
 

 

Entry Ten 

've been sitting here thinking, and I've realized that I am once again dealing with the same dilemma I've dealt with in 

the past when people have asked me about prison and what it’s like in prison. I've been locked up for so long that this 

has become the only world I know anymore. What are normal everyday events to me, may be interesting to you out 

there? So, I want to take a bit to attempt to go over some of the more general things in order to give you a better feel 

for where I've been and what I've experienced. 

For those of you who don't understand what a "Chow Hall" is, it’s basically like a cafeteria out there in the free world, 

its where we go to eat our meals. But the structure of where you sit to eat is completely different than a cafeteria out 

there. 

The first time I entered the chow hall at Lompoc what stood out to me right away was the huge painting above the 

first two serving lines. It was a 

painting of a cowboy in an open horse drawn wagon heading down to his homestead. I have no idea of who painted it 

or how long it’s been there, but that was the first thing I noticed. There were three different serving lines in the chow 

hall, the one on the left was predominantly the white and Native American serving line, the middle was where mostly 

the Mexicans, Islanders and a couple of other groups went to get their food as well as those who were on a special 

diet, and the line on the right was predominantly where the blacks and a couple other groups went to get their food. 

The food is the same in all the lines except for the special diets of course, but in the federal prison system everything 

is extremely racial or better known as being "political", and you quickly learn where to sit and where not to sit. Each 

race and or group has a section in the chow hall where they sit to eat. It’s the same in the movie theatre as well. So 

now when you hear me mention the "chow hall", you will understand what I'm talking about. 

During the weekdays from 7:00 a.m. til 4:00 p.m. we had to be dressed in our prison issue khaki shirt and pants if we 

were going to the chow hall or some other department such as the chapel, library or somewhere else. The only place 

we were allowed to wear our sweats and t-shirts during these hours were the living units, the gym and out on the 

recreational yard. On the weekends we didn't have to wear khakis. Oh, you also have to wear your khakis when you 

went to visiting. 

The commissary or "store", was open Monday through Thursday and your night to shop was determined by the last 

two of the first five numbers of your prison ID number, (example of what a prison ID number might look like in the feds 

00014-000), 0-24 went on Monday, 25-49 went on Tuesday, 51-74 went on Wednesday and 75-99 went on 

Thursday. Then the first two Fridays of the month anyone could go down to the store to purchased 10 items or less. 

When I first arrived at Lompoc you still had to put money onto your phone account by going to the inmate store to do 

it. You had two opportunities each week to add money to your phone account, on your store night or Thursday at 

lunchtime the commissary was open for placing money on the phone. You had a spending limit of $290 per month 

that you could spend at the store. If you wanted to spend it all at once you could do so, or you could spend it 

throughout the month. When you entered the store there was a waiting area where you stood and the isles of the 

store was separated from the waiting area by clear plexiglass windows and bars. There was always an "out of" list 

posted and you wanted to check it before sliding your store slip through the slit in the window so you could make any 

changes if you needed to. A lot of people would use highlighters and certain colored pens or pencils to make special 

marks on their store slip that way they could watch through the window for their order being filled and would know 

which checkout line to be waiting to be called to. There were four different checkout windows with a chute that your 

store would be dropped down into as it was rang up. Once your name was called you would go to the window, hand 

your ID through the chute to the commissary officer so they could scan your ID to access your prison spending 

account. Then they would begin scanning the items you ordered and dropping them into to the chute where you 

would grab them and place what you purchased into your mesh laundry/store bags so you could carry it back to your 

cell. The inmate store is ran much differently here in the state prison system, I will explain about the store here in the 

future when I get to where I'm serving my state sentence. 

In the living units there were 3 different TV stands with a TV on each stand spaced down the flats. Each TV belonged 

to certain groups of races and it was a majority vote as to what was watched. We didn't have our own TV's in our 

cells like we do here in state prison. When I first got there you had to listen to the TV by plugging your headphones 

into boxes full of plug-ins coming from the TVs along the floor on long cords. People up on the second and third tiers 

had guys out in the cable factory make them special long cords with multiple plug-ins at the end so they could drop 

the cords down to be plugged in then they could bring their plastic chair from their cell out onto the tier to watch TV. 

Later on they installed transponders on the TV's that broadcast the sound and we then listened to TV on our walkman 

radios. Each unit had at least one TV room, my unit only had one and it was predominantly used for watching sports. 



Each living unit was designed differently for some reason? Some units had as many as three TV rooms which never 

made much sense to me??? 

There were all sorts of "hustles" a guy could do in order to earn some extra store for themselves. One really good 

hustle was being a laundry man. In each living unit there were two washing machines and two dryers that were meant 

to be used for washing your personal clothing (sweat pants, sweat shirts, thermal tops and bottoms, underwear and 

socks, all of which could be purchased from the inmate store). But it was always a pain in the rear end to try to get 

your clothes washed, so it was much easier to hire a laundry man to do your laundry. I'd let my laundry man know the 

night before that I had laundry to be done and then I'd leave it at the foot of my bunk with laundry soap and dryer 

sheets when I went to work in the morning. When I got home from work all my clothes were washed and folded and 

sitting on my bunk waiting for me. There were also radio repair men, who would fix peoples walkman radios when 

they had problems with them. Kitchen workers who would bring food back such as chicken, burgers, pizza and stuff 

like that to sell in the units, and the list of hustles goes on and on. 

When I first got their the currency used in general population to buy stuff was packs of camel cigarettes, but that later 

changed to postage stamps. 

Hmm,... What other basic stuff can I tell you about??? We were allowed to have what is called an "in cell hobby 

permit" which allowed you to do one of the following hobbies in your cell, beading (which is what I've done for the 

past twenty years now), painting, drawing, knitting and crocheting. Then there was a really good hobby shop where 

you could do leather work, woodwork, air brush painting and a variety of other things. But in order to use the hobby 

shop you had to apply for a hobby shop permit and pay a fee. It's amazing some of the things I've seen people make 

over the years!!! There is a lot of very talented people here in prison!!! Have you ever seen someone make a 

shrunken head out of a whole apple? I learned how to make them from someone and no two ever turn out the same 

as each apple shrinks up differently. 

I will tell you about more basic stuff as I think of new things to tell you about in the future, ... 


