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N
ightm

are for the innocent 
in a C

alifornia jail 
H

ow
 a law

-abiding citizen, w
ho w

andered into a m
ass arrest, 

w
as held for 18 hours and threatened, hum

iliated and blackjacked 



W
h
en

  I m
o
v
ed

 m
y
 fam

-
ily

 to
 S

an
 F

ran
cisco

 last y
ear to

 
teach in the E

nglish departm
ent at 

S
an F

rancisco S
tate C

ollege, I did 
so w

ith m
isgivings. I knew

 that the 
educational atm

osphere in C
alifor-

nia w
as far from

 tranquil—
G

over-
nor R

eagan w
as w

aging virtual w
ar 

against student protester, and the 
political polarization betw

een the 
left and the right could only be de-
sc

rib
e
d
 in

 te
rm

s o
f p

a
ra

n
o
ia

. 
T

hrough the year, m
y fears w

ere 
confirm

ed as I w
itnessed student 

an
d
 facu

lty
 strik

es, b
o
m

b
in

g
s, 

braw
ls, police assaults, m

ass ar-
rests. B

u
t n

o
n
e o

f th
o
se ev

en
ts 

—
brutal as they w

ere—
prepared 

m
e for the nightm

are that follow
ed 

m
y recent chance arrest this spring 

in B
erkeley. O

vernight that expe-
rience, w

hich can be verified by 
m

any reliable w
itnesses, turned a 

father of five, veteran of the K
o-

rean w
ar and law

-abiding citizen 
into a bitter m

an. 
O

n T
hursday m

orning, M
ay 22,  

I left S
an F

rancisco S
tate C

ollege 
w

ith
 fo

u
r o

th
er teach

ers to
 d

riv
e 

to B
erkeley. W

e w
ere beginning 

w
ork on an environm

ental art proj-
ect one of the teachers w

as direct-
ing. W

e planned to borrow
 a sail-

boat 
fro

m
 a

 
co

u
p
le I k

n
ew

 in
 

B
erkeley and dum

p a sm
all am

ount 
of nontoxic dye in the bay w

ater 
at strategic points to observe the 
action of the currents. 

W
e arriv

ed
 in

 B
erk

eley
 ab

o
u
t 

noon. A
fter a pleasant lunch and 

a trip to buy supplies for the sail 
w

e w
alked tow

ard S
hattuck on A

d-
dison Street. T

here w
e w

ere to m
eet 

m
y friend's w

ife, N
ora. 

T
he city of B

erkeley w
as then in 

som
ething like a state of siege be-

cause of the P
eople's P

ark issue. 
O

n the streets, under the com
m

and 
of A

lam
eda C

ounty S
heriff F

rank 
M

adigan, w
as a vast force of N

a-
tional G

uard troops, county sher-
iffs, S

an F
rancisco T

actical S
quad 

units. M
adigan had authorized use 

of shotguns against dem
onstrators. 

O
ne m

an had already been killed, 
and m

any others w
ounded. D

em
-

onstrators, w
orkers and onlookers 

trapped in a plaza on the U
niver-

sity of C
alifornia cam

pus had been 
sprayed from

 a helicopter w
ith a 

virulent form
 of tear gas currently 

being used in V
ietnam

. T
o protest, 

approxim
ately 2,000 students had 

now
 begun a spontaneous m

arch 
fro

m
 th

e
 u

n
iv

e
rsity

 c
a
m

p
u
s 

through dow
ntow

n B
erkeley. 

W
e could see a concentration 
o
f N

atio
n
al G

u
ard

 tro
o
p
s, 

p
o
licem

en
 an

d
 citizen

s sev
eral 

blocks east of us. I described w
hat 

N
ora looked like to the others and 

w
e stopped at the southw

est cor-
n

er o
f S

h
attu

ck
 an

d
 A

d
d

iso
n
 to

 
scan the crow

d for her. W
e decid-

ed
 n

o
t to

 g
o

 an
y

 farth
er b

ecau
se 

w
e saw

 soldiers, police and people 
b

o
th

 to
 th

e east an
d

 so
u

th
 o

f u
s. 

T
he N

ational G
uard troops near-

est u
s w

ere clim
b

in
g

 in
to

 tru
ck

s 
and m

oving out. S
m

all groups of 

by JE
S

S
E

 P
. R

IT
T

E
R

 JR
. 

people on each corner of the inter-
section w

atched the troops; others 
w

alked casually on the sidew
alks. 

B
erkeley policem

en and A
lam

e-
da C

ounty deputies began m
oving 

our w
ay. A

n officer leading four or 
five others approached our group 
of 12 to 15 people and said, "L

et's 
m

ove out; clear the area!" E
very-

one on our corner obediently start-
ed

 w
alk

in
g

 aw
ay

. S
u

d
d

en
ly

, a 
B

erkeley policem
an ran in front of 

us, spread his arm
s and shouted, 

"S
tay w

here you are!" B
ehind us, 

tw
o other policem

en kept repeat-
in

g
, "K

eep
 m

o
v

in
g

, clear o
u

t o
f 

here!" W
e said w

e w
ere leaving, 

and at th
is p

oin
t a B

erkeley police 
sergeant 

approached 
an

d
 b

eg
an

 
pointing to various people in our 
group, saying, "G

et that one, that 
one, that one." 

A
n officer snapped handcuffs on 

m
e and joined m

e w
ith the cuffs 

to a protesting youngster. I asked 
if w

e w
ere under arrest and the of-

ficer said yes—
w

e w
ere charged 

C
O

N
T

IN
U

E
D

 



B
leak w

ith its barbed w
ire and w

atchtow
ers, Santa R

ita prison has the look—
and, for a night, had the feel—

of a prisoner-of-w
ar cam

p 



with blocking traffic. We were not 
allowed to talk to the policemen 
after that. The sergeant who had 
us arrested taunted us, using ob-
scenities and accusing us of being 
revolutionaries, rock-throwers and 
hippies. Those not fingered by the 
sergeant continued down the street 
and were not apprehended. While 
we were being herded into the pad-
dy wagon, however, officers con-
tinued to arrest people at random 
—mostly young people, and par-
ticularly those with long hair, mus-
taches, sideburns. Three of the 
teachers with me were arrested; 
our fifth companion was not, and 
he immediately began calling 
friends and relatives to arrange our 
release. 

Nineteen of us-17 men and two 
women—were packed into a pad-
dy wagon. I was never able to iden-
tify myself or state my business; in-
deed, the policemen threatened 
anyone who talked at all. We sat 
in the wagon for about 20 minutes, 
then it backed up the street a block, 
where we were transferred to a 
large bus. We were all being taken 
to "Santa Rita," a place I had nev-
er heard of. 

During the 45-minute ride our 
feelings were reinforced that it 
had been an indiscriminate bust. 
Aboard were students with books 
and notepads who had been on 
their way to and from classes at 
the 'university. There was a U.S. 
mailman (with long hair), still car-
rying his bag of mail, and a res-
ident psychiatrist who had stepped 
outside his hospital for a short 
walk during a 30-minute break. 
Others included several young di-
vinity students and five medical 
observers—young men in white 
smocks with red crosses—who had 
accompanied the student march 
down Shattuck Avenue. The po-
lice blew it, I thought. They went 
too far this time. Most of us will 
be released when we get to wher-
ever we're going. 

The bus stopped inside the San-
ta Rita Rehabilitation Center and 

Prison Farm, an institution run by 
Alameda County. Prison guards 
who work under the jurisdiction of 
County Sheriff Madigan now took 
charge of us. We heard repeated or-
ders through the frosted bus win-
dows: "Unload single file and 
march. Anybody talks and he'll get 
a club up the butt!" As we filed 
off the bus the sight that greet-
ed us was from a World War II 

movie—shabby wooden barracks, 
barbed-wire fences, rickety watch 
towers and rows of men lying face 
down in an asphalt-paved com-
pound. We were marched into the 
compound and ordered to lie prone 
in rows. Those who looked around 
or stumbled or didn't mcv.: fast 
enough were prodded and hit with 
clubs. Frequently, men were 
dragged out of the marching lines . 	.  

and forced to kneel while being 
struck. The guards shouted and 
screamed, often giving conflicting 
commands and clubbing those un-
able to obey them. Our chief source 
of terror was not so much the heat-
ings as the wild hysteria that had 
seized many of the guards. They 
walked up and down our rows of 
flattened men, striking upraised 
hands with clubs, striking us on the 
soles of our feet with clubs to make 
us lie in even rows. We were told 
we would be shot if we tried to es-
cape. We were cursed continuous-
ly; we were called dope users, rev-
olutionaries, filthy long-hairs. We 
would, they shouted, be taught 
such a lesson that we would never 
again cause trouble. All of us were 
identified as political troublemak-
ers. No attempt was made to dis-
tinguish us by age, nature of charg-
es or physical condition. Periodi-
cally we were ordered to turn our 
heads to the left or right. I expe-
rienced severe leg cramps and 
sharp twinges of pain from an ar-
thritic elbow. From time to time 
we were forced to close up ranks 
by crawling across the asphalt, 
which was covered with sharp 
gravel. Those accused of speaking 
or looking around or moving 
slightly were dragged out and 
forced to kneel with their hands be-
hind them in a separate group. 
Some remained kneeling for hours. 
There were some 300 men on the 
ground. 

Ater a few of us asked to use 
the rest rooms (and were 

abused for it), guards began allow-
ing small groups to go. At times, 
the guards said, "You'll have to 
wait another half hour." One kid 
near me identified himself as a di-
abetic in the rest room and was cru-
elly beaten. 

This savage parody of prison dis-
cipline had an obvious psychology 
behind it. Humiliate the prisoners 
totally from the beginning so they 
will obey orders and accept pun-
ishment without resistance. Of 



course, we weren't prisoners—
we were simply being held for 
booking! 

During the time I was lying in 
the compound, from approximate-
ly 4 until 8:30 p.m., new arrestees 
were brought in and forced to lie 
in rows. It was cold when the sun 
went down, and men around me 
were shivering. At 8 we were al-
lowed to stand and exercise in place 
for a few minutes. We then lay 
back down on our faces. They had 
taken our names when we were 
first arrested, and about every 20 
minutes a guard would call out 
some names in alphabetical order. 
At 8:30 my name was called along 
with seven others, and we were 
taken into an adjoining barracks 
for booking. 

Here we experienced new refine-
ments. We were forced to sit in sin-
gle file on the floor, knees togeth-
er, while a squat, dark-haired 
guard waving a blackjack shouted 
that if we didn't do exactly as he 
said he would beat us until we 
couldn't walk. He had us face the 
wall, spread our legs and place our 
hands high on the wall. We then 
turned and threw our jackets, belts 
and the contents of our pockets 
into a pile. During this procedure, 
the squat guard struck prisoners 
in the back, stomach, face and legs 
with his fist or the blackjack. He 
struck me four times with the 
blackjack during the booking pro-
cess—either for not having my 
heels tightly together or for not 
clasping my hands in front of me. 
He assaulted one of us—a very 
young boy with long hair—by slug-
ging him with his fist and then 
grabbing the boy's hair and slam-
ming his face into the wall. Later, 
in the barracks, we saw that the 
boy's left eye had swollen badly 
and he could barely open his jaw. 

After the booking and finger-
printing, we again had to sit on the 
floor with legs drawn up, heels to-
gether. We were then lined up and 
marched to Barracks B across the  

street. The guard in charge treated 
us firmly but decently, telling us 
that while we were in the barracks 
we could get together and talk, 
plan our bail procedures and wait 
our turn to use the telephone. He 
repeated what other guards had 
told us in the compound—that the 
regular prisoners were outraged at 
us because we were troublemakers, 
because we were responsible for the 
regular inmates' missing movies 
and other privileges. The inmates 
would beat us terribly, and the 
guards couldn't prevent it. We 
would be turned over to "hardened 
criminals and sex perverts." 

A about 11:30, four lawyers 
from the People's Park De-

fense Committee appeared in the 
barracks. They told us they were 
trying to arrange bail procedures 
for as many people as possible, but 
they lacked funds and organiza-
tions for rapid release. We filled 
out forms giving information 
about our families and personal le-
gal arrangements. We later were 
told that many of these forms were 
destroyed by prison guards who 
claimed they were "messages." At 
no time during our detention did 
anyone in my barracks have an op-
portunity to make a telephone call 
to relatives or lawyers. 

During the night we were taunt-
ed and threatened by different pris-
on guards. We left in small groups 
all through the night to have pho-
tos taken—I went in a group at 
2:45 a.m. Few of us slept. 

At 4:30 a.m., the door crashed 
open and three guards moved 
among the bunks rousting out peo-
ple with curses, threats and blows. 
We were going to eat, they said, 
and we would eat what we took or 
it would be "shoved in your faces." 
Under continual threats, we were 
marched to the mess hall. Break-
fast was Corn Chex and milk (no 
sugar), half-cooked prunes, white 
bread and artificial marmalade. 
We sat packed at the tables, or- 



Ten officers were later suspended 
CONTINUED 

dered not to move or talk. Five 
men were dragged from their seats 
and forced to kneel before an emp-
ty table for such things as "look-
ing around," "talking" or "mov-
ing." They were not allowed to eat. 
One boy was forced to lean his 
head on a post while the guards 
beat on the post. His nose began 
bleeding. Guards would prod him, 
pull him off the post and strike him, 
or kick his feet back farther until 
he was leaning at a severe angle to 
the post, his head and neck bear-
ing the full weight of his body. 
After about 15 minutes of quiver-
ing spasmodically, the boy col-
lapsed to the floor. Two guards 
dragged him over to the empty ta-
ble and made him kneel, still 
twitching, with the others. After we 
finished eating, we were forced to 
kneel on the floor in columns of 
two and wait for about 15 minutes 
before being marched back to the 
barracks. 

A 6 a.m. a new guard, a small 
man with reddish-blond hair 

on his neck, came into the bar-
racks, yelling, "I had a good 
night's sleep and I feel like KILL-
ING!" He announced that he was 
now in total control of us and said 
he needed a "boss" in the barracks. 
He grabbed my bunkmate, Profes-
sor Gary Oberbillig, by the shirt 
and dragged him out to the center 
of the floor. "Get out here," he 
said. "You're big; you want to take 
me? Come on, let's go outside. 
Want to go outside?" He then in-
structed Oberbillig that he, Ober- 

billig, was the "barracks boss" and 
was to "beat the 	 out of any- 
body who don't do right!" 

At 7:30 a guard came in and read 
off a list of names. We lined up and 
marched outside into the street, 
where several other guards spent 
approximately 30 minutes giving 
us military marching commands, 
making those who did not execute 
the commands smartly do calis-
thenics. (Ironically, not one of 
them was able to give an accurate 
"about-face" command, and our 
ragged "about-face" maneuvers 
enraged them.) We marched at 
double-time, forced to yell "WE 

LOVE THE BLUE MEANIES!" 

The guards were proud of this 
idea: I overheard one tell another, 
"Say, we've gotta do that Blue 
Meanies bit some more." We 
marched to what appeared to be 
the receiving center of the prison, 
where we were put in open-screen 
cells already occupied by new ar-
restees. It was here that we learned 
we would be released soon. While 
we waited in the cells, several men 
were dragged out and beaten in our 
presence and told that they were 
on the way to further beatings and 
a stay in the "quiet room." 

My three companions and I were 
finally processed for release on bail 
by 8:30 a.m., Friday, May 23, near-
ly 18 hours after our arrest. All re-
leased prisoners had to catch rides 
out of the main gate, a distance of 
a half mile, with outgoing bail 
bondsmen. 

The first thing I learned face-
down on the Santa Rita asphalt  

was that I could make it without 
begging or breaking. This felt 
good; it was enough strength to 
counter the fears engendered by the 
heavy blue-black guards' shoes 
slowly crunching by my eyes six 
inches away. But to be put to these 
tests in America! 

At a press conference, Alameda 
County Sheriff Frank Madigan ad-
mitted there had been "irregular-
ities" at Santa Rita on that Thurs-
day. He put the responsibility on 
his guards. Many of the deputies 
assigned there, he said, are young 
Vietnam war veterans and "they 
have a feeling that these people 
should be treated like Vietcong." 

On July 2 Madigan suspended 10 
of his officers at Santa Rita for "vi-
olating civil service and /or depart-
mental rules" in handling the mass 
arrests. The officers, all of whom 
were told they had the right to ap-
peal (only four chose to do so), in-
cluded the commander, his two im-
mediate assistants and a sergeant. 
By July 9, charges against all the 
people who had been arrested—a 
total of 480—had been dropped by 
the court. 

Still, several hundred young men 
and women came out of Santa Rita 
believing there is no middle ground 
anymore—nowhere to stand to 
reconcile the growing polarities of 
our political lives. I am haunted by 
the bitterness brought forth by 
such assaults on our humaneness 
and human rights. When in the his-
tory of man have prisons and 
guards ever rooted out the ideas in 
which men really believe? 



National Guardsmen encircled demonstrators and passersby in Berkeley mass arrest 


