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22-Hour Lockdown, a Story of Alienation.

James Baldwin, the author of Notes of a Native Son and Go Tell It on the

Mountain once had the experience of spending time in a remote village in the Swiss Alps,
A city surrounded by mountains, with no theater, bank or library, only two automobiles .: I._;H W

and where no one had ever before seen a typewriter. Baldwin was the first black person
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that this city had ever known; the tuwﬁ’s people marveled at his hair and tried to rub the
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“black™ off him. After he had spent some time there the people became more accustomed

to him. Some of children would yell “Neger! Neger!” when they would see him while
hwes,
other ran away in fear of the black devil they had been told about all their life. A few of

the men in the town would try to get Baldwin to ski because they couldn’t picture a black
man doing it. Others men in the town would believe that Baldwin stole their firewood at
night and would keep a paranoid eye on the “Neger”. Baldwin felt as if the gargoyles of
the cathedrals spoke more to him than to the people of this town because he was
identified with the devil and in this town he always would be. f’fn’ e ¥ hvans it %

It all began after I the left Pierce County Jail and was trans.i‘errt:d to the Receiving
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units at Washington State Corrections Center in Shelton Washjngtoﬂ; Ijknew I didn’t fit

in. [ wasn’t the first 19-year-old kid to walk into the faC]htIES but I felt the same sense of
wordy

not belonging that James Baldwin encountered. '],lﬁc, faft that Baldwin felt alienated dum . 11”
/< )

.,J

f g'rl
- to the color of his skin, the texture of his hair and he was an oddity that had never been /
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seen. My isolation I was involved in had more to do with my not knowing how to act in

this new atmosphere.
[ was 2 years out of High School and was going to prison for wrecking a car. On

April mnd)szr)l was Driving my friend Mackenzie’s parents car, a 99° Audi A4 and

speeding on a back road of my home to‘»fu@ﬁig Harbor. It was a simple idea, see how fast

I could get the car to go, but with most simple ideas there are simple problems. My

problems were road conditions and a lack of experience driving at high speeds. I lost e
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control of the car and collided with a stand of trees at over 100 miles per hour. Mackenzie
died, the car was destruyﬂd)and I had a few cuts and bruises. 1 was sentenced to 15

meonths in prison, for vehicular homicide: with disregard for the safety of others.
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When [ first got off the bus at Shelton I got a speec?h:‘ now the words elude me but
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the message was E]t}ﬁi}l‘lﬂl’ﬂ are two ways to do your tin;_lé';J t,hc easy way where rules are
followed and life is simple or the hard way where you can cause problems and will have

more problems. | say my time because it did belong to r?é,} earned it and that is why |

was there. It was up to me how I would spend my time that was made abundantly clear U1 _i F“p_ a
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when | got arrived at Shelton. Some other inmates on the bus ride over talked about their
plans for when they were in prison. The one that sticks out in my mind the most was a

man who was convicted for manufacturing methamphetamines. His mind set was that he
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wasn’t going to prison to quit crime he wanted to learn new illegitimate ways to R

supplement his income even while he was incarcerated. The details of his plan aren’t too
important, butthﬁmindmt that he-had was something [ would see more of. 05
When I arrived in prison the first thing I noticed was the amount of fenc_i,ng,: it

reminded me of herding catitle, only topped with razor wire. You are led through a maze



of fence and wire, to the reception center where you are fed 2 peanut butter, jelly
sandwiches, an apple and vigorously examined. By mid afternoon | was led to my tier, a
hall where I would spend my time until I was classified by the councilors.

My first steps onto my tier were greeted only by a few comments of what county

my “chain” was from. The tier was 14 cells long and had another tier above it with an

identical number of cells. Both tiers looked out at a wall of small Plexiglas windo
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about the height of a hand and arms length long. The-view l{'_on}q cells glthﬂ main | I/TD g
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yard; a dirt track, softball field, the outer fence, the road and the tree line. The outer fence
was made of two Fen?ei;ﬁaﬂh 12 feet hllgfbtjnpped with three rolls of razor wire and
separated by a ten-foot span that was covered by another four rolls of razor wire. The "1 L
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road was a two-lane highway mainly used by logging trucks and some locals. The tree ;ulé{ 4 (
line was a sea or firs it looked like second or third growth because all the trees were the g
same age and more evenly spaced than nature ever intended. It was easy to look at the
trees and imagine }fouggelf out there running through the woods as if you were a child.
'l‘The tier when I arrived seemed so quiet and empty I couldn’t grasp why I had a lumpy
sleeping pad in my arms. | arrived at my ccll}and as the door was racked | noticed that the
two bunks had bedding scattered on them and someone was sleeping on the lower bunk.
The door clanged as it opened fully and I entered. I began to lay my sleeping pad
on the floor and the man on the bed stirred and told me that normally it was laid across
the entrance of the cell so that you had some space from the “shitter.” | made my bed on
the floor and fell upon it in a vain attempt to sleep. Within 20 minuets I heard the roar of
voices and the door to the cell began to groan as it opened. Yard was in, one hour of the 2

(€
pott
a da}:icxciuding meal times when you were allowed to leave your cell.
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