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\/lSIT[NG‘ R\KE Rg ISLAND oxguiée.

BeFore You visit:

— Check visitation Schedule, which is vpdated + changel

occasionally. Certain days eoly jfimates with last names beginni
H-L can receive \fis;'+ors) other Jo»fs MIT M-Z. j i

chidren under one year o \d.

— Refer Yo dress code. Clothing that is Yoo revealing Cmore
Ihan 3 inches abeve the Knee, Sro-gkeH'i §+r¢r3) or deemed
oFFensive ( rePerences Yo drvgs, Sex, gangs, vielence gcwear
words) are ot allowed. You will either be given o
coVer VP or faKe a Nno - contact Visf-}) _tha;'uc.‘l‘eaj behind
o w{ndow, HOOJS are hot aHowe_) Under

2 alf ments
muH‘ be worn. H{J\Jls an& IEOJY JEWP.II'Y alft ‘}‘0 'be rem‘,Ved_

i 8""“3 F""'*we' \D CIDNYC; 1’“”{’”{', drver’s license e¥c)
\f accomPanibJ L7 an aJu]%-) children under 16 Jdo nalme‘,
\D. Bring at leaS+ twe T‘Uar-i-ers Yo lock VP Personal
jfems,

— You must +aKe o c,.'+7 bus onto the island. There ¢
no other woy. Bring oometrocard with enough mMoney on

i+ for a round 4ri . =
f ‘ x‘.of,o-‘mz]

—~ Get aside at least half a clo-ei For the vicit. You
will See the inmate for one hour but +the full process

of Security checks and waiting jaKeS anywhere fro
2. 10 5 hours. L rom



At +he Jjail:
~ Thece will be a variety of security checKs: canipe,
metal detector an d X~ ray, on d Finally a.'bocly check

)
= W
/ yaj

— Find the Waiting area for the Facf!fh{ in Which your
inmate is hovsed. Your thumbprint will be Scanned an
a photo taken for a visitor pass. Do not loce thig
You will new have to wait For a bus 4o Shodtle -}

i You 70
the Facility. These byses come every 2.0 -3¢

Min\J'l'eS'.
— A+ +he Facility there is another set of locKers.
Bring nothing in except VP Y 3 booKs and 3 regulq-FeJ

J
items of clothing intended For the inmate. These
will be handed over Jo an officer

- You Moy be asKed to }aKe o chemical detection
test via a hand wipe. This tests 4o see iF yov have
24 hours.

handled clruas in Fhe las?
cubmit to a body check in a private

=~ You will have 4o
room. A guarc( W'n Ff‘i‘;K 7’0‘-" ar\é ask oV o undo
certain items of clothing, ir\cluding socKs and
undtrgarme{ﬁs. Tke‘1 will ex amine your movth.
‘nﬁ‘n’r hh“\ . f

fockets
&

— Wait and™isten for Yourinma+65 hame +o be called. You
will be ceated and supervised in ‘a communal Foom. You
hove an hour together and are permitted o Fouvch at
the beginning and end of the meeting.
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(900 WiLL DEPOSIT 90uR )
BELONGINGS IN OUTS(PE
LocKERS. AFTER EXITING
THE BUS. AS You ENTER,
You MUST CLEAR A METAL
DETECTOR |iTH SHOES ANT
OUTER LAYERS OFF,
i

THE OFFICER MA® ASK Jou T
PROVIDE f SCAN OF YouR THUMB
PRINT, 40U ARE NOT REQUIRED TO
PROVIDE A THUMBKAN, TF J0U IRE
PENIED BE CAUSE You REFUSED THE

THUMBSCAN, CONTAC THE BoARD OF
CORRECTION \MMEPWTELY: 21669794

IFYouDo NOTCLEAR THE
METAL PETECTOR AFTER TWO
ATTEM®TS oFFICERS WILL ASK
You TO CoNSENT o A PAT
SEARCH OVER 9OUR CLoTHING,
LIKE THE AIRPORT.REFUSING
SEARCH MAY RESULT INA NON
CoNTRCT VISIT oR VISIT PETAIL.

Yo WiLL BE GIVEN A
ViSIToR BxPRESS TASS MAKE
SURE NOT To LosE THIS/

@ TER CLEARING THE FIRST )

SECURITY CHECK, LooK FOR
THE SIGNS HANGING FRom THE
CeILIN(--FIND THE SIGN FoR
THE JRIL WHERE YouR LVED
ONE IS HOUSED AN PRoCEED ™
THE WRITING AREA, CHESK N WITH
THE OFFICER, PROVIDE YouR IV .
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[ A SWUTHE BUS (oMES EVERY 2.0 -)
Fo MINUTES AND WILL TRANSFER
You To THE SPECIFIL oML,

AT THE JAIL,Joy MUST CLEAR A )
SEOND METAL DETECTeR . YoU
MAY BE ASKED To SUBMIT To A
CHEMIcpL PEECTION TEST (A WIPE
of THE HANDS WITH IMMEDIATE
RESULTS FoR ANY (HEMICAL RESIDUE)

LoCK 0P pLL REMAINING PERSONAL)
ITEMS (JEWELRY, TAKKETS ETC.) Yo
WikL NEED A SECoNT QUARTER

| |YouR SotkS ANDSHOES, LIFTUP90u

(oNE Bvy ONE, THE OFFICER WILL)
CALLYOU INTD A PRIVATE AREA FoR
A BoDY (HECK You MUST REMOVE

SLEEVESHAIR AND OPEN YouR MouTH,.
FoR woMEN You WILLBE ASKED To
BENP oVER AND LIFT YeuUR BRA
ForRWARD. MEN MYST LIFT THEIR SHIRT,

WAIT FOR YouR NAME To BE CALLED, VISIT INMATE FOR ONE Hour, PEPART
AS INSTRUCTET (ANOTHER 30-60 MINUTES BEFORE GETTING ON Bus BAK To QUEENS)



“SHANON?!”

The guard shrieks an incomprehensible mispronunciation of my name from
inside a plexiglass box. There’s no public address system here, let alone com-
puters or cameras or any other technology placing me in the 21st Century:.
The guard’s box has two small metal grates in the plexiglass that they cover
with a logbook when they want to nap undisturbed or simply don’t want to
talk to anyone. I am sprawled out out on my bed sixty feet away, across a
cavernous room filled with shouting men. All day long the guards rant and
rave from inside the box that dulls their words into a white noise like the
traffic outside my apartment on a busy street that I've learned to just ignore.
When they call my name, however pronounced, there’s no telling what it
could be about. The chances are overwhelming that it’s going to be some
bullshit. So if they really want me, they’ll come get me.

When the “A” guard inside the box can’t get my attention, the “B” guard
outside the box yells my name, this time clearer, but still butchered. “SHA-
NON! SHANON! SHANON!” By this point annoyed inmates nearer to
the booth begin to chant it from the front to the back, sufficient to give me
painful flashbacks to Occupy Wall Street’s aurally abusive “people’s mic”. Of
course I had begun to suspect on some preconscious level that they were
calling me, but didn’t really see the rush to respond, and anyway it’s fun to
make the fuckers do a little work between naps. But once the other inmates
start to get annoyed, the game is over. I set down my book, slip on my black
velcro “Pataki” shoes, yell “I’'m coming!”, and see what these idiots want.

“You called me?”

“I've been calling you! What are you, deaf?”
“Is that a serious question?”

“I’ve been calling your name!”

“I never know what you're yelling from inside that box. Anyway what were
you yelling?”

“SHANON!”

“My name is Shanahan. There was another guy named Shanon in my last
house. They called him all the time. So I didn’t respond”

“Whatever. Get ready, you have a visitor.”

5



I only have one outfit, a green jumpsuit, shaving is only permitted
during the early morning hours, and haircuts and nail clipping are
only allowed once per week, by special arrangement, at an ungodly
hour. (“Don’t they want to confiscate these weapons?” one inmate
says, frustrated as his nails grow long with no chance to clip them.)
Basically, there’s really only so much I can do to get ready. I clean
myself up in an open shower with seven shower heads, visible from
the guard’s booth and the entrance to the house, and where by
unspoken agreement everyone keeps their underwear on. I brush
my teeth in a big industrial sink with three water fixtures, apply
some low quality moisturizer from the commissary, and put on a
clean pair of socks. I practice looking “OK” in a dull steel mirror
screwed into the bathroom wall that reflects my image like a fading
daguerreotype.

Most importantly, I make a strong batch of instant coffee in my
green plastic cup, hoping it gives me the energy I'll need for the
process ahead. If there’s no hot water in the urn, and I don't feel like
being the one who has to change it, I can make my instant coffee
with warm water. This may sound disgusting, but it's not as if the
coffee would otherwise be delicious. Upwards of an hour of passes,
and just when I've comfortably settled back into my fantasy novel
and begun to put this shithole out of my mind, I'm called a second
time. My escort has arrived to take me to the visitation area. When
I return everyone will ask me I went. I'll tell them a “VT, or visit,
and they’ll joke that I'm such a popular guy. The sad fact is most of
these guys don't get visitors. By the time they wound up here, theyd
run out of good favor with just about everyone in their lives.

I anticipate a draining ordeal. The old military adage “hurry up
and wait” is the order of the day at the Eric M. Taylor Center for
sentenced inmates at Riker’s Island. If I'm lucky, my escort is tasked
with picking up other inmates from other houses, so we can walk
around killing time for a while, looking out the windows and
maybe seeing a buddy or two from another house, before heading
to the visitation waiting room. “Better waiting out here than down
there” one inmate tells me, as I pace around in a small box drawn
on the hallway floor waiting for our escort to return. The guards
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here call inmates “packages” and move them with all the human
consideration one gives an inanimate box one is tasked to begrudg-
ingly deliver; set it down for a while, chat with your coworkers, talk
like its not listening. Used to waiting patiently like a good package,
I peek out the window at the Empire State Building trying to imag-
ine what’s happening at its base, or absentmindedly following the
hopping and pecking of a blackbird across one of the disused bas-
ketball courts which litter the overgrown spaces between EMTC’s
dormitories. Anything to stall on my way to waiting some more in
a less interesting room, or to lead my mind away from the enforced
stupidity of life on this idiotic island.

The average inmate is rarely if ever handcuffed in EMTC. Instead

I am given a bit of slack on an invisible tether to walk ahead of my
escort, never behind. It’s not like the thought never crossed my
mind, so the precaution is understandable. “If you raise your hands
to a CO,” one inmate advised me, “you better make it good. You got
four minutes until the riot squad show up. And they’ll be bringing a
stretcher for you for sure, so you may as well make them bring two”
Given this risk, if a captain sees me walking behind the escort, the
escort will get an earful about it. And likewise with a policy restrict-
ing inmates to a special walking lane painted onto the floor, which
passes through a series of metal detectors that register my passage
with muted grumbles that never seem to alarm the staff. Formally
these precautionary measures are all required, but informally, with
a lax guard and no captains in sight, these rules becomes superflui-
ties cast aside by unspoken consensus, in a sort of camaraderie be-
tween low level staff and the inmates who often hail from the same
neighborhoods and sometimes know each other from the outside.
But no matter how I'm forced to walk, I know the way to the visita-
tion area well, as it is a straight shot north down a basement corri-
dor spanning the entire length of the facility. And there’s no need to
walk too fast, as I won’t be in any hurry when I get to the end.




T LAY

g

At the mouth of the visiting area two guards greet me from behind
a long wooden table, with an ornate log books like from a funeral
parlor, where my ID will stay throughout my visit. Elsewhere in
the building my ID is required at all times, and not displaying it
outside the dormitory is a common cause for reproach, leading to
the widespread practice of wearing it clipped on backward, for the
most pathetic pretense of privacy. After turning over my ID at this
checkpoint it is a bit unnerving to continue without it, but that just
goes to show what a bottleneck I'm being pushed into, from which
there is no conceivable escape. Behind these guards looms a mas-
sive furnace in seeming disuse, but then again just about everything
here looks that way, so it’s impossible to tell. This hulking machine
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is festooned with large round bathroom scale sized gages straight
off the factory floor of Metropolis, utterly filthy, including the
ground around it, and penned in with a chain link fence. Even the
furnace here is in a filthy cage.

I am bade down another narrow corridor, half blocked at the end
by a guard’s desk where I must sign in, name and number, as a
guard reads the newspaper and chats casually with the inmate
workers and the other inmates waiting for their visit. My number
corresponds to a plastic bin where I'll place my jumper and shoes,
in a towering wall of square box shelves. The changing room is a
cramped and shabby rectangular space with a ceiling dripping wa-
ter into white buckets and a gray concrete floor worn down to dis-
play its last three paintjobs like a naturally occurring sedimentary
bedding. The plant life spilling through metal grates running along
the ceiling tells me that I am practically underground. The verdure
of this island provides a heavy odor of wet life wafting through the
windows into bleach soaked squalor. Some inmates attribute the
smell to the island’s history as a landfill, which is partly true, but
they’ve also probably never been out of the city.

Something almost inexplicable happens when I leave my ID be-
hind, strip out of my greens, and draw closer the massive visitation
area, a disused basketball gym and embassy to the outside world
that most here call “the dance floor”. The overseeing guard here in
the changing room greets me courteously, seated casually behind

a desk, gossipping and and joking with the inmate workers. The
latter gently tease back, well aware this slack is instantly revocable if
they run too far with it. Driven by the basic laws of conversational
common ground, discussions in this facility soon turn to complain-
ing about drug addicts. The inmates mock the “Methadonians” who
scarcely rise from bed save for a high dosage of the drug adminis-
tered by the Key Extended Entry Program (“KEEP”, which “keeps
you high!”). A guard, who fesses up to having smoked some weed
in his day -- but that’s it! -- complains that people blame drugs on
their bad decisions. “You do bad things whether you’re on drugs

or not, it'’s about what kind of person you are.” Everyone disagrees,
knowing better, but doesn’t push back too much. Maybe the guard
disagrees too, but needs to believe what he’s saying.
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Elsewhere in EMTC, the newspapers inmates receive are trimmed
to removed stories about corruption in the Department of Correc-
tions, horror stories from Rikers, and perhaps most unacceptable of
all, stories of successful lawsuits against the DOC. I never realized
how frequently these stories appear in the newspaper until I saw
them missing from the copy that made its rounds in the dormitory.
But in the changing room you can read the full newspaper and get
the goods on what they don’t want you to know, and then report
back to your house. When the guard union’s President Norman
Seabrook was indicted for corruption, the New York Post circulat-
ing around my dorm started on page 9. But in the visiting area, the
outside mixes with inside, and while the former will always trump
the latter in the end, the exaggerated roles adopted by inmates and
their jailers begin to break down as I approach the little vestige of
New York City my friends have braved hours of inconvenience and
indignity to smuggle in off the streets.

I change out of my sagging grubby “greens” into a crisply clean

tan jumper reserved for visits, and trade in my Patakis for a pair of
bizarrely ornate plastic sauna sandals. With any luck I find a jumper
smaller than 3XL, and sandals smaller than size 13, but everything
here runs large, and my best efforts to appear healthy and well-
adjusted to my visitor are seriously undermined by clothing that
makes me appear to be wasting away. Sometimes everything works
out just as I want it to, and I relish this moment, but then I realize
I'm still in jail. Next to the guard’s desk a laundry bag overflows
with jumpers, washed after every visit. Back at the dormitory 'm
lucky to see the laundry cart once a week, and inmates are issued
plastic tubs and soap to wash their own laundry by hand in the
sink, and little bits of string to make clotheslines.

After changing I am herded into a narrow and long corridor where
I will wait for an hour or more for my visit. The door to the chang-
ing room is most often kept ajar, with waiting inmates free to hang
out with the guards and inmate workers, do some decline pushups
with their feet on the square shelves, debate sports -- always sports
-- and complain about gay and transgender inmates, to the guards’
hearty and overcompensatory agreement. I'll never believe which
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inmates have overweight and unattractive partners, the inmate
workers tell me, and they smirkingly inform me that they have the
breakdown, but they shouldn't tell me, but do I want to know? The
only other white guy in the room, in for hard drugs, like everyone
assumes I am, because why else would I be here, announces that
God didn’t make Adam and Steve, and everybody actually laughs as
if theyd just heard this pun for the first time.

But when a higher ranking captain is approaching this atmosphere
quickly dissolves. The captain is heralded by the warning “COD!”
(captain on deck), issued by an inmate to inmates and staff alike,
and we are hurriedly ushered away from exchanging Cartman
impressions with the guards, and packed into the narrow waiting
hallway, with its heavy steel door brusquely closed, our separation
from staff abruptly reaffirmed. 'm pressed into tight quarters with
inmates I do not know, and the performance of toughness and
cartoonish masculinity which characterizes the average day back in
my dormitory is amplified considerably by this setting. Sometimes
I'm alone in this waiting area, on a bench that’s just wide enough to
lay down on, though if a captain is coming I'll be told to sit up. I do
some bench dips, some ab planks, some bicycle crunches, I stare at
the intersection of two bricks on the wall and try to clear my mind.
Who is visiting me? What will I say? How will I not alarm them?
How do I look and sound, anyway? I haven’t seen a clear reflection
of my face in weeks. Am I in fact a fading darragueotype of a hu-
man being?

[ have no idea how much time has passed by the time the guard
calls my name. When I get back to the dormitory, upwards of four
hours will have vanished, for a one hour visit. No matter which
room it’s done in, the waiting, the false starts, the waves of adrena-
line and subsequent crashes, combine to sap my energy down to
nothing. By the time my name is called I'm ready for a nap, not

a performance for my friends who gone through an analogous
process, on top of an epic bus trip, just to see me for an hour. And
perform I must, because by the time I'm done waiting for the damn
visit, if I wasn’t exhausted and despondent already, I surely will be.

\



At last, the inmates who have collected in the final waiting hallway
are summoned by the guard who runs the show.

“Alright gentlemen you know the deal. Once you get into the visit-
ing area go directly to your visitor. Do not acknowledge anyone
else. Walk down the aisle, do not cross them. Kiss, squeeze the
booty once, don't play with the titties, don’t try to fingerbang, and
if you a homo, no grabbing the wiener. If I see you making out too
much I'll pull you off the floor to inspect your mouth, the clock will
keep running, and it will take me as long as it takes. That's my way
of being a dick”

On the way out I will be strip searched, which means I'll take off all
my clothes, turn to face the wall, squat down, and stand back up.
“My favorite part,” the guard grumbles, as he mumbles lightheart-
edly about “you grimy ass Brooklyn niggas”, which he imagines
himself able to say being a latino from Queens as wide as he is tall.
On my way back I'll go through the same process again. Conven-
tional wisdom holds these strip searches are mostly security theater,
since very few of the guards actually want to stare into the stygian
vanishing point of your asshole, except perhaps the ones who spend
the day protesting the loudest about “homos” and “mooks”. Once
the visitation room worker told me about a guard with prior experi-
ence in upstate system, who had raised eyebrows by forcing inmates
to run their fingers along their assholes, behind their balls, and in
their gums, to make sure no contraband fell out. “In what order?!”
another of the staff inquired, to gales of laughter.

I proceed through up a crumbling exterior emergency staircase
painted red. Outside stands a wasted landscape save for one lonely
stick of a juvenile fruit tree bearing a homemade sign begging the
observer to not cut it down. A slanted hallway opens into an equally
slanted constructed inspection room, seemingly soldered onto the
side of the building in a makeshift fashion. I hear some variation of
the same speech from before, with the added detail that if I need to
go to the bathroom or drink water I can do so before sitting down,
but once I sit down I need to stay.
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NO, T'M FTROM PITTsBURGH.

AN UNANTICIPATED FAMILIARITY AND
KINDNESS AMON(G STRANGERS,

FINGERPRINTED , A PIECE OF PRPER
WITH M) DETAILS AND FACE WS PRINTED |

"WE FILL A BUS ANG ARE TAKEN |
ACROSS THE ISLAND , PAST BUILDINGS
LARGE AND sl , SOME SHABBY
SoME FALLING APART.




—_
WE PasS & SECOND AMNESTY
BoX AS we PRo(EEp NSIDE
SINGLE FILE Wro T™HE BultDING

P

THE REST OF WHAT WE WAVE (-0€S INTD |
A SECOND SET 0F LOVERS .

[ THERE 1S AN ENORMIUS QUANTITY
Of PATA AND WHSTRUCTIoN OW
THE WALLS . PRESS (oDe , No
CHEWING GUM | GIVIN(G CASH TO
PRISONERS (S \LLEGRL &TC

BoREP GUARDE WATLHING
COMMERCIALS AND MAURY POVIH

A SHINING BRIGHT PINK NAIL
PROBES THE PockET OF M NEW
SHORIS . . . MoRE METALDETELTORS

ANOTHER WAITING Room . AN
INFANT SCREAMS IN MYy EAR,




MAUD ALERTS ME ,ONE MUST BE PREPARED To
(NSTANTLY DETERMINE WHETHER OR NoT THRY'RE
BeING CALEY BY THE WRONG NAME, T NAD FORGoTTRN,

GUARD MUMBLIN G INAURIBAY AND GESTURING-
INDISTINCTLY . MAUD 1S ALERT ENCUGH Te SeMEHoW
MIKE out THE INSTRUCTIONS HE S VNG UST,

Vel I P b e

o ISES

e

B‘:@




WE 'RE SITTING AT A sMaLl GREEN TABLE WiTH
THREE GREEN CHAIRS THAT LooKS Like T
BELONGS TN A MCDeNALDS PLASS LAND,

AFTER A FEW MINUTES WE CATIH OUR FIRST GLIMPSF
OF TARROP. TT HAS BEEN FINE AND f HALE HouRy
SINE T GoT oN A RIKERS BouND SuBWAYy AR .




TRoM A DISTANCE, TARROD LooKS WAN AND FRA(L. .
HE WAVES BEFORE DUKING INTO A BATHRooM FolR
MINUTE, THEN ARRIVES AT THE TABLE CHUKLING,

CLOSER NoW HES THE PICTURE OF NEALTH LHES SWimMMiy (.
AROUND IN A3X L JUMPSY(T, “\SMALLEST ONE THEY HAD! ~
HESAS WITH A LAUGH. HE TAKES A SEAT Ackoss [oM US.
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WE SPoKE FoR AN HOUR, T WAS ASKED To UNCRoS§
MY LEGS AND HAD GREAT DIFFICULTY NoT SQUIRMIN (-
BAK INTO THE PCSITION FoR THE REST of THE VIS(T,

WE SAID OUR GocPBYES AND STARTED BACK ON
THE INVERSE 0F THE SERPENTINE PATH B9 WHICH
We MﬁbﬁOw{{E@T-R% \




WAMING FoR THE [SLANDS BUS,A TODDLER LED A

BuULKY) BENT OFER GUARD ARLUND AND THRWUGH
THE METAL PETECGT SR

A TEENAGER T REONZE

THE GUARD TRIES T© PERSUADE
FRoM THE TABLE WE WERE HIM T8 TRY ANOTHER SEY €
NEXT TO IS FREAKING OAT LoCHERS. A SHBRT ARGUMENT F2LLAUS.

CAysE HE CANT FIND 1S THE GUARD TAKES THE KE«
LOKER. GND STARTS TRANG- LoCKERS,




ASTER HE FINDS THE ONE, HE RISES PRoUDLY

PUFFS oum HIS CHEST AND TowS HIS ARMS Ul
A GRL WATTING 1IN LINE BATS HER EYUE LASHES AT
HiM, HE SIRUTS 0FF SMIRKING AS THE BUS ARRIVES,

LEAVING THE 1SLAND, T'M S6 GRAD To NO LaNGER BE
AWAITING ANCTHER  INSTRUCTTON AND WoRRIED ABSUT

MUISSIN 5 SOME V ITALDETAIL o= CRUUIAL STEP.




TiHE BUS BACK TO QUEENS . LESS THAN Twentg FERET
TROM | TS FINAL STOP, HONKED FURIOUSLA 1IN A
MIRAD 6F RHYTHMS AT A STOPPED (AR Wimy \TS HAZARDS
ON. THE MISERABLA HoT ATMosPHERE QUK GREW
MUTINUS AS PRETTY MUt FUERAONE SHOWTED INSULTS AT

THE BUS IRIVER .
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MAUD WAS KERDED BAK TO BRoDKLAN] . T WAS HEADED

FORMANHATIAN . THE TRAIN STARTS MovING AST FIND A
SCRAP TO SCR(BRLE SOME NBTES 6N, T START To (RoSS Mwy

LEGS, STFLE THE WoRRA AT TLLGEY (N TROUBLE , AND REUME
WRIVING .




Med vp with Nake)Jarred's Friead and )

collaYorater foc the last visit J would have We picke! a ime &place 3o

bebore his velease. We ?lmnnd ohead as$ meet ; we were evea exactly

besd we could evea exchanging phe fos. Yhe same amewnd of neurorcal
eatly . | Knew V17 iKe +hi s guy

GoTTTi) | s thare was ame. qubter
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Nate had taKea Yhe buos up From Pn'};;l.u?;;-l,
foc this Visit and V dida't wand ¥ Shact
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J
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code ,\wWhi ch ceems t° be prethy
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ccers. | SHIl wevlint (ecommen
oFF: grp €l ofs.
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leas closed when
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gun\r“ covld
Keep Yov From
o contack visid
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And quroJ was |ve - he M"SHY 0fFraid not +0 comply with oven
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I spot Maud and Nate immediately, craning their necks to catch a
glimpse of me, and while I want to run over and hug them, my first
stop is the filthy dancefloor bathroom, where I take a long-anticipated
piss. If I don’t go now, I can’t go until after my visit, or else getting up
will bring my visit to an end. At long last I give them each a short, per-
mitted embrace, and we settle in on green plastic furniture separated
by a green plastic coffee table. The sight of two beloved friends from
the outside world sitting against the backdrop of this perverse and
hostile place is truly uncanny; Maud and Nate clad in their street
clothes sitting on Rikers furniture looks about as normal as a Martian
reclining casually on a park bench Union Square. And I fear the danger
that accompanies my every move in here will be transferred to them.
Nate lifts his feet off the floor to cross his leg and I frantically instruct
him to put it back, not once, but twice.

They tell me of the ordeal they suffered to get to me, and I tell them
of mine, oddly analogous, and perhaps worse for them, unaccustomed
as they are to how little human dignity is accounted for in places like
this. I spend as much time as I have to allaying their fears that every
horror known to American prison folklore is visited upon me here. In-
stead, I assure them, I’'m mostly just perturbed by guys who talk to me
when I'm trying to read. They don’t seem to believe me, but that’s
OK, because I don’t really believe myself either. This is a tough place
to take up residence, and you need to fool yourself as much as possible
into thinking it’s not so bad. Visiting day makes this delusion hard to
defend; as emissaries from the free world sit before me, triggering a
thousand memories of life outside. I'll be out soon enough, they
remind me, and all this will be behind us. They’re right, but it won’t be
soon enough. After a lovely hour-long distraction from reality, we ex-
change brief permitted embraces, and I'm lead through another laby-
rinthe, back to the dormitory, with a bittersweet scent of the outside
world lingering in my nostrils, though just beyond my reach.
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