T'm doing all T possihly can to keep myself in control
of my limhs, as T type this firts suhmission to the archive,
T've just heen subjected to multiple acts of crimes aagasinst
humanity -- and there's no word, in the language of any people
that .an possihly descrihe the chans T feel in my hody,
The outrage at the fact that T know, T'11 he just,
Ansin, this will happen again, multiple times a dav, and
the perpetrators nof the indecencvs, of this disagusting manner
of +reating another human beino are aoing to be promoted for
doing more crimes. Their minds will he even further warped hy
their superior officers, hnsses, and those in the position of
"role-models" for people who are sunposed to represent one of
+he most progressive, upstanding, liherated, full, and the
proud-of-how-free-we-make-nothers groups in the entire planet,

In all of human society,

These people who turn nff the water sunoply of a man over

sixty-vears-old, forcing him to shit and piss in a toilet he

can't flush for L-davs -- then when that officer comes to work
after L-days off. Turns his water off again.
Nften, the other staff doesn't turn the water hack on,

hecause they happen to he friends with that staff memher whos

torturina, ves, torturino a mentally, and phisically crippled

old man —-- T had tn listen to him cry himself to sleep, because
T was his nehbor, and he didn't get to eat either, The officer
nut him on a food-restriction (called a2 "food-loaf"), which
lasted 7 days at a time.

He had foraed paperwork on me tnpo, far something I did not
gpeven do, but by reputation, evervhndy knew T had dnne not one

thing wrnng...so0 they fed me the food T was supposed to he




2
given. llhen he worked, He would trv tn feed me that food-loaf.

This person hand-picked people he didn't like this

correctional nfficer, and he would manuallly turn off their
electricity, leaving them in a pitch-hlack cell, with nn fan

to circulate the air inside it, forcing them to listen to the
repated, maddening sounds of metal doors closing over and over
(since they couldn't get electricity to run their radios). He'd
turn off their water, so they'd he forced toa fill their tnilet
with waste, sitting in this little cell, tasting their own shit
each time thevy hreathed, not abhle to wash the taste from their
mouths, since the sink and shower were all linked to the water
aystem he'd turn off.

May stay like thst for ®%-davs straioht, or more.

T know T watched it hapnen for three-months straight, to

mv nehhnor; one specific rule here in the guidelines on what we
are allowed tn file official complaints on is that we, " may
only file a grievance nn issuse that PERSONALLY APBLY TN VYNOU,
with the exception of SEXIIAL ARIISE or PREA related issues,,."
That's quoted directly from the handhnok, they capitalized the
letters T had capnitalized ahove.

le are not even allowed to grieve if we watched our celly
stah somerhody -- as we were not the ones stahhed, and it roes
not "persnnally apply" to us. lle are not allowed to agrieve if
we watch an officer tell pnur neighbor, "veah, bend over the
hunk like that, Like a oood hitch, VYou wanna eat? Then do it
hitch. Spread those shitty sss-cheeks apart—I know vou aint

showered vour dusty old pussv, T turned vour water off"...




I'm a male, and sn wasa tiat neighhor T listend to havino
his "manhood"” cslled a derrogatory part/word, as he cried,
wishing he could just eat—not understanding why he was being
ahused by somehody he didn't even know. A correctional officer
who just started starving him, making him poopo in a toilet
that didn't flush, not leting him drink water, not allowing him
to shower, and constantly, Constantly threatinaing him,

He told me he would stab me,

The nfficer.

llhen T never had said anvthing at all to him about even

owning a knife. T didn't have one. Haven't made myself a haome-

made knife in over L-vears when he told me, "T'l1l take it from
vou, and stab you with vour own shit",

NDid T grieve that? VYes, And T was told that, "no innappropr

iate hehavior was proven to he conducted hv staff,..this
investigation is complete., No further action is warranted"”

No you want to know anaothr rule?

"Do not use & orievance formto comment on th effectiveness
and credihility of th grievance orocedure,.."

e are not allnwed to sav it was wrono, a lie, or to say
that forms have hbheen foraoed hy staff,

Many times, I have recieved a form in the mail at night,
in my ecell, that has my sionature on it, 80 ppeice nf paper I've
never seen in my life. Administrators foraed mv signature.

Mhat T wish vou to take the most from this article, is the
fact that it is npenly ijoked ahout, that fellow officers have

stolen someones food, clothes, flushed pictures of his children,
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(1ik= the paper turkey‘neice made for me, that an officer smiled

at me while he crumpled it, and threw it in the trash in mv face)
we..1 have to tellyou, three days after that officer stole all my
familys Aarddresses, svery picture they'd sent me over the previou
-8 two-vears, irreplacahle things, and T helieved nobhody would he
ahle to find me . That T would he forced to live over &L0-years
withput anvbhody who %new or ever gave a fuck if T lived being
able to find me—that I'd never see my sweet nephew again, and
he'd be forcefullv held awav from the uncle he loves more than
most people on earth:

T used a razor hlade, adn T slowly cut my arms in long
streaks., From wrist to elbow, over and over, till mvy whole arm
was flopping open like a pile of raw roast-heef strips., The nurse
who saw it said, "oh dear god...".

She had to use hoth hands to sandwich the flaps of flesh
around my hone and tendons, while another nurse wraped it,.

It was over 7h-staples—nnt stitches, 15 stitches were used
to close my hleeding neck I'd sliced open reoeatedly when they
had tried to stop me from cutting my arm anymore,..

T had a pile of hlood-jello in mv 1lapo, ecradled in the thin
nair of underwear they forced me to wear (which is see-throunh)

, in the hanoing cloth between my legs, as T sat on a metal
stool, my celly looking disgustedlv, adn silentlv at me, as T

had blobs of coagulated hlood 'splatter, overflowing from mv lap

onto the floor,

This was my last suicide attempt,
Instigated hecause correctional afficers had forcefully

stolen my ahility to cantact my familv, To he cared for hy the
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neonle who were in the deliverv-room the dav T was horn—people
who'd know me my entire 1ife, and had adored me that whole time,.

Less than 2N people on planet Farth who made this decision:

"Chris's 1life means something, and I'm going o help him to

work through this most difficult, longest-lasting torture
session he's ever going to live through in his life,.."

Those people are still today heing lied to hy staff here,
having officers impersonate the warden when they call up here
to ask why T had not spnoken to them in weeks (T was forcefully
stripped naked, all my belaongings stonlen, and hidden in an aresa
called "adminisrative segregation"—uwithout the nroper lensal
process' gone through. A state office had to force them to let
me out, weeks later....I was in a cell with 5N° temperatures

and below blowing snow flurries into my eell, only given a

see-through pair of underwear. lIlhen thev ogave me that plastic
coated matress after 3-5 days—I cut it open with mv teeth, and
crawled inside 1it...)

They are constantly having their rights violated, having
criminal scts pushed into their worlds by correctional officers,
and especially by the "ranking" members of the "administrative"

positions... having their—

I'11l tell vou this too.

My sister had finally found me, and had tried to contact me
they wouldn't let me call her, Ilhen they finally did, she had not
answered, They wouldn't let me try again., houldn't 1let me leave a
voice-mail, Refused to leave a messsge for me. Then, they told me

they would not allow me to tryv and call her sgain for 90-days...

I was so mentally crippled at that time, I just gave un,




6

T couldn't bring myself to force myself to eat, or sometimes
whine mvself after using the bathroom—how the hell was T
supnosed to maintain a level of awareness/comprehension T

wouldn't have for six-more years...I'm just getting to a point

where T can contort my Autism, and seizures to a point where I'm
not just having spasmic-attacks of throwing things and scraming

All day long in horror at the terrihle sensation-overload T am

experiencing near constantly.

I just felt the dirt particles, on an stomic-level, as T

hand-washed my pants_ ilithout trving. Tt nearly drove me insane,

Imagine hearing a shirt on a coat-hanger in your closet,
The rubbing of the hanger on the post heino so loud it sounds
like a church-hell is ringing five feet awav from vuou,
causinao vour hody to thrum with the freguency/vibrations,
forcing vou to grit vour teeth in pain and shock as your whnle
body hooms like it is a damn church hell...

T have to go and try to figure out what T'm going to have
to do to cope with all these gsping-gorges of ripped soul T've
exposed to show to you how horrifically these people are

treating peaple here,,.there is a basic level of human decency

any person has a right to, and words can't do justice to how

often, deeplv, and twistedly-distorted these rights are heing

warped by people whe are legallyv empowered to he representatives
of the justice system.
Their mascots, enforecers, upstanding-examples of what our

society is supposed to strive %to he...

This is a shame,




This is something that today, T am again choosing to try and
right, Endagering my loved ones, risking my 1ife, inviting some
hundreds-year-old torture-technigues passed-down by currupt
correctrional officers (who work for generation after generation

in this field sometimes., T've seen sons, and daughters working

with their parents, couzins, and lovers at the same unit, same
shift, coordinating gang-violence on residents here—uwith nther
officers, or using gano-members they pay/hire to rape, stah, and

elsewise extort my nehhors,,.).

From some great-grandpaw who used to rape inmates, and
impreonate them. Forcing them to keep them, or to abort them with
savage heatings, while being raped again...

Vou'd bhe sick, scared shitless they'd come for you if vyou

knew how deep they go. How manvy judges, oublic offices, and

various agencies are complicit in this. How many ways they have
to recruit militaristic-arouns in%¥o mass-actons of warlike
violence  ywith made-up lies, with propagandizing story-selling
. Do vou %now if they can manipulate you? TIf they know someone
who works for your sheriffs office? That will plant evidence in
vour home to frame vou for a murder, or some nother atrocity?

Thev have plenty who do it all the time.

You see it on the news everyday...

Tt happens here in prison multinle times a dav too.Much

worse things than just framing someone for something they didn't

do, adn forging documents/signatures, or allowipns somehody to

have to suck two gang memhers dicks so he wont net stabhed—

like my friend had to do a couple weeks aqgo.,..

T'11 trv to keep contributing to this as T can, to the fignt




8

for those who are too weak to protect themselfs, To fight for my
friends with the minds of a f-year old, whn have 10 "hig bad"
gang hangers trving to force them to have sex so they wont get
heat Nr pay out of money their Mommys gave them to huy cakes
and snacks, "for their bahy's to get some yvum-yums" with.,.

You wouldn't imagine what it take to fiaght like T do. To
have to teach yoourself not to react vieolently when these child
minded people literally crv, and fall to their knees in front of
an nfficer, snot swinging from his nose, hegoing for him to help
nrotect him from the peonle who're trving to steal his food, to
force him to be a "woman", telling him he can't use the hathroom

unless they can watch them doing it—
T can't fuckin' stand this, but T will, and T will continue

to trv and figure out what the hell T can do to help—uwithout a
officer choosing to target me for trying to help, then stealing
my tools, oiving me less options to use in helping others...

ot people T live with constantly tryino to get in on some
forms of abuse of course, since the officers become thier friends
when they "snitch", or beat-up the people the officers tell them

to——agiving them extra food, payifAng them in cash, drugs, sex with

female officers, nurses, foroing paperwork for them, and all

sorts aof henifits from doino criminal acts as favors for the

officer who'd hired them...
I was qgoing to out "officer" in ouotations in that last

paragranh, to state how I do not feel they deserve to hold that

title/status/recognition/respect—hut that's what they are. These

people are actually state-hacked officers. An extention of a

form of governmet-acton. Reoresentino/presenting the image of
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society's protectors, The pneople who are supposed to he the ones
keepifigicrimes against humanity from being pressed-upon one
human by another...are some of the worst anes commiting those
crimes, Aeing funded, and given weanons tn use anainst innocent
people. Provided with millions of personal torture chamhers, and
given hundrads of years of highly soohisticated "legal™"

machinations tobe emploved as diversinary tacties, stalling

tactics, highlv artuculate y malicious-weaponry to use to get

Awav--even quite oftenlauded-- for the more atrocous attacks

. The sicker the things they do, the harder a hack-slap they get.
I have to live with so much truth vou mav never know, TO be
tortured in my dreams, and woken from my sleep hy officers who've

decided to torture me for using the legal-system to expose their

wrong-doing

Tf vou pray, or have some helief in heing ahble to will
strenqgth to something vou helieve in—send to me whatever vou can
in spirit/thought/intention. So T can use it to fuel myself as T
do this thing you believe in., T guarantee T do manv things in my
day-to-day 1life that you'd support...things vou'll never have to

suffer through, as T willinglyv do them for vou, and anvone else

who would hreak under the pressures applied to me hy various
agencys who don't want the truth, or what's right to he done.,

It may snatch something from their greasy, disgusting qrasp,
as they push the weak around, too cowardly and weak themselfs to
ao and accomplish things on their own,.. to fight off their oun
“demons" ...

Untill my next entry,

Sincerely yours,

-C.R. Philmon-




