble effort. Working
as a team is desireable, although as most jobs in the kitchen seem to be, some
inmate-workers don't feel they need to carry their weight.

Unwritten prison codes protect inmates and guards alike. Rules about snitching
or informing allow prisoners to steal and sloth. These same rules permit guards
assigned to manage and supervise inmate labor to sit idle and twrn away from
their responsibilites., Theft of food and property is an everyday occurance here.,
in Shirley World.

Most Departmetn of Correction's take allegations of misconduct very seriously.
Many .prison administrators have review processes and policies dealing with oversight.
Supervisors of Corrections Officers and inmates in areas like the kitchen and

food service in general are held to principled standards - but not here in

MCI-Shirley.
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This past May, for example, Commissioner Luis Spencer visited Shirley
World for an inspection, Here in the kitchen, Corrections Officer Cortez made
a big deal about cleaning tables, walls, baseboards, fixtures and stainless steel
trim all in anticipation of an inspection - none occured.

Commissicner Spencer and his scrum of facility big shots, that included
Warden Kelly A. Ryan, passed up the kitchen as they walked from the health
services unit to A-Block: an inmate housing unit.

During my time working here in Shiriey World's kitchen, I've never witnessed
an official above the rank of lieutenant walk through and inspect conditions
affecting food preperation, meal service, or sanitation.

Apathy rules here in Shirley Medium; nowhere is apathy more determined than
in this facilities chow hall. Inmate workers are treated poorly, and there's a
climate of indifference informing every aspect of labor in the food service program.
If a worker rocks-the-boat, he can easily be fired and replaced.

Iately I've witnessed an inmate named Jimmy O'Brian*, a former kitchen worker
who now works Lawn-and -Grounds, occassionally "helping out." O'Brian will show
up for the evening meal and make a beeline to the refrigerator. Under the eye
of the officer-supervisor, this inmate will rummage through the walk in refrigerator
taking fruit, vegitibles, and meats, then leave. I've never seen him formally frisked
or ever caomplete a shift.

Cooks too are rarely searched. Workers associated with preparing meals are
given carte blanche. Cooks line their aprons with swag then depart casually.

Resentment is often confused with sour grapes. That same prisoners may be
better at stealing than others is nurtured by a culture which crucifies those
considered "being a rat or "hater". There's an ugly saying here in prison:

"Don't hate the player, hate the game." Convict "players" are overlocked simply
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because of their racial, cultural, age, and preferential treatment fostered
by Corrections Officers who are either intimidated by any accusation of racial
bigotry or simply unwilling to do their job because of challenges facing
supervision of convicts in general. |

Recently I found myself hemmed up and I decided to quit my job. I became
disgusted with the hypocrisy of selective stealing that goes on daily.

On Saturday June 14th, for example, inmates who should have been working
escaped through an unsecured front door of the dining hall. Guards indifferently
ignored this breach of security. The inmates who took off decided this was the
best method of leaving with pounds of roast beef, vegitables and other swag.

I was left behind.

I was left behind to work alone. My anger had no outlet. Snitching is simply
not an option. Instead I wiped table tops, swept the dining hall and decided to
take two oranges and four pieces of chocolate cake. Adding insult to injury,
the guard who searched us found my fruit and cake. He confiscated it.

I decided then and there to quit. The stink of hypocrisy was simply too
much for me. |

Next day the officer who confiscated my oranges asked me "what's wrong?"

"You don't understand,” I said. " I work hard. I'm indigent. I'm an older
man doing the best I can, and I.work harder than most of these kids that
are thirty years younger than me. I want some consideration. If I take two
oranges and four pieces of cake after a'long day - I don't expect you to take
them from me."

The tall corrections officer looked at me and said, "you have to lock at

it from my perspective. You didn't tell me, you didn't ask me...you just stole

it and that disrespect's me...."
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Inmates .and corrections officers like status quo. Those priscners with
a cozy relationship with guards don't. rock the boat.

It's hard to look at life in prison from the perspective of the Corrections
Officer. Convicts working in these prison industries embrace emctions and
self interest in an entirely unique way. This is the prisoner's dilemma.

Living in stir, confinement and loss of liberty impose a code of conduct
that's age old.

My career in Shirley World's kitchen was over. After the oranges incident
I sent off a letter to the superintendent of prograﬁ:s saying: "I want to resign."

Drawing on rememberances of working in the dishroom and dining room I
was disgusted by the careless disregard for basic sanitation. Sickened by the
hypocrisy of selective stealing.

Recalling the times simple cleaning detergent would run out and not be
replaced as hurdreds of trays passed through filthy water, I just gave up
working entirely. One afterncon I decided to swipe some baloney and cheese after
lunch - I was searched by Tito Cortez. He found my stash of lunch meat and cheese.

"Baloney," Cortez called me. "Baloney, I'm not going to fire you." He told
me in front of the crew of inmates listening. "I'm putting you in my little biack
book. I'm gonna give you extra duty until you tap out."

Listening to Tito call me Baloney, I understood exactly what he had in
mind for me. He would punish me with distasteful work like cleaning floor boards
and washing mop heads until I quit.

Quiters are losers here in priscn. Convicts hate quiters. But the pain of
working in such a disfunctional envircnment was just too much. I told Tito "I quit."
And he told me: "Your firedi"

"Get out of my dining hall,” Tito told me.
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Afterward, the next day, I felt a burden lifted fram me. Returning my
white uniform ended the fiasco of working in the kitchen of Shirley World.

I would take my meals like the rest of the fifteen hundred inmates of
MCI-Shirley. I would be blind to the stealing ;, free from the back breaking
work associated with life:in this distressed prefabricated messhall. For an
instant I felt free. One less chain was lifted from me here in Shirley World
and I feel better for it.
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Attention is being paid to an opiate addiction crisis which is gripping
the Commonwealth; not since the crack cocaine epidemic of the 1980's have
pecple and institutions been so challenged.

Lately, here_in Massachusetts, political capital is being directed to the
cause and effect of opiate based narcotics, and their synthetic variants. Heroin
is back. Choking resources and challenging lives in turmoil, Heroin is embraced
by rich and poor, the young and not so young. And institutions are overwhelmed,

State prisons, county jails, hospitals and every municipal service from
police and emergency services are again facing a wave of addicts. Not crack cocaine,
but a drug with a more accessible delivery system and affordable price point.
MCI-shirley, and hundreds of other detention centers across America, become the
default result of failed public policy. And like in the 1980's with Crack, Heroin
is overcrowding an underbudgeted and ill prepared system.

A recent election has ushered in a governor willing to recognize and address
this crisis. Governor Charlie Baker, (R) plans to confront the state's opiate
addiction crisis early in his term, according to a recent front page article in
the Boston Globef "I would like to do something on this certainly in the first
six months," he says.

Baker is passionate about the subject which is becoming a prominant public
health and law enforcement concern. "This painkiller thing is a problem, and T
think we need to be a lot more aggressive about how we think about the front end
of this," he said.

*
O'Sullivan, Jim & Phillips, Frank; "Baker to Target Opiate Addiction, The Boston
Globe, Vol. 286, No. 130 (November 7th 2014), Page 1.
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Drugs Challenge Shirley World
by
Charles N, Diorio

"I have dope,' said a stocky light skinned African-American man. "You want

to get high? ‘T got dope." Words said openly and arrogantly cut in the open.

Words common to most city streets. An invitation which tears away at the

fabric of our culture. These words were not said in a city, or town, or at

a private party or in a schoolyard. These words are spoken every day in a state
~prison surrounded by fence and razor wire. Guards patrol and closed circuit video

keep an unblinking eye on a controlled population of twelve-hundred convicts.

Suboxone is the go to drug most often offered behind our nations tall walls
and chain link fencing. Drugs called Suboxone and Subutex are habit forming. They
are street names for a class of drugs called Buprencrphine and Naloxone, and
intended for the treatment of dependence on narcotics like opiates and painkillers.
With a dramatic rise in Heroin use, Suboxone is often used in conjunction with
an addiction treatment program involving counselors and behavioral therapy.

Here in our nations jails and prisons, Suboxone and Subutex is abused because
it's cheap and easy to escape into tightly controlled correcticnal facilities.
Subutex is Buprenophine only, it's used in the first few days of treating opiate
withdrawal. Suboxone is the combination of both Buprenorphine and naloxone and
is primarily used for weening the addict from Heroin and for maintenance much
like Methadone.

What makes this class of drugs attractive to inmates is its stealth ability
to be introduced by family and friends who make contact visits. It's easy to be
attached behind stamps or secreted in envelopes and letters. Sublingual tablets
and strips simmilar to those popular breath mints are placed under the tongue until

it desolves melting in the mouth.
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