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From the Bowels
of The Beast

Editor's Introduction: Carl Watner, one of the co-organizers of The
Voluntaryists, was sentenced to 40 days incarceration by Judge
Joseph Young of the U.S. Federal Court in Baltimore, Maryland. Carl
was held in civil contempt of Court for his refusal to comply with the
Judge's order that he cooperate with the Internal Revenue Service. In
Vol. I, No. 6 of THE VOLUNTARYISM we interviewed Carl prior to his
hearing on the contempt charge. Carl reported to the Office of the
U.S. Federal Marshall in Baltimore, on the morning of November 14,
1983, to begin his sentence. This interview was prepared during the
course of Carl's confinement.

Vol: How have you explained your imprisonment to other in-
mates and what has been their reaction to your story?
CW: Most inmates, both in the Baltimore City Jail and the
Allenwood Federal Prison Camp (where I presently am)
understand my conscientious objection to taxation. Forty
days is the shortest sentence that anyone at Allenwood ever
heard of and they all smile at my good luck! They also say
that they have never heard of a contempt charge for failure to
cooperate with the IRS; for refusal to testify or to turn my
books and records over to them. I always try to explain that
my conscientious objection is much more fundamental than
that of the average tax resister, who ordinarily protests the
"unconstitutionality" of the income tax or objects to the
ways that tax funds are spent. I object to the compulsory
nature of both government and taxation. Government
employees are the only group of people in society that
regularly and consistently use physical force or its threat to
collect funds to sustain themselves. It makes absolutely no
difference to me how this group of people spends the money
it coercively collects; my conscientious objection is opposed
to their initiation of coercion or its threat. The majority of the
people I have met in the penal system seem to grasp my posi-
tion. Some have even said they would choose the 40 days in
jail rather than cooperate with the IRS.
Vol: Would you please tell us what happened when you
reported to the Marshall's Office in Baltimore?
CW: I, along with my mother, sister, and two friends, arrived
before 10 am and reported to the public reception room,
which the Judge had designated in his Final Order. I
presented myself to one of the secretaries, handed her a
previously prepared statement about my case, and sat down
in one of the waiting chairs. She told me to report down the
hall to the prisoners' Processing Room. When I didn't budge
out of the chair, she had a gentleman come around and ask
me to follow him down the hali. I told him that "in good cons-
cience I would not willingly do so." He shook his head and
walked away. After about an hour and half of sitting, four mar-
shalls came into the waiting room, and gave me one last
chance to accompany them. When I still didn't move, they
handcuffed me and the three of them carried me out of the
room. I simply went limp and let them do the work. They huff-
ed and puffed, and about half way to Processing they had to
sit me down and take a rest. When we arrived at the holding
cell, they sat me down on a bench and stripped me of my
packet of books, my belt and my shoelaces.

Vol: Did their actions surprise you and how did you react?
CW: With the exception of one marshall who was rather
vicious (he pretended that by going limp I might violently hurt
him), the marshalls tried to handle my body in as gentle a
manner as possible. I was left in the holding cell for about 5 or
6 hours, by myself, although there were other prisoners in
other cells. Quite frankly, I didn't know what to expect after
they locked the cell door. This was the first time I had ever
been in jail. I exercised, napped, and day dreamed to make
the time go by. I was in a totally alien environment. I refused
to give them any information and refused the lunch they of-
fered me.
Vol: What did the marshalls finally do with you?
CW: Late in the afternoon, a big, burly marshall entered the
cell and said he was taking me to Baltimore City Jail. When I
didn't move, he told me in no uncertain terms that he would
drag me out of the cell if he had to. Furthermore, he said that I
didn't want to mess with the guards at City Jail and that it
was a rough jail. Finally, he challenged me by asking if I were
man enough to come out of the cell with him. I said yes and
accompanied him out of the cell where I was handcuffed and
waist shackled.
Vol: How did you spend the remainder of your time that day
and the other days you spent in City Jail?
CW: In jails (as opposed to some prisons), the commodity
you have the most of is time. The guards put you in a cell and
you wait. They let you out to eat or exercise, then lock you
back in; then you wait some more. It's literally like that 24
hours a day. The only word I can use to describe City Jail
when I arrived is "pandemonium", there were a large number
of newly arrived prisoners being processed through Intake
and many other groups of prisoners were being moved around
the prison for supper. Around 8:30 pm that evening, the group
of inmates that I came in with were assigned cells on the
Receiving Section and we were escorted to the appropriate
cellblock.

My stay in City Jail lasted nine days.| By the end of that
time, I had been reclassified off Receiving and assigned a
permanent cell and cellmate. Our regular routine was to be
awakened by 6:30 am when the guard unlocked our cells so
we could get out and use the showers and get ready for
breakfast. Breakfast lasted 15 to 20 minutes (usually con-
sisting of 2 or 3 slices of toast, a small box of cereal, milk and
a little gruel). After we left the cafeteria, we lined back up in
our cells and were locked in until about 9 am. From 9 to 10:30
am we could go to the gym or lineup to try to use a payphone
near the cellblock. Sometime between 10:30 and 11:00 am, we
got back in line for "feedup" (jailhouse slang for eating),
which again lasted about 20 minutes. Lunch was usually lef-
tovers in some sort of soup, 4 slices of white bread, 2 slices of
lunch meat or cheese, and a cup of flavored water. After lunch
we were locked back in our cells for body count (to make sure
no one had escaped). Close to 3 pm we were let out of our
cells and we could go to the library or hospital or simpiy pass
the time away with other inmates. Supper was a quick meai
around 4:30, after which we usually had another body count.
After the count cleared, we were let out of our cells, again,
from about 6 till 7:30 pm, at which time we were locked in for
the night.


