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				On a chilly autumn day, Vincent Gilroy, a candidate for public office in New York City, gave a speech blasting the penal colony on Rikers Island. The shiv of an island at the confluence of the East River and the Bronx River, he declared, was awash in narcotics, corruption, and violence.

				“Is it not a fact,” Gilroy boomed, “that heroin and other drugs are freely ‘railroaded’ into Rikers Island, and that from May to the middle of August of this year the night rioting and fighting continued uninterruptedly and that no effort was made to remove this disgrace? Is it not a fact that [guards] on Rikers who point out inmates actually using needles and drugs on their cots at night are invariably told: ‘Mind your own business, what can I do?’

				“Is it not a fact,” he expounded, “that drug addicts leave Rikers Island far worse than when they entered because of the absence of control and the ease with which they get drugs while committed there?”

				If all of that sounds familiar, it’s because that speech could have been given yesterday.

				But it was given in 1921.

				It was given more than a century ago.
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			There’s only one way to get on Rikers Island and one way to get off—a narrow, forty-two-hundred-foot-long bridge spanning a part of the East River. At the ribbon cutting in 1966, Mayor John Lindsay called it the “Bridge of Hope.” Forty years later, in 2006, the rapper Flavor Flav dubbed it the “Bridge of Pain.”

			Purchased from the Rikers family in 1884 for $180,000 (about $5.1 million today), it began life in the nineteenth century as a motley assortment of jails and “workhouses,” or debtors’ prisons. Using fill from the construction of the Manhattan street grid, the city expanded the island from 87 acres to roughly 415 acres.

			It was also a massive garbage dump. Residents of Hunts Point in the Bronx could smell it from their homes a mile away, and Upper East Siders could easily see the flames from the burning of mountains of trash. Enormous clouds of rats populated the dump to the point where they challenged dogs, and humans, for control of the island.

			Even today, Rikers remains landfill to a depth of roughly ten feet, based on borings conducted in 2009. “They drilled a bunch of holes and all ten feet were garbage, mixed sand with pieces of glass and brick, pieces of wood—everything you can imagine that would be thrown away as materials from a construction site was in there,” explained Dr. Byron Stone, research geologist with the U.S. Geological Survey.

			The first jail at Rikers, in the modern understanding of the place, was born in the spirit of reform. In July 1928, seven years after Vincent Gilroy’s broadside, the city fathers unveiled their plan for the Rikers Island Penitentiary. The New York Times described it as a model prison that would correct the evils of the past.

			The inscription, placed in 1933, read, “Those who are laying this cornerstone today…hope that the treatment which these unfortunates will receive in this institution will be the means of salvaging some lives which would otherwise have been wasted.”

			As the decades passed, this purported icon of penology became a forbidding place indeed. Detainees were thrown or jumped from the upper tiers to their deaths, so those floors had to be closed.

			Violence ruled.

			And over time, it became known by the jailed as the “House of Dead Men.”

			But the city stuck with Rikers as the place to leave the people society had deemed worthy of incarceration, the vast majority poor and of color. It was out of sight, hard for visitors to reach, closed, and foreboding.

			For some of the hundreds of thousands of souls who have made the passage over the past five decades, a trip to Rikers may be the first time they will sleep somewhere away from home. For others, it’s their only chance for a bed and a warm meal. For some, it might be the place where they find themselves fighting for their lives. And still others may never make it out. The memories of their first day on Rikers are ingrained in the minds of the people who worked, visited, and served time there.

			It’s an experience no one forgets.

			—

			
				GRACE PRICE, detained 2011: They literally arraigned me at midnight. It was me and three other people on the bus to Rikers. There was this little crackhead lady falling asleep on my shoulder on the way across the bridge. She was nasty, but I just let her sleep there because it somehow made me feel like I was actually in control of my situation.

				COLIN ABSOLAM, detained 1993 to 1996: Going back and forth on those DOC buses over that bridge was traumatic. The bridge is very narrow, and you’re caged up, shackled. If the bus happened to go off that bridge and fall into the water, everyone would die. I mean the correction officers would get out, but you’re in a cage. They would have to open the cage and get the shackles off. There wouldn’t be enough time to do that before you drowned.

				GRACE PRICE: The guards on the bus were horrible, and I just kind of sat there quietly sobbing. The guards hated me for that because they don’t like to hear a hysterical woman.

				YUSEF SALAAM, detained 1989 to 1994, Central Park 5 case: I can’t really describe in words this horror and this horrible feeling coupled with that horror, but it had a lot to do with the smell of the place. We’re talking about a place that smelled like death, vomit, urine, feces, and like the bad train stations in New York City all wrapped up in one. And one of the first encounters I had with somebody coming up to me while I was inside the holding cell, they were asking me to check out my watch, and I didn’t realize this, but they were trying to steal the watch from me.

				And I remember [the Central Park 5 co-defendant] Antron [McCray] saying, “No, don’t let them check your watch out, man. You know what I’m saying? Like they’re trying to get you, this is a trick, you know?”

				DONOVAN DRAYTON, detained 2007 to 2012: I was nineteen years old. I’d never been through prison before. I’ve been through some difficult things, but walking into the unknown and not knowing what’s waiting for you, it’s one of the scariest things. And once you actually get inside and see how it’s running and operating, the environment and all the chaos, you’re just like, “Wow, this is a whole nuther world.”
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					Donovan Drayton was nineteen when he went to Rikers, where he spent nearly five years pretrial.

				
			
			
				EDDIE ROSARIO, detained 1990: When people ask me, what is being locked up like, the most horrible thing about being locked up is that you are being dehumanized on a daily basis. They practically stamp a number on you. In order to navigate the experience, you have to normalize the dehumanization. You have to buy into it in order to survive. That is the most horrible thing about being locked up. You’re never the same person again. Once you internalize it, you project it outward. If you are being dehumanized, that’s how you treat other people. That to me is the essence of incarceration: having to buy into the dehumanization.

				STANLEY RICHARDS, detained 1986 to 1988: I was addicted to crack and on a methadone program and was out on the street robbing for my addiction. When I went to jail after I got arrested, I was in the most emotional pain in my life. And I find myself now in a bullpen with people that I’m going through it with. I’m going through it ’cause I haven’t been able to get my crack, haven’t been able to get my medication, and I am hearing my name being called through the various cells as they process you. So from the point of arrest to the point of getting a bed on Rikers could be something like five days. It’s that intense. No shower. No hot food, none of that. There’s no phone ’cause you’re all in bullpens. You’re basically shoved into a small cell like fifteen by ten and there’s anywhere from like twenty to thirty men shoved in there. So you’re lucky to get a seat. Most are staying on the floor. And most of the people are dope sick. Some are mentally insane or having other medical issues not treated ’cause they’re on the streets.

				BERNARD KERIK, correction commissioner, 1998 to 2000: When I got to Rikers the first time, when I crossed that bridge, I thought, God, this is a nightmare. I couldn’t imagine what it would be like to, you know, work there. Instead of one jail (where I previously worked in New Jersey), there’s ten and it looked like a city within a city. And then getting through the process, getting into the facility, meeting the guys on the island, waiting for the inmate. It was just a mess. It was uncoordinated. It was filthy. It was what the reputation was.

				KATHY MORSE, detained 2006: I remember being in the holding cell in reception, the one they first put people in when they arrive. There were women in there who were getting dope sick. They were fighting over space to lie on the floor. Another woman had multiple layers of clothing on. I couldn’t figure out why. It was because at that point, when I was there, you could wear your own clothes if they met the criteria in terms of non-gang colors and things like that. So she came to court that day prepared for going to jail. She was wearing enough clothes for her stay. I realized I was unprepared.

				DONOVAN DRAYTON: I went in November. It was cold. I remember just being in intake, man. It’s like, “Yo, I’m really stuck in jail, son.” Seeing everybody with their bags and all their stuff. Like your whole life packed up in a bag in a waiting cell, getting ready to be shipped off somewhere. You don’t know where the heck you at, where you going, and they don’t tell you where you’re going until you actually go.

				ROBERT CRIPPS, retired warden, 1983 to 2013: The first couple of weeks I literally had trouble sleeping ’cause you have to get accustomed to working on Rikers Island, you know, with all the gates locking behind you, all the violence, and everything else. Tough job.

				DR. HOMER VENTERS, correctional health services chief medical officer, 2015 to 2017: My first day on the island was in November 2008. It was snowing heavily. And it was just incredibly surreal to hear all the guys yelling out of the [solitary unit called the] Bing. You get out there and all these guys are yelling out. It never stopped. Really. It was just kind of a constant.

				KATHY MORSE: I just remember how medieval the reception cells were. The toilet didn’t flush, but people were still using it. They were going to the bathroom or to vomit. It was just a mess. I don’t do drugs so I have never been exposed to that. There were women on the floor throwing up, getting violently sick because they were withdrawing. One woman in the cell had crack hidden in her hair, and it fell out. And they all scrambled around the floor, like it was a piñata that had been opened. That was the first time I had ever seen crack in my life. It was just a horrible experience. And the officers were trying to figure out who brought it into the cell. They did take away what they could, but they only got a portion.

				KANDRA CLARK, detained 2010: We were in the bullpen, hadn’t even been through intake. And it was dinnertime, so correction officers were eating outside food. Really good-smelling food. A young lady came in and it was right after everybody in the bullpen had been served sandwiches. So she kept saying she was hungry, she was hungry. Correction officers refused her because they said she had just missed the cutoff for dinnertime. Mind you, this is the bullpen so she doesn’t have any other options to get food. The officers were just laughing and eating their own outside food.

				She was a young woman. She pushed her hand outside through the bar and she grabbed the garbage can that was sitting next to the bullpen and she pulled it closer to the bars and she reached her hand in and she grabbed out pieces of half-eaten baloney. And she just started eating it out of the garbage. And there had to be ten officers sitting around who just watched her. I was so angry because it was very frustrating to see so many human beings laughing at someone who was just hungry and having no care for her.

				You kind of knew this was how it was going to be. There was definitely not relationships being built between correction officers and incarcerated people. It was an us-versus-them kind of thing.

				ANNA GRISTINA, detained 2012: The judge decides they were going to put me in protective custody. This experience was coming off the Rikers bus from court. I was told I had three minutes to pack up my stuff. I didn’t get a pillowcase or a bag. I had no way to carry my stuff, so I had to wrap everything in my blanket.

				They took me down to the condemned psychiatric ward. This was a place that had been deemed unfit for human occupancy, I learned later from my psychiatrist. I was in there alone. The windows were fused shut. The heat was turned up to 102. I got heatstroke. They had a guard six feet away from me 24/7. They had three men in the Bubble [a glass-enclosed booth where an officer sits to observe the unit]. Every time I took a shower, there were two-inch water bugs and it reeked of cat urine, because there was a cat colony under there. There was no water source other than the orange juice or milk they gave me at meals. When I complained, they leaked a story about wanting to put me in diapers. It was a derogatory story.

				Later, it came out I was telling the truth.

				There was no air-conditioning, and these were cinder-block cells. I tried to get on the phone but kept getting cut off, so I had no phone access and I couldn’t leave. And there’s no commissary. I couldn’t pick out what food I could eat. One night it got so hot that I was getting a severe heat migraine. I told the guards, but I didn’t even get Advil. I vomited from the heatstroke. There was no cool water. They could see me when I was in the toilet too. There was a row of eight toilets. I had to clean the toilet with shampoo. It was covered in feces.

				KENNY GILMORE, detained 1971: Going through Rikers Island helped me to forget about what I actually had to deal with because it was atrocious. It was in 1971. Being in a holding cell with sixty, sixty-five, seventy people and some were there days before you. Someone was always sick, throwing up, dope sick. The toilets are not flushing, and people are not bathing. It’s crazy.

				SIDNEY SCHWARTZBAUM, retired deputy warden, union president, 1979 to 2016: I was twenty-five. I was a street kid, though. In the academy, I was told to be fair, tough, and consistent and give the inmates what they deserve legally by law, but you are the authority figure. You control your housing area and work with adolescents. I was told you have to make sure that nobody assumes the role of authority figure in the inmate population because that’s when the inmates don’t eat, they starve them. They’ll come up and take your tray.

				You make sure everybody gets a phone call. Make sure nobody’s getting bullied. Make sure nobody gets seriously hurt. Make sure nobody escapes and nobody hangs up [takes their life].

				STANLEY RICHARDS: And then when you get to the housing area and now you start getting a little normal. You can start making your phone calls. You can start getting a shower. You get your three hot meals; now you’re figuring out, how do I survive in this environment? So from the moment you go into the house, you’re figuring out who’s running the place. Back then we used to call them the house gangs. The guys who controlled all the food, phones, and TVs. They had relationships with the officers.

				DIMITRI ANTONOV, detained 2020: The biggest thing was the phone. As soon as I walked in, people started asking me about using the phone. Everybody on Rikers sells their PIN numbers for commissary or other stuff. But you shoot yourself in the foot. You give out your PIN number, and if you’re moved, the guy is going to change your PIN number and take all your minutes. At first, I was giving it out. This one guy kept hitting me up over and over. And I was letting him use it.

				Another Russian guy says to me, why are you letting him use it for free? I said I was being diplomatic. He goes, what are you talking about? Every five minutes is a dollar. You are going to end up running out of calls. That’s a bad idea. These guys are going to use up your minutes you could have used to call your lawyer. I was still thinking I would be released any second. But after about two weeks, I realized that wasn’t going to happen, and I stopped giving out free minutes. One guy actually said he felt bad for asking, so he stopped.

				His friend came to me and said, yo, you remember giving my boy free minutes? What’s up? He goes, I’ll give you a soup and chips, but you gotta give me the call right now. And he would make the call and take off. And of course I was chasing him to get the soup and the chips. It would always be this big thing [to get paid back].

				JERRY DEAN, detained 1987, 2003: Okay, so I remember 1987. I remember I was going to Rikers Island and I had my nice clothes in the court and my father brought my old clothes just in case I was going to get sentenced that day. I didn’t want to go to Rikers Island with new clothes, ’cause they rob you. They didn’t want to send me to Rikers Island, because that Howard Beach case had just happened and there was a lot of racial tension on Rikers Island. And I said no. I said, I want to go to Rikers and start doing my time. And they sent me to Rikers.

				The first day I was there, I was on the phone with my girlfriend. This Dominican kid comes over and hangs the phone up on me, and I knew right then and there I had to fight. I had just turned sixteen, so I was in [the teen jail, the Robert N. Davoren Center]. And I got into it with this Dominican kid, and then we went to the back [where] correctional officers used to let you fight for five minutes. As long as you kept it clean and no weapons, they let you get it off your chest. So me and this kid go in the back and we started fighting. I was a pretty good fighter.

				I hit him with some blows and he went down and he said he wanted to take a nap to sleep it off. So he went to take a nap and I said to myself, I was gonna show these kids what happens the next time when one of these little motherfuckers hangs the phone up on me when I’m talking to my girlfriend. I wanted to gain my respect. He was sleeping, so I went over to him and quietly took toilet paper and wrapped it around his legs. Then I set him on fire. He jumped up and he was screaming. But I got my respect, and all of a sudden the correction officers liked me, the other inmates liked me, and they put me on the house gang.

				JACQUELINE MCMICKENS, correction commissioner, 1984 to 1986: Correction officers are mean to inmates, and inmates are mean to correction officers. A man doesn’t haul off and hit a man if he thinks there’s a consequence.

				ROBERT CRIPPS: During lunch, there was an alarm and there were inmates fighting. The correction officers had to restrain them and march them down the corridor. I wasn’t involved in it, but that was my first day. It was like, what did I get myself into? They were being marched down the corridor and the inmates were all bloodied up and one of the officers got bloodied up too. It was all pretty violent.

				COSS MARTE, detained 2010: I was eighteen. I went to the adult facility. I remember as soon as I walked in the dorm, there were people banging on the glass waiting for me to get in. It was called Broadway because my bed was in the middle. I was the new guy. A couple of gang members came up to me and asked me what I was claiming. If I was part of a gang or not. I told them I’m NFL, which back in the day stood for Neutral for Life. There was a riot that first day. Someone got stabbed with a broomstick on top of my bed. There was so much blood. I remember trying to get new sheets because mine were covered in blood.

				EDWARD GAVIN, retired deputy warden, 1982 to 2001: So there was an orange alert, and what that meant was the count was off, which means there may have been an escape attempt. The captain at the time of the academy, Mendoza, he said, you’re stuck. Go over there now on overtime, being that you’re going to be assigned there Monday. So I walk over there, this captain in the control room, he picks his nose; he has a snot on the end of his nose. He goes, “Six lower B, rookie.” I must have looked like New Jack City. I’m walking down there with white gloves in my lapel jacket. I’m walking a quarter mile to the post. I’m brand-new. Right out of graduation. You would think they would say, go home and have a nice graduation day. But no, you’re stuck. Imagine that! They would never do that in the Police Department.

				It was my first day. I’m white. I start taking the count. It’s like 3:00 p.m. I’ve got all of six minutes on the job. They [detainees] go, “Yo, punk white boy from Long Island!” I was from Rockland. “New Jack motherfucker!” They were all making fun of me. I’m walking by the cells. The inmate goes, “Yo, New Jack, you, CO, you know that Jamaican CO you just relieved?” I thought about it. I go, “No, what Jamaican CO?” He goes, “CO, you’re Jamaican my cock hard, motherfucker!” I really got into how they talk, the lingo.

				So, anyway, the next thing you know, we gotta get them ready for a meal. I don’t even know if I should say this—if I’m going to get in trouble thirty-six years later—but I’m just brand fucking new, so they crack all the cells, sixty on the A and sixty on the B. We put them in the dayroom.

				They’re all in there. And everything is fine. Then this Black guy comes on the post. He’s a big guy. He’s got like ten years on the job. And I got like ten minutes on the job. He goes, “Crack the dayroom.” He brings a big kid out. This kid was huge. They start having words. Apparently, this kid disrespected him two hours earlier in a corridor. He’s coming back to tell this kid what time it is. This is how you maintain order. They are now fighting and going at it to the point where my guy’s losing. And I’m thinking, this is not good.

				So I go behind the huge kid and jump on him and put him in a full nelson. I take him to the ground. They are still fighting. He was getting the better of my guy until I jumped on him, but now my guy is getting the better of him: boom, boom, boom. In the end, my guy broke his arm and his elbow and the inmate had a broken jaw. Ten minutes into my first day.

				EVE KESSLER, director, DOC public affairs, 2014 to 2017: When I got the job, it was very late 2014. I saw [the political consultant] Hank Sheinkopf at a holiday party. I said, “Oh, hey, uh, you know, I got a job. I’m the new director of public affairs in the New York City Department of Correction.” He said, “Congratulations, you won’t make a difference. Correction has been a corrupt department for thirty-five years.” And that proved to be true.

				JOHN BOSTON, retired director, Legal Aid Prisoners’ Rights Project: People were getting into fights all the time. Sanitation was not maintained. The food service operation was incredibly badly run. The level of chaos, the level of dirt, just the squalor of the housing areas where you’ve got double bunks all over the place. I mean, you’ve seen photographs from Mississippi and Alabama when they were at their most overcrowded or California before they got their population cap. And it was the same story.

				KENNY GILMORE: You don’t want to sit down; you don’t want nobody to touch you. You really have to establish yourself. You’re looking at the madness of it. And then you go from the holding pens to Rikers Island, and this is where we were corralled. That’s a good word. We’re corralled into a reception area. And they’ll say, “Okay, everybody take their stuff off. We are processing you in now,” and to be processed was so degrading because they strip-search you, and when they strip-search, you’ve got to take everything off to check for contraband. If we’re carrying any contraband, no one is checking for any diseases or anything like that. It’s all about security. They check you, they talk to you dirty, they try to humiliate you. They don’t care who you are. In fact, most of them don’t even know.

				MARTIN HORN, correction commissioner, 2002 to 2009: It was all about bullying. If you were a single guy and walked into a cellblock, somebody is going to walk up to you and say this is a Blood house. Joey is our leader. We’re loyal to Joey. Here’s the deal. If you want to sit on this chair to watch TV, you gotta give us a blow job or we’re gonna fuck you in the ass.

				KENNETH SAMUELS, detained 1994 to 1996: My first night in Rikers, I got surrounded by some gang members. They thought I was a member of the Bloods. At that time I didn’t know what that was. They thought I was joking around. They asked me if I was a Five Percenter. Then I saw somebody I went to school with, and he told them he knows me and I wasn’t part of a gang or anything like that. You had to ask to be on the phone and I didn’t understand that. I got into a couple of fights over that. On Rikers Island, you gotta basically help yourself. There was no counseling at that time or anyone you can really talk to.

				SIDNEY SCHWARTZBAUM: The first day, I did my job. I was happy. I got through it; there were no incidents, no fights. But I remember one day taking it personal, about an inmate who beat the crap out of another inmate and bloodied him up really bad. And over the course of a few months, I started to see more blood and violence, and I could see that my mind started to adapt as a defense mechanism, to deaden, because I was starting to take it personal that if it happened on my tour, I wasn’t doing my job. I’m not protecting them. But after a while you realize that it’s inevitable, that it’s a high-crime area. These guys are going to hurt each other, that’s what they do, you know? So I started to create defense mechanisms in my head to allow me to deal with it.
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			The sculptor Linus Coraggio came of age in the Rivington School movement in the Lower East Side art scene of the early 1980s. Notably, he was a founder of the Gas Station on Avenue B and East Second Street, a legendary avant-garde art space and nocturnal happening. One snowy night in 2015, he found himself in jail.

			—

			
				LINUS CORAGGIO: It was winter 2015. I was on the Upper West Side bicycling over to my friend’s house on 107th and Amsterdam. I get to 106th Street, and it’s shorter to go north against traffic for a half block. It was snowing and slushy. There was a police van. I couldn’t tell what they were saying. And then I heard something like “Stop, cyclist!”

				I went up on the sidewalk to disappear into the crowd. Then I realize I’m being pursued. One of the cop vans has done a 360 with the objective of corralling me.

				I get into Riverside Park. I throw the bike behind these bushes and lie low. They somehow spot me and this white cop gets out. And then this other van with this Spanish cop rolls up, and they get into a fight about whose arrest it is.
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						Linus Coraggio, a sculptor of recovered metal, spent a harrowing night in the Tombs for riding his bike the wrong way.

					
				
				The cops were both in Central Park Precinct vans. So what they were doing tooling around the Upper West Side, ready to bust a bicyclist for any minor violation, is an interesting question.

				They put the bike in the van and then drive me to the Twenty-Fourth Precinct to get the mug shot. After about three hours there with no bathroom break, I’m in this cubicle on the ground floor. Coraggio was charged with “reckless endangerment.”

				I’m still asking for a bathroom. And there are file cases in this makeshift holding cell. At this point I really have to pee. So I wait for people to gravitate away from that corner of the floor and I piss behind this file cabinet, where it looked like other people had pissed.

				Finally they bring me out and they’re saying, “We have to take you to 123rd Street because their photo machine works.”

				I still haven’t been able to call anybody. We get the picture taken. I’m in handcuffs. It’s probably 10:30 p.m. Now it’s a ride down to the Tombs with the Spanish cop.

				I was complaining about the cuffs. I said, “You gotta loosen these. I have high blood pressure.” Suddenly the cops are real happy. “Oh, you do? Okay. We’ll take you to the hospital.” ’Cause it means more overtime, of course.

				So we rolled by Bellevue, and they take you into a room in the basement and make you wait. And the cop was like, “Do you want some water?” And he comes in while I’m still rear cuffed and puts it on a counter next to me and walks out.

				I’m looking at this water and the cops are twenty feet away. So rather than yell to them and get ignored, I picked up the water cup with my mouth and glug, glug, glug. There are three cops at the door, popping their heads in. Ha, ha, ha, ha. They were waiting for me to do that.

				Finally the doctor comes in and puts the blood pressure thing on me and writes something down on a clipboard, walks out. The cops come get me. They never released the cuffs. On the way out, at the nurse’s desk, they hand me a bill for $1,800.

				We get to the famous roll-down gate at the Tombs. A cop walks you down a narrow flight of stairs. At this point you’re hearing shrieking reverberating down this long hallway.

				Then it’s down this other stairway into a side room where they let you out of the cuffs. There’s two guys in there. One who’s gonna search you again and turn you to the wall and do a preliminary pat down.

				Then the other guy sits you down at an optical projector and he said, the mayor says you gotta do this laser retina scan. I’m looking at this machine; it looks like it’s set up to fry your eyeballs.

				Then it’s a long walk underground to get to this low-ceiling hallway. The diameter of the bars were three inches. I remember thinking, this is built for King Kong. I was picturing a film with a fourteen-foot version of King Kong in there going up against the bars like, grrrrrr. They were just so ridiculously wide.

				By then, it was after midnight. They gave you no clue about how long you were going to be there. They were doing that bullshit thing, like, “Oh, you just need to do a desk appearance.” And “We’ll call you in a little while for night court.” So, it starts to fill up on a Saturday night. And the first guy in there was a teenage Black kid who hopped the train.

				And the food cart came by with the milk and the cereal and the peanut butter sandwiches. They weren’t really watching. So I took something like four sandwiches and three milks, even though it seemed really disgusting.

				The sandwiches were sort of mashed-down whole wheat, Wonder Bread–type loaf, with peanut butter, sorta smashed in a circle in the middle. You had to reach through the bars.

				So I thought, well, this is pretty mellow. I just heard doors clanging in the distance and muffled discussions, and it seemed like the whole night would go like that.

				And then around one, this really built Puerto Rican guy comes in. He’s distraught and he’s muttering to himself about his latest crime, like it was a holdup of some kind, and it became clear that he’d been in jail for six years previously. He knew he was going to be in for a long time.

				Ten or fifteen minutes later, they bring in these two other Spanish guys. So they’re talking to each other in English and Spanish. Almost shoptalk. They didn’t know each other personally, but they knew the deal with each other.

				And then, within a half hour, they bring in six other guys, Spanish and Black. Everybody’s hooded out in Timberlands. They took the laces, and their jeans are hanging out of the tops of the boots. Big down jackets. They got the sweatshirts and the down jackets. Everybody’s kind of jabbering, letting go of the night’s excitement.

				There’s a bench on two sides of it. Maybe ten feet by fourteen feet. And then in the corner, there’s one partition wall, low, for the toilet. There’s a pay phone that’s been busted for decades. The receiver’s ripped off at the nub.

				I’m lying on the bench, watching shit. I had my coat on. I had several layers, luckily. I used one of them for a pillow. This Puerto Rican robber guy said something about food. So I offered him a sandwich, which he took in a weird way. I was like, uh-oh.

				I felt pretty weird taking up all that space lying down. I was just trying to conserve energy and not be interactive with them, being the only white guy in there. What the fuck was I going to start talking about? Only that first teenage kid was easy to talk to.

				So it’s getting to be 2:30 a.m. Some of these guys don’t even scam the bench. Within ten minutes they’re lying down curled up. And I had gotten off the bench a few times to take a piss. I could tell from my sneakers the whole floor was caked in piss. It was like, shhh-plunk. Shhh-plunk.

				These guys were lying down with their fresh North Face jackets, turning, and I could hear a little shick from a jacket sticking to the urine-soaked floor. They didn’t seem to give a shit.

				The floor is filling up. Now there’s five guys standing up talking and one guy saying, “Shit, this dude taking up that whole bench like that,” talking about me, you know, “lying on that bench.” Somehow it fades out and gets ignored. So I don’t feel compelled to move.

				I’m kind of holding my ground because at that point I’m pretty sure it’s going to be all night. It now takes on this kindergarten vibe when it’s nap time. Everyone’s lain out and there’s snoring. None of these guys have insomnia or are too freaked out to sleep.

				There’s still doors opening and closing, and voices get more animated and then die out. Around 3:30 a.m., when it’s almost quiet and almost feels peaceful, this Black guy comes in and he’s got this voice that’s just like Jimi Hendrix.

				It’s almost magical to listen to, but it’s got this grating harsh edge that’s also nothing like Jimi Hendrix. So it’s sucking you in, and then it’s so abrasive to listen to.

				I was extremely edgy. You could tell these guys were going up for a few years at least the way they were talking. And they were all dejected and pissed at the same time. Their body language was steroided out.

				At that point I was just really trying to be invisible because it occurred to me if there was any fighting, you could yell your ass off and nobody would come. It was not a feeling of the jail overseers being there in a protective capacity. It felt really dangerous for a good two hours.

				I’m there with my milks and my sandwiches on a napkin under the bench, not so hidden, but sort of in the corner—how about a milk instead of fighting? There was no plan B. It was just ride out whatever this animal is.

				So way earlier than breakfast, 5:15 a.m., this crazy Puerto Rican church lady comes through with the food cart. And she’s shrieking, “Mail! Sandwiches! I got peanut butter! I got baloney!”

				Somehow in the morning, the sound of the doors opening and closing is crisper and louder. Meanwhile, they haven’t let out anybody from this cell with the fourteen motherfuckers in it. There could have been twenty. Every body was next to every other body, barely an inch or two in between.

				Finally they’re reading names at the cell: we’re going to take so-and-so out to court or to be moved to Rikers. And so people are shuffling out.

				It’s nine-ish and they came for me. I’m led upstairs. You meet the public defender. I’m unsure what the process is, if this is just a meeting and then they’re going to bring me back for more detainment.

				I’m trying to impress upon this twentysomething girl with a clipboard, the public defender, what I’ve been through. I’ve been in there twenty-five hours. She takes some notes. Two hours to get into a courtroom. They take you back to a holding cell, just within twenty feet of the courtroom.

				And then I had to take a shit and it’s this public hallway and the stall is small and guys can see in. I take a shit, and even before I even started shitting, they’re like, “Flush that shit, flush that shit.” They want you to flush like twenty times. And I’m kind of straining to shit and they’re getting pissed that I’m not flushing the second they say flush that.

				I get led back in the courtroom and the judge says, “Okay, don’t get in trouble for a year. Dismissed. No fine. Here’s a MetroCard.”

				I was held after that morning appearance ’til almost dark, and somehow I didn’t get out of there ’til eight, nine o’clock at night.

				I thought I might walk home from down there just to air all the piss and fucking vomit off my body. And I’m coming up Mulberry Street and I see a bicycle on the street leaning up by some trash. I get on it and it’s rideable. So I ride myself home through Chelsea and up Broadway.

				I’m home in the shower, and at this point I’m getting pretty pissed off. I remember throwing away the sneakers. Man, everything had piss on it.

				I tried a couple lawyers and it was either “Oh, you have a terrible case” or “You have a great case and I need X amount of money.” Then I got this letter in the mail saying, have you recently been incarcerated, call the law offices of blah, blah, blah. And so, I call him up.

				I happened to bring the hospital bill. He pulls it out of my hand and says, “I’ll take care of this.” He was saying this is outrageous excessive detention and the rate is $100 per hour of excessive detention. So that worked out to $2,700.

				Somehow it came out to fifteen grand. So he took $5,000. I took $10,000. When I told my brother the story, he said you probably made more that night than the hottest call girl in Manhattan.

				It took weeks of calling to get my bike back. They wouldn’t even tell me where the bike was held. They said it was going to be at One Police Plaza and I should show up there. So I did and they say you have to go back to the Central Park Precinct and get it from the cop who arrested you.

				So finally I caught up to him. And I remember him rolling the bike out of some storeroom. I did a piece to remember it. I called it City Dog. He’s in a cage. It’s a lead cast of a dog with a long tail, which signifies being pulled back into the system.
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			Anyone who has spent time on Rikers is familiar with the term “bullpen therapy.” The city’s criminal justice system—driven by factors like the logistics of bringing inmates to court from the distant environs of Rikers, overcrowding, jammed dockets, and constant case delays—has raised the process to a form of torture.

			The term emerged during the late 1980s and early 1990s, when the jail population hovered near twenty thousand. The influx of inmates was partly due to widely available cocaine that was cut with baking soda and cooked into little rocks. Crack was cheap and highly addictive and hit the city’s neighborhoods like a tsunami.

			“Crack had just arrived,” recalled Richard Koehler, correction commissioner from 1986 to 1989. The police commissioner, “Ben Ward, who was a genius and one of the smartest guys I ever met, he said, ‘I went out to California and they got this crack out there. It’s crazy how many people are getting robbed or locked up and how many people shooting one another. It’s going to come here. And we’re not going to be able to handle it.’ ”

			—

			The ordeal of bullpen therapy begins with something called intake, or the journey from central booking to a bed on Rikers—a trail crisscrossed in red tape and delays that can take days. And then there are the court appearances. A typical trip to court begins as early as 4:00 a.m. and stretches through the day. Packed in fetid cells, detainees sit hour after hour in a sort of endless holding pattern. Violence sometimes erupts when, for example, rivals cross paths. Often as not, the expected court appearance is postponed. It’s often dark by the time they get back to Rikers. It’s not uncommon for detainees to simply refuse to go to court or even plead guilty to escape the misery.

			On top of that, the criminal justice system defaulted to sending people arrested on low-level charges, often with substance abuse or mental health problems, to Rikers, meaning that detainees would be sent there again and again and again. This Kafkaesque torment became known as the Revolving Door.

			—

			
				PAUL WOOSTER, detained 2016: The biggest problem they have on the men’s side is intake. The guards are so lazy, all the way up to the captains. It’s so crowded. Legally you must have a bed, or housing as they call it, within twenty-four hours. But you can go as long as nine to eleven days. That’s on the highest end, but at least four or five without getting a bed, which is unheard of anywhere else. That’s like you’re going back to archaic times. You’re in a dungeon essentially. We used to call it the seven chambers of hell because you go from one room to another to another and don’t get anywhere. Basically you just suffer.

				VALERIE YOUNGBLOOD, public defender, 1982 to 1996: What really was particularly awful with the misdemeanor population was practically everybody had bails set on them. I mean $250, $200. I mean $500 was actually kind of high, but it didn’t matter. It could have been $5,000 because these folks, who were largely substance-abusing offenders, didn’t have $200, didn’t have $500.

				And so these poor people, mostly men, would sit on Rikers and inevitably take pleas because they had been sitting there long enough that they could essentially get time served.

				And going up with the prosecutor to the bench, I was saying, this is ridiculous. The offense was nothing, like a criminal trespass, let’s say. But the prosecutor said, “He got five days last time. And so he has to get ten days this time, or ten last time and fifteen this time.” It was like some sort of formulaic approach to prosecution. It was just ludicrous. And he said to me, “Well, what’s the difference to you, between ten and fifteen days?” I said, “Why don’t you spend an extra five days on Rikers Island and see if you come up with that same question?”

				PAUL WOOSTER: So one place will be 90 degrees, and there’ll be like sixty men in a ten-by-twenty with a toilet that completely overflows with crap on the floor. It’s really inhumane, and you’ll have to sleep there for twenty-four hours in those conditions. And it can be either 90 degrees or 20 degrees. It depends what season. And then you’ll sit there for a day, and then they’ll move you to another. They’ll actually take your picture, which is one part of fifty things they have to do to get [you to] your house, and you think you’re getting somewhere, but you’ll sit there and it’ll be a fifty-by-fifty. It’s a bigger cell and it’ll be ice cold if the other one was hot and there’ll be a hundred men. It’s just crazy.

				ROBERT GANGI, director, Correctional Association, 1982 to 2011: When you think about it, that is out-fucking-rageous. Some people were held three or four days in these really harrowing conditions. No phone call. No ability to change clothes, wash yourself, brush your teeth, often no real accommodations for any kind of thing that approached comfortable sleeping. And often the toilets and sinks weren’t working. They were clogged up. And often there was vermin and the places stank. The lights weren’t working, and these were people not just presumed innocent; they weren’t even officially charged with a crime. Part of it was that nobody cared and nobody was watching.

				PAUL WOOSTER: You’re supposed to get three trays [of food] a day no matter what, any prison or jail in the country. Well, they’re so backed up and they’re lazy. They won’t feed you for four days sometimes. And if they do feed you—I’ve seen them [do this] at least ten times on ten separate occasions—they will feed you through the hole in the cell. It’ll be like forty men waiting for food, and they’ll put a gloved hand through the cell door with a piece of fish and people have to fight to grab that. Then they’ll put water in those plastic gloves and hand the water through the hole. That’s been going on for a long time. They’ve been doing this for years.

				No medication, either. I’ve heard men who are sixty or seventy years old and they are sitting there with me for three or four days and they have like a heart condition and they can’t get their nitro and they’re fucking screaming to a captain who’s walking by and they literally ignore you hundreds of times in a row.

				VALERIE YOUNGBLOOD: When I was a misdemeanor lawyer, primarily a misdemeanor lawyer, I was in the AP5 courtroom. And the sign over the judge was “In Go We Rust.” The d and the T had fallen off. And nobody ever fixed it. Then in the back were what they so charmingly called the pens, like they were describing animals. And the court officers wrote stuff on the walls that was really offensive.

				One of the worst things I saw firsthand was the “Sub BAPU.” There were different levels of storing people once they’d been brought to the courthouse and the DA had done the papers. There was BAPU, the Brooklyn Arraignment Processing Unit, below the first floor of the courthouse where various paperwork and other stuff was done.

				But then there was Sub BAPU, where they went initially and would be kept for days. The first time I went there, the stench of urine and feces and body odor was gagging. People were half dressed, basically on top of each other. It was worse than how animals are treated.

				ROBERT CRIPPS, retired warden, 1983 to 2013: I was the tour commander on the boat that was moored on Rikers Island. So, you know, the increase in the population [during the crack years] was dramatic. And twenty-two thousand prisoners in New York City alone was a huge population.

				[Crack addicts] throwing up all over the place. Being locked up, it was better for them. ’Cause they would eventually break the addiction. Unfortunately, when they were released six months later, they would go right back. I remember one inmate came in and I’m looking at his rap sheet. It was like a book. We took his rap sheet in AMKC [Anna M. Kross Center], which has the longest intake area of any facility, and we stretched his rap sheet from one end all the way to the other. I mean it must’ve been like fifty feet long or more. And that’s how many times he was arrested. How crazy is that? Talk about a revolving door.

				GREG BERMAN, co-founder, Center for Court Innovation: I moved to New York in 1992, and I was doing this fellowship called the Coro Fellowship. One of my assignments was to work for this guy, John Feinblatt, who was planning the Midtown Community Court.

				He assigned me to sit in the holding cells in Midtown North and Midtown South [Precincts] and interview people who had just been arrested on misdemeanor offenses to ascertain what their social service needs were. This was my first exposure to criminal justice in New York City. And it was an eye-opening experience for me because so much of what I learned in my civics textbooks turned out not to be true.

				In those days, Times Square was the misdemeanor capital of the world. They were making these busts all the time. The thing that hits you in the face is race. Almost everyone I talked to was Black or Hispanic. I think that I went in expecting to see really hardened dudes that were engaged in serious criminal mischief. That’s not who these people were.

				You could just talk to them for two seconds and see that these were homeless individuals. These were drug-addicted individuals. These were mentally ill individuals. And it was that experience that made me want to go work on creating alternatives to incarceration for people.

				ERVIN “EASY” HUNT, detained, various stints, 1970s to 2010s: My recidivism went from 1970 to 2010. My recidivism rate was just like going to school. I kept going back and forth. I’ve gone back and forth to Rikers from the age of eighteen between the drugs and things of that nature. Rikers, the familiarity of it for me was HDM, the first building on Rikers Island. That was the House of Detention for Men. And it just smelled of death. It was just like, in my spiritual mind, I could hear the voices of death. You know what I mean?

				So at eighteen, my first time, you only do two-thirds of your time, depending on what you get sentenced to. If you get thirty days, you only have to do twenty. When I saw that it wasn’t anything like I imagined, I said this is nothing. I can do this. I can do this over and over and over and over. There was no fear factor.

				I became affected in so many other ways behind my recidivism, you know what I’m saying? I wonder if had I not been part of that time in my life, of that round and round and round and round and round, what kind of person would I be today?
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						Ervin “Easy” Hunt cycled in and out of Rikers many times before finding his way. He used to perform his comedy to get by.

					
				
				GREG BERMAN: Part of the time I had the opportunity to sit on the bench with a judge in Manhattan Criminal Court at 100 Centre Street to observe how these cases were handled. Again, it just kind of upset the preconceived notions that I had. These rose-colored notions based on To Kill a Mockingbird or civics textbooks of what criminal court was like, because what I expected to see was something like Gregory Peck giving impassioned speeches on behalf of their client. Prosecutors arguing about the harm done to the community. Judge Learned Hand weighing these arguments.

				That’s not the reality of 100 Centre Street or Schermerhorn Street or any of the other places. What I saw instead was no one wanted to spend any time on the cases. They wanted to adjudicate them as quickly as they possibly could. There was an underlying assumption I felt, and in some cases I felt this was true even of the defense bar, that if you were there, rather than there being a presumption of innocence, there’s a presumption of guilt that you must’ve been a fucking knucklehead and done it if you were stupid enough to get caught.

				At that point, you were seeing a lot of misdemeanor defendants sentenced to Rikers Island for five days, ten days, fifteen days, twenty days, twenty-five days, and it’s those types of sentences that were useless on any metric. They were useless as incapacitation ’cause you were taking people off the streets for a minimal amount of time. They were beyond useless as deterrent. And they were beyond useless as rehabilitation. Nothing happens on Rikers Island that points in that direction and particularly over the course of a week or two. And so really those kinds of cases were what struck a chord with me.

				ERVIN “EASY” HUNT: I sent my sister something for an anniversary or something. Something jail-made. And she said, “Don’t send me nothing. I don’t want my name on anything going to jail or coming from jail. You come home? It’s a different story. But while you are doing this shit that you’re doing, don’t send me nothing.” My sister has always provided me with that tough love and clarity. You want to do that shit, you go ahead, but you keep this shit away from me and my children. And she was adamant about that.

				GREG BERMAN: My friend Alex Calabrese, who would go on to be the judge of the Red Hook Community Justice Center, complained to me one day, “I feel like I’m handing out a life sentence to these people, but I’m doing it thirty days at a time.” And that really spoke to the revolving-door nature. He was operating out of Schermerhorn Street at the point we had the conversation. Even in a busy urban courthouse, like Schermerhorn Street, he was seeing the same people over and over again. And just the futility of that.

				ERVIN “EASY” HUNT: The worst part about going to jail is what we call bullpen therapy, where you go from a bullpen to another bullpen, waiting area to waiting area to waiting area, from the precinct to the courts/central booking. Central booking, or just moving to court. If you don’t get released from court, you go back downstairs, and then the bus comes in.

				I know a few people who copped out [pleaded guilty] because of bullpen therapy. And then, if your case was something that you decided you wanted to fight, you know, the bullpen therapy would happen every day. If you were on Rikers, you had to get up at the crack of dawn to go downstairs, eat, to wait in the bullpen for the bus to come to take you to the court, put you in a bullpen, put you in a bullpen, and put you in a bullpen, so it wasn’t something I liked doing. The bullpen therapy would work on you.

				NESTOR EVERSLEY, detained, various stints, 1969 to 2010s: It’s 5:00 a.m., we were going to court, and I got anxiety going into the bus, and you might be the last ones and you go into a cage. You always imagine the worst things, like you’re in the cage in the bus and the bus crashes, you locked up in the bus. If you have a considerate guard, he might open the gate. If you have a guard saying, “I’m going for me first,” you dead.

				I know it sounds crazy, but these are the things that go through your mind. You go to court and go through the whole process, cell to cell, bus and bus, sleeping and lying on the floor. By the time you get back, your suit is crumpled up and you smell like shit, and you gotta go through the same thing the next day. I feel sorry for those guys. A lot of guys cop out to things they didn’t do.

				SPARKLE DANIEL, detained 2014: When I went to court in 2014, I got searched, waited for the bus, and I’m in the pen area and someone is puking on the floor. And someone hasn’t taken a shower in like two weeks. You never know who you are going to get cuffed next to. And I’m like, “Please God, don’t let me be handcuffed next to this person.” You get to the courthouse and sit in the garage for another hour waiting to get inside. They call your name and wait one by one. They put you in another bullpen and another bullpen. The toilet is nasty. They have this little bench. There’s writing all over the wall. It’s disgusting. You don’t want to touch anything. You just want to stand. And you’re literally there from seven in the morning until five in the afternoon.

				Whenever I go to court, I feel embarrassed. Being a female and I’m always handcuffed. Wondering what my lawyer is thinking. Even when the bus is moving, I turn my head. I just turn away.

				ROBERT GANGI: The cells were so crowded that the guys could barely move. They were all standing packed in like sardines or like cattle. And I remember Katrina vanden Heuvel, the publisher/editor of The Nation, was on the Correctional Association board and she came with us on that trek and she walked down the hall ahead of me. And she literally was so startled she stepped back. And when I went there to see, the men could not move. They were almost all Black men. The racism was so stark in terms of who was locked up in these facilities.

				THOMAS CINQUEMANI, retired correction officer, 1983 to 2003: That’s where your problems begin. If me and you committed a crime, I’m in one jail and you’re in another and you’re snitching on me. And the only way for me to get out is to hurt you or kill you. The best part is when I see you in the courts; it’s going to be in the pens, and if nobody knows about it and we merge somehow, that’s where your problem is. That’s where you get cut or stabbed. So the courts are very dangerous. That’s where you have your contracts. If I can’t get to you, somebody else will get to you before me. There was hospital runs every day. It was just an everyday occurrence. Like driving your car every day.

				EDDIE ROSARIO, detained 1990: It highlights the dehumanizing process. That’s a concentrated aspect of it. The banality of evil, which is not some monster or some dramatic thing. It’s an everyday thing that happens, and you normalize it. When you go to court, that’s a concentrated form of banality. When you go to court, justice is a conveyor belt. When you are going to court from the outside, it’s different.

				While you are detained, every section of that conveyor belt that is created, that really brings home how little you mean to the world. You’re treated in a subhuman way in those twenty-four hours. A lot of times, you wouldn’t get back until twenty-four hours later. You’re in dehumanizing conditions. If there’s a toilet, it’s stopped up and overflowing with feces and piss and urine. The ground was moist with that smell, and it coated the inside of your nostrils. You were treated like shit.

				You waited and waited and waited, and then, when you reached the end of the conveyor belt and if you had one or two minutes with a public defender, and if you had thirty to forty seconds in front of a judge, you felt you were fortunate, and then it’s back on that conveyor belt of abuse.

				SADAT X, hip-hop artist, detained 2006: The court don’t open basically until ten o’clock. So you just sitting in a cell with a whole bunch of other dudes waiting to go to court. It’s tight in there, you understand? And it’s just, man, you know, dudes is beefing about shit, and if somebody get up, you might lose your seat.

				And then if you lose your seat and you can’t hold it down, that’s a scrap. And then, like, you might do all that and then not get called for court and they bring you back and maybe about five, six o’clock and now you miss chow. So you better hope that you got some food in your bucket or something or else you don’t eat that night.

				They not really rushing and trying to do shit for you. The guards work on their schedule. And if you just happened to miss dinner, then, yo, man, you missed dinner. You got to hold that. It ain’t like you could get to your house and miss dinner and go tell the CO, yo, I miss dinner. They’ll be like, yo, man, dinner’ll come around tomorrow. You better catch that. Just like that.

				HECTOR “PASTOR BENNY” CUSTODIO, Latin King leader, detained 1991 to 1994: I remember the DA bringing my pregnant wife and my mom in for a meeting, and they wanted me to inform on a whole bunch of people. They brought them inside the bullpen. I get up and walk toward the gate to speak with them and the lawyer. When I get back, my seat was gone. The guy said you have to fight for it, and I fought for my seat and I got it back.

				SOFFIYAH ELIJAH, executive director, Alliance of Families for Justice: Bullpen therapy is, think of it this way, you torture people until they say exactly what you want them to say. Okay, so the experience of going to Rikers is a nightmare, right? A nightmare in real time and you don’t have the power to wake up and make that nightmare go away. And your very survival day in and day out is figuring out how to navigate that nightmare, from not being harmed by other residents and not being harmed by the staff.

				And so you are brought to court every six to eight weeks. And then your case gets adjourned for another six to eight weeks, and another six to eight weeks, and another six to eight weeks. Eventually, you figure it out that if you’re being offered, say, a plea to time served, or even a plea if it’s going to require state prison time. That means you’ll get off Rikers Island and go upstate, where you kind of roll the dice to see if you get a better setting instead of a very loose area. So people will plead guilty, whether they’re innocent or not, or whether or not they had a really strong defense for their case, just to get out of that absolute nightmare experience; that’s bullpen therapy.

				NESTOR EVERSLEY: In these bullpens, some of us was going through withdrawals. You were detoxing. I used to ball up in the corner and I would vomit and everything.

				JAMES MCGOVERN, retired correction captain, 1984 to 2004: I had one slashing on my bus. We were taking these guys back one day from Queens court and it was two guys in the back. I had heard that one guy had a bad day in court, and he literally took a fucking razor and he fucking cut this other kid’s face up. After an investigation was completed, they said there was really no beef. The guy had just had a bad day in court and the kid had looked at him the wrong way.

				LAWRENCE HENAGIN, detained several times, 2000s: I used to hate going to court because the COs would separate you, based on what borough you’re going to, but then they would have to separate the Bloods and the Crips. They would open the bullpen that had the Bloods in it. Then they would go away for a couple minutes. Then they would open the bullpen where the Crips were at and call one guy out, tell him, “Yo, go stand over there.”

				And when he would go over there, of course the Bloods are watching him and the door is open. As soon as the CO turns his back, they run out and jump on him and they [the COs] would let the guy get beat up and then they’d call their emergency response and break it up. And then, when everything got calmed down a half hour later, they would do the same thing to a Blood. They would open the Crips’ bullpen and then open the Bloods’ bullpen and pull one guy out and tell him, go stand over there
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