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DECLARATION OF CLIFTON BELTON, Jr.

I, Clifton Belton, Jr., certify under penalty of perjury that the following statement is true and
correct pursuant to 28 U.S.C. § 1746.

1.

2.

My name is Clifton Belton, Jr. I am 60 years old and of sound mind.

I am currently detained pretrial in the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison in East Baton
Rouge, Louisiana. I’ve been in the jail since December 9, 2018. T am charged with
nonviolent felonies and do not have enough money to make my bond of $15,000.

Because of my medical conditions—high blood pressure, diabetes, and congestive heart
failure—I am currently held in the jail’s infirmary. I’ve had part of my right foot
amputated and am largely confined to a wheelchair due to that and fluid in my legs. I've
had four open heart surgeries within the past year, the most recent of which was in
January 2020, and I flatlined twice on April 15, 2019 due to the fluid around my heart.
The people in this jail know about my underlying health issues yet exposed me to the
coronavirus.

In my time in the infirmary, 1 have been housed in the same living area with patients who
have tested positive for COVID-19 even though I had not been tested and had no
symptoms. On April 30, 2020, I wrote to Judge Brian Jackson requesting help. I told
Judge Jackson that my public defender has not been helpful, and I do not know where to
turn. I told him that I was afraid that my arrest will turn into a death sentence.

As I feared, my exposure to COVID-19 at the jail resulted in my testing positive on May
5,2020. My chest was very tight, breathing was very difficult, and I could not walk a
few feet without having to stop and rest to catch my breath. The jail provided an asthma
inhaler to me, and I’ve had one breathing treatment. I know the doctor prescribed two
breathing treatments, but I only got one. On May 19, 2020, I was told that another test
came back negative. Even though I am told I no longer have the virus, my breathing
symptoms continue.

When [ had COVID-19, I was housed in the infirmary in a room with five other people
who had tested positive for the coronavirus. In a room next to us were people who had
tested positive, but later tested negative. Once I tested negative, they put me in the room
with the other people who tested negative.

It is crazy how they are doing this, but one of the guys who was in the negative test room
with us has now re-tested positive. So now he is in the room with the other positive
testing people. It seems like they keep recycling the sick people with the folks who do
not have the virus and re-infecting people.

The infirmary is nasty. Gnats fly all over, water is pooled on the floor, and it is just dirty
and unsanitary. There is no buzzer or call button to get staff in case of an emergency, and
we have to bang on the glass of the window or door to get any help. We share
everything—toilets, showers, and the air with the other rooms in the infirmary. We clean
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the shared areas ourselves—the jail provides a bucket of water that the guard pours a
little bleach in for us to mop the floors—and we are given small spray bottles with
Fabuloso to clean the shared areas that we touch. Fabuloso is not a disinfectant and it
does not even clean well—it is given to us to make things smell better and does not kill
the coronavirus. There is no pressurized room to reduce the spread of the coronavirus. I
have seen one person on a ventilator during my time in the jail.

The jail just recently started consistently providing masks to us. Since May 19, they have
been exchanging them every day. Before that they gave us masks, but it was not daily
and consistently like they are now.

In addition to the infirmary, I have been on the Q lines. Prior to my surgery, I was on
Q11-12 and Q5-6. Both areas are dirty, with leaking plumbing, water on the floor, and
unsanitary restrooms.

After my surgery, I was held in the infirmary with 6 or so other guys—it would fluctuate.
When the coronavirus started spreading across the country and Louisiana, no one at the
jail told us to social distance or practiced social distancing with us. Even after the news
reported COVID-19 cases in Baton Rouge, nurses would call us to pill call twice a day
for most guys and not socially distance or wear masks when they gave us our medicines.

Eventually the medical staff started wearing masks but did not provide them to detainees
for weeks. Nothing else was done to stop the spread of the coronavirus. They didn’t tell
us to practice social distancing, wash our hands, provide us hand sanitizer, or sanitize the
common areas like the restrooms and the phones. The jail made things worse by putting
people that had the virus in the infirmary with the rest of us, and that is how I caught it.

Before I was arrested, I was living off of my disability checks. If I am released into the
community, I would check into a rehabilitative care facility. Iknow one treated my
sister, who had COVID-19 and recovered, and I would like to go there.

This declaration was orally sworn to by Clifton Belton, Jr. on May 25™, 2020 because the East
Baton Rouge Parish Prison is currently not permitting documents to be exchanged for signature.

Under penalty of perjury, I declare that I have read the foregoing in its entirety to Clifton Belton,
Jr. on May 25", 2020.

By:

David Utter
Date: May 25", 2020



DECLARATION OF CHRISTOPHER LEE ROGERS

I, Christopher Lee Rogers, certify under penalty of perjury that the following statement is true
and correct pursuant to 28 U.S.C. § 1746.

1.

2.

10.

My name is Christopher Lee Rogers. | am 29 years old and of sound mind.

I’m currently detained in the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison in East Baton Rouge,
Louisiana. I’ve been in the Sheriff’s custody since December 24, 2017. | was sent to
Riverbend Detention Center in northern Louisiana for some of that time because the East
Baton Rouge Parish Prison was overfull. I’ve been back in the jail since August 8, 2018.
I have a probation hold, so I haven’t been able to bond out.

Before | was arrested, | was the breadwinner for my family and helped to support my
mother and younger sister, who are disabled, and my younger brother. | did carpentry
work and landscaping for PCR Properties. When 1I’m released, | will go back to work for
them.

Before | was arrested, | went to The Healing Place Church every Sunday. | helped my
grandmother and some other old widows by mowing their grass and changing the brakes
and oil on their cars when they needed it. | have no children myself, but I helped out
with my nieces and nephew sometimes. | spent time with them and took them to the
park. I would like to have kids some day and hope to find someone to settle down with
when I’m released.

I lived with my mother and siblings but, when | am released, | plan to quarantine with
friends until my test results come back negative to protect my family members. Then |
would move home and help my family out. | know they really need me.

| have never been tested for diabetes, but | am concerned that I might have it. Every
member of my family has diabetes, and | have some of the symptoms. | have to go to the
restroom a lot, and | have dry mouth. The jail won’t test me for diabetes.

Before April 20, 2020, | was confined on the F5 line.

For a few days before April 20th, I reported to a nurse that | wasn’t feeling well. When |
told them I had symptoms, they said they’d come back later and that no one had the virus
on my side of the prison. They just assumed nothing was wrong and left me on the line
for several days with symptoms—a really bad headache and body aches. | had to write a
medical request to get my temperature checked.

A nurse finally checked my temperature on April 20th. It was 102.5 degrees Fahrenheit.
| was tested for coronavirus and found out on April 24th that | was positive. | believe a
deputy brought the virus onto my line, since they are the only ones coming on and off the
line.

Guards came back later that night and moved me off the line to lockdown in B3. They
told me | would be back there for 14 days to get well and then would need to have two
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negative test results before | could be moved back to F5. But I stayed longer than 14
days. | was on the line from April 20, 2020 to May 8, 2020.

The F5 line was quarantined when | was pulled off, and the men who were still on the
line got masks—flimsy surgical masks like nurses wear on TV.

They gave me a bandana to cover my face when they moved me. | never got a mask or
gloves. The prison says they won’t pass out gloves because they’re contraband.

B3 is in part of the old building in the prison that was closed before the coronavirus hit
because it was filled with mold and rats.

| was never allowed to leave the B3 line. | couldn’t go outside, get any rec time, or get
my own food. We had no way to talk to anyone else in the prison, except for the other
guys on B3. We were basically just left back there.

There are some windows on B3, but we could barely see out of them. They are on a
catwalk outside of our cells. We didn’t get to see much of the outside world on B3.

There are six cells on B3, and there were at least two people in each cell, sometimes
three. My cell had two people in it, including me. | think there were at least 12-16
people on B3 at all times when | was back there.

The cells had bars on the front and a gate that locked. The other three walls were thin
iron. Some of the walls had holes in them so you could see into the next cell. I could
reach through the bars on my cell into the cell next to mine. The men on the line passed
stuff this way throughout the day, like toilet paper, writing utensils, pictures, etc. We
could pass things all the way down the line of cells. Because the prison didn’t give us
enough supplies, we had to ask each other for hygiene supplies and toilet paper when we
were running low. It would have to pass through so many hands to get to you—it’s a
shame that this happened with the virus, but it did.

It was always really hot on the line. | would start sweating just standing and talking on
the phone. There was air conditioning in two of the cells, but the other cells and the day
room didn’t get any air. It was very stuffy in the daytime.

We were locked in our cells pretty much all day. Guards unlocked our cells and let each
person out for about one or two hours a day. Some guards didn’t come around again after
everyone had their turn out of their cell, and it could be hard to get their attention if we
needed anything.

The only time we could use the phone or take a shower was when we were out of our
cells. I also did some calisthenics then because my cell was too small to do them any
other time.

At the end of the hall, there was a day room with a shower, toilet, sink, and three phones.
The day room didn’t have a TV, even though we were supposed to have one since we
weren’t on disciplinary segregation.
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The floors on the line were really filthy. A few days after | got to B3, a guard came onto
the line and sprayed the floor with chemicals in a big bottle. This is the only time I saw
them clean the floors. | asked the man with the bottle to spray down the things in my
cell, like the toilet and sink, but he only sprayed the floor on the line and nothing in my
cell. 1 asked him to spray down the things we touch, like door handles, but he refused. |
didn’t see anyone clean the door handles while | was on B3.

After about a week or so on the line, | became like a hall man, and the guards let me out
more often than the other guys so I could clean the line. | was always trying to keep the
line clean, so the guards just made that my duty. The guards didn’t do any cleaning on
the line, except for the one time | saw a guard spray chemicals on the floor. When | was
a hall man, the guards usually opened my cell three or four times a day, for about two to
three hours total each day. | would pick up the trays after chow and clean up the area, in
addition to making my calls and doing my exercises.

As part of my cleaning duties, | could ask the deputy for chemicals to clean the floor and
the shower. They usually gave me a mop and a bucket with some chemicals. The
chemicals were usually some purple sanitizing stuff, but I don’t know what it was called.
They also let me borrow latex gloves for cleaning, but | had to give the gloves back to the
deputy right after because they’re contraband.

But the deputies wouldn’t give us cleaning supplies to clean our cells. When | asked the
deputies for bleach or other chemicals to clean my area, they either said no or they said
they would bring me some, but then they made excuses for why they couldn’t. | had to
file a grievance to get cleaning supplies, and they brought me bleach once after my
grievance, around my second week on the line.

When I saw they wouldn’t give us chemicals for our cells, I took a cupful of the water
from the bucket | used on the floors to try to clean my cell and to keep the phone clean.
Otherwise, | had to use soap and water to clean. | had to use a rag torn from an old towel
to clean my space and the phone, but I could only get that washed with my laundry once
a week.

| showered every day to keep the germs down. | shared the shower with all the men on
the line, but we couldn’t clean the shower in between people using it. The shower was
filthy and only had cold water. The mat on the floor had mold on it, there were lumps of
soap on the floor, and the shower itself was rusted. | did my best to clean it when | was
the hall man, using the mop and bucket with that purple substance. But when someone
showered, the water poured out onto the floor and leaked down the whole line.

| got one state-issued regular bar of soap and one state-issued roll of toilet paper while |
was on B3. The jail didn’t bring these supplies back weekly, like they were supposed to.

| tried to order commissary to replenish my hygiene and food supplies. | was able to get
one order from commissary on B3 during my first week there, but then they stopped
bringing it. | made another commissary order on April 27th and the money was taken out
of my account, but I never received my items. On B3, guards would bring our
commissary items, because the people who usually worked the commissary wouldn’t
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come back there because of the risk. 1 asked the deputy about my missing commissary.
He told me commissary was a privilege and didn’t explain why I wasn’t getting the items
| paid for. | put in another order on April 28th and the money was removed from my
account, but I didn’t get my items again. We never got our commissary orders. I
regularly worried about the older men on B3 who had high blood pressure and diabetes
and who needed to buy better food from the commissary.

My family put money in my commissary account so | could buy personal hygiene
supplies and food to keep myself safe, but | wasn’t able to use that money on lockdown.

There were men on B3 with me who didn’t have money to buy supplies from
commissary. At first, | sometimes shared my state-issued supplies with them if they
needed it.

But after I learned that we couldn’t get any more commissary, | had to preserve the
supplies I had.

Because we couldn’t get disinfecting cleaning supplies for our own use, | had to wear
socks on my hands and put a sock over the phone to call my family. I didn’t touch
anything outside of my cell without socks on my hands. If I had some chemicals in my
cup, | would wipe down the phone with my rag every morning and whenever | was let
out of my cell. I never saw the guards clean the phone.

Without the TV, there was no way for us to get information about the coronavirus except
from our families on the phone. The guards didn’t give us any information about the
coronavirus, how to protect ourselves, or what was going on in the world.

I was bored most of the time. | read my Bible and worked out to ease my mind, and |
showered and talked on the phone to my grandmother, mother, siblings, and friends when
| was out of my cell. There was nothing else to do. Around May 7th, the guards let some
of the men out of their cells at the same time, and they played cards. I didn’t play cards
because | didn’t want to catch coronavirus from the other men.

Guards bring our food to us on B3 and we have to eat in our cells. Although most of the
guards wear gloves and masks when they hand out our food, some don’t. The guards
wear the same gloves the whole time they’re serving everyone, and I’ve never seen them
change their gloves. The masks are those harder bubble-shaped masks. Many of them
also wear body suits.

The guys on B3 weren’t given masks. We got only cloth bandanas. 1 had to wash my
bandana in my sink with soap and water to keep it clean. | remember getting laundry on
B3 only once, so | washed all my items myself for the most part.

Nurses came on the line twice a day most days for pill call, when they handed out
prescribed medicines. Some days, the nurses didn’t come on the line, so the deputies
brought our medications even though the deputies weren’t supposed to be handing out
medicine.
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| didn’t get any actual medical care for coronavirus. The nurses gave me sinus pills and
Tylenol for three days and they told me to drink water—that’s it.

| asked guards for request forms to get more medicine. But the guards always had an
excuse for why they couldn’t give me the forms—Iike they needed to make copies of the
forms or other people on the line were worse off than | was. | asked for the forms when
they stopped giving me any medicine after the first three days.

The nurses wouldn’t give me medical care for my other medical needs. I was shot in the
hamstring before, and my hamstring was numb while I had coronavirus. | wrote the
medical unit about this, but they never responded to my request. | asked the nurses about
it when they were on the line, but they said they couldn’t help with those types of matters
now. | felt like I couldn’t get the medical care | needed and that we were being left back
there to see if we would die.

My cell in B3 had a sink with a water faucet, but the temperature was so hot that |
couldn’t drink the water. Deputies brought a cooler of water onto the line two or three
times a day, sometimes less. We would get about a 16-ounce cup of water from each
cooler. We didn’t get any other water during the day. | asked the deputy for extra toilet
paper one time because | was running low, and the deputy brought me brown paper
napkins. | couldn’t use those because they would stop up my toilet. | didn’t want to ask
the other men on B3 for personal items—I didn’t want to risk getting the coronavirus
again by touching the same things they touched.

It was really stressful to be on the B3 line because we were bored, isolated, we didn’t
know what was going on, and there were older people back there in way worse condition.
One man was really sick. We would bring him water when we could, but it was
depressing and stressful to watch him struggle. | have been diagnosed with depression
and anxiety, and being on B3 was making me more depressed and stressed. Even after |
thought I’d beat coronavirus, | was stuck back there with sick people, and | was
constantly afraid I’d get sick again.

| asked to speak with the Captain and the Warden about how the jail was treating us on
B3, but the deputy in charge told me that the Captain and Warden wouldn’t come back to
B3 to talk to me. Deputies also told me that the Sergeant who responds to grievances
wouldn’t come back to B3 to respond to any grievances I filed. | was not told about the
grievance process at the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison when | was booked in or any
time after that.

When | filed a grievance about our inability to get chemicals to clean our cells and the
common areas in B3, Deputy Gafari, the deputy involved in the grievance, came back to
my cell on B3 and asked me aggressively why | was writing him up. He got in my face
and shoved me into the wall. 1 told him things would get serious if he shoved me again,
and he walked away. | never received any other responses to my grievances. This was a
couple days before | was taken out of lockdown.

On Friday, May 8th, | was moved back to the F5 line, which is in a different part of the
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same old building that B3 is in. F5 is hot and dirty. The tables have particles of food on
them, and I have to sit on newspaper because it’s so dirty on the line. I try not to touch
anything with my hands. There are a lot of rats on the line. | have to sleep with my
commissary items in my bed so the rats don’t eat them. We can’t see out of the windows
because there’s so much dirt.

The line holds 24 men, but it isn’t completely full because some of the guys are still in
lockdown. I’m one of the oldest guys on the line right now.

F5 has two sections separated by a set of bars. On one side of the bars is a day room, and
on the other side are all the beds. The day room is about 40 feet by 40 feet and has four
benches that hold eight people each, if guys sit close together and do not try to do social
distancing. There are no other tables or places for people to sit in the day room. We
can’t socially distance in the day room.

During shift change at 4:30 am and 4:30 pm, guards make everyone stand in the day
room and respond to roll call, where they call our names one by one. We can’t be six feet
apart in the day room during shift change, and the guards want us to be close together by
the door so we can hear them call us. Shift change and roll call usually takes a full hour.

There are 24 beds on the F5 line, and they’re all really close together. All the beds are
bunk beds, and they are welded together with a small iron bar in between them. We have
to climb into our beds from the foot of the bed. | can touch the guy in the bed next to me.

Guards bring us our food on carts that they also use to collect trash. Most of the time,
they wear masks and gloves, but sometimes they don’t.

We don’t get any masks or gloves, only bandanas. They passed out bandanas for
everyone on the line on May 10th.

On May 11th, deputies moved a guy back to our line from B3 even though he still had
coronavirus. They moved him back to B3 on the evening of May 12th, but the deputy
told me they were going to put the F5 line on quarantine again because of the guy being
back on the line.

Also on May 12th, Deputy Murphy passed out masks on the line. He gave masks to
everyone but me. | asked him if I could have a mask because | had just come off
lockdown and had tested positive for COVID-19 before, and the guys around me agreed
that | needed a mask. The deputy said he had to ask, and he never brought me a mask.

If we ask for them, we can get chemicals from the guards more often than we did on B3,
usually twice a day in the morning and at night. But | didn’t get chemicals from the
guards to clean my area when they moved me back to F5. | had to borrow some
chemicals from another detainee to clean my space. I don’t know how the detainee got
the chemicals, but I know we’re not allowed to keep any chemicals in our property. I’ve
now become the hall man on F5 too.

The guards don’t clean anything. I haven’t seen them cleaning any high-touch areas like
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the bars between the dayroom and the bedroom. I don’t touch the bars because I know
other guys put their hands on them.

56. | have seen another detainee cleaning the phones in the morning when they first get up,
usually with a rag and chemicals. The guards don’t clean them. 1 still have to put socks
on my hands and on the phone when I need to call someone.

57. | have seen the guards spray the floor with a keg that has some chemicals—usually
bleach—in it. But they won’t actually clean, and they won’t spray our areas with the
chemicals so we can keep our spaces clean.

58. There are four showers on F5, but only two work. The showers are dirty, and there is
mold on the floor mats in the bathroom. The showers are only cleaned once a day, not
between every use. The detainees also do this cleaning with chemicals and rags. The
prison gives us only hotel-sized bars of soap on F5, not the usual amount we need to
clean ourselves every day.

59. When we get our state-issued supplies in the prison, the guards used to hand out razors
for us to shave and collected them when we were done. But since | was moved to B3, |
haven’t seen the guards hand out any razors, even after I got back to F5. T haven’t been
able to shave or get my hair cut since before | was moved to B3, and | look like a
werewolf.

60. The guards check our temperatures once a day in the mornings, while the nurses are
handing out medications on pill call. 1 still have some coronavirus symptoms, like sinus
issues and extra mucus, but the nurses stopped giving me any medication once | was
taken off B3. | mentioned it to the nurses and have requested more Tylenol and Mucinex.
| even filled out a medical request form on the evening of May 10th or the morning of
May 11th. | asked a nurse for another medical request form on May 13th, but she didn’t
give me one and just kept walking. | also asked a deputy that day. He said he would
bring me a form, but he never did. | never got these medications the whole time | had
symptoms on F5.

61. I don’t think the conditions are much better on F5 than they were on lockdown.

62. According to my public defender, when the courts reopen, | will be let out on time
served. I’ve already served more time than my charges carry, but I’m stuck in the jail. 1
missed my court date on May 13th, when | was supposed to plead to time served, because
the guards wouldn’t bring me off my line due to the quarantine, even though I’ve already
beaten the coronavirus.

63. If I was released into the community, | would be able to stay away from people who are
sick and buy myself alcohol-based cleaning supplies. | would also have access to clean
water, healthy food, and the medical care of my choice, if | need it.

This declaration was orally sworn to by Christopher Lee Rogers on May 21, 2020 because the
East Baton Rouge Parish Prison is currently not permitting documents to be exchanged for
signature.



Under penalty of perjury, I declare that | have read the foregoing in its entirety to Christopher
Lee Rogers on May 21, 2020.

o P &%

Miriam Nemeth
Date: May 21, 2020



PLAINTIFF NAME, PLAINTIFF NAME,
PLAINTIFF NAME, PLAINTIFF NAME,
individually and on behalf of all others
similarly situated,

V.

SHERIFF SID GAUTREAUX, in his official
capacity; CORRECTHEALTH; CITY-
PARISH of BATON ROUGE, LOUISIANA,

UNITED STATES DISTRICT COURT
FOR THE MIDDLE DISTRICT OF LOUISIANA

Plaintiffs,
Case No.

Defendants.

DECLARATION OF DEMOND HARRIS

1, Demond Harris, certify under penalty of perjury that the following statement is true and
correct pursuant to 28 U.S.C. § 1746.

1.

2.

My name is Demond Harris. I am 40 years old and of sound mind.

I am currently detained pretrial at the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison in East Baton
Rouge, Louisiana. I have been in the jail since December 22, 2019. I am a minister to
other men in the prison.

Before my arrest, I worked in maintenance at apartment buildings and hotels and had my
own electrical business. I lived with my significant other and helped her raise her three
sons, with whom I am close. I also helped to support my two youngest biological
children, who live with their maternal grandmother after their mother died two years ago.
I was involved in my church. I was also the primary support for my mother, because I
am her only child still in Louisiana, and I helped her with tasks around her house. I know
my mother is scared and upset about the coronavirus in the jail, and this hurts me a lot.

Before early April 2020, I was confined in Q11-12. The first detainee in the jail to test
positive for coronavirus also lived in Q11-12 before he was removed by guards in late
March. The man wasn’t removed until he was so sick that he was falling down.

In early April 2020, around April 5th, I asked the nurse to check my temperature. I’d had
a headache for two days because it was hot on the line and I think I overdid my workout.
I didn’t have any symptoms of the coronavirus.

1
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They weren’t taking everyone’s temperatures at that time, but the nurse took my
temperature during pill call. I first had a temperature of 101 degrees Fahrenheit, and the
nurse told me I had to go to lockdown. I had heard about how bad the coronavirus
lockdown was, and I told her I didn’t want to go. She agreed to take my temperature
again a half hour later. It was 98 degrees Fahrenheit the second time she checked, which
was below the cutoff for coronavirus lockdown. But she told me I had to go on lockdown
anyways. She assured me that there was nothing wrong with lockdown and that I would
have a tv and be comfortable. That was a lie.

The nurse gave me aspirin for my headache, and I had to go straight to lockdown. They
didn’t even let me bring my property with me. They just told me to bring my mattress.

The guards moved me to CO1, a solitary confinement line in the old building. The line
had been closed down for 2-3 years and was condemned. But the jail just automatically
opened it back up for coronavirus. There were rats and roaches on the line. Although I
had running water in my cell, I was never sure that the water was safe to drink. But it’s
the only water I had, so I had no choice but to drink it if  needed water. I drank a lot of
water to keep me healthy on the line. My sink and toilet also ran all the time on CO1.

The cells on CO1 were all in a line, separated by thin metal walls. I think the wall was
only about 1/8 inch thick. I could reach into the cell next to mine. Guys passed food and
other things up and down the line by reaching through the bars.

Other men were moved to lockdown with me. We were the first men on this line, so we
brought out own mattresses with us. The men who came after us didn’t bring their
mattresses—the just used the mattresses that had been left behind by the previous guys.
Nobody cleaned the mattresses or the cells when the first set of men were removed from
the line.

We were locked in our cells for almost all of the day. The guards would let us out for
about 15-30 minutes once a day, after about a week of being on the line. The first week I
was on the line, they didn’t let us out at all, and I couldn’t get a shower or use the phone.
Some of the guards who kept us locked in our cells like we were on disciplinary
lockdown were Thorton, Murphy, and the guards who worked on their shifts.

I wasn’t tested for coronavirus until I’d been on the line about eight days. It took 48
hours to get the results, and the jail staff didn’t want to give me my results. They said
something about HIPAA or privacy concerns, but that didn’t make any sense because
those were my own test results. Finally, Nurse Ricky told me that I tested negative.

The other men on CO1 with me all tested positive, and they were taken to Angola.

For about five days, I was the only person in lockdown, and the guards rarely came back
to my area. I was locked in my cell that whole time, and I couldn’t use the shower or
phone. All I had was my Bible. It was hard to keep track of the days on lockdown
without a tv, radio, or newspaper. I was very lonely, and I got tired of killing spiders
back there.
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16.
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Around April 20th, the guards brought about seven new people into lockdown. Some of
those people had fevers and other symptoms of the coronavirus, including being unable to
smell or taste. They all came from the same line in another part of the jail. They all
ultimately tested positive for the coronavirus.

The new people had masks, but I was not given a mask even though I was forced to live
around them and share communal spaces like the shower and the phone with them.

I was upset that the jail was keeping me on a line with people who were positive for the
coronavirus when I was negative, and I was scared that [ would get the coronavirus from
them. Ididn’t have any way to protect myself, and I was worried that I wouldn’t get the
medical care I needed if I was sick in lockdown. Why would the jail leave me back there
with guys who tested positive and without any protection if I had tested negative?

I didn’t leave my cell much, even to use the phone when I finally had access to it,
because I didn’t want to touch any of the surfaces or use any of the things that the sick
people on the line used. But I did leave my cell to call my mother and my public
defender about the fact that I tested negative for the coronavirus and was being housed
with men who tested positive for the coronavirus. I asked them to call the Warden and
try to get me moved back to Q11-12.

The Warden agreed to move me if | had a second negative test result. But when the nurse
came back to test me, around April 24th, I ended up having a positive test result. It was
still hard to get the jail staff to give me my test results. When I finally got the results, I
was so upset and scared about being positive that I cried. My mother cried too. If the
guards had just taken me out of there after my first negative test result, I might never
have gotten coronavirus. The nurses told me that I needed to test negative twice after by
my positive result before I could go back to Q11-12.

We got absolutely no medical care for coronavirus on lockdown. The nurses were so
scared to go back to the lockdown lines that they would only come back to check our
temperatures and then literally run out of there. They only checked our temperatures for
the first 21 or so days that I was in lockdown. Then they stopped checking everyone’s
temperatures on the line. They mostly just gave us our pills and left. We first got
Tylenol and Mucinex about 14 days after they brought me to lockdown, and we started
getting Vitamin C pills after about 28 days in lockdown.

I never saw the head nurse or any other members of the prison’s medical staff while I was
on lockdown. I only saw the CNAs or the medical assistants, never anyone who could
give out information about the virus or our test results.

The only jail staff who came to lockdown were the guards. They didn’t have any
information, and they didn’t provide us with any updates.

The prison didn’t give me any cleaning supplies or personal protective equipment to keep
my space clean or protect myself from the spread of the coronavirus. My mother—a

former nurse—put extra money in my commissary account to help me protect my health,
but I couldn’t get anything from the commissary on lockdown. I didn’t have any hygiene
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or cleaning supplies that could actually kill the virus, and I couldn’t protect myself or
clean my space. I didn’t even have hot water in the shower or in the sink in my cell.

Because I didn’t have my property, the only things I had were what the jail gave me: my
state-issued roll of toilet paper, hotel-sized bar of soap, and a toothbrush I had to put on
my fingertip to use. They brought these supplies every Wednesday.

In lockdown, I couldn’t call my family members that often. I could call my mother and
my significant other only at most once a day, when the deputies let me out of my cell.

When I wanted to use the phone, I had to wash it with the cold water from the sink in my
cell, the soap the prison gave me, and some toilet paper. That’s all I had to clean
communal spaces and my cell with. I was scared to call people on the phone because the
prison didn’t sanitize the phone and everyone on the line shared it.

The guards didn’t spray down the dorm or our cells. They wouldn’t wipe down the
phones. They did nothing.

After about 21 days on CO1, around April 27th, the guards moved me and all the men on
my line to A1, another condemned line in the old building. I spent the rest of my
lockdown on Al. The cells in Al were just like CO1, except that the sink and toilet in my
cell didn’t run all the time (but other guys’ toilets and sinks on A1 did). The water in A1l
was bad. It had rust and particles in it, but I drank it because I had to. It often upset my
stomach.

The way we were treated on Al was exactly the same as I described above for CO1. The
only difference between the practices on the two lines is that we got bandanas for masks
on Al, and the guards came by every 4-5 days to collect the bandanas for laundry.

I tried to file grievances while I was on CO1 and A1, but we couldn’t file grievances
because we’re not allowed to send mail out on lockdown. Grievances usually leave the
line with the mail, but the guards weren’t allowed to take mail or grievances from us and
bring them to the mail room or the grievance box, to prevent spreading the virus. That’s
what the guards told me, anyways. They told me they couldn’t put their hands on it.

In my last week on A1, I took two coronavirus tests and tested negative both times.

On Sunday, May 10, after about 35 days in lockdown, I was finally moved back to Q11-
12. I definitely feel like they held me on lockdown too long.

I think the jail staff is trying to create an atmosphere of fear around lockdown so that
guys won’t report symptoms to avoid going to lockdown. Why else would they take all
of our privileges away? They took away almost all of our privileges on lockdown,
including commissary, access to hygiene products, mail, open access to phones, and tvs.
If people on the line heard about that, they wouldn’t want to tell the nurse they were sick
and they would be scared to go to lockdown. So they kept their symptoms quiet, and the
jail staff let the virus spread throughout the jail. I think this is how the jail has kept their
positive-case count down.



34. When I got back to Q11-12, I was able to use my commissary funds to get deodorant,
toothpaste, a haircut, and a shave. I felt like a human being again.

35. The guards are still moving people onto Q11-12 who are sick, instead of quarantining
them away from general population. This just happened within the last week. The man
was so sick he could barely walk, so finally jail staff had to move him to lockdown. He
didn’t want to go to lockdown because he’d heard how bad it was.

36. If | was released into the community, I would go back to my mother’s house in Baton
Rouge. I have my own room there where I could quarantine if I needed to. I would be
able to stay away from people who were sick and buy myself alcohol-based cleaning
supplies. I would also have access to clean water, healthy food, and medical care of my
choice if [ needed it.

This declaration was orally sworn to by Demond Harris on May 25, 2020 because the East Baton
Rouge Parish Prison is currently not permitting documents to be exchanged for signature.

Under penalty of perjury, I declare that I have read the foregoing in its entirety to Demond Harris
on May 25, 2020.

By_%/cm

Miriam Nemeth
Date: May 25, 2020



DECLARATION OF DEVONTE STEWART

I, Devonte Stewart, certify under penalty of perjury that the following statement is true and
correct pursuant to 28 U.S.C. § 1746.

1.

2.

10.

11.

My name is Devonte Stewart. |1 am 25 years old and of sound mind.

I am currently detained pretrial at the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison in East Baton
Rouge, Louisiana. | have been in the jail since January 22, 2019. I’m stuck in the jail
because I can’t afford my $24,000 bail. The judge never asked me how much bail I could
afford.

Before | was arrested, | lived in Shreveport with my mother. | worked in Baton Rouge
providing security at Mellow Mushroom and serving at LSU football games one to three
days a week. When | worked in Baton Rouge, | would stay with some friends in town. |
have one daughter who is less than a year old.

Before about April 27, 2020, | was confined on the Q7 line.

Around April 13, 2020, I began feeling sick. I had chills, I threw up, I couldn’t eat for
four days, and | had body aches and pain in my back. Even though they probably noticed
my symptoms on their twice-daily pill call, the nurses didn’t do anything to help me.
About two weeks later, | was feeling better, but I still had wet and dry coughs.

| put in sick calls a couple days before April 27th to try to get some help from the
medical staff for my lingering cough. The nurses tested me for coronavirus and told me |
had to go to the coronavirus quarantine line.

About 30 minutes later, the guards moved me to solitary confinement on the B3 line,
where other sick people were. They moved me before they even got my test results. The
guards didn’t tell me how long I would be back there. They just told me I needed to test
negative twice before I could go back to Q7.

We’re not allowed to leave B3 once we get on the line, at least until we test negative for
coronavirus twice. I’ve missed three court dates while I’ve been in solitary confinement
because the guards never came and got me for court.

| wasn’t told my test results until I’d been on the line for around 10 days. | tested
positive, according to the guard who told me my results. The nurses didn’t tell me my
results, and I never got any paperwork with my test results. I took a second test after I’d
been on the line about 13 days. 1 tested positive, but I never got my paperwork for those
results either. I haven’t gotten to take any more tests since then.

| put in a medical form to get the paperwork with my coronavirus test results, but they
won’t give it to me. I don’t know why they won’t give me my own medical records.

I am confined in cell 6 on the B3 line and share the cell with one or two other people at
any given time since I’ve been back here. Our cell is very small, with only about three or
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four feet between the bunk beds against either wall. If we stand up in front of our beds,
we are all standing face to face.

Every guy who has lived in my cell with me while I’ve been on this line has tested
positive for coronavirus at some point while they’re back here.

We’re locked in our cells all day, and each person is let out of their cells one at a time
during the day. Our cell gates lock while we’re in them, so we can’t get out unless the
guards let us out. We can get water from the sinks in our cells, but the water isn’t very
clear and looks like salt water. I still drink it, though, because I don’t want to get
dehydrated on lockdown.

The cells on the line are close together. They’re just separated by a thin metal wall that’s
about an inch thick. We can reach through the bars of our cell and into the bars of the
cells next to us. We pass food, books, and papers this way.

We’re allowed out of our cells for about 30 minutes most days. It’s been getting worse
while I’ve been on the line—Ilately, the guards only let us out for about 15 minutes a day.
I don’t get enough time while I’m out of my cell to call my family, and I can’t call them
whenever | want to, like | could on Q7.

The guards threaten to spray us with mace and beat on us if we try to get more hall time,
or if we call them out. | know that Sergeant Braxfort beat up another guy in coronavirus
lockdown on B1. The guards almost maced Cody Crump on my line on May 19th too.

The guards don’t check on us that often. Some of the guards come every hour or two, but
others—including Braxfort, Smith, and some of the new deputies—don’t come back here
for about five hours at a time.

We don’t have a TV on the line. The prison took away a lot of our privileges back here
even though we’ve done nothing wrong.

We also can’t get commissary, which we need for hygiene supplies and snacks. I tried to
order commissary the first week I got on B3, but they didn’t bring me my order and just
put the money back on my books. The guards won’t tell us why we can’t get
commissary. I think it’s because the people who work commissary are scared to come
back here because we’re high risk.

Our shower is so cold that we can’t really use it. I’ve never seen anyone clean the
shower.

We don’t get many supplies to keep the line clean. The guards only bring us bleach
about two times a week. The other days, the mop bucket has some purple chemicals in it.
I don’t know what the chemicals are. We don’t get any gloves. We have to pick up the
trash and try to keep clean with our bare hands and just wash our hands after. The guards
spray the phone with disinfecting spray about two times a week, but that’s it. When |
need to use the phone, | have to put a t-shirt or a sock around it.
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23.
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The other night, we saw a large rat jump out of the locker in cell 5, the cell next to me.
The rat was bigger than my foot.

The nurses take our temperature twice a day on B3, in the morning and at 8pm. My
temperature has never been over 100 degrees Fahrenheit.

We don’t get any medical care for coronavirus on B3. The nurses just give us a vitamin
C pill and water twice a day.

I have pain in my back, arm, and leg from past accidents. The nurses don’t do anything
about these issues except give me Tylenol. They give us Tylenol for everything. | asked
them for extra medicine, and they said my injuries are not serious enough and they need
paperwork to treat them.

If someone is having medical issues, we have to rack the bars, but the guards often don’t
hear us or don’t come fast enough. I’'m worried that someone could die back here before
we could get any medical help on the line.

I tried to file grievances about the conditions on B3, but the guards wouldn’t bring me
any grievance forms. They told me they didn’t have any.

It’s really tough being in lockdown. I’m depressed, angry, and stressed back here. And
I’m often very hungry, too.

If | was released into the community, | would stay with my mother in Shreveport. | have
my own bedroom in her house where | can quarantine if | need to. | will also be able to
stay away from people who are sick and buy myself alcohol-based cleaning supplies. |
will have access to clean water, healthy food, and medical care of my choice if | need it.

This declaration was orally sworn to by Devonte Stewart on May 22, 2020 because the East
Baton Rouge Parish Prison is currently not permitting documents to be exchanged for signature.

Under penalty of perjury, | declare that | have read the foregoing in its entirety to Devonte
Stewart on May 22, 2020.

ey

Miriam Nemeth
Date: May 22, 2020



DECLARATION OF FORREST HARDY

I, Forrest Hardy, certify under penalty of perjury that the following statement is true and correct
pursuant to 28 U.S.C. § 1746.

1.

2.

10.

My name is Forrest Hardy. | am 31 years old and of sound mind.

I am currently detained pretrial in the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison in East Baton
Rouge, Louisiana. | have been confined in the jail since January 8, 2020.

Before | was arrested, | was living with my wife and my two-year-old son. | also have a
three-year-old son. | had been working in plants doing maintenance and construction
work, but I got laid off in October 2019. | was doing temp jobs to try to find work and
support my family after my layoff. Right before I got arrested, | got a new job in the
Shintec plant doing maintenance work. | was supposed to start the day | got arrested. |
was active in my church and had my life pretty put together.

I am currently confined on the Q9-10 line. The line is very outdated. There is mold
growing and rust everywhere on the line. The roof is leaking, and the vents have mold
and rust on them. In the bathroom, there is mold on the floor and mold, scum, and rust in
the showers. The drains in the bedroom, day room, and bathroom are clogged with waste
water on my line and the other lines in the Q wing. They’ve been clogged as long as I’ve
been on the line. One time, | saw a leech crawl out of the drain in the bathroom.

The line holds 120 people, and there’s still about 80 or 90 people on the line right now.
There’s no way for us to social distance on the line because of how close our beds,
toilets, and showers are, how many people are on the line, and the size of the day room.

All the bunk beds are together in an open dorm style room, and they’re less than two feet
apart. In the bathroom, the toilets are a hand’s length away. If two guys are using the
toilets next to each other, their legs could touch.

When we watch TV in the day room, we all sit by each other. There aren’t enough seats
in the day room to hold everyone on the line. There are six tables with four seats and
eight benches that fit five people each. Other people sit on the floor. There is no social
distancing in the day room.

Everyone on the line has to be in the day room for roll call and for shift change, and we
can’t socially distance during that time. We’re all in a clump against the walls and in the
middle of the room, not in a line. Roll call happens two times a day, sometimes three
times, and it lasts at least 10 minutes. It’s one of the few times the guards will come on
the line. Shift change can last for an hour, and we’re all in the day room that whole time.

There are six phones in the day room, but two of the phones are broken. There’s always
confusion and fights around the phones.

The jail didn’t start doing temperature checks until several weeks after the pandemic
started, around early April. Then it took them another about three weeks to hand out face
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masks. Then they began giving out bandanas instead of masks. Around the middle of
April, the jail stopped checking our temperatures.

My suspicion is that the jail is trying to keep things under wraps, and they’re not trying to
identify people with coronavirus. They aren’t testing anyone anymore unless someone
has symptoms, and they’re usually waiting until the guy is really sick.

They’re also not reporting what’s actually going on. They’re supposed to be testing
everyone in the jail, but they never started that. They haven’t reported their test results,
saying that the virus is dying down. But if they’re not checking, how can they tell who
has the virus but doesn’t have any symptoms? They’re leaving us in a pocket of
vulnerability.

On several occasions, the guards left people with temperatures over 102 degrees on the
line for hours and only removed them after the shift change. Sometimes, those men
stayed on the line for twelve hours. I don’t know why the jail staff did that. | understood
that detainees were supposed to be removed immediately if they had temperatures over
100 degrees.

Around mid-April, I cut my hand on a razor and asked the guards in the control room for
a Band-Aid. They told me they didn’t have a first aid kit in the control room, even
though they’re supposed to have one there. | never got a Band-Aid or antibiotic
ointment. | asked nurses during pill call, but the medical cart often isn’t stocked with
what they’re supposed to have, like Band-Aids, triple antibiotic ointment, and aspirin or
ibuprofen.

Nothing is cleaned on the line, and no one here practices sanitary practices. The bars on
the line are always gunked up with mold, juice, spit, and old food.

There are no cleaning supplies or disinfectants on the line. The jail doesn’t allow us to
have bleach or disinfectants. If we get any from the guards, it’s very watered down.
Usually, we just get a mop with water, but sometimes the water has some solution in it. 1
don’t know what the solution is. We cut up old towels to make rags that we use to wipe
down the tables in the day room, but they don’t stay clean for long. We don’t have any
scrub pans, Brill-o pads, nothing like that in here.

The guards don’t clean the phones or other high-touch areas, and we just have to use
them as they are. We try to clean the phones ourselves by wiping them on our uniforms,
but with so many touches, they’re never really clean. We put a sock over the phone to try
to protect ourselves.

The showers aren’t cleaned properly at all either. They get sprayed with some kind of
solution every two to three week. I don’t know what the solution is, but it’s not bleach.
There’s so much scum on the shower all the time, even after it’s cleaned, that we can
scrape it off with our fingernails. At least 80 people share the five working showers on
the line, and they ejaculate, pee, and spit in the showers. There are bugs in the drains.
The showers are nasty.



19. The jail won’t give us antibacterial soap. We get one regular 3.5 ounce bar of deodorant
soap and one roll of toilet paper from the state once a week on Wednesdays, but we have
to buy antibacterial soap from the commissary. They gave us extra soap for one or two
weeks, but they don’t do that anymore.

20. We first got thin paper masks in mid-April, about five to six weeks after the coronavirus
started. About two weeks later, the guards started giving us bandanas. They might wash
our bandanas once a week, but they don’t enforce people turning them in to wash them. 1
trade mine in every week.

21. We’ve been quarantined since at least the end of March. The guards wear gloves and
masks when they bring our food in, but this defeats the purpose because they’ve already
touched everything in their gloves. They touch the bars, the doors, they go in and out of
the key, and they go on other lines in the same gloves. | can see through my window to
the other side of the line, and I’ve never seen the guards change their gloves, even though
they’re supposed to every time they move. | know this from my work in plants, where
we focused on safety and OSHA practices. Half the time, the guards don’t have masks or
gloves because they say it’s not necessary anymore. But they’re the ones coming and
going to the outside world, and they have the biggest potential to infect us inside the jail.

22. The guards bring our food onto the line on the same carts they use to collect the trash.
I’ve seen the guards put trash from the line onto the cart, and they do this with the same
gloves and masks they use to feed us. Our food is usually cold, and we don’t get any ice
in our drinks.

23. The guards don’t give us any information or updates about the coronavirus, and they
didn’t tell us about washing our hands. They’re very secretive about what’s happening in
the prison. They passed out a piece of paper at some point about coronavirus and how to
stay safe, but they never enacted anything. For example, they never gave us hand
sanitizer, even though they have some in the key. I try to read the newspaper and watch
the news every day to stay updated.

24. | filed grievances about the treatment in here, but they keep disappearing and I never get
a response. We have to give our grievance forms to the guards to put in the grievance
box, and we’re supposed to get a response soon after that. I’ve never received a response
to any of my grievances.

25. When | am released into the community, my wife and | are planning to relocate and get
out of Louisiana. We’re thinking about moving to Colorado. I previously did
geophysical work there, and my wife and son like the snow. In our current house, | have
a separate room where | can quarantine if I need to before we move. | will also be able to
stay away from people who are sick and buy myself alcohol-based cleaning supplies. |
can have access to clean water, healthy food, and medical care of my choice if I need it.

This declaration was orally sworn to by Forrest Hardy on May 21, 2020 because the East Baton
Rouge Parish Prison is currently not permitting documents to be exchanged for signature.



Under penalty of perjury, | declare that | have read the foregoing in its entirety to Forrest Hardy
on May 21, 2020.

o J K 0

Miriam Nemeth
Date: May 21, 2020



DECLARATION OF JERRY BRADLEY

I, Jerry Bradley, certify under penalty of perjury that the following statement is true and correct
pursuant to 28 U.S.C. § 1746.

1.
2.

10.

My name is Jerry Bradley. | am 39 years old and of sound mind.

I am currently detained in the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison in East Baton Rouge,
Louisiana. | have been in jail for almost a year, since April 23, 2019. | pled guilty to
time served on April 6, 2020 to get out of the jail before | was exposed to the
coronavirus. But I’m still in the jail waiting for the DOC to calculate my good time so |
can be released. I’ve been waiting for weeks for them to lift my hold.

Before | was arrested, | worked for Midas on College Avenue in Baton Rouge six days a
week and lived with my fiancée and my two-year-old son. My boss at Midas told me
he’s holding my job for me for when I get free from jail.

Before April 13, 2020, | was confined on Q9-10. There were over 100 people on my
line, which is an open-dorm-style area. We couldn’t be six feet apart on the line. Our
beds were probably about two feet apart, if that, and we all had to gather in the day room
during shift change and roll call. The men on the line were anxious and scared of
contracting coronavirus. The guards tried not to come onto our line often.

The nurses began taking everyone’s temperatures daily around the beginning of April,
and we were told that people with high temperatures would be sent to lockdown and
would be tested for coronavirus. The nurses and guards wore masks and gloves while
taking temperatures, but they did not wear other protective equipment and they move
around the facility all day.

On April 13, 2020, Sheriff’s deputies came to our line around noon and took everyone’s
temperatures. | had a slightly high temperature. | don’t remember the specific number,
but I remember it wasn’t over 100 degrees. | didn’t have body aches or any other
symptoms.

That day, | was moved to lockdown on CO1 because of my temperature. The nurses
tested me and recommended that | be moved, and the guards actually moved me. | was
moved with five other men from my line, some of whom had coronavirus symptoms like
being unable to smell or taste. We were told we would be held in lockdown until our
coronavirus test results came back. We were not given any other information.

On April 14th, | learned that my test results were positive, along with eight other men on
CO01. A nurse named Ms. Robertson told me I had to test negative twice before they
could move me off the line.

CO01 is a solitary confinement line in an old building in the jail that had been closed
before the coronavirus pandemic. It is not clean, and there are a lot of spiders in the cells.

| believe that the men in the cells before us were sick, and | don’t know if the cells were
cleaned after those men were moved. The Sheriff’s deputies told us they sprayed down
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the mattresses in the cell, and they gave us one piece of paper towel to wipe down the
mattresses.

The first night | was on CO01, the deputies brought us only one cup of drinking water.
After that night, some guards barely came back to the line at all, and we might have to go
the whole shift without water. Other guards would come back more regularly. It all
depended on the shift.

| did not get any cleaning supplies on C01, and I couldn’t clean my area to keep myself
safe from the virus. The only thing I could do was wash my space with soap and water
and wipe it down with my towel.

| was given a few masks when | was transported to lockdown and after getting to
lockdown. 1 believe I received about seven masks total since coming to lockdown. The
masks are paper/fabric, like the ones in the hospital, and they aren’t that sturdy. We can
usually make them last a few days because we don’t wear them when we’re in our cells
and we don’t really go anywhere else except to use the phone and shower.

Everyone in lockdown has to share the same telephone. | saw the deputies clean the
phone once in the first 24 hours | was in lockdown. After that, some guards would clean
it before letting the next detainee out of his cell, but some didn’t. Most days, they didn’t
spray the phone. When | need to use the phone, | put a sock over it to try to protect
myself from catching the virus.

The nurses come back to our line twice a day for pill call. They might bring vitamins,
Mucinex, or Tylenol for those of us with coronavirus. It depends on who’s working—
some do and some don’t. We get vitamins twice a day. That’s about it. They just put us
back here, and they’re not taking care of us.

The people in lockdown are scared of what will happen to them and how they will get the
medical care they need if their test results come back positive. | try not to think about
what will happen to me in here.

About a week after | got to CO1, the guards moved me and everyone else on the line to
Al. We’ve been over here for about four weeks, and I’m still on lockdown.

Al is just like CO1, except that there are eleven cells instead of nine. The cells on both
lines are about six feet across and hold one person. They have bars on the front and walls
on the other sides. Our cells are so close that we can pass things to each other through
the bars. We could do that on CO1 too.

We share the shower and phone on this line, too. Guards don’t clean the line, the
detainees do, and it depends on who they let out to clean. One guard usually has me do
the cleaning. We get deodorant soap and toilet paper from the prison once a week. It’s
basically the same as being on CO1.

If we need to get the guards’ attention on A1l for any reason, we have to kick the walls to
get the guards’ attention. Sometimes, it takes them as much as 15 minutes to respond.
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During the time that I’ve been back here, including around April 23th, the guards
continue to bring more possibly sick people back. | was afraid that I would get sick again
from these men.

On April 30th, I took another coronavirus test. | got a negative result on May 1st. But |
needed two negative results in a row to get off the line. | took my second test on May
1st. On May 4th, my test results came back positive again. | took another test on May
13th and found out on May 19th that the result was positive again, so I’'m still stuck back
here.

I’m still waiting to be released from the jail. The DOC has had my papers for three to
four days now, and they keep telling my family that they’re going to come back and get
me. But they haven’t yet.

If I was released into the community, I would stay with my father in his house in Baton
Rouge. | have a separate bedroom there where | could quarantine if I needed to. | would
be able to stay away from people who were sick and buy myself alcohol-based cleaning
supplies. | would also have access to clean water, healthy food, and medical care of my
choice if | needed it.

This declaration was orally sworn to me by Jerry Bradley on May 19, 2020 because the East
Baton Rouge Parish Prison is currently not permitting documents to be exchanged for signature.

Under penalty of perjury, | declare that | have read the foregoing in its entirety to Jerry Bradley
on May 19, 2020.

o Dt Dk

Miriam Nemeth
Date: May 19, 2020



DECLARATION OF WILLIE SHEPHERD

I, Willie Shepherd, certify under penalty of perjury that the following statement is true and
correct pursuant to 28 U.S.C. § 1746.

1.
2.

My name is Willie Shepherd. | am 38 years old and of sound mind.

| am currently detained pretrial in the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison in East Baton
Rouge, Louisiana. | have been confined in the jail since February 27, 2020.

Before | was arrested, | was living in Minnesota and had a job doing security at the Black
Bear Casino in Cloquet, Minnesota. | was in Louisiana for a week and a half visiting
some friends and my two children, who are seven and 19. | got arrested about a week
after my vacation started.

| have high blood pressure, and I’ve had a bleeding ulcer since 2012.

| am currently confined on the Q3 line. There are about 45 people on the Q3 line right
now; the line can hold as many as 80 people. Q3 is an open dorm-style room where all
the beds are in the same room. The beds are no more than about three feet apart. We can
touch the next bed from our bed.

The day room on the line is about 30 yards by 25 yards. There are eight benches that seat
four people each and five tables that seat four people each. The benches, chairs, and
tables are bolted to the ground, so we can’t move them away from other people in the
room. We can’t socially distance on the line, especially if you’re sitting in the day room.

Around April 12, 2020, I filled out a sick call to medical because | had a headache and
body aches. | never had a temperature. The nurses tested me on April 14th. They left
me on the line for two hours before the guards moved me to the B3 line, which is a
solitary confinement line. They moved me before | got my test results. Five days later, |
got my results—I tested positive for coronavirus.

I was put in a cell on B3 with three other people, one of whom tested negative for
coronavirus. The cells were about 10°x 6 and had two sets of bunk beds in them. There
were bars on the front of the cells and thin metal walls between the cells. Our bunk beds
were bolted to the walls, and if someone sat down on their bunk in the cell next to you, it
would move your bed too. We could reach through the bars on the front of our cells into
the next cells. We were so close that we could pass things to each other through the bars
on the front of our cells if we wanted to. Sometimes, we got a newspaper—when the
shift felt like bringing it—and some guys would pass that around through the bars.

We didn’t get any real medical care on B3. Medical staff came back twice a day for pill
call, when they would give us our prescription medications. | got medications for my
high blood pressure at pill call. But all they gave us for coronavirus was Tylenol. After
about a week and a half on B3, the nurses also began giving us vitamins. That was all we
got, and the nurses didn’t give us any other medical care during pill call. We didn’t even
get Gatorade, and we barely got any water. I don’t know why they moved us if they
weren’t going to do anything for us but give us Tylenol and vitamins.
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If we needed medical care and someone was out of their cell, that person could beat on
the door to get the deputy’s attention. If the deputy came back to the line—they only
came back about half the time because they didn’t want to be around us—they would be
the ones to call the nurse. First, a Lieutenant would come back before the medical staff
to see if it was a real problem. Then they would call medical staff to come back. A few
people couldn’t breathe back there, and I was worried about what would happen to them
if they needed medical care.

One day on the line, I was throwing up blood from the four extra strength Tylenol and
vitamins the nurses gave us during pill call, which didn’t sit well with the bad food they
served us on the line. It took five hours to get the nurse back there. She wanted to see
the blood, but I threw up in the toilet and had flushed it. She told me that next time |
throw up, | needed to throw up in something to show her. I didn’t have anything to throw
up in except a piece of paper. | would have had to throw up on the floor. The nurse
didn’t give me any medical treatment that day, and she didn’t come back to check on me
later either.

The guards didn’t let us leave the line once we got there. I missed two court dates while I
was on lockdown, on April 24th and May 4th. My court dates weren’t cancelled, and my
public defender told me the guards were supposed to bring me to court. But they didn’t.
If they had, |1 would have been home by now. | would have pled guilty on April 24th and
gotten credit for time served on May 4th. I’ve heard that other people are missing court
dates because of the lockdown too.

The guards even brought our food onto the line for us. The food was always cold when it
got to us. The guards weren’t wearing gloves when they served us food, and sometimes
they weren’t wearing masks either.

The guards didn’t come back to the line regularly to give us water, and we got no water at
night. The water in the sinks in our cells was really hot, and if it sat for a little while,
brown stuff came out of the faucet. But sometimes we had to drink it anyways.

We were locked in our cells all day and let out of our cells by the guards for about one
hour a day, once a day. They didn’t even let us out twice a day. When | was out of my
cell, I took a shower and used the phone.

One shift of guards would clean the phone between letting men out on the line, but the
other shift didn’t. Each shift worked about three to four days a week. | always put a sock
on the phone to use it, and I still do that.

The shower on B3 was ice cold. I couldn’t take a shower in it, and | had to use the sink
to shower the whole time | was back there. The guards didn’t clean the showers. The
guys on the line sometimes did. They would ask the guards for bleach. Sometimes the
guards would bring it and sometimes they wouldn’t. A lot of times, the guards didn’t
want to come back there and deal with us.

We just got regular old soap to clean ourselves, not antibacterial soap. We got a 14 gram

bar of soap from the prison every week or week and a half, if that. The bars were about
as long as my thumb and the width was about the size of four nickels.
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We didn’t get masks or gloves on B3. The guards gave us bandanas two weeks after I
got onto B3. | had my first bandana for a little over a week. When they eventually
changed it out, they gave us a new one. The next week, they just washed the bandanas
and gave us an old bandana back. | would have preferred to keep the new bandana and
wash it myself.

| was on lockdown in B3 for about three weeks before the guards moved me back to Q3-
4 on May 5, 2020. The guards told me 1 tested negative for coronavirus on Thursday,
April 30th, but I never saw any paperwork about this. | did get paperwork for my
positive test result. The guards didn’t move me off B3 until Monday, May 4th.

Q3 is in quarantine, according to guards. We’re not allowed to move around the facility,
and we can’t go outside.

The guards come on the line just during count, and on some shifts they might also walk

the line once at night. They also feed us on the line. They wear gloves and masks when
they hand out our food, but most don’t wear masks or gloves for count. | see the guards
wear the same masks and gloves they use to feed us all over the line, on the catwalk, and
on other lines. I’ve never seen them change their masks or gloves.

They don’t give us any masks. We each get one bandana. Once a week, the guards come
to get our bandanas and give us a washed one. But | keep mine—I don’t trust that
they’ve washed it, and I don’t want someone else’s bandana.

The nurses aren’t taking our temperatures anymore. They stopped taking everyone’s
temperatures around May 8th. The nurses don’t come on the line outside of pill call,
which happens twice a day. Even then, they usually only stand in the doorway to the tier,
and we have to line up in front of them in the day room to get our medications.

Some of the men on the line are sick. I don’t know what they have, but it’s likely
coronavirus. They have body aches, coughs and no sense of smell or taste. A lot of them
don’t want to go on lockdown, so they don’t tell the medical staff they’re sick and just try
to fight it themselves. Some of us who were on lockdown can still get Tylenol and
vitamins at pill call, but the other guys who haven’t gone to lockdown don’t even get this.
The nurses aren’t treating anyone else with symptoms and don’t ask anyone if they have
symptoms during pill call.

| try to clean the space around my bed every morning and at night, but | can only use the
broom and mop that the guards bring on the line. That’s all we have. The evening mop
water usually has bleach or other chemicals in it.

Everyone on the line shares the showers. We have five showers and five toilets. There is
mold in the showers. The guards don’t clean the showers. The detainees try to clean
them every night, if they can.

The phone isn’t cleaned before I use it, and I have to put a sock on it before I call anyone.

When | am released back to the community, I plan to go back to Minnesota or
somewhere else where there’s snow, like Wisconsin, Syracuse, or Montana, after my



criminal case is resolved. | want to find a wife and settle down. In the community, | will
be able to stay away from people who are sick and buy myself alcohol-based cleaning
supplies. I will also have access to clean water, healthy food, and medical care of my
choice if | need it.

This declaration was orally sworn to by Willie Shepherd on May 22, 2020 because the East
Baton Rouge Parish Prison is currently not permitting documents to be exchanged for signature.

Under penalty of perjury, | declare that | have read the foregoing in its entirety to Willie
Shepherd on May 22, 2020.

N2 Dk

Miriam Nemeth
Date: May 22, 2020



DECLARATION OF CEDRIC J. FRANKLIN

I, Cedric J. Franklin, certify under penalty of perjury that the following statement is true and
correct pursuant to 28 U.S.C. § 1746.

1.

2.

My name is Cedric Franklin. Iam 47 years old and of sound mind.

Before I was arrested, I lived with my wife and daughter in Baton Rouge. My wife has a
cyst on her brain that has required several surgeries, and she is permanently disabled. I
also have a 31-year-old son and a step-daughter. I am the proud grandfather to three
grandchildren, who are 13, 12, and 8 years old. I worked as a Kitchen Supervisor at The
Chimes Restaurant and as the leader of a youth football organization (ages 5-13), where |
also served as a coach. My wife tells me that several of the other coaches have reached
out to her to check on me and tell her that I am greatly missed. I also served my
community as an usher and in the parking lot ministry at my church. My pastor, assistant
pastor, employer, coworkers, and state representatives appeared on my behalf in my
criminal court case.

I am currently detained in the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison in East Baton Rouge,
Louisiana. Ihave been in the Sheriff’s custody since January 6, 2020. I pled no contest
to misdemeanor charges for possession of marijuana, possession of schedule one drugs,
and sexual battery on January 6, 2020 and accepted a two-year sentence, in large part
because the prosecution agreed to give me time before my plea to get my affairs and my
wife’s care in order. I have to serve one year of my sentence in a correctional facility at
the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison. I self-reported to the jail, where I am serving my
DOC sentence locally, on the same day. I am set to be released on January 2, 2021, so I
have a little over seven months left on my sentence. My wife told me that she has
attempted to contact the Judge on my case to see if I could be released early, but she has
not received a response from them.

I have been diagnosed with Type 2 Diabetes, high blood pressure, and blood clots in my

legs. I also have chronic pain in my back from surgery for spinal stenosis a couple years
ago. My wife has been contacting the Medical Director’s and Warden’s offices regularly
about my health conditions and has an email from them stating that they are aware of my
conditions.

In the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison, I was first confined on the Q5-6 housing lines
from January through March 28, 2020. Q5-6 is a large line where over 100 men sleep in
bunkbeds in the same room. On March 28th, I was written up for a disciplinary violation
for tobacco being at the foot of my bed. I didn’t know there was tobacco at the foot of
my bed, and I don’t know where it came from. Regardless, the guards moved me to M1,
a solitary confinement line, for my disciplinary punishment. I stayed on M1 from March
28th to March 30th.

I was supposed to go back to the Q5-6 lines after my disciplinary segregation, but the

coronavirus had gotten into the jail by then, and I learned that Q5-6 had been
quarantined. The whole jail was quarantined and all movement outside of the housing

1
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lines had stopped as of March 28th. Everything came to the lines, and detainees couldn’t
leave for meals or pill call. The Warden also changed our sleeping arrangements so men
were sleeping head to toe with the other guys around them, but they didn’t move people
out of the big dorm rooms.

I was sent to central booking instead of going back to Q5-6, and I stayed there for about
three days, until Wednesday, April 1. Central booking is where detainees come into the
jail from the community. It was nasty in central booking. The jail very seldom mops the
cells or cleans. When they did clean, the guards had the trustees in blue do the cleaning.
I never saw them clean the individual cells while I was there. They just kept putting
people in the cells.

There are two big cells in central booking that hold 50-60 people each, one for detainees
going to the district court and the other for detainees going to the city court. There are
also about 7 smaller cells that hold about 5-6 people each. None of the cells have any
mattresses or bedding. Everyone has to sleep on the wooden benches or the concrete
floor. We didn’t get any mats or blankets. The cells have walls on the sides, but they
have bars on the front. I could reach from my cell into the cell next to me, and we could
pass things between cells that way too. Each cell has a telephone in it.

Once the jail staff at central booking learned that Q5-6 had been quarantined and I had
been on Q5-6 before, they put me in one of the smaller cells alone. But they didn’t test
me for coronavirus or take my temperature. I felt exposed because I could have caught
coronavirus from any of the staff in central booking or any of the detainees coming into
central booking. Even though I had my own cell, I was breathing the same air as
everyone in central booking.

I could see the jail staff doing intakes from my cell in central booking. When people
entered the jail, they were fingerprinted, dressed out in a jail uniform, and put in a cell.
They did not get any medical evaluations at that time. The medical staff conducted an
evaluation later. But they did not take anyone’s temperatures or test anyone for
coronavirus while I was in central booking. It seemed like they didn’t know what to do,
like nobody in the facility knew what to do.

I got worse medical care after the coronavirus hit the jail, which started when I was in in
central booking and continued through my time on B3, when my wife had to call the
Warden and the head medical person to get me care in solitary confinement. Before
coronavirus, I would get my insulin medications before each meal, and I would also get a
diabetic snack at night. But after the coronavirus got to the jail, I wouldn’t get my insulin
medications until hours after my meals, most of time as many as four or five hours later.
Nurses didn’t do pill call in central booking. Instead, I had to tell the nurse what
medications I was on, and the nurses might check—or not—if that was right and might
bring me my medications a couple hours later. It seemed like the nurses were constantly
busy, like they had so much to do and had nothing in order.

My insulin levels have gotten really high because of this poor medical care, and I still
can’t get them to go down almost two months later. There is no dietician at the jail, so
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we have to eat whatever they issue us—a lot of starch and sugars—if we don’t have
money to buy other food from the commissary.

The nurses in central booking heard that I might have the coronavirus because I had been
on Q5-6, and they treated me different from the other people in central booking. They
didn’t want to come near me or bring me the medications or other things I needed. They
barely communicated with me and usually stayed about 30 feet away from me. But they
never checked my temperature or tested me for the coronavirus, even with their fears.

The guards also treated everyone in central booking like they had coronavirus and
avoided contact with the detainees. But the guards are the ones who were leaving every
day to go home and come back into the facility. We should have been afraid of them.

The guards had hand sanitizer, but the detainees only had soap. Jail staff just stressed
that we should wash our hands for 20 seconds with soap and water and throw away our
paper towels after we dried our hands. I had originally learned this as a dorm rep on Q5-
6, and the guards expected me to teach everyone else on my line. The guards didn’t tell
the other detainees themselves.

From central booking, I was moved with several other people to J1, where we were
quarantined for about 15 or 16 days. J1 has a row of cells on a long hallway. There is a
tv and two phones on the hallway too. nWe didn’t have a day room or tables, so we had
to sit on the floor when we watched tv. There was also a shower at the end of the
hallway. We shared the shower, phones, and tv.

Guards put two of us in each of the cells. The cells had walls on three sides and bars on
the front of them. Each cell had two beds, a sink, and a toilet. The toilet didn’t have a
lid—none of the toilets in the jail have lids on them. Just like in central booking, we
could reach through the bars and pass things to each other in our cells.

We were able to go in and out of our cells when we wanted to during the day, but we
were locked in the cells after about 10:30 pm or 1:30 am, depending on the night, until
shift change around 4:30 the next morning when the guards would open the cells again.

The nurses started taking our temperatures for the first time on J1, toward the beginning
of my time on that line. But they didn’t test anyone for coronavirus. Ididn’t see the
nurses testing anyone until I was tested and put on B3 myself. That’s the first time I saw
anyone being tested, in central booking, J1, or F3. The nurses on J1 didn’t say or do
much if anyone had a high temperature, either. They just gave the person Tylenol and
water.

The guards brought us cleaning supplies about once a day on J1. We usually got a mop
and bucket with bleach or some other chemical in it, depending on which guards were
working. I don’t know what the chemical was. They didn’t bring us much—only just
enough to clean the area. The detainees were responsible for cleaning. If we didn’t try to
clean our own cells, they didn’t get cleaned. The guards didn’t care if J1 was clean or not.

Around April 15 or 16, I was moved to the F3 housing line, along with about 14 or 15
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men on J1 with me. F3 didn’t have people on it before us, and the jail opened it to hold

people who were coming out of J1. The line holds about 24 people in one room with
bunk beds.

F3 is gross. There are rats bigger than possums or cats on the line, and we have to hide
our food from commissary on the sides of our beds where the rats can’t get it. If we leave
our food in the lockers, which don’t lock, the rats will get into it. The catwalk on the line
looks like people have spit on it for 25 or 30 years, and the jail has done nothing to clean
it. The guards don’t clean it. They don’t clean anything. They used to have the trustees
clean, but they don’t do that anymore. F3—Ilike the rest of the jail—is in turmoil and
needs to be shut down and at least cleaned very thoroughly. It’s very run down.

There is a day room on the line, and the men on the line share the four benches in the day
room to watch tv and eat. We also share four showers and four toilets. Two of the
showers and two of the toilets don’t work.

Around April 20th, guards selected me to help clean the A4, B2, and CO1 lines. I don’t
know why they picked me, and they didn’t tell me why. I think it might be because they
regularly see me cleaning and being a leader in the dorm. The guards also didn’t tell me
why we were cleaning. I later learned that the prison had recently reopened those lines—
which were previously condemned—to house guys who tested positive for the
coronavirus. I also learned that the jail had sent the men who had been on those lines to
Angola that same day after they tested positive for the coronavirus. The jail wanted us to
clean the lines so they could put more people on them. Guards gave me a mask, gloves,
and a bodysuit for the cleaning.

As far as [ know, the jail is holding coronavirus patients on lines A1, A2, A3, A4, B1,
B2, B3, and B4. I’'m not sure about the C lines because they don’t let people back there
and no one knows who is back there except the guards who work on those lines. A
stretcher couldn’t get back to those lines if someone there needed one.

Two days after cleaning the A4, B2, and CO1 lines, I felt like I was coming down with a
cold. Itried to stay on top of it by visiting medical to get Tylenol and a cold pack, which
is what they were giving us at the time. They just gave me Tylenol, Mucinex, Vitamin C
tablets, and water for the next few pill calls. I didn’t get any other medications or
medical care for my cold.

I usually talk to my wife on the phone until the guards shut the phones off, but that night I
felt tired and unwell, so I took my medicine and rested instead of calling my wife. My
wife later told me she was worried, because I’'m not someone to let people know I’'m not
feeling well. If I say that something’s hurting me, it’s because I can’t take it anymore
and it done got unbearable.

I felt worse the next day, around April 24th. I developed a fever—that I had for three
days—as well as body aches and chest pains. I was weak, and my body ached so bad that
I couldn’t get out of bed. I wasn’t able to get up early and help clean the F3 dorm like I
usually do. Ilost my sense of taste and smell, and I didn’t want to eat.
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The guards sent medical staff in to do a temperature check. My temperature was 101
degrees Fahrenheit, and the nurse told me to pack my things to go to B3 lockdown. One
of the other men helped me pack my things because I was too weak, and the guards took
me to B3. The same guy who helped me pack my stuff called my wife to tell her that I
was being moved and that it was probably coronavirus-related.

Before they put me on B3, a nurse tested me for coronavirus. I was told by the medical
staff that I would have to stay on the B3 line for at least two weeks, until I tested negative
two times in a row. Now they’re telling us we can catch the coronavirus twice too.

I was very scared to be moved to B3 because I’'m at high risk for the coronavirus and I
was going to be surrounded by all the people back there who were sick. There were
about 10-12 people on B3 while I was there. Most of them were already there when I
was moved back to the line.

I shared my cell on B3 with another person who had already tested positive for
coronavirus. He was a diabetic as well. The cell was not very big—about 8 feet x 10
feet—so we couldn’t be six feet apart in the cell.

The line was filled with a bunch of other guys who had also tested positive for
coronavirus. The jail was doing things backwards. If I didn’t have coronavirus when I
was put on a line and in a cell with people who did, what are my chances of not getting
the virus? I felt like the jail was jeopardizing people who hadn’t tested positive yet.

We were locked in our cells for most of the day, and there was nothing to do in our cells.

We were allowed out of our cells once or twice a day, depending on the guards on duty,
for about 45 minutes to an hour. The guards treated us like we were on lockdown, like
we were in solitary confinement. But we were just there to be quarantined, not to be
punished. We didn’t have a tv in our day room, which I don’t understand because we
were not on disciplinary segregation. But I felt like we were being punished.

I used the time out of my cell to call my family, but there was not much else I could do.
If my family was at work and couldn’t talk, I didn’t have anyone to talk to, and it felt like
a waste of hall time.

The B3 line was nasty, even after we cleaned it. I am a clean person, and I had to live
with big rats running around everywhere.

I tried to ask other people on the line for tissues when I coughed up phlegm. Other
people on the line just spit up into the hallway, and the guards just left it like that.

Some of the guards gave us bleach or another chemical in a mop bucket to clean the line,
but others didn’t. It depended on the shift. I don’t know what the other chemical was.
The guy in my cell and I got a spray bottle with a small amount of chemicals from the
guards. We used that to clean our cells, the phone, the toilet, and anything else we
touched outside of our cells. I tried to make the chemicals we got last a full week, but
they were very limited. I cleaned my cell every day that I could. I don’t know if anyone
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else on the line had a spray bottle or chemicals.

40. My wife called the medical department of the jail on Friday, April 24 and got my test
results—I was positive for coronavirus. I didn’t get any paperwork on this from the jail
until Monday, April 27.

41. My wife called the medical department and the warden constantly to get me medical care
on B3. They only respond when a family member calls like that.

42. Nurses came on the line for pill call two times a day, but that’s the only time we saw
them. Some nurses did temperature checks during pill call, some didn’t, depending on
nurse. Some nurses did care and might come back to check our temperatures, give us
water, or give us more medicine. But this was very seldom, maybe once or twice a week
for one extra visit a day, depending on the shifts.

43. They’re really not doing this “isolation” thing well. They aren’t social distancing us at
all, and they’re mixing people who haven’t been confirmed to have coronavirus with
those who have tested positive.

44. 1 took two more coronavirus tests around April 7th and 8th. Both tests came back
negative, and I was moved back to the F3 line around April 9, 2020. I have been on F3
since then.

45. 1 feel like the people in high places in the jail don’t care about us. They haven’t been
here in a long time, and there’s a lot of things they would have to do to get this place into
better condition. It’s crazy how things are in here, especially right now.

46. If I was released into the community, I would quarantine at my home in Baton Rouge,
where my wife and step-daughter have been isolating for weeks. We have an additional
bedroom where I could quarantine away from my family members if [ needed to. I
would be able to stay away from people who were sick and buy myself alcohol-based
cleaning supplies. I would also have access to clean water, healthy food, and medical
care of my choice if I needed it. After my quarantine, I would be able to resume work at
The Chimes Restaurant—they have told me that they are holding my position and that I
always have a job with them.

This declaration was orally sworn to by Cedric J. Franklin on May 26, 2020 because the East
Baton Rouge Parish Prison is currently not permitting documents to be exchanged for signature.

Under penalty of perjury, I declare that I have read the foregoing in its entirety to Cedric J.
Franklin on May 26, 2020.

- Dl At

Miriam Nemeth
Date: May 26, 2020



DECLARATION OF CEDRIC SPEARS

1, Cedric Spears, certify under penalty of perjury that the following statement is true and correct
pursuant to 28 U.S.C. § 1746.

1.

2.

My name is Cedric Spears. I am 47 years old and of sound mind.

I’m currently detained pretrial in the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison in East Baton
Rouge, Louisiana. I’ve been in the jail since January 5, 2020. I tried to bond out a few
months ago, but I haven’t been able to bond out since the pandemic hit. [ had the money
before the pandemic hit, but our finances are tighter now because of the pandemic and
because my wife needed the money for surgery for gallstones. I was supposed to go to
court on May 26th, but my public defender told me that my court date would be pushed
back because of the coronavirus.

Before I was arrested, I lived with my wife in Baton Rouge. We had three children: my
sons are seven and 24, and my daughter sadly died a couple years ago while I was
previously incarcerated. My wife works at a hospital, and I helped around the house. My
wife and I have been dealing with the loss of our daughter. My youngest son lives with
my ex-wife, and I can’t see him while I’'m in jail because they won’t let us have visitors.
My oldest son was recently released from incarceration after the hold on him was listed.

I was just getting my own business selling printed t-shirts off the ground when I was
arrested. In my free time, I helped out my mom, who is 70 years old. She lives alone and
can’t move around like she used to. I would clean up and cook for her, bring her things
to eat, mow her lawn, run errands for her, and wash her car. She had back surgery earlier
this year, and I’d like to get home to help her more.

In the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison, I was first confined on the Q5-6 line from about
January 8th to March 15th, then on Q9-10 from March 15th through early May, and most
recently on Q11-12 since about May 4th or 5th. I also spent several days on the N line in
January.

. We are living in inhumane conditions in the jail. There are leaks in the ceilings, broken

toilets, mold all over the place, rust, dust caked on the vents, and blood and other bodily
fluids on the walls. We’re constantly breathing in that mold, rust, and bacteria. The jail
staff doesn’t care about cleaning. They just bleach the floors but don’t clean anything
else, like the walls or the bars. Some of the lines have cockroaches, leeches, or gnats on
them. There are windows on some of the lines, but we can’t see out of all of them
because they are fogged up and dirty. We can’t see the outside world very much while
we’re on quarantine.

Q5-6 is where the kitchen workers live, and it’s similar to a trustee line. I worked in the
kitchen from mid-February to March 15th. Ilost my job when I reported that the jail was
trying to serve detainees spoiled food.

The kitchen is filthy. You can smell the spoiled food when you walk into the kitchen.
There is also old food caked into the cracks in the serving line area, on the counter, and



10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

on the walls. There are food particles everywhere. They don’t sanitize anything
properly, most of the dishes aren’t cleaned properly, and they use the same broom for
sweeping the floors and cleaning out the hot box where food is stored. The guards don’t
care about us and don’t check behind the kitchen workers to make sure things are clean.

. For a while, the jail was only allowing trustees to work in the kitchen, but around April

13th, they let the kitchen workers return to their jobs. The rest of the prison is still on
quarantine.

I believe the coronavirus started on Q5-6. I was living on Q9-10 at the time, and an
officer named Chris came onto my line with a mask on. We asked him why, and he said
some guys on Q5-6 had tested positive for the coronavirus.

I was on Q9-10 for about six weeks. It was nasty and not clean over there. Two of the
four urinals were broken, and one or two of the toilets were broken too. The guards had
to spray bleach into the drain in the bathroom because leeches were coming out of it.

A lot of men were sick on Q9-10 while I was there. They had fevers, some were
throwing up, some had diarrhea, some stayed in their beds all day, and some couldn’t eat
at all. One guy who came onto the line from work release couldn’t taste or smell, and the
jail staff took him out immediately. I never saw him again. He was one of the first ones
they took out. The other sick guys on the line put in lots of sick calls to get their
temperatures checked. The nurses took their temperatures and knew they had 104 and
106 degree Fahrenheit fevers and said they needed to go to lockdown, but the guards left
the guys on the line for 10—12 hours before making them pack their stuff and move.

I started having trouble breathing after I got to the jail in January. I don’t know if I’'m
getting sick or if it’s just all the mold and bacteria I’'m breathing in all the time while
we’re locked inside here. It feels like I have to fight to breathe in and my breath is really
short. I put in a sick call for this around mid-April while I was on Q9-10, but the nurses
never responded or gave me any medical care.

I asked the guards to move me back to Q5-6 because Q9-10 was so bad. But they moved
me to Q11-12 instead. There were still 70 people in the Q9-10 dorms after the prison cut
about 50 people loose by the time I left the line.

Even though the prison moved me to Q11-12 after the coronavirus pandemic started, they
didn’t test me for coronavirus before they put me on that line. I had also worked with the
guys who tested positive on Q5-6, but the jail never tested me even though they knew we
worked together.

Q11-12 is the Christian line. The jail keeps it cleaner than the other lines because they
bring people from the community onto this line for tours and to show it off to visitors.
The line has two big open dorm rooms that hold about 120 people total. Right now, there
are about 60 men on the line total, and all the top bunks on Q11-12 are empty. The jail
cut a lot of the nonviolent guys loose and stopped bringing new people on the line in late
March or early April. I think the only new guys on the line since then have been the men
returning from coronavirus lockdown at Angola or in the condemned parts of our jail.

2
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But there are still a lot of guys left here and a lot of people who previously tested positive
for the coronavirus.

We still have to be very close together on Q11-12, and we can’t socially distance. We
sleep right on top of each other in bunk beds that are about 2.5 feet apart.

Although the day room is a nice size, about 50 feet by 25 feet, the guards make all the
men on the line stay in the day room during morning and evening shift change and roll
call. Together, shift change and roll call take 30 to 50 minutes, from 4:30am-5am or
5:30am and from 4:30pm to Spm or 5:30pm. The guards want us close together and
close to the door so we can hear them. Once they call our names, we can go back into the
day room. The guards don’t come on the line often, except for roll call, to feed us, and to
check the lines or harass us.

We’re locked on our lines all the time, and we’re not allowed to move around the jail or
go to chow. Instead, the guards feed us on the line. They bring our food onto the line
with a cart that they also use to collect the trash from the line. We often eat in the day
room, but there aren’t enough seats in the day room for all 60 people in the dorms. There
are about seven tables and four people can sit at each table. People are constantly
touching the tables. Other people eat at their beds or on empty beds.

All the men on the line also share the bathroom, including the showers, sinks, and toilets,
all of which are only about a foot apart each in the bathroom. All the metal parts of the
bathroom are rusted, and there’s mold in the bathroom. We try to clean the bathroom
whenever the guards bring us cleaning supplies, but they only bring cleaning supplies two
to three times a week. Even then, we don’t always get bleach. Sometimes, we get some
other clear chemical sanitizer. I don’t know what it is. When the guards don’t bring us
chemicals, we do the best we can.

We don’t get chemicals to clean the tables, other high-touch surfaces, the floor, or
anywhere else line on a daily basis either. Sometimes the guards bring bleach, but they
don’t bring it every day. We get chemicals only about two to three times a week at the
most, and we can’t get them at other times during the day if we wanted them. They only
bring us chemicals for them—because they need to be on the line around us. On other
days, they just give us a mop and a broom.

We don’t get chemicals to clean the phones between different people using them. If we
want to use the phone after someone else uses it, we have to wash the phone with our
soap and water and put a sock on it. The phones are turned on from 8am to 10pm, and
there are always people on the phone.

The jail gives everyone two free 10-minute calls a week. But money is scarce in my
family. My mother is on disability, and my wife just started working again after moving
and her surgery, so money is tight and I can’t talk to my family that much. I haven’t seen
my family since the coronavirus hit because the jail is closed to visitors, and I miss not
being able to see or talk to them as much. I’m worried that my mom, who is 70 and has
bad health issues, won’t be living when I get home. I don’t want to lose her while I'm
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incarcerated like I lost my daughter, and this is very stressful to me.

We usually get enough soap, especially after the jail started testing for coronavirus and
got positive test results. Before then, it wasn’t consistent when we got soap. Now, we get
soap twice a week, and it’s usually a regular sized bar. For about a week in early April,
the jail gave out only hotel-sized bars of soap. But none of the soap they give us is
antibacterial.

The jail doesn’t give us gloves. They gave us masks only one or two times. Then they
started giving us bandanas to cover our faces instead. We got one or two new bandanas,
then the guards began collecting our bandanas to wash them and give them back to us
every few days. I don’t give my bandana to the guards for washing. A friend of mine
who worked in the laundry room told me that the jail just washes everything on speed
wash without chemicals and that things aren’t washed well.

We get one uniform in the jail, and it gets washed once a week. Since the pandemic hit,
we’ve been able to get our laundry done twice a week, but it’s also done on speed wash,
and I don’t trust that my uniform or sheets are clean when they come back from the
laundry.

We don’t get paper towels or hand sanitizer. If we want to wash our hands, we have to
dry them on the uniforms we wear all the time or on our shower towel.

The jail doesn’t check our temperatures or test us for coronavirus. They started taking
our temperatures in late March or April, but they didn’t start until about two or three
weeks after they told the news they were checking temperatures. They only started
checking temperatures after people made a bunch of sick calls. They checked our
temperatures for about three weeks, but then they stopped doing it in late April. I last
saw them testing someone about one week before they stopped checking temperatures,
while I was still on Q9-10. I haven’t see them test anyone or take anyone’s temperature
since I was on Q9-10, and they don’t check on us regularly either. As a result, they don’t
know who is positive and who is not. But I still see a lot of people coughing on the line.

We used to walk to pill call before we were all locked on our lines. Now, the nurse
comes to the dorm, and we all line up at the bars between the day room and the hallway
to the rest of the jail. Pill call happens twice a day, usually between 7am and 8am and
between 7pm and 10pm, depending on the nurse on shift. We speak to the nurse without
masks on and reach through the bars—that everyone touches—to get our pills. We have
to take our pills right there and can’t wait until we wash our hands to take them. There’s
no way to socially distance during pill call.

The guards don’t tell us anything about the coronavirus or how to take care of ourselves
during the pandemic. We haven’t seen the Warden since the beginning of the pandemic,
and no ranking officer comes back to tell us anything. The guards mostly just try to get
off the line quickly. They act like they’re in danger being around us, but they’re the ones
who go into the community and get exposed to the virus. We might have had a sign up
with information about coronavirus at one point, but I don’t think I saw signs on each of
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the lines I was on.

We try to get our information about the coronavirus when we watch the news—there are
two 32-inch TVs in the day room. But on Q9-10, at least, the guards would shut off the
TV when reports about the coronavirus came on the news. I remember this happening on
each guard shift.

The jail recently diagnosed me with bipolar disorder, paranoid schizophrenia, and
depression after examining me for no more than eight minutes. They are forcing me to
take medications for these conditions. But I’ve never had mental health problems my
entire life, and the social worker wouldn’t give me any education about the medications.
I don’t want to take these medications without knowing about the side effects. But I
can’t talk to the social worker about my diagnosis or my medications because she won’t
come back on the line to talk to us. So I’m forced to take these medications that I don’t
want to take and probably don’t need.

Being in the jail during the pandemic isn’t helping my mental health conditions. I feel
depressed because I can’t go home, and I’m scared because I don’t know what’s
happening. I feel like my life might be in danger if I get the coronavirus in here. I'm
really stressed because no one is listening to me in here.

The jail doesn’t tell us how to file grievances during intake, and we have to try to figure
out the process on our own. We can’t drop our grievance into the grievance box
ourselves because the box is off the line and we’re not allowed to leave the line while
we’re quarantined. Instead, we have to give our grievances to the guards when they
collect the mail and depend on the guards to put our grievances in the box. But I’'m never
sure that my grievances make it into the box. I’ve seen guards lose grievances from
another line on our line. I don’t trust these people.

I’ve filed grievances before and never heard back about them from the jail, even though
they’re supposed to respond to me. For example, in mid-March of this year, I filed a
grievance about the mold and dust in the jail, the fact that we can’t socially distance, and
that we have to take our pills through the bars with without washing our hands. I never
received a response to this grievance. I can’t appeal my grievance without a written
response from the jail.

On May 21st, the guards put another inmate named Byron Cassidy on the line with us. I
saw him when I woke up on the 22nd for roll call. He was sick. Then I went back to
sleep and woke up again when he was packing his things and the guards were moving
him to lockdown. His stuff was in a bag in the hallway, and they took his mattress out
there too. The guards didn’t give us bleach to clean the bunkbeds he was on.

If I was released into the community, I would go home to my wife. We have a one-
bedroom apartment in Baton Rouge, and I can quarantine in our bedroom or living room
if Ineed to. I will also be able to stay away from people who are sick and buy myself
alcohol-based cleaning supplies. I will have access to clean water, healthy food, and
medical care of my choice if I need it.



This declaration was orally sworn to by Cedric Spears on May 22, 2020 because the East Baton
Rouge Parish Prison is currently not permitting documents to be exchanged for signature.

Under penalty of perjury, I declare that I have read the foregoing in its entirety to Cedric Spears
on May 22, 2020.

By: W
Miriam Nemeth
Date: May 22, 2020



DECLARATION OF JOSEPH WILLIAMS

1, Joseph Williams, certify under penalty of perjury that the following statement is true and
correct pursuant to 28 U.S.C. § 1746.

1.

2.

10.

My name is Joseph Williams. I am 21 years old and of sound mind.

I’m currently detained pretrial in the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison in East Baton
Rouge, Louisiana. I’ve been in the jail since August 27, 2019. On April 27, 2020, four
days before I was moved to solitary confinement for the coronavirus, the charges against
me were dropped because of an illegal police officer search, but I’'m still in the prison on
lockdown and on a parole hold.

I was in the process of enrolling in school when I was arrested.

In the East Baton Rouge Parish Prison, I was confined on the F5 line before about April
24,2020. F5 is a big open dorm with 24 people in it.

In late April, the nurses were checking everyone’s temperatures on the line to check for
coronavirus. Around April 24th, the nurses checked my temperature, and it was 99
degrees. I saw them write down 100 degrees, even though that wasn’t right. I didn’t feel
sick, and I didn’t have any symptoms of the coronavirus. Irefused to be tested for
coronavirus that day.

The guards came back about 20—30 minutes later and told me to pack up. They said I
was going to “isolation,” but they didn’t tell me anything about what “isolation” was.

They moved me to the B3 line, which is a solitary confinement line in a part of the
building that had been closed down for two or so years before the coronavirus. It was
really dirty and dusty. We recently saw a rat on the line that was the size of an opossum.
The line is also filled with different kinds of spiders.

B3 has six cells with four beds in each. For most of the time I was back here, there were
two or three people in each cell. Some guys have been returning to their general
population lines lately, but there’s still at least one man in each cell. The jail is still
bringing guys onto the line. They brought a new guy on the line around May 20th. 1
don’t know what line he came from. He’s been sleeping most of the days.

The cells on the line are not that far apart, only about a hand’s width. The cells are
separated by metal walls, but the front of each cell has bars. I can grab the bars on the
cell next to me from inside my cell. Other guys on the line pass things between cells this
way, but [ don’t do it because I don’t want to get coronavirus from the other guys.

When I got on the line, the guard put me and my friend Trayvon Robinson in a cell with
another guy who had been on B3 for a little while. Our cell has two sets of bunk beds,
two lockers, and a toilet/sink combo. I’m not sure if the water in my sink is safe to drink.
I don’t drink it because it sometimes comes out salty or with a nasty taste. We can’t stay
six feet apart from the people in our cell because there’s not that much space in the cell.

1
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I brought my property with me from the line. I have to store it high up so the rats can’t
get into it. If I leave it in the locker in our cell, the rats can get in and get it.

The guy who was already in our cell when we arrived was coughing a lot. When I woke
up the next morning, my body ached, my head hurt, and I couldn’t eat. I gave my food
trays away to the other guys and slept most of the days. This lasted for the first weekend
I was on the line.

On or around Saturday, April 25th, the nurse tried to make me take a coronavirus test. I
refused the test again because my temperature wasn’t high enough, and she brought a
sergeant on the line. I finally agreed to take the test when the Sergeant asked. The test
came back positive on Monday, April 27th. This really devastated me, and I struggled to
call my friends and family or do other things I usually did during the day. I felt dirty on
the inside.

After several days on the line, the nurses finally gave my Tylenol for my symptoms
around Monday, April 27th. But they didn’t do anything else for me. All the nurses do is
make sure you take your meds during pill call. After about a week on the line, they also
started taking our temperatures regularly during pill call, but they didn’t do this during
my first week on the line.

The nurses waited about 14 days to test me again. Itook my second test around May 8th,
and I waited the weekend to find out my results. It was negative. They retested me again
around Tuesday, May 12th, and my results were positive again. They didn’t bring me my
results in writing—they just told them to me orally about seven days later, only after |
wrote a medical request to get the results. They woke me up at 1am to give me the
results. I got tested again on May 22nd, and I haven’t gotten my results yet. The nurses
told me that I have to have two negative test results before I can go back to general
population.

If we have any other medical issues, the nurses make us put in a sick call, and it takes a
little while for a nurse to come see you. For example, around the end of April or the
beginning of May, an older guy on the line had trouble breathing, and another guy had to
beat on the door to the line to try to get him medical attention. He beat on the door for
15-20 minutes before the guards even acknowledged us. The guards finally came back
to see what was wrong, and they told the older man that nothing was wrong with him.
The other guy had to beat on the door again for about 15-20 minutes before the guards
came back and only then called medical. I think the guards could hear us the whole time
but didn’t want to do any work. It took medical at least another five minutes to come
back there. They took the man off the line, and he never came back.

Recently, I had chest and stomach pains and was throwing up a lot. I tried to get medical
care by asking another guy to beat on the door. He beat on the door for 20-30 minutes,
but no one responded. I had to call my aunt to get some help. She and several other
members of my family called the medical office to try to get me some medical attention.
Guards finally came on the line to check on me, and I told them to call medical. They
kept asking me why, but one of the guards finally called medical. The nurse was mad at
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me when she got to the line. She just checked my temperature and blood pressure, then
gave me Tylenol and another pill for three days. I don’t know what that pill was, and I
didn’t have a temperature. The nurse left immediately after.

We’re locked in our cells all day. It feels like we’re on lockdown, even though we
haven’t done anything wrong. We often need to knock on the door to the line to get the
guards to let us out of our cells. Some guards let us out of our cells one at a time for one
hour each day, but other guards—Ilike Smith and a new guard—give us only 15 to 30
minutes out of our cells each day like we’re on disciplinary segregation. Some days, the
guards don’t give us water, either.

The day room on the line has a shower, toilet, table, and three phones. It doesn’t have a
TV, even though we should have one because we’re not on discipline. Sometimes, the
guards will bring us the newspaper, and we have to share one copy of the paper among all
the men on the line.

We don’t get any cleaning products or chemicals to clean our cells. The guards bring
chemicals every few days, but they don’t let us use them on our cells. We can only use
them to clean the hallways.

About once a week, we get some purple chemicals to clean the phones. I don’t know
what the chemicals are. Otherwise, we have to clean the phones with soap and water.
When I want to use the phone, I put one of my socks on it to protect myself.

We mostly have to clean everything with soap and water, including door handles. We
rarely get any chemicals for cleaning.

The guards don’t clean the shower either. The shower has only cold water in it, and the
prison hasn’t fixed this yet. It’s too cold to shower in, so I don’t use it much. Iusually
just take a bath out of the sink in my cell. The shower also leaks all over the floor and
runs down the hallway.

We’re supposed to get soap every week from the prison, but I didn’t get it during my first
two or three weeks on B3. The guards passed out supplies on or around May 13th and
May 20th, but that’s the only time they’ve done that since I’ve been on B3. They’re
supposed to bring us soap, toilet paper, toothpaste, a toothbrush, and a razor every week,
but they haven’t brought everything every week while I’ve been on lockdown. Some
weeks, we get soap and toilet paper, other weeks we get different supplies.

A bar of soap usually lasts me about four to five days in the jail. I tried to buy supplies
from the commissary when the jail didn’t bring us supplies, but I never got my order and
they just put the money back on my books. My mother or my friends put money on my
books so I can get hygiene supplies and extra food, but I can’t get any of those things
back here.

The guards often wear masks, gloves, and bodysuits on B3, but not always. They didn’t
always wear masks and gloves on F5, and I don’t recall seeing them wear body suits very
often on F5 either. Some shifts did more often than others, and some shifts didn’t at all.
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27. The prison gave us bandanas to use as masks back in April when I was on F5. The
guards try to swap them out every week, but I don’t trust them to clean the bandana and
the ones they’re trying to hand out look used. A few days ago, guards brought us cloth
masks that hook behind your ears, and they swapped those out today too.

28. I have asked the guards to bring me grievance forms, but they won’t do it. I keep asking,
and I got into it with a guard about the forms. He kept saying that he didn’t have any and
needed to make copies. I never got any copies from any of the guards I asked for
grievance forms.

29. I’'m really stressed on B3 because I should be home, but I’'m stuck here on a parole hold
and I’m locked in a cell around sick people without any way to watch TV or connect with
the world outside when I want to.

30. If I was released into the community, I would stay with my mother. I have my own room
in her house where I can quarantine if [ need to. I will also be able to stay away from
people who are sick and buy myself alcohol-based cleaning supplies. I will have access
to clean water, healthy food, and medical care of my choice if [ need it.

This declaration was orally sworn to by Joseph Williams on May 22, 2020 because the East
Baton Rouge Parish Prison is currently not permitting documents to be exchanged for signature.

Under penalty of perjury, I declare that I have read the foregoing in its entirety to Joseph
Williams on May 22, 2020.

By: M ’é
Miriam Nemeth
Date: May 22, 2020
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