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Preface

| wish | could say that writing this book was alabor of love; it was not that for a
single moment of thetwo yearsit took to complete. First of al, it wasemotionally
painful to review al of the videotapes from the Stanford Prison Experiment (SPE)
and to read over and over the typescripts prepared from them. Time had dimmed
my memory of the extent of creative evil in which many of the guards engaged,
the extent of the suffering of many of the prisoners, and the extent of my pas-
svity in alowing the abuses to continue for aslong as| did—an evil of inaction.

| had aso forgotten that thefirst part of this book was actually begun thirty
years ago under contract from a different publisher. However, | quit shortly after
beginning to write because | was not ready to relive the experience whilel was ill
sodosetoit. | am glad that | did not hang in and force mysdf to continue writing
then because thisis the right time. Now | am wiser and able to bring a more ma-
ture perspective to this complex task. Further, the parallels between the abuses at
Abu Ghraib and the events in the SPE have given our Stanford prison experience
added vdidity, which in turn sheds light on the psychological dynamics that con-
tributed to creating horrific abusesin that real prison.

A second emotionally draining obstacle to writing was becoming personally
and intensely involved in fully researching the Abu Ghraib abuses and tortures.
As an expert witness for one of the MP prison guards, | became more like an in-
vestigative reporter than a socia psychologist. | worked at uncovering everything
| could about this young man, from intensive interviews with him and conversa-
tions and correspondence with his family members to checking on his back-
ground in corrections and in the military, aswdl aswith other military personnel
who had served inthat dungeon. | cameto fed what it wasliketo walk in hisboots
ontheTier 1A night shift from 4 P.M. to 4 A.M. every single night for forty nights
without a break.

As an expert witness testifying at his trial to the situational forces that con-



X Preface

tributed to the specific abuses he had perpetrated, | was given accessto al of the
many hundreds of digitally documented images of depravity. That was an ugly
and unwelcomed task. In addition, | was provided with al of the then-available
reports from various military and civilian investigating committees. Because |
was told that | would not be alowed to bring detailed notes to the trial, | had to
memorize as many of their critical features and conclusions as | could. That cog-
nitive challenge added to the terrific emotional strain that arose after Sergeant
Ivan "Chip" Frederick was given a harsh sentence and | became an informal psy-
chological counselor for him and hiswife, Martha. Over time, | became, for them,
"Uncle Phil."

| was doubly frustrated and angry, first by the military's unwillingness to ac-
cept any of the many mitigating circumstances | had detailed that had directly
contributed to his abusive behavior and should have reduced his harsh prison
sentence. The prosecutor and judge refused to consider any idea that situational
forces could influence individual behavior. Theirs was the standard individuaism
conception that is shared by most peoplein our culture. It istheideathat the fault
was entirely "dispositional," the consequence of Sergeant Chip Frederick's fredy
chosen rational decision to engage in evil. Added to my distress was the rediza-
tion that many of the "independent” investigative reports clearly laid the blame
for the abuses at the feat of senior officers and on their dysfunctional or "absentee
landlord" leadership. Thesereports, chaired by generals and former high-ranking
government officids, made evident that the military and civilian chain of com-
mand had built a "bad barrel" in which a bunch of good soldiers became trans-
formed into "bad apples.”

Had | written this book shortly after the end of the Stanford Prison Experiment,
| would have been content to detail the ways in which situational forces are more
powerful than we think, or that we acknowledge, in shaping our behavior in
many contexts. However, | would have missed the big picture, the bigger power for
creating evil out of good—that of the System, the complex of powerful forces that
create the Situation. A large body of evidence in social psychology supports the
concept that situational power triumphs over individual power in given contexts.
| refer to that evidence in severa chapters. However, most psychologists have
been insensitive to the deeper sources of power that inhere in the political, eco-
nomic, religious, historic, and cultural matrix that defines situations and gives
them legitimate or illegitimate existence. A full understanding of the dynamics of
human behavior requires that we recognize the extent and limits of personal
power, situational power, and systemic power.

Changing or preventing undesirable behavior of individuas or groups re-
quires an understanding of what strengths, virtues, and vulnerabilities they
bring into a given situation. Then, we need to recognize more fully the complex of
situational forces that are operative in given behaviora settings. Modifying them,
or learning to avoid them, can have a greater impact on reducing undesirable in-
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dividual reactions than remedia actions directed only at changing the peoplein
the situation. That means adopting a public health approach in place of the stan-
dard medical mode approach to curing individual ills and wrongs. However, un-
less we become sensitive to the real power of the System, which is invariably
hidden behind avell of secrecy, and fully understand its own set of rules and regu-
lations, behavioral change will be transient and situational change illusory.
Throughout this book, | repeat the mantra that attempting to understand the
situational and systemic contributions to any individual's behavior does not ex-
cuse the person or absolve him or her from responsibility in engaging in immoral,
illegal, or evil deeds.

In reflecting on the reasons that | have spent much of my professiona career
studying the psychology of evil—of violence, anonymity, aggression, vandalism,
torture, and terrorism—I must also consider the situational formative force act-
ing upon me. Growing up in poverty in the South Bronx, New York City, ghetto
shaped much of my outlook on life and my priorities. Urban ghetto lifeis al about
surviving by developing useful "street-smart" strategies. That means figuring out
who has power that can be used against you or to help you, whom to avoid, and
with whom you should ingratiate yoursdf. It means deciphering subtle situa-
tional cues for when to bet and when to fold, creating reciprocal obligations, and
determining what it takes to make the transition from follower to leader.

In those days, before heroin and cocaine hit the Bronx, ghetto life was about
people without possessions, about kids whose most precious resource in the ab-
sence of toys and technol ogies was other kids to play with. Some of these kids be-
camevictims or perpetrators of violence; somekids | thought were good ended up
doing some really bad things. Sometimes it was apparent what the catalyst was.
For instance, consider Donny's father, who punished him for any perceived
wrongdoing by stripping him naked and making him kneel onrice kernelsin the
bathtub. This "father astorturer" was at other times charming, epecially around
theladies who lived in the tenement. As ayoung teenager, Donny, broken by that
experience, ended up in prison. Another kid took out his frustrations by skinning
cats dive. Aspart of the gang initiation process we dl had to steal, fight against
another kid, do some daring deeds, and intimidate girls and Jewish kids going to
synagogue. None of thiswas ever considered evil or even bad; it was merely obey-
ing the group leader and conforming to the norms of the gang.

For us kids systemic power resided in the big bad janitors who kicked you off
their stoops and the heartless landlords who could evict whole families by getting
the authorities to cart their belongings onto the street for failure to pay therent. |
till fed for their public shame. But our worst enemy was the police, who would
swoop down on us as we played stickball in the streets (with abroomstick bat and
Spalding rubber ball). Without offering any reason, they would confiscate our
stickball bats and force us to stop playing in the street. Since there was not aplay-
ground within amile of where we lived, streetswere all we had, and there waslit-
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tle danger posed to citizens by our pink rubber ball. | recall atimewhen we hid the
bats as the police approached, but the cops singled me out to spill the beans asto
their location. When | refused, one cop said he would arrest me and as he pushed
me into his squad car my head smashed against the door. After that, | never
trusted grown-ups in uniform until proven otherwise.

With such rearing, al in the absence of any parental oversight—because in
those days kids and parents never mixed on the streets—it is obvious where my
curiosity about human nature came from, especialy itsdarker side. Thus, TheLu-
cifer Effect has been incubating in me for many years, from my ghetto sandbox
days through my formd training in psychological science, and has led me to ask
big questions and answer them with empirical evidence.

The structure of thisbook is somewhat unusual. It starts off with an opening
chapter that outlines the theme of the transformation of human character, of
good people and angels turning to do bad things, even evil, devilish things. It
raises the fundamental question of how well we really know ourselves, how con-
fident we can be in predicting what we would or would not do in situations we
have never before encountered. Could we, like God's favarite angel, Lucifer, ever
be led into the temptation to do the unthinkable to others?

The segment of chapters on the Stanford Prison Experiment unfolds in great
detail as our extended case study of the transformation of individual college stu-
dents as they play the randomly assigned roles of prisoner or guard in a mock
prison—that became al too real. The chapter-by-chapter chronology is presented
in acinematic format, as apersonal narrative told in the present tense with mini-
mal psychological interpretation. Only after that study concludes—it had to be
terminated prematurely—do we consider what we learned from it, describe and
explain the evidence gathered from it, and elaborate upon the psychologica
processes that were involved in it.

One of the dominant conclusions of the Stanford Prison Experiment is that
the pervasive yet subtle power of a host of situational variables can dominate an
individual's will to resist. That conclusion is given greater depth in a series of
chapters detailing this phenomenon across abody of socia science research. We
see how a range of research participants—other college student subjects and
average citizen volunteers alike—have come to conform, comply, obey, and be
readily seduced into doing things they could not imagine doing when they were
outside those situational force fidds. A set of dynamic psychologica processesis
outlined that can induce good people to do evil, among them deindividuation,
obedience to authority, passivity in the face of threats, sdf-judtification, and ratio-
nalization. Dehumanization is one of the central processes in the transformation
of ordinary, normal people into indifferent or even wanton perpetrators of evil.
Dehumanization is like a cortical cataract that clouds one's thinking and fosters
the perception that other people are lessthan human. It makes some people come
to see those others as enemies deserving of torment, torture, and annihilation.
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With this set of analytical tools at our disposal, we turn to reflect upon the
causes of the horrendous abuses and torture of prisoners at Irag's Abu Ghraib
Prison by the U.S Military Police guarding them. The allegation that these im-
moral deeds were the sadistic work of afew rogue soldiers, so-called bad apples, is
challenged by examining the parallels that exist in the situational forces and psy-
chological processes that operated in that prison with those in our Stanford
prison. We examine in depth, the Place, the Person, and the Situation to draw
conclusions about the causative forces involved in creating the abusive behaviors
that are depicted in the revolting set of "trophy photos" taken by the soldiersin
the process of tormenting their prisoners.

However, it isthen time to go up the explanatory chain from person to situa-
tion to system. Relying on a haf dozen of the investigative reports into these
abuses and other evidence from a variety of human rights and legal sources, |
adopt a prosecutorial stance to put the System on trial. Using the limits of our
legal system, which demands that individuals and not situations or systems be
tried for wrongdoing, | bring charges against a quartet of senior military officers
and then extend the argument for command complicity to the civilian command
structure within the Bush administration. The reader, asjuror, will decide if the
evidence supports the finding of guilty as charged for each of the accused.

This rather grim journey into the heart and mind of darkness is turned
around in the find chapter. It is time for some good news about human nature,
about what we as individuals can do to challenge situational and systemic power.
In dl the research cited and in our real-world examples, there were always some
individuals who resisted, who did not yield to temptation. What delivered them
from evil was not some inherent magical goodness but rather, more likely, an un-
derstanding, however intuitive, of mental and socia tactics of resistance. | out-
line a set of such strategies and tactics to help anyone be more able to resist
unwanted socia influence. This advice is based on a combination of my own ex-
periences and the wisdom of my socid psychologica colleagues who are experts
in the domains of influence and persuasion. (It is supplemented and expanded
upon in a module available on the website for this book, www.lucifereffect.com).

Findly, when most give in and few rebel, the rebels can be considered heroes
for resisting the powerful forces toward compliance, conformity, and obedience.
We have come to think of our heroes as special, set apart from us ordinary mor-
talshy their daring deeds or lifelong sacrifices. Here we recognize that such special
individuals do exigt, but that they are the exception among the ranks of heroes,
the few who make such sacrifices. They are a specia breed who organize their
lives around ahumanitarian cause, for example. By contrast, most otherswerec-
ognize as heroes are heroes of the moment, of the situation, who act decisvely
whenthecall to serviceissounded. So, The Lucifer Effect journey endson apostive
note by celebrating the ordinary hero who lives within each of us. In contrast to
the "banality of evil," which positsthat ordinary people can be responsible for the
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most despicable acts of cruelty and degradation of their fellows, | posit the "ba-
nality of heroism," which unfurls the banner of the heroic Everyman and Every-
woman who heed the cal to service to humanity when their time comes to act.
When that bel rings, they will know that it rings for them. It sounds a call to up-
hold what is best in human nature that rises above the powerful pressures of
Situation and System as the profound assertion of human dignity opposing evil.



Acknowledgments

This book would not have been possible without agreat deal of help at every stage
along the long journey from conception to itsrealization in thisfinal form.

EMPRICAL RESEARCH

It al began with the planning, execution, and analysis of the experiment we did
a Stanford University back in August 1971. The immediate impetus for this re-
search came out of an undergraduate class project on the psychology of impris-
onment, headed by David Jffe who later became the warden in our Stanford
Prison Experiment. In preparation for conducting this experiment, and to better
understand the mentality of prisoners and correctional g&f, aswel asto explore
what were the critical features in the psychological nature of any prison experi-
ence, | taught a summer school course at Stanford University covering these top-
ics. My co-instructor was Andrew Carlo Prescott, who had recently been paroled
from a series of long confinementsin California prisons. Carlo cameto serve asan
invaluable consultant and dynamic head of our 'Adult Authority Parole Board."
Two graduate students, William Curtis Banks and Craig Haney, were fully en-
gaged at every stage in the production of this unusual research project. Craig has
used this experience as a springboard into a most successful career in psychology
and law, becoming aleading advocate for prisoner rights and authoring anumber
of articles and chapters with me on various topics related to the institution of
prisons. | thank them each for their contribution to that study and its intellectual
and practical aftermath. In addition, my appreciation goes to each of those col-
lege students who volunteered for an experience that, decades later, some of them
till cannot forget. As| aso say in the text, | apologize to them again for any suf-
fering they endured during and following this research.



Contents

Preface
Acknowledgments
Lig of Illustrations

ONE
The Psychology of Evil: Situated Character
Transformations
TWO
Sunday's Surprise Arrests
THREE
Let Sunday's Degradation Rituals Begin
FOUR
Monday's Prisoner Rebellion
AVE
Tuesday's Double Trouble: Visitors and Rioters
X
Wednesday |s Spiraling Out of Control
SEVEN
The Power to Parole
EIGHT
Thursday's Reality Confrontations
NINE
Friday's Fade to Black
TEN

The SPE's Meaning and Messages. The Alchemy of Character

Transformations

ELEVEN
The SPE: Ethics and Extensions

23

57

80

200

130

254

274

295

229



Contents

TWELVE
Investigating Socia Dynamics: Power, Conformity,
and Obedience
THIRTEEN
Investigating Social Dynamics: Deindividuation,
Dehumanization, and the Evil of Inaction
FOURTEEN
Abu Ghraib's Abuses and Tortures: Understanding and
Personalizing Its Horrors
AFTEEN
Putting the System on Trid: Command Complicity
SIXTEEN
Resisting Situational Influences and Celebrating Heroism

Notes
Index

258

297

324

380

491
535



List of Illustrations

1. M. C. Escher'sillusion of angels and devils
2. Police arresting student prisoner
3. Stanford Prison Experiment (SPE) guard in uniform
4. SPE prisoners lined up for their frequent counts
5. SFE grievance committee meets with Superintendent Zimbardo
6. SPEsYad in action
7. SPE prisoner suffers an emotional breakdown
8. S7E hooded, chained prisoners await hearings with the Parole Board
9. SFE naked prisoner in his cdl #3
10. SPE chart comparing behaviors of guards and prisoners (from
video records)
11. Ad soliciting New Haven adults for Milgram's study of obedience
(courtesy Alexandra Milgram and Erlbaum Press)
12. "Learner" is attached to shock apparatus in obedience experiment
13. "Teacher" shocks "learner" complying with authority pressure
14. Abu Ghraib Prison: Prisoner pyramid with smiling MP guards

15. Abu Ghraib Prison: MP dragging prisoner on ground with adog leash

16. S&f Sergeant Chip Frederick proudly holding American flag in Iraq
17. Abu Ghraib prisoners forced to simulate sodomy and to masturbate
18. Unmuzzled Belgian Shepherd Army dogs terrifying naked prisoner

19. Abu Ghraib MPin prison cell with face painted in style of arock group

20. Chip Frederick with "Hooded Man," the iconic image of torture
21. Chip Frederick sitting on top of prisoner "Shit Boy"

22. Abu Ghraib MP posing with murdered "Ghost detainee” on Tier 1A
23. Heroic Chinese student, "Tank Man," facing down Army tanks

24. M. C. Escher'sillusion of angels and devils—revisited

107
131
155

202

267
268
269
325
326
339
356
358
365
369
370
410
463
489



M. C. Escher's "Circle Limit IV* © 2006 The M. C. Escher Company-Holland.
All rights reserved, www.mcescher.com.


http://www.mcescher.com

CHAPTER ONE

The Psychology of Evil:
Situated Character Transformations

The mind is its own place, and in itself can make a heaven of
hell, a hell of heaven.

—John Milton, Paradise Lost

L ook at this remarkable image for amoment. Now close your eyes and conjure it
in your memory.

Does your mind's eye see the many white angels dancing about the dark
heavens? Or do you see the many black demons, horned devils inhabiting the
bright white space of Hell? In thisillusion by the artist M. C. Escher, both perspec-
tives are equally possible. Once aware of the congruence between good and evil,
you cannot see only one and not the other. In what follows, 1 will not alow you to
drift back to the comfortable separation of Your Good and Faultless Side from
Their Bvil and Wicked Side. "Am | capable of evil?" isthe question that | want you
to consider over and over again as we journey together to alien environments.

Three psychological truths emerge from Escher's image. Firdt, the world is
filled with both good and evil—was, is, will dways be. Second, the barrier be-
tween good and evil ispermeable and nebulous. And third, it is possible for angels
to become devils and, perhaps more difficult to conceive, for devils to become
angels.

Perhaps this image reminds you of the ultimate transformation of good into
evil, the metamorphosis of Lucifer into Satan. Ludifer, the "light bearer,” was
God's favorite angel until he challenged God's authority and was cast into Hell
along with his band of fdlen angels. "Better to reign in Hel than serve in
Heaven," boasts Satan, the "adversary of God" in Milton's Paradise Lost. In Hell,
Lucifer-Satan becomes a liar, an empty imposter who uses boasts, spears, trum-
pets, and banners, as some national |eaders do today. At the Demonic Conference
in Hell of al the mgjor demons, Satan is assured that he cannot regain Heaven in
any direct confrontation.” However, Satan's statesman, Beelzebub, comes up with
the most evil of solutions in proposing to avenge themselves against God by cor-
rupting God's greatest creation, humankind. Though Satan succeeds in tempting
Adam and Eve to disobey God and be led into evil, God decrees that they will in



4 The Lucifer Effect

time be saved. However, for the rest of time, Satan will be dlowed to dither
around that injunction, enlisting witches to tempt peopleto evil. Satan'sinterme-
diaries would thereafter become the target of zealous inquisitors who want to rid
the world of evil, but their horrific methods would breed a new form of systemic
evil the world had never before known.

Lucifer's sin is what thinkers in the Middle Ages cdled "cupiditas."* For
Dante, the sins that spring from that root are the most extreme "sins of the walf,"
the spiritual condition of having an inner black hole so deep within onesdf that
no amount of power or money can ever fill it. For those suffering the mortal
malady called cupiditas, whatever exists outside of one's sdf hasworth only asiit
can be exploited by, or taken into one's HAf. In Dante's Hel those guilty of that sin
areinthe ninth circle, frozen in the Lake of Ice. Having cared for nothing but sdf
in life, they are encased in icy Sdf for eternity. By making people focus only on
onedf in this way, Satan and his followers turn their eyes away from the har-
mony of love that unites dl living creatures.

The sins of the walf cause a human being to turn away from grace and to
make sf his only good—and aso his prison. In the ninth circle of the Inferno,
the sinners, possessed of the spirit of the insatiable walf, are frozen in a sdf-
imposed prison where prisoner and guard are fused in an egocentric redlity.

In her scholarly search for the origins of Satan, the historian Elaine Pagels o-
fers a provocative thesis on the psychologica significance of Satan as humanity's
mirror:

What fascinates us about Satan is the way he expresses qualities that go
beyond what we ordinarily recognize as human. Satan evokes more than
the greed, envy, lust, and anger we identify with our own worst impulses,
and more than what we call brutdlity, which imputes to human beings a
resemblance to animals ("brutes").... Evil, then, at itsworst, seemsto in-
volve the supernatural—what we recognize, with a shudder, as the dia-
bolic inverse of Martin Buber's characterization of God as "whally other."

Wefear evil, but arefascinated by it. We create myths of evil conspiracies and
come to believe them enough to mobilize forces against them. We rgject the
"Other" as different and dangerous because it's unknown, yet we are thrilled by

*Cupiditas, in English, is cupidity, which means avarice, greed, the strong desire for wealth or
power over another. What cupiditas means is the desire to turn into oneself or take into oneself
everything that is "other" than sdf. For instance, lust and rape are forms of cupiditas, because
they entail using another person as a thing to gratify one's own desire; murder for profit is also
cupiditas. It isthe opposite of the concept of caritas, which means envisioning onesdlf as part of
aring of love in which each individual sdf hasworth in itself but also asit relates to every other
«f. "Do unto others as you would have them do unto you" is a weak expression of caritas. The
Latin "Caritaset amor, Deusibi est" is probably the best expression of the concept "wherever cari-
tasand love are, God is."
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contemplating sexual excess and violations of moral codes by those who are not
our kind. Professor of religious studies David Frankfurter concludes his search for
Evil Incarnate by focusing on the socia construction of this evil other.

[T]he construction of the social Other as cannibal-savage, demon, sor-
cerer, vampire, or an amalgam of them al, draws upon a consistent reper-
toire of symbals of inversion. The stories we tell about people out on the
periphery play with their savagery, libertine customs, and monstrosity.
At the same time, the combined horror and pleasure we derive from con-
templating this Otherness—sentiments that influenced the brutality of
colonists, missionaries, and armies entering the lands of those Others—
certainly afect us at the levd of individua fantasy, aswell.’

TRANSFORMATIONS: ANGELS, DEVILS,
AND THE REST OF US MERE MORTALS

The Lucifer Effect is my attempt to understand the processes of transformation at
work when good or ordinary people do bad or evil things. We will dea with the
fundamental question "What makes people go wrong?' But instead of resorting
to atraditional religious dualism of good versus evil, of wholesome nature versus
corrupting nurture, we will look at real people engaged in life's daily tasks, en-
meshed in doing their jobs, surviving within an often turbulent crucible of
human nature. We will seek to understand the nature of their character transfor-
mations when they are faced with powerful situational forces.

Let's begin with a definition of evil. Mine is a Smple, psychologically based
one: Evil consistsinintentionally behaving in waysthat harm, abuse, demean, dehu-
mani ze, or destroyinnocent others—or using one'sauthority and systemic power to en-
courageor permit othersto do so onyour behalf. Inshort, itis"knowing better but
doing worse."

What makes human behavior work? What determines human thought and
action? What makes some of us lead moral, righteous lives, while others seem to
dip eadly into immorality and crime? Is what we think about human nature
based on the assumption that inner determinants guide us up the good paths or
down the bad ones? Do we give insufficient attention to the outer determinants of
our thoughts, fedlings, and actions? To what extent are we creatures of the situa-
tion, of the moment, of the mob? And is there anything that anyone has ever
done that you are absolutely certain you could never be compelled to do?

Mogt of us hide behind egocentric biases that generate the illusion that we
are specid. These sdf-serving protective shields alow usto believe that each of us
is above average on any test of sdf-integrity. Too often we look to the stars
through the thick lens of personal invulnerability when we should aso look
down to the dippery dope beneath our feet. Such egocentric biases are more com-
monly found in societies that foster independent orientations, such as Euro-
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American cultures, and less so in collectivist-oriented societies, such asin Asia,
Africa, and the Middle East.’

In the course of our voyage through good and evil, | will ask you to reflect
upon three issues: How wel do you really know yoursdf, your strengths and
weaknesses? Does your sdlf-knowledge come from reviewing your behavior in fa
miliar situations or from being exposed to totally new settings where your old
habits are challenged? In the same vein, how well do you really know the people
with whom you interact daily: your family, friends, co-workers, and lover? One
thesis of thisbook is that most of us know ourselves only from our limited experi-
ences in familiar situations that involve rules, laws, policies, and pressures that
constrain us. Wego to schoal, to work, on vacation, to parties; we pay the billsand
the taxes, day in and year out. But what happens when we are exposed to totally
new and unfamiliar settings where our habits don't suffice? You start a new job,
go on your first computer-matched date, join a fraternity, get arrested, enlist in
the military, join a cult, or volunteer for an experiment. The old you might not
work as expected when the ground rules change.

Throughout our journey | would like you to continually ask the "Me dso?'
guestion as we encounter various forms of evil. We will examine genocide in
Rwanda, the mass suicide and murder of Peoples Temple followers in the jungles
of Guyana, the My La massacre in Vietnam, the horrors of Nazi concentra-
tion camps, the torture by military and civilian police around the world, and the
sexual abuse of parishionersby Catholic priests, and search for lines of continuity
between the scandalous, fraudulent behavior of executives at Enron and World-
Com corporations. Findly, we will see how some common threads in all these
evils run through the recently uncovered abuses of civilian prisoners at Abu
Ghraib Prison in Irag. One especially significant thread tying these atrocities to-
gether will come out of abody of research in experimenta socia psychology, par-
ticularly a study that has come to be known as the Stanford Prison Experiment.

Evil: Fixed and Within or Mutable and Without?

The idea that an unbridgeable chasm separates good people from bad peopleis a
source of comfort for at least two reasons. Firgt, it creates abinary logic, in which
Bvil isessentialized. Mogt of us percelve Evil asan entity, aquality that isinherent
in some people and not in others. Bad seeds ultimately produce bad fruits as their
destinies unfold. We define evil by pointing to the realy bad tyrantsin our era,
such as Hitler, Stalin, Pol Pot, Idi Amin, Saddam Hussein, and other political
leaders who have orchestrated mass murders. We must also acknowledge the
more ordinary, lesser evils of drug dealers, rapists, sex-trade traffickers, perpetra-
tors of fraudulent scams on the ederly, and those whose bullying destroys the
well-being of our children.

Upholding a Good-Evil dichotomy also takes "good people" df the responsi-
bility hook. They are freed from even considering their possible role in creating,
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sustaining, perpetuating, or conceding to the conditions that contribute to delin-
quency, crime, vandalism, teasing, bullying, rape, torture, terror, and violence.
"It'sthe way of theworld, and there's not much that can be doneto changeit, cer-
tainly not by me."

An alternative conception treats evil inincrementalist terms, as something of
which we are al capable, depending on circumstances. People may at any time
possess a particular attribute (say intelligence, pride, honesty, or evil) to agreater
or lesser degree. Our nature can be changed, whether toward the good or the bad
side of human nature. The incrementalist view implies an acquisition of qualities
through experience or concentrated practice, or by means of an external inter-
vention, such as being offered a special opportunity. In short, we can learn to be-
come good or evil regardiess of our genetic inheritance, personaity, or family
legacy.

Alternative Understandings: Dispositional, Situational, and Systemic

Running paralld to this pairing of essentialist and incremental conceptionsisthe
contrast between dispositional and situational causesof behavior. When faced with
some unusual behavior, some unexpected event, some anomaly that doesn't
make sense, how do we go about trying to understand it? The traditional ap-
proach has been to identify inherent personal qualitiesthat lead to the action: ge-
netic makeup, personality traits, character, freewill, and other dispositions. Given
violent behavior, one searches for sadistic personality traits. Given heroic deeds,
the search is on for genes that predispose toward altruism.

In the United States, arash of shootingsin which high school students mur-
der and wound scores of other students and teachers rocks suburban communi-
ties.” In England, a pair of ten-year-old boys kidnap two-year-old Jamie Bulger
from a shopping center and brutally murder him in cold blood. In Palestine and
Irag, young men and women become suicide bombers. In most European coun-
tries during World War 11, many people protected Jews from capture by the Nazis
even though they knew that if they were caught, they and their families would be
killed. In many countries "whistle-blowers" risk personal loss by exposing injus-
tice and immoral actions of superiors. Why?

The traditional view (among those who come from cultures that emphasize
individualism) is to look within for answers—for pathology or heroism. Modern
psychiatry is dispositionally oriented. So are clinical psychology and personality
and assessment psychology. Mogt of our institutions are founded on such a per-
spective, including law, medicine, and religion. Culpability, illness, and sin, they
assume, are to be found within the guilty party, the sck person, and the sinner.
They begin their quest for understanding with the "Who questions": Who is re-
sponsible? Who caused it? Who gets the blame? and Who gets the credit?

Sociad psychologists (such as mysdf) tend to avoid this rush to dispositional
judgment when trying to understand the causes of unusual behaviors. They pre-



8 The Lucifer Effect

fer to begin their search for meaning by asking the "What questions': What con-
ditions could be contributing to certain reactions? What circumstances might be
involved in generating behavior? What was the situation like from the perspective
of the actors? Socid psychologists ask: To what extent can an individual's actions
be traced to factors outside the actor, to situational variables and environmental
processes unique to a given setting?

The dispositional approach is to the situational as amedical mode of health
isto apublic health modedl. A medical modd triesto find the source of theillness,
disease, or disability within the affected person. By contrast, public health re-
searchers assume that the vectors of disease transmission come from the environ-
ment, creating conditions that foster illness. Sometimes the sick person is the end
product of environmental pathogens, which unless counteracted will affect oth-
ers, regardless of attemptsto improvethe health of theindividual. For example, in
the dispositional approach a child who exhibits alearning disability may be given
avariety of medica and behavioral treatmentsto overcome that handicap. But in
many cases, especialy among the poor, the problem is caused by ingesting lead in
paint that flakes doff the walls of tenement apartments and is worsened by condi-
tions of poverty—the situational approach. These aternative perspectives are not
just abstract variations in conceptual analyses but lead to very different ways of
dealing with personal and societal problems.

The significance of such analyses extends to al of uswho, as intuitive psy-
chologists, go about our daily livestrying to figure out why people do what they do
and how they may be changed to do better. But it isthe rare person in an individu-
aist culture who is not infected with a dispositional bias, always looking firgt to
motives, traits, genes, and personal pathologies. Mogt of us have atendency both
to overestimate the importance of dispositiona qualities and to underestimate
the importance of situational qualities when trying to understand the causes of
other peopl€e's behavior.

In the following chapters | will offer a substantial body of evidence that
counterbalances the dispositional view of the world and will expand the focus to
consider how people's character may be transformed by their being immersed in
situations that unleash powerful situational forces. People and situations are usu-
aly in astate of dynamic interaction. Although you probably think of yoursdlf as
having a consistent personality acrosstime and space, that islikely not to betrue.
You are not the same person working alone asyou are in agroup; in aromantic
setting versus an educational one; when you are with close friends or in an
anonymous crowd; or when you are traveling abroad as when at home base.

The Malleus Maleficarum and the Inquisition's WID Program

One of the first documented sources of the widespread use of the dispositiona
view to understand evil and rid the world of its pernicious influenceisfoundin a
text that became the bible of the Inquisition, the Malleus Maleficarum, or "The
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Witches Hammer."* It was required reading for the Inquisition judges. It begins
with a conundrum to be solved: How can evil continue to exist in aworld gov-
erned by an al-good, al-powerful God? One answer: God alows it as a test of
men's souls. Yidd to its temptations, go to Hell; resist its temptations, and be in-
vited into Heaven. However, God restricted the Devil's direct influence over people
because of his earlier corruption of Adam and Eve. The Devil's solution was to
haveintermediariesdo hisevil bidding by using witches as hisindirect link to peo-
ple they would corrupt.

To reduce the spread of evil in Catholic countries, the proposed solution was
to find and eliminate witches. What was required was ameans to identify witches,
get them to confess to heresy, and then destroy them. The mechanism for witch
identification and destruction (which in our times might be known as the WID
program) was simple and direct: find out through spies who among the popula-
tion were witches, test their witchly natures by getting confessions using various
torture techniques, and kill those who faled the test. Although | have made light
of what amounted to a carefully designed system of mass terror, torture, and ex-
termination of untold thousands of people, thiskind of smpligtic reduction of the
complex issues regarding evil fuded thefires of the Inquisition. Making "witches"
the despised dispositional category provided a ready solution to the problem of
societal evil by smply destroying as many agents of evil as could be identified, tor-
tured, and boiled in ail or burned at the stake.

Given that the Church and its State alliances were run by men, it is no won-
der that women were more likely than men to be labeled as witches. The suspects
were usually marginalized or threatening in some way: widowed, poor, ugly, de-
formed, or in some cases considered too proud and powerful. The terrible paradox
of the Inquisition is that the ardent and often sincere desire to combat evil gen-
erated evil on a grander scale than the world had ever seen before. It ushered
in the use by State and Church of torture devices and tactics that were the ulti-
mate perversion of any ideal of human perfection. The exquisite nature of the
human mind, which can create great works of art, science, and philosophy,
was perverted to engage in acts of "creative cruelty" that were designed to break
the will. The tools of the trade of the Inquisition are ill on display in prisons
around the world, in military and civilian interrogation centers, where tortureis
standard operating procedure (as we shall see later in our vist to Abu Ghraib
Prison).’

Power Systems Exert Pervasive Top-Down Dominance

My appreciation of the power residing in systems started with an awareness of
how institutions create mechanisms that translate ideology—say, the causes of
evil—into operating procedures, such as the Inquisition's witch hunts. In other
words, my focus has widened considerably through a fuller appreciation of the
ways in which situational conditions are created and shaped by higher-order
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factors—systems of power. Systems, not just dispositions and situations, must be
taken into account in order to understand complex behavior patterns.

Aberrant, illegd, or immoral behavior by individuals in service professions,
such as policemen, corrections officers, and soldiers, is typically labeled the mis-
deeds of "afew bad apples." The implication is that they are arare exception and
must be set on one side of the impermeable line between evil and good, with the
majority of good apples set on the other side. But who is making the distinction?
Usudly it isthe guardians of the system, who want to isolate the problem in order
to deflect attention and blame away from those at the top who may be responsible
for creating untenable working conditions or for a lack of oversight or supervi-
sion. Again the bad apple-dispositional view ignores the apple barrel and its po-
tentially corrupting situational impact on those within it. A systems analysis
focuses on the barrel makers, on those with the power to design the barrel.

It is the "power dlite," the barrel makers, often working behind the scenes,
who arrange many of the conditions of life for therest of us, who must spend time
in the variety of institutional settings they have constructed. The sociologist
C. Wright Mills hasilluminated this black hole of power:

The power dite is composed of men whose positions enable them to tran-
scend the ordinary environments of ordinary men and women; they are
in positions to make decisions having mgjor consequences. Whether they
do or do not make such decisons is lessimportant than the fact that they
do occupy such pivotd positions; their failure to act, their failure to make
decisons, isitsdf an act that is often of greater sgnificance than the deci-
sonsthey do make. For they arein command of the mgjor hierarchies and
organizations of modern society. They rule the big corporations. They run
the machinery of state and claim its prerogetives. They direct the military
establishment. They occupy strategic command pogts of the socid struc-
ture, in which are now centered the efective means of power and the
wealth and celebrity which they enjoy.”

As the interests of these diverse power brokers coaesce, they come to de-
fine our reality in ways that George Orwdl prophesied in 1984. The military-
corporate-religious complex is the ultimate megasystem controlling much of the
resources and quality of life of many Americans today.

It is when power is wedded to chronic fear that it becomes
formidable.

—FEric Hoffer, The Passionate Sate of Mind

The Power to Create "The Enemy"

The powerful don't usually do the dirtiest work themselves, just as Mdfia dons
leave the "whackings' to underlings. Systems create hierarchies of dominance
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with influence and communication going down—rarely up—the line. When a
power dite wants to destroy an enemy nation, it turns to propaganda experts to
fashion aprogram of hate. What does it take for the citizens of one society to hate
the citizens of another society to the degree that they want to segregate them, tor-
ment them, even kill them? It requires a "hostile imagination," a psychological
construction embedded deeply in their minds by propaganda that transforms
those others into "The Enemy." That image is a soldier's most powerful motive,
onethat loads hisrifle with ammunition of hate and fear. The image of adreaded
enemy threatening one's personal well-being and the society's national security
emboldens mothers and fathers to send sons to war and empowers governments
to rearrange prioritiesto turn plowshares into swords of destruction.

It is dl done with words and images. To modify an old adage: Sticks and
stones may break your bones, but names can sometimes kill you. The process be-
gins with creating stereotyped conceptions of the other, dehumanized percep-
tions of the other, the other as worthless, the other as dl-powerful, the other as
demonic, the other as an abstract monster, the other as a fundamental threat to
our cherished values and bdiefs. With public fear notched up and the enemy
threat imminent, reasonable people act irrationally, independent people act in
mindless conformity, and peaceful people act aswarriors. Dramatic visual images
of the enemy on posters, television, magazine covers, movies, and the Internet
imprint on the recesses of the limbic system, the primitive brain, with the power-
ful emotions of fear and hate.

The social philosopher Sam Keen brilliantly depicts how this hostile imagina-
tioniscreated by virtually every nation's propagandaon its path to war and reveals
the transformative powers on the human psyche of these "images of the enemy."*
Jugtifications for the desire to destroy these threats are really afterthoughts, pro-
posad explanations intended for the officid record but not for critical analysis of
the damage to be done or being done.

The most extreme instance of this hostile imagination at work is of course
when it leads to genocide, the plan of one people to eliminate from existence al
those who are conceptualized as their enemy. We are aware of some of the ways
in which Hitler's propaganda machine transformed Jewish neighbors, co-workers,
even friends into despised enemies of the State who deserved the "final solution.”
This process was seeded in elementary school textbooks by means of images and
texts that rendered dl Jews contemptible and not worthy of human compassion.
Here | would like to consider briefly arecent example of attempted genocide along
with the use of rape as aweapon against humanity. Then | will show how one as-
pect of this complex psychological process, the dehumanization component, can
be studied in controlled experimental research that isolates its critical features for
systematic analysis.
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CRIMES AGAINST HUMANITY: GENOCIDE, RAPE, AND TERROR

Literature has taught us for at least three thousand years that no person or state
is incapable of evil. In Homer's account of the Trojan War, Agamemnon, com-
mander of the Greek forces, tells his men before they engage their enemy, "We are
not going to leave a single one of [the Trojang] dive, down to the babiesin their
mothers' wombs—not even they must live. The whole people must be wiped out of
existence ..." These vile words come from a noble citizen of one of the most civi-
lized nation-states of itstime, the home of philosophy, jurisprudence, and classi-
cal drama.

We live in the "mass murder century.” More than 50 million people have
been systematically murdered by government decrees, enacted by soldiers and
civilian forces willing to carry out the kill orders. Beginning in 1915, Ottoman
Turks slaughtered 15 million Armenians. The mid-twentieth century saw the
Nazisliquidate at least 6 million Jaws, 3 million Soviet POWSs, 2 million Poles, and
hundreds of thousands of "undesirable" peoples. As Stalin's Soviet empire mur-
dered 20 million Russians, Mao Zedong's government policies resulted in an even
greater number of deaths, up to 30 million of the country's own citizens. The
Communist Khmer Rouge regimekilled off 1.7 million people of its own nation in
Cambodia Saddam Hussein's Ba'ath Party is accused of killing 100,000 Kurdsin
Irag. In 2006, genocide has erupted in Sudan's Darfur region, which most of the
world has conveniently ignored.*

Note that aimost exactly the same words that Agamemnon used three mil-
lennia ago were also spoken in our own time, in the African nation of Rwanda, as
the ruling Hutus were in the process of wiping out their former neighbors, the
Tutsi minority. One victim recals what one of her tormentors told her: "Were
going to kill al the Tutsi, and one day Hutu children will have to ask what aTuts
child looked like."

The Rape of Rwanda

The peaceful Tuts people of Rwanda in Central Africa learned that a weapon of
mass destruction could be a smple machete, used against them with lethal €fi-
ciency. The systematic slaughter of Tutsis by their former neighbors, the Hutus,
spread throughout the country in a few months during the spring of 1994 as
death squads killed thousands of innocent men, women, and children with ma-
chetes and nail-studded clubs. A report by the United Nations estimates that be-
tween 800,000 and a million Rwandans were murdered in about three months
time, making the massacre the most ferocious in recorded history. Three quarters
of the entire Tutsi population were exterminated.

Hutu neighbors were slaughtering former friends and next-door neighbors—
on command. A Hutu murderer said in an interview a decade later that "The
worst thing about the massacre was killing my neighbor; we used to drink to-
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gether, his cattle would graze on my land. Hewas like arelative." A Hutu mother
described how she had beaten to death the children next door, who looked at her
with wide-eyed amazement because they had been friends and neighbors dl their
lives. She reported that someone from the government had told her that the Tutsi
were their enemies and had given her a club and her husband a machete to use
against thisthreat. She judtified the slaughter as doing "afavor" to those children,
who would have become helpless orphans given that their parents had already
been murdered.

Until recently, there was little recognition of the systematic use of rape of
these Rwandan women as a tactic of terror and spiritual annihilation. By some
accounts it began when a Hutu leader, Mayor Silvester Cacumbibi, raped the
daughter of his former friend and then had other men aso rape her. She later re-
ported that he had told her, "We won't waste bullets on you; we will rapeyou, and
that will be worse for you."

Unlike the rapes of Chinese women by Japanese soldiersin Nanking (to be de-
scribed subsequently), where the details of the nightmare were blurred by failures
in early reporting and the reluctance of the Chinese to rdive that experience by
sharing it with outsiders, much is known about the psychologica dynamics of
the rape of Rwandan women."

When the citizens of the village of Butare defended its borders against the on-
slaught of the Hutus, the interim government dispatched a specia person to ded
with what it considered a revolt. She was the national minister of family and
women's &fars and Butare's favorite daughter, having grown up in the area.
Pauline Nyiramasuhuko, aTuts and former social worker who lectured onwomen's
empowerment, wasthe only hope of thisvillage. That hope wasinstantly shattered.
Pauline supervised aterrible trap, promising the people that the Red Cross would
provide food and shelter in the locd stadium; in redlity, armed Hutu thugs (the In-
terahamwe) were awaiting their arrival, eventually murdering most of theinnocent
sanctuary seekers. They were machine-gunned, grenadeswere thrown into the un-
suspecting throngs, and survivorswere diced apart with machetes.

Pauline gave the order that "Before you kill the women, you need to rape
them." She ordered another group of these thugs to burn dive agroup of seventy
women and girls they were guarding and provided them with gasoline from her
car to do so. Again she invited the men to rape their victims before killing them.
One of theyoung men told atranslator that they couldn't rape them because "we
had been killing al day and we weretired. Wejust put the gasoline in bottles and
scattered it among the women, then started burning.”

A young woman, Rose, was raped by Pauline's son, Shalom, who announced
that he had "permission” from his mother to rape Tuts women. She was the only
Tuts alowed to live so she could deliver aprogress report to God as the witness of
the genocide. She was then forced to watch her mother being raped and twenty of
her relatives slaughtered.

A UN. report estimated that at least 200,000 women were raped during this
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brief period of horror, many of them killed afterward. "Some were penetrated
with spears, gun barrels, bottles or the stamens of banana trees. Sexual organs
were mutilated with machetes, boiling water and acid; women's breasts were cut
off" (p. 85). "Making the matter worse, the rapes, most of them committed by
many men in succession, were frequently accompanied by other forms of physica
torture and often staged as public performances to multiply the terror and degra-
dation" (p. 89). They were aso used as a public way of promoting social bonding
among the Hutu murderers. This shared emergent camaraderie is often a by-
product of male group rape.

The extent of the inhumanity knew no boundaries. "A 45-year old Rwandan
woman was raped by her 12-year-old son—with Interahamwe holding a hatchet
to his throat—in front of her husband, while their five other young children
wereforced to hold open her thighs' (p. 116). The spread of AIDS among theliving
rapevictims continuesto wreak havoc in Rwanda. "By using adisease, aplague, as
an apocalyptic terror, as biologica warfare, you're annihilating the procreators,
perpetuating death unto generations," according to Charles Strozier, professor of
history at the John Jay College of Criminal Justicein New York (p. 116).

How do we even begin to understand the forces that were operating to make
Pauline a new kind of criminal: one woman against enemy women? A combina
tion of history and socia psychology can provide a framework based on power
and status differentials. First, she was moved by the widespread sense of the lower
status of the Hutu women compared with the beauty and arrogance of Tuts
women. They were taller and lighter-skinned and had more Caucasian features,
which made them appear more desirable to men than Hutu women were.

A racial distinction had arbitrarily been created by Belgian and German colo-
nialists around the turn of the twentieth century to distinguish between people
who for centuries had intermarried, spoke the same language, and shared the
same religion. They forced all Rwandans to carry identification cards that de-
clared them to bein either the mgjority Hutu or the minority Tutsi, with the bene-
fits of higher education and administrative posts going to the Tutsi. That became
another source of Pauline's pent-up desire for revenge. It was dso true that she
was a political opportunist in a male-dominated administration, needing to prove
her loydty, obedience, and patriotic zea to her superiors by orchestrating crimes
never before perpetrated by a woman against an enemy. It dso became easier to
encourage the mass murders and rapes of Tutsis by being able to view them as ab-
stractions and also by calling them by the dehumanizing term "cockroaches,"
which needed to be "exterminated." Hereis a living documentary of the hostile
imagination that paints the faces of the enemy in hateful hues and then destroys
the canvas.

As unimaginable as it may be to any of us for someone to intentionally in-
spire such monstrous crimes, Nicole Bergevin, Pauline's lawyer in her genocide
trial, reminds us, "When you do murder trials, you redlize that we are al suscep-
tible, and you wouldn't even dream you would ever commit this act. But you come
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to understand that everyone is [susceptible]. It could happen to me, it could hap-
pen to my daughter. It could happentoyou" (p. 130).

Highlighting even more clearly one of the main theses of this book is the
considered opinion of Alison Des Forges of Human Rights Watch, who hasinves-
tigated many such barbarous crimes. She forces us to see our reflection mirrored
in these atrocities:

This behavior lies just under the surface of any of us. The Smplified ac-
counts of genocide dlow distance between us and the perpetrators of
genocide. They are so evil we couldn't ever see ourselves doing the
same thing. But if you consider the terrible pressure under which people
were operating, then you automaticaly reassert their humanity—and
that becomes alarming. You are forced to look at the situation and say,
"What would | have done? Sometimes the answer is not encouraging.”
(p. 132)

The French journalist Jean Hatzfeld interviewed ten of the Hutu militia
members now in prison for having macheted to death thousands of Tuts civil-
ians.” The testimonies of these ordinary men—mostly farmers, active church-
goers, and a former teacher—are chilling in their matter-of-fact, remorseless
depiction of unimaginable cruelty. Their words force us to confront the unthink-
able again and again: that human beings are capable of totally abandoning their
humanity for a mindless ideology, to follow and then exceed the orders of charis-
matic authorities to destroy everyone they label as "The Enemy." Let'sreflect on a
few of these accounts, which make Truman Capote's In Cold Blood palein com-
parison.

"Since | was killing often, | began to fed it did not mean anything to me. |
want to make clear that from thefirst gentleman | killed to the last, | was not
sorry about asingle one."

"We were doing ajob to order. We werelining up behind everyone's enthusi-
asm. We gathered into teams on the soccer fidd and went out hunting as kin-
dred spirits."

"Anyone who hesitated to kill because of fedings of sadness absolutely had to
watch his mouth, to say nothing about the reason for hisreticence, for fear of
being accused of complicity.”

"Wekilled everyone wetracked down [hiding] in the papyrus. We had norea-
son to choose, to expect or fear anyone in particular. We were cutters of ac-
guaintances, cutters of neighbors, just plan cutters."

"Our Tuts neighbors, we knew they were not guilty of no misdoing, but
we thought all Tutsis at fault for our constant troubles. We no longer looked
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at them one by one, we no longer stopped to recognize them as they had
been, not even as colleagues. They had become athreat greater than all we
had experienced together, more important than our way of seeing thingsin
the community. That's how we reasoned and how we killed at the same
time."

"We no longer saw ahuman being when we turned up a Tuts in the swamps.
| mean a person like us, sharing similar thoughts and fedings. The hunt was
savage, the hunters were savage, the prey was savage—savagery took over
the mind."

A particularly moving reaction to these brutal murders and rapes, which ex-
presses a theme we will revisit, comes from one of the surviving Tutsi women,
Berthe:

"Before, | knew that aman could kill another man, because it happens all the
time. Now | know that even the person with whom you've shared food, or
with whom you've dept, even he can kill you with no trouble. The closest
neighbor can kill you with his teeth: that is what | have learned since the
genocide, and my eyes no longer gaze the same on the face of the world."

Lieutenant Genera Romeo Dallaire has authored a powerful testimony
about his experiences as the force commander for the UN. Assistance Misson to
Rwandain Shake Hands with the Devil .” Although he was able to save thousands
of people by his heroic ingenuity, thistop military commander was left devastated
by his inability to summon more aid from the United Nations to prevent many
more atrocities. He ended up with severe post-traumatic stress disorder as a psy-
chological casualty of this massacre.”

The Rape of Nanking, China

So graphically horrifying—yet so easily visualized—is the concept of rape that we
use the term metaphorically to describe other, amost unimaginable atrocities of
war. Japanese soldiers butchered between 260,000 and 350,000 Chinese civil-
iansinjust afew bloody months of 1937. Those figures represent more deaths
than the total annihilation caused by the atomic bombing of Japan and al the
civilian deaths in most European countries during all of World War I1.

Beyond the sheer number of Chinese slaughtered, it is important for us to
recognize the "creatively evil" ways devised by their tormentors to make even
death desirable. The author Iris Chang's investigation of that horror revealed that
Chinese men were used for bayonet practice and in decapitation contests. An esti-
mated 20,000 to 80,000 women were raped. Many soldiers went beyond rape to
disembowel women, dice df their breasts, and nail them to wdls dive. Fathers
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were forced to rape their daughters and sons their mothers as other family mem-
bers watched.”

War engenders cruelty and barbaric behavior against anyone considered the
Enemy, as the dehumanized, demonic Other. The Rape of Nanking is notorious
for the graphic detail of the horrific extremes soldiers went to to degrade and de-
stroy innocent civilian "enemy non-combatants.” However, were it asingular in-
cident and not just another part of the historical tapestry of such inhumanities
against civilians we might think it an anomaly. British troops executed and raped
civiliansduring the U.S. Revolutionary War. Soviet Red Army soldiersraped an es-
timated 100,000 Berlin women toward the end of Word War Il and between
1945 and 1948. In addition to the rapes and murders of more than 500 civilians
at the My La massacre in 1968, recently released secret Pentagon evidence de-
scribes 320 incidents of American atrocities against Vietnamese and Cambodian
civilians.”

Dehumanization and Mora Disengagement in the Laboratory

We can assume that most people, most of thetime, aremoral creatures. But imag-
ine that this morality is like a gearshift that at times gets pushed into neutral.
When that happens, morality is disengaged. If the car happens to be on an in-
cline, car and driver move precipitously downhill. It isthen the nature of the cir-
cumstances that determines outcomes, not the driver's skills or intentions. This
smple analogy, | think, captures one of the central themesin the theory of moral
disengagement developed by my Stanford colleague Albert Bandura. In a later
chapter, we will review his theory, which will help explain why some otherwise
good people can beled to do bad things. At thispoint, | want to turn to the experi-
mental research that Bandura and his assistants conducted, which illustrates the
ease with which morality can be disengaged by the tactic of dehumanizing a po-
tential victim.” In an elegant demonstration that shows the power of dehuman-
ization, one single word is shown to increase aggression toward atarget. Let's see
how the experiment worked.

Imagine you are a callege student who has volunteered for a study of group
problem solving as part of athree-person team from your school. Your task is to
help students from another college improve their group problem-solving perfor-
mance by punishing their errors. That punishment takes the form of administer-
ing eectric shocks that can be increased in severity over successive trials. After
taking your names and those of the other team, the assistant leavesto tell the ex-
perimenter that the study can begin. There will be ten trials during each of which
you can decide the shock level to administer to the other student group in the next
room.

You don't redlize that it is part of the experimental script, but you "acciden-
tally" overhear the assistant complaining over the intercom to the experimenter
that the other students "seem like animals." You don't know it, but in two other
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conditions to which other students like you have been randomly assigned, the as-
sistant describes the other students as "nice guys" or does not label them at all.

Do these simple labels have any effect? It doesn't seem so initially. On the first
trial al the groups respond in the same way by administering low levels of shock,
around level 2. But soon it begins to matter what each group has heard about
these anonymous others. If you know nothing about them, you give a steady av-
erage of about alevel 5. If you have come to think of them as "nice guys," you
treat them in a more humane fashion, giving them significantly less shock, about
alevel 3. However, imagining them as "animals" switches off any sense of com-
passion you might have for them, and when they commit errors, you begin to
shock them with ever-increasing levels of intensity, significantly morethanin the
other conditions, as you steadily move up toward the high level 8.

Think carefully for amoment about the psychological processes that a simple
label has tripped off in your mind. You overheard a person, whom you do not
know personally, tell some authority, whom you have never seen, that other col-
lege students like you seem like "animals." That single descriptive term changes
your mental construction of these others. It distances you from images of friendly
college kids who must be more similar to you than different. That new mental set
has a powerful impact on your behavior. The post hoc rationalizations the experi-
mental students generated to explain why they needed to give so much shock to
the "animal-house" students in the process of "teaching them a good |lesson”
were equally fascinating. This example of using controlled experimental research
to investigate the underlying psychological processes that occur in significant
real-world cases of violence will be extended in chapters 12 and 13 when we
consider how behavioral scientists have investigated various aspects of the psy-
chology of evil.

Our ahility to selectively engage and disengage our moral
standards ... helps explain how people can be barbarically
cruel in one moment and compassionate the next.

—Albert Bandura®

Horrific Images of Abuse at Abu Ghraib Prison

The driving force behind this book was the need to better understand the how and
why of the physical and psychological abuses perpetrated on prisoners by Ameri-
can Military Police at the Abu Ghraib Prison in Irag. As the photographic evi-
dence of these abuses rocketed around the world in May 2004, we all saw for the
first time in recorded history vivid images of young American men and women
engaged in unimaginable forms of torture against civilians they were supposed to
be guarding. The tormentors and the tormented were captured in an extensive
display of digitally documented depravity that the soldiers themselves had made
during their violent escapades.
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Why did they create photographic evidence of such illega acts, which if
found would surely get them into trouble? In these "trophy photos,” like the proud
displays by big-game hunters of yesteryear with the beasts they have killed, we
saw smiling men and women in the act of abusing their lowly animal creatures.
The images are of punching, dapping, and kicking detainees; jumping on their
feet; forcibly arranging naked, hooded prisoners in piles and pyramids; forcing
naked prisoners to wear women's underwear over their heads; forcing male pris-
oners to masturbate or simulate fdlatio while being photographed or videotaped
with female soldiers smiling or encouraging it; hanging prisoners from cel rafters
for extended time periods; dragging a prisoner around with a leash tied to his
neck; and using unmuzzled attack dogs to frighten prisoners.

The iconic image that ricocheted from that dungeon to the streets of Iraq and
every corner of the globe was that of the "triangle man": a hooded detainee is
standing on a box in a stress position with his outstretched arms protruding from
under a garment blanket revealing electrical wires attached to his fingers. He was
told that he would be ectrocuted if he fdl df the box when his strength gave out.
It did not matter that the wires went nowhere; it mattered that he believed the lie
and must have experienced considerable stress. There were even more shocking
photographs that the U.S. government chose not to release to the public because
of the greater damage they would surely have done to the credibility and moral
image of the U.S. military and President Bush's administrative command. | have
seen hundreds of these images, and they are indeed horrifying.

| was deeply distressed at the sight of such suffering, of such displays of arro-
gance, of such indifference to the humiliation being inflicted upon helpless pris-
oners. | was aso amazed to learn that one of the abusers, afemae soldier who
had just turned twenty-one, described the abuse as "just fun and games.”

| was shocked, but | was not surprised. The media and the "person in the
street” around the globe asked how such evil deeds could be perpetrated by these
seven men and women, whom military leaders had labeled as "rogue soldiers’
and "a few bad apples." Instead, | wondered what circumstances in that prison
cdl block could have tipped the balance and led even good soldiers to do such bad
things. To be sure, advancing a situational analysis for such crimes does not ex-
cuse them or make them morally acceptable. Rather, | needed to find the meaning
in this madness. | wanted to understand how it was possible for the characters of
these young people to be so transformed in such a short time that they could do
these unthinkabl e deeds.

Parallel Universes in Abu Ghraib and Stanford's Prison

The reason that | was shocked but not surprised by the images and stories of pris-
oner abuse in the Abu Ghraib "Little Shop of Horrors" was that | had seen some-
thing similar before. Three decades earlier, | had witnessed eerily similar scenes as
they unfolded in aproject that | directed, of my own design: naked, shackled pris-
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oners with bags over their heads, guards stepping on prisoners' backs as they did
push-ups, guards sexualy humiliating prisoners, and prisoners suffering from ex-
treme stress. Some of the visual images from my experiment are practically inter-
changeable with those of the guards and prisonersin that remote prison in Irag,
the notorious Abu Ghraib.

The college students role-playing guards and prisoners in a mock prison ex-
periment conducted at Stanford University inthe summer of 1971 were mirrored
in the real guards and real prison in the Irag of 2003. Not only had | seen such
events, | had been responsible for creating the conditions that alowed such
abuses to flourish. As the project's principal investigator, | designed the experi-
ment that randomly assigned normal, hedthy, intelligent college students to
enact theroles of either guards or prisonersin aredlistically simulated prison set-
ting where they were to live and work for several weeks. My student research as-
sociates, Craig Haney, Curt Banks, and David Jfe, and | wanted to understand
some of the dynamics operating in the psychology of imprisonment.

How do ordinary people adapt to such an institutional setting? How do the
power differentials between guards and prisoners play out in their daily inter-
actions? If you put good people in abad place, do the people triumph or does the
place corrupt them? Would the violence that is endemic to most real prisons be
absent in a prison filled with good middle-class boys? These were some of the ex-
ploratory issuesto be investigated in what started out as a smple study of prison
life

EXPLORING THE DARK SIDE OF HUMAN NATURE

Our journey together will be one that the poet Milton might say leads into "dark-
nessvisible" It will take usto placeswhere evil, by any definition of the word, has
flourished. Wewill meet ahost of people who have done very bad thingsto others,
often out of asense of high purpose, the best ideology, and moral imperative. You
are alerted to watch for demons along the path, but you may be disappointed by
their banality and their similarity to your next-door neighbor. With your permis-
sion, as your adventure guide, | will invite you to wak in their shoes and see
through their eyesin order to give you an insider's perspective upon evil, up close
and personal. At times, the view will be downright ugly, but only by examining
and understanding the causes of such evil might we be able to change it, to con-
tain it, to transform it through wise decisions and innovative communal action.
The basement of Stanford University's Jordan Hall is the backdrop | will use
to help you understand what it was like to be aprisoner, aguard, or a prison super-
intendent at that timein that special place. Although the research iswidely known
from media sound bites and some of our research publications, the full story has
never beforebeentold. | will narrate the events asthey unfold in first person, pres-
ent tense, re-creating the highlights of each day and night in chronological
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sequence. After we consider the implications of the Stanford Prison Experiment—
ethical, theoretical, and practical—we will expand the bases of the psychological
study of evil by exploring arange of experimenta and fidd research by psycholo-
gists that illustrates the power of situational forces over individual behavior. We
will examine in some detail research on conformity, obedience, deindividuation,
dehumanization, moral disengagement, and the evil of inaction.

"Men are not prisoners of fate, but only prisoners of their own minds," said
President Franklin Roosevelt. Prisons are metaphors for constraints on freedom,
both litera and symbolic. The Stanford Prison Experiment went from initialy
being asymbalic prison to becoming an all-too-real onein the minds of its prison-
ers and guards. What are other sdlf-imposed prisons that limit our basic freedoms?
Neurotic disorders, low self-esteem, shyness, prejudice, shame, and excessive fear
of terrorism are just some of the chimeras that limit our potentiality for freedom
and happiness, blinding our full appreciation of the world around us.*

With that knowledge in mind, Abu Ghraib returnsto capture our attention.
But now let us go beyond the headlines and TV images to appreciate more fully
what it was like to be a prison guard or a prisoner in that horrid prison at the time
of those abuses. Torture forcesitsway into our investigation in the new forms that
it has taken since the Inquisition. | will take you into the court-martial of one of
those military policemen, and we will witness some of the negative fallout of the
soldiers actions. Throughout, we will bring to bear al we know about the triadic
components of our socia psychological understanding, focusing on acting people
in particular situations, created and maintained by systemic forces. We will put
ontrial the command structure of the U.S military, CIA dofficids, and top govern-
ment leaders for their combined complicity in creating a dysfunctional system
that spawned the torture and abuses of Abu Ghraib.

The first part of our fina chapter will offer some guidelines on how to resist
unwanted socid influence, how to build resistance to the seductive lures of influ-
ence professionals. We want to know how to combat mind control tactics used to
compromise our freedom of choice to the tyranny of conformity, compliance,
obedience, and sdf-doubting fears. Although | preach the power of the situation,
| dso endorse the power of people to act mindfully and criticaly as informed
agents directing their behavior in purposeful ways. By understanding how social
influence operates and by redlizing that any of us can be vulnerable to its subtle
and pervasive powers, we can become wise and wily consumers instead of being
easily influenced by authorities, group dynamics, persuasive appeals, and compli-
ance strategies.

| want to end by reversing the question with which we started. Instead of
considering whether you are capable of evil, | want you to consider whether you
are capable of becoming a hero. My find argument introduces the concept of the
"banality of heroism." | believe that any one of usis a potential hero, waiting for
the right situational moment to make the decision to act to help others despite
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personal risk and sacrifice. But we have far to travel before we get to that happy
conclusion, so andiamo!

Power said to the world,

"You are mine."

The world kept it prisoner on her throne.
Love said to theworld, "I am thine."

The world gave it the freedom of her house.

—Rabindranath Tagore, Stray Birds®



CHAPTER TWO

Sunday's Surprise Arrests

Little did this band of young strangers redlize that Palo Alto's church bells were
tolling for them, that their lives would soon be transformed in totally unexpected
ways.

ItisSunday, August 14, 1971, 9:55 A.M. Thetemperatureisin the seventies,
the humidity islow, as usual, the vishility is unlimited; thereis a cloudless azure
blue sky above. Another postcard-perfect summer day beginsin Palo Alto, Cdlifor-
nia. The Chamber of Commerce would not have it otherwise. Imperfection and ir-
regularity are aslittle tolerated in this western paradise asislitter in the streets or
weeds in aneighbor's garden. It feds good to be dive on aday like this, in aplace
likethis.

Thisisthe Eden where the American dream plays out, the end of the frontier.
Pdo Alto's populationis closing in on 60,000 citizens, but its main distinction de-
rives from the 11,000 students living and studying about a mile away down Palm
Drive with its hundreds of palm trees lining the entrance to Stanford University.
Stanford is like a sprawling mini-city covering more than eight thousand acres,
withits own police and fire departments and post office. Just an hour's drive north
is San Francisco. Palo Alto, by contrast, is sefer, cleaner, quieter, and whiter. Most
blacks live across the Highway 101 tracks at the east end of town, in Eagt Palo
Alto. In comparison to the run-down, multistory tenement buildings | was used
to, East Pao Alto's single- and two-family houses more nearly resemble a suburb
where my high school teacher might have dreamed of living if he could have
saved enough money by moonlighting as a cab driver.

Y, dl around this oasis, trouble has begun brewing of late. Over in Oak-
land, the Black Panther Party is promoting black pride, backed by black power, to
resist racist practices "by al means necessary.” Prisons are becoming centers for
recruiting a new breed of political prisoners, inspired by George Jackson, who is
about to go on trial with his "Soledad Brothers" for the aleged murder of aprison
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guard. The women's liberation movement is picking up steam, dedicated to end-
ing women's secondary citizenship and fostering new opportunities for them. The
unpopular war in Vietnam drags on as body counts soar daily. That tragedy wors-
ens as the Nixon-Kissinger administration reacts to antiwar activists with ever-
greater bombings in reaction to the mass demonstrations against the war. The
"military-industrial complex" isthe enemy of this new generation of people, who
openly question its aggressive-commercial-exploitation values. For anyone who
likesto livein atruly dynamic era, this Zeitgeist is unlike any in recent history.

COMMUNAL EVIL, COMMUNAL GOOD

Intrigued by the contrasts between the sense of ambient anonymity | livedwithin
New Yok City and this sense of community and personal identity that | fdt in
Palo Alto, | decided to conduct a smple fiddd experiment to test the validity of this
difference. | had become interested in the antisocial effects that anonymity in-
duced when people fdt no one could identify them when they were in a setting
that encouraged aggression. Based on the Lord of the Flies conception of masks
liberating hostile impulses, | had conducted research showing that research par-
ticipants who were "deindividuated" more readily inflicted pain on others than
did those who fdt more individuated. Now | wanted to see what the good citizens
of Palo Alto would do in response to the temptation offered by an invitation to
vandalism. | designed a Candid Camera-type fidd study that involved abandoning
automobilesin Palo Alto and, as acomparison, three thousand miles away in the
Bronx. Good-looking cars were placed across the street from the campuses of
New Yok University's Bronx campus and Stanford University, with their hoods
raised and license plates removed—sure "releaser” signalsto lure citizensinto be-
coming vandals. From concealed vantage points, my research team watched and
photographed the action in the Bronx and videotaped the Palo Alto scene.’

We had not yet set up our recording equipment in the Bronx when the first
vandals appeared and began stripping the car—Dad barking orders for Mom to
empty the trunk and the son to check out the glove compartment while he re-
moved the battery. Passersby, walking and driving, stopped to strip our helpless
car of any and all items of value before the demolition derby began. This episode
was followed by a parade of vandals who systematically stripped and then demol-
ished that vulnerable New York City car.

Time magazine carried this sad tale of urban anonymity at work under the
heading "Diary of an Abandoned Automobile."* In amatter of days, we recorded
twenty-three separate destructive incidents on that hapless Oldsmobile in the
Bronx. The vandals turned out to be just ordinary citizens. They were al white,
well-dressed adults who, under other circumstances, might demand more police
protection and less coddling of criminals and would "very definitely agree" with
the opinion pall item about the necessity for more law and order. Contrary to ex-
pectation, only one of these acts was performed by kids smply delighting in the
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joys of destruction. Even more surprising, al this destruction took place in broad
daylight, so we had no need for our infrared film. Internalized anonymity needs
no darkness for its expression.

But what was the fate of our abandoned Palo Alto car, which had aso been
made to look obvioudy vulnerable to assault? After a full week, there was not a
single act of vandalism against it! People passed by, drove by, looked at it, but no
one even touched it. Wdll, not exactly. It rained one day, and akindly gentleman
shut the hood. (God forbid the engine should get wet!) When | drove the car away,
back to the Stanford campus, three neighbors called the police to report a possible
theft of an abandoned car.’ That is my operational definition of "community,"
people caring enough to take action in the face of an unusual or possibly illega
event on their turf. | believe such prosocia behavior comes from the assumption of
reciproca altruism, others would do the same to protect their property or person.

The message of this little demonstration is that conditions that make us fed
anonymous, when we think that others do not know usor careto, can foster anti-
social, sdf-interested behaviors. My earlier research highlighted the power of
masking one's identity to unleash aggressive acts against other people in situa-
tions that gave permission to violate the usual taboos against interpersonal vio-
lence. This abandoned car demonstration extended that notion to include ambient
anonymity as a precursor to violations of the socid contract.

Curioudy, this demonstration has become the only bit of empirical evidence
used to support the"Broken Windows Theory" of crime, which positspublic disor-
der as asituational stimulus to crime, along with the presence of criminals.® Any
setting that cloaks people in anonymity reduces their sense of personal account-
ability and civic responsibility for their actions. We see this in many institutional
settings, such as our schools and jobs, the military, and prisons. Broken Windows
advocates argue that aleviating physical disorder—removing abandoned cars
from the streets, wiping out graffiti, and fixing broken windows—can reduce
crime and disarray in city streets. There is evidence that such proactive measures
work well in some cities, such as New York, but not as well in other cities.

Community spirit thrivesin a quiet, orderly way in places such as Palo Alto
where people care about the physical and social quality of their lives and have the
resources to work at improving both. Here there is a sense of fairness and trust
that contrasts with the nagging tugs of inequity and cynicism that drag down
folks in some other places. Here, for example, people have faith in their police de-
partment to control crime and contain evil—judtifiably so, because the police are
well educated, well trained, friendly, and honest. The police go "by the book,"
which makes them act fairly, even if, on rare occasions, people forget that police
are just blue-collar workers who happen to wear blue uniforms and can get laid
off when the city budget is in the red. At rare times, however, even the best of
them can let authority rule over their humanity. That doesn't happen often in a
place like Palo Alto, but it did in a curious way that forms the back story of how
the Stanford Prison Experiment started dof with abig bang.
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TOWN-GOWN CONFRONTATIONS AT
STANFORD AND BEYOND

The only blemish on the otherwise excellent service and citizenship record of Palo
Alto's finest was their loss of composure during a confrontation with Stanford
student radicals during the 1970 strike against the United States involvement in
Indochina. When these students started "trashing” campus buildings, | helped
organize several thousand other studentsin constructive antiwar activities to show
that violence and vandalism got only negative media attention and had no impact
on the conduct of the war, while our pro-peace tactics might.® Unfortunately, the
new university president, Kenneth Pitzer, panicked and called in the cops, and, as
in many such confrontations happening al over America, too many cops lost their
professiona composure and beat up the kids they had previoudy fdt it was their
duty to protect. There were even more violent police—campus confrontations—at
the University of Wisconsin (October 1967), Kent State University in Ohio (May
1970), and Jackson State University in Missssppi (dso May 1970). College stu-
dents were shot at, wounded, and killed by local police and National Guardsmen,
who in other times are counted on as their protectors. (See Notes for details.)’
From The New York Times, May 2, 1970 (pp. 1,9):

The resurgence of campus antiwar sentiment—with Cambodian develop-
ments as its central issue—took a variety of forms yesterday and included
the following incidents:

Two Nationa Guard unitswere put on alert by Gov. Marvin Mandd of
Maryland after students at the University of Maryland clashed with the
state police fallowing a rdly and a hit-and-run attack on the RO.T.C.
headquarters on the College Park Campus.

About 2,300 Princeton University Students and faculty members
voted to strike until at least Monday afternoon, when a mass meeting is
scheduled: thiswill conclude aboycott of al socia functions. . . . A student
drike at Stanford University developed into a rock-throwing melee on the
Cdifornia campus: police used tear gas to disperse the demonstrators.

A Stanford report described a leve of violence that had never before been
seen on this bucolic campus. Police were called to campus at least thirteen times
and made more than forty arrests. The most serious demonstrations occurred on
April 29 and 30, 1970, following news of the U.S. invasion in Cambodia. Police
from as far away as San Francisco were summoned, rocks were thrown, and tear
gas was firg used on campus during these two nights, which President Pitzer de-
scribed as "tragic." Approximately sixty-five people, including many police offi-
cers, were hurt.

Hard fedings arose between the Stanford college community, on the one side,
and the Palo Alto police and hard-line, "hawk" townies, on the other. This was
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a strange conflict because there had never been the same kind of love-hate,
town-gown relationship that existed between the towniesin New Haven and Yde
University students that | had experienced as a graduate student.

The new chief of police, Captain James Zurcher, who had taken charge of the
department in February 1971, was eager to dissolve any lingering animosity
from theriot-torn days of his predecessor and was thus receptive to my request to
collaborate in a program of city police—Stanford student "depolarization."
Young, articulate officers conducted student tours of the Police Department's
sparkling new facility, while students reciprocated by inviting police to share dor-
mitory meals with them and sit in on classes. | suggested further that interested
police rookies might even participate in some of our research. It was another sign
that reasonable people could work out reasonable solutions to what seemed like
insoluble socia problems. However, it was in this context that | naively helped to
create anew pocket of evil in Palo Alto.

Chief Zurcher agreed that it would be interesting to study how men become
socidized into the role of police officers and what went into transforming arookie
into a "good cop." Great ideg, | replied, but that would require a big grant that |
didn't have. But | did have a smdl grant to study what went into the making of a
prison guard, since that was a role narrower in function as well as in territory.
How about creating a prison in which rookie cops and college students would be
both mock guards and mock prisoners? That sounded like a good ideato the chief.
In addition to whatever | might learn, the chief fdt that it would be a good per-
sonal training experience for some of his men. So he agreed to assign several of
his rookies to be in this mock prison experience. | was delighted, knowing that
with that foot in the door, | could then ask to have his officers conduct mock ar-
rests of the students who were soon to become our prisoners.

Shortly before we were ready to begin, the chief reneged on his promise to
use his own men as mock prisoners or guards, saying they could not be spared for
the next two weeks. Nevertheless, the spirit of detente was maintained, and he
volunteered to assist in my prison study in whatever other way feasible.

| suggested that the ideal way to start the study most redlistically and with
dramatic flair would be for his officers to stage arrests of the would-be mock pris-
oners. It would take only a few hours on an off-time Sunday morning, and it
would surely make abig difference in the success of the research if the prisoners-
to-be had their freedom suddenly stripped away as they would in real arrests,
rather than coming to Stanford voluntarily to surrender their freedom as re-
search subjects. The chief acquiesced halfheartedly and promised that the duty
sergeant would assign one sguad car for this purpose on Sunday morning.

DISASTER: MISSION ABOUT TO ABORT BEFORE TAKEOFF

My mistake was not getting this confirmation in writing. Redity checks demand
written documents (when an agreement is not filmed or taped). When | redlized
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this truth on Saturday and called the station for a confirmation, Chief Zurcher
was already away for the weekend. Bad omen.

As | expected, on Sunday the duty sergeant had no intention of committing
the Palo Alto Police Department to a surprise mass arrest of aband of college stu-
dents for aleged penal code violations, certainly not without written authoriza-
tion from his chief. No way this old-timer was going to get involved in any
experiment conducted by someone like me, whom his vice president, Spiro
Agnew, had dismissed as an "dfee intellectual snob." There were obvioudy more
important things for his officers to do than to play cops and robbers as part of
some lamebrained experiment. In his view, psychology experiments meant med-
dling into other peopl€e's afairs and finding out things better left private. He must
have thought psychologists could read people's minds if they looked into their
eyes, so he avoided looking at me when he said, "Sorry about that, Professor. I'd
liketo help you out, but rules arerules. Can't reassign the men to anew duty post
without formal authorization."

Before he could say, "Come back on Monday, when the chief's here," | had a
flash of this well-planned study going aground before even being launched. All
systems were go: our mock prison had been carefully constructed in the basement
of Stanford's Psychology Department; the guards had selected their uniforms and
were eagerly waiting to receive their first prisoners; the first day's food had al-
ready been bought; the prisoners uniforms had been all hand sewn by my secre-
tary's daughter; videotaping facilities and taped bugging of the prisoner cdls had
been readied, the university Health Department, the Legd Department, the Fire
Department, and the campus police had all been alerted; and arrangements for
renting beds and linens were complete. Much more had been done to accommo-
date the daunting logigtics of dealing with at least two dozen volunteers for two
weeks, haf living in our prison day and night, the others working eight-hour
shifts. | had never before conducted an experiment that lasted more than one
hour per subject per session. All this, and with one simple "No"; it might all crash
and burn.

Having learned that precaution is the better part of scientific wisdom and
that an ace in the hole is the best attribute of a Bronx wiseguy, | had anticipated
this scenario as soon as | learned that Captain Zurcher had split from the scene.
Therefore, | had persuaded a San Francisco TV director at station KRON to film
the exciting surprise police arrests as a specia feature for its evening news pro-
gram. | counted on the power of the mediato soften institutional resistance and
even more on the lure of showbiz to get the arresting officers on my side—in front
of the camera.

"Sure is ashame, Sergeant, that we can't proceed today asthe chief expected
we would. We have aTV cameraman right here from Channel 4 al ready to film
the arrests for tonight's evening news. It would have been good public relations
for the department, but maybe the chief won't be too upset that you decided not
to permit usto go ahead as planned.”
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"Look, | didn't say | was against it, it's only that I'm not sure any of our men
would be willing to do it. We can't just pull them df their duty, you know."

Vanity, Thy Name IsTV News Time

"Why don't we leave it up to the two officers here? If they don't mind being filmed
for TV whilethey go through afew routine police arrests, then maybe we could go
ahead as the chief agreed we should."

"No hig thing, Sarge," said the younger officer, Joe Sparaco, combing his
wavy black hair as he looked at the cameraman with his big camera resting
snugly on his shoulder. "It's adow Sunday morning, and this seems like it might
be sort of interesting.”

"All right, the chief must know what he's doing; | don't want to make any
trouble if everything's al set up aready. But hear me, you better be ready to an-
swer any cdls and cut the experiment short if | need you."

| chimed in, "Officers, would you spell your names for the TV man so that he
can pronounce them right when the news report is shown tonight?' | needed to
ensure their cooperation no matter what came up in Palo Alto before all of our
prisoners had been arrested and gone through the formal booking process down
here at headquarters.

"Must be a pretty important experiment to have TV coverage and dl, huh,
Professor?' Officer Bob asked, straightening his tie and automatically fingering
the handle of his gun.

"l guessthe TV peoplethink so," | said, with full awareness of the precarious-
ness of my perch, "what with surprise arrests by the police and all. It is arather
unusual experiment that might have some interesting effects; probably that's the
reason the chief gave us the go-ahead. Hereis alist of the names and addresses of
each of the nine suspects to be arrested. | will be driving with Craig Haney, my
graduate research assistant, behind your squad car. Drive dowly, so the camera-
man can film your movements. Arrest one at atime using your standard operat-
ing procedure, read them their Mirandarights, search them, and handcuff them,
as you would any dangerous suspect. The charge is burglary for the firgt five sus-
pects, a 459 Penal Code violation, and make it armed robbery for the next four
arrests, a Section 211 Code. Return each one to headquarters for booking, finger-
printing, filling out criminal identification cards, and whatever you usually do.

"Then put each one in adetention cell while you pick up the next suspect on
thelist. Wewill transfer the prisoner from your holding cell to our jail. The only ir-
regular thing we'd like you to do isto blindfold the prisoner when you put himinto
the holding cdll, with one of these blindfolds. When we transfer him out, we don't
want him to see us or know exactly where he is headed. Craig, with my other as-
sistant, Curt Banks, and one of our guards, Vandy, will do the transport.”

"Sounds fine, Professor, Bob and | can handle it just fine, no problem."
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NOW COMES THE MAIN STORY LINE’

We leave the sergeant's front office to go downstairs to check out the booking
room—Joe and Baob, Craig, the cameraman, Bill, and I. Everything is spanking
new; this unit wasjust constructed within the main Palo Alto City office center, a
short distance but a far cry from the old jail, which had become run down, not
from overuse but just old age. | wanted the officers and the cameraman to stay in-
volved in the proceedings from the firgt arrest to the last to keep the arrests as stan-
dardized as possible. | had debriefed the TV man earlier about the purpose of the
study but done so in a cursory manner because my concern had been winning
over the anticipated resistance of the duty sergeant. It occurredto methat | should
lay out for all of them some of the procedural details of the study as well as some
of the reasons for doing this kind of experiment. It would help create ateam fed-
ing and aso show that | cared enough to take the time to answer their questions.

"Do these kidsknow they are going to be arrested? Do wetell themiit's part of
an experiment or what?"

"Joe, they have all volunteered for astudy of prison life. They answered an ad
we put in the newspapers calling for college students who want to earn fifteen dol-
lars aday to participate in atwo-week experiment on the psychology of imprison-
ment, and—"

"You mean to say these kids are getting paid fifteen bucks aday to do nothin'
but st in ajail cdl for two weeks? Maybe Joe and | could volunteer. Sounds like
easy money."

"Maybe. Maybe it's easy money, and maybe if anything interesting turns up,
we will do the study again, using some police officers as prisoners and guards, as
| had told your chief."

"W, you can count on usif you do."

"As | was saying, the nine students you are about to arrest were part of a
large group of about ahundred men who answered our adsin the Palo Alto Times
and The Stanford Daily. We screened out the obvious weirdos, the oneswith prior
arrests of any kind, and any with medical or mental problems. After an hourlong
psychological assessment and in-depth interviews by my assistants, Craig Haney
and Curt Banks, we selected twenty-four of these volunteers to be our research
subjects.”

"Twenty-four timesfifteen bucks times fourteen daysis alot of money you're
gonna hafta pay out. It's not outtayour pocket, isit, Doc?"

"It comes to $5,040, but the research is supported by a government grant
from the Office of Naval Research to study antisocial behavior, so | don't have to
pay the salaries mysdf."

"Did al the students want to be prison guards?"'

"W, no, in fact no one wanted to be a guard; they all preferred to take the
prisoner'srole.”
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"How come? Seems like being a guard would be more fun and less hassle
than being a prisoner, at least to me it does. Another thing is that fifteen bucks for
twenty-four hours' work as a prisoner is peanuts. It's better pay for the guards if
they only work usual shifts."

"That's right, the guards are planning to work eight-hour shifts, with three
crews of three guards around the clock covering the nine prisoners. But the rea-
son why these students preferred being in the prisoner role is that they might at
some time become a prisoner, for draft evasion or DUI charges, for example, or ar-
rested in some protest for civil rights or against the war. Mogt of them said they
could never imagine ever being a prison guard—they didn't go to college in the
hope of becoming a prison guard. So although they are al participating primarily
for the money, some of them aso expect to learn something about how they will
handle themselvesin this nove prison situation."

"How did you choose your guards? Bet you picked the biggest guys?'

"No, Joe, we randomly assigned dl the volunteers to each of the two condi-
tions, like tossing a coin. If it came up heads, the volunteer was assigned to be a
guard; if it was tails, a prisoner. The guards were told yesterday that they had
come up heads. They came to our little jail in the basement of Stanford's Psy-
chology Department to help us put the finishing touches on it, so that they would
fed like it was their place. Each of them picked out a uniform at the local Army
surplus store, and they are waiting now for the action to begin."

"Did they get any training to be guards?'

"Wish | had the time to do that, but dl we did was give them abrief orienta-
tion yesterday; no specific training in how to act their new role. The main thing is
for them to maintain law and order, no violence against prisoners, and not allow
any escapes. | dso tried to convey to them the kind of psychological mind-set of
prisoners being powerless that we want to create in this prison.

"The kids you are going to arrest were ssimply told to wait at home, in a dor-
mitory, or a some designated house if they lived too far away, and they would be
hearing from us this morning."

"And so0 they soon will, huh, Joe? WEll give 'emthereal thing."

"I'm alittle confused about a couple of things."

"Sure, fire awvay, Joe. You too, Bill, if there is something you want to know to
help share later with your producer for tonight's show."

"My question isthis, Doc: What's the point of going through al the trouble
to set up a prison of your own down at Stanford, arresting these college students,
paying out all that money, when we already have prisons enough and criminals
enough? Why not just observe what goes on in the county jail or the action over
at San Quentin? Wouldn't that tell you what you want to know about guards and
prisonersin real prisons?"

Joe had hit the nail right on the head. Instantly | was into my college profes-
sor role, eager to profess to curious listeners: "I'm interested in discovering what
it means psychologicaly to be a prisoner or a prison guard. What changes does a



32 The Lucifer Effect

person undergo in the process of adapting to that new role? Is it possible in the
short time of only afew weeksto take on anew identity that is different from one's
usual df?

"There have been studies of actual prison life by sociologists and criminolo-
gists, but they suffer from some serious drawbacks. Those researchers are never
free to observe dl phases of prison life. Their observations are usually limited in
scope, without much direct access to prisoners and even less to the guards. Since
there are only two classes of people that populate prisons, gaff and inmates, al
researchers are outsiders viewed with suspicion, if not distrust, by dl the system's
insiders. They can see only what they are alowed to see on guided tours that
rarely get beneath the surface of prison life. Wed like to better understand the
deeper structure of the prisoner/guard relationship by re-creating the psychol ogi-
cal environment of a prison, and then to be in a position to observe, record, and
document the entire process of becoming indoctrinated into the mental set of
prisoner and guard.”

"Yes | guess it makes sense the way you put it," Bill chimesin, "but the big
difference between your Stanford jail and real ones is the type of prisoners and
guards you're starting out with. In areal prison, were dealing with criminal
types, violent guys who think nothing about breaking the law or attacking
guards. And you gotta have tough guards to keep them in line, ready to break
heads if necessary. Your sweet little Stanford kids aren't mean or violent or tough
like real guards and prisoners are."

"Let methrow in azinger," says Bob. "How can you expect these college kids
who know they're getting fifteen bucks a day for doing nothing will not just cool
it for two weeks and have some fun and games at your expense, Doc?'

"First, | should mention that our subjects are not dl Stanford students, only
afew are. The others come from &l over the country and even from Canada. As
you know, alot of young people come to the Bay Areain the summer, and we've
recruited a cross section of them who were just finishing summer school at Stan-
ford or at Berkdey. But you'reright in saying that the Stanford County Jail will not
be populated with the usual prison types. We went out of our way to sdlect young
men who seemed to be normal, healthy, and average on all the psychologica di-
mensions we measured. Along with Craig, here, and another advanced graduate
student, Curt Banks, | carefully sdlected our find sample from among all those we
interviewed."

Craig, who had been waiting patiently for this sign of recognition from
his mentor to get a word in edgewise, was ready to add to the thesis being laid
down: "In area prison, when we observe some event—for example, prisoners
stabbing each other or a guard smashing an inmate—we can't determine the
extent to which the particular person or the particular situation is responsible.
There are indeed some prisoners who are violent sociopaths, and there are
some guards who are sadistic. But do their personalities account for al or even
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most of what goes on in prison? | doubt it. We have to take the situation into ac-
count."

| beamed at Craig's eloquent argument. | also shared the same dispositional
doubt but fdt reassured to have Craig put it so well to the police officers. | contin-
ued, warming into my best minilecture style:

"Therationaleisthis: our research will attempt to differentiate between what
people bring into a prison situation from what the situation brings out in the peo-
ple who are there. By preselection, our subjects are generaly representative of
middle-class, educated youth. They are a homogeneous group of students who
are quite similar to each other in many ways. By randomly assigning them to the
two different roles, we begin with 'guards’ and 'prisoners' who are comparable—
indeed, are interchangeable. The prisoners are not more violent, hogtile, or rebel-
lious than the guards, and the guards aren't more power-seeking authoritarians.
At this moment 'prisoner’ and 'guard’ are one and alike. No one wanted to be a
guard; no one really committed any crime that would justify imprisonment and
punishment. In two weeks, will these youngsters still be so indistingui shable? Will
their roles change their personalities? Will we see any transformations of their
character? That's what we plan to discover.”

Craig added, "Another way of looking at itis, you're putting good peoplein an
evil situation to see who or what wins."

"Thanks, Craig, | likethat," gushed Cameraman Bill. "My director will want
to use that tonight as atease. The station didn't have acommunicaster available
thismorning, so | have to both shoot and also come up with some anglesto hook
the arrest footage on. Say, Professor, timeisrunning. I'mready, can we get started
now?'

"Of course, Bill. But, Joe, | never did answer your first question about the ex-
periment."

"Which was?'

"Whether the prisoners knew they would be arrested as part of the experi-
ment. The answer is no. They were merely told to be available for participation in
the experiment this morning. They may assume that the arrest is part of the re-
search since they know they did not commit the crimes for which they will be
charged. If they ask you about the experiment, be vague, neither say itisor isn't.
Just go about doing your duty asif it were areal arrest; ignore any of their ques-
tions or protests.”

Craig couldn't resist adding, "In asense, the arrest, like everything else they
will be experiencing, should mergereality and illusion, role-playing and identity."

A bit flowery. | thought, but certainly worth saying. Just before Joe started
the siren on his al-white squad car, he put on his slver reflecting sunglasses,
thekind the guard wore in the movie Cool Hand Luke, the kind that prevents any-
one from seeing your eyes. | grinned, as did Craig, knowing that al our guards
would aso be donning the same anonymity-inducing goggles as part of our at-
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tempt to create a sense of deindividuation. Art, life, and research were beginning
to merge.

"THERE'S A COP KNOCKING ON THE DOOR"*

"Momma, Momma, there's a policeman at the door and he's going to arrest Hub-
bie!" screeched the youngest Whittlow girl.

Mrs. Dexter Whittlow didn't quite hear the message, but from the sound of
Nina's screech there was some sort of trouble that Father should attend to.

"Please ask your father to see to it." Mrs. Whittlow was involved in examin-
ing her conscience because she had many misgivings about the changes that had
been taking place in the church services from which she had just returned. She
had also been thinking alot about Hubbie recently, preparing hersdf for alife of
twice-aryear visits from her beautiful fuzzy-blond, blue-eyed charmer. One bless-
ing of his going away to college that she secretly prayed for was the "out of sight,
out of mind" effect that would cool the al-too-obvious passion between Hubbie
and his girlfriend from Palo Alto High School. For men, a good career had to come
before hasty marriage plans, she told him often.

The only fault she could find in this lovable child was that he sometimes got
carried awvay when he was with his friends, like last month, when they had
painted the tile rooftops on the high school for pranks, or when they went about
reversing and "ripping off" street signs. "It's plain slly and immature, Hubbie,
and you could get in trouble for it!"

"Momma, Dad's not home, he's over at the golf course with Mr. Marsden,
and Hubbie's downstairs being arrested by a policeman!™

"Hubbie Whittlow, you're wanted on aviolation of Penal Code number 459,
residential burglary. I'm going to take you to police headquarters for booking. Be-



Sunday's Surprise Arrests 35

fore | search and handcuff you, | must warn you of your rights as a citizen."
(Mindful of the TV camera grinding away, recording for posterity this classic ar-
rest, Joe was al Super Cop in stance and all Dragnet's cool Joe Friday in ddlivery.)
"Let me make somefactsclear: You havetheright to remain silent and are not re-
quired to answer any questions. Anything you say can and will be used against
you in acourt of law. You have theright to consult an attorney before you answer
any questions, and an attorney may be present during the questioning. And if you
have no funds to hire an attorney, the public defender will provide you with one to
represent you at al stages of the proceedings. Do you understand your rights?
Good. Having these rightsin mind, | am taking you to Central Station for booking
on the crime you are charged with. Now come peacefully over to the squad car.”

Mrs. Whittlow was stunned to see her son being body searched, handcuffed,
and spread-eagled against the police car like a common criminal one sees on the
TV news. Gathering her composure, she demanded courteously: "What isthis dl
about, Officer?'

"Maam, | have instructions to arrest Hubbie Whittlow on charges of bur-
gay, he—"

"I know, Officer, 1 told him not to take those street signs, that he shouldn't be
influenced by those Jennings boys."

"Momma, you don't understand, thisis part d—"

"Officer, Hubbie is a good boy. His father and | will be glad to pay for the costs
of replacing anything that was taken. You see it wasjust aprank, nothing serious
intended."

By now a small crowd of neighbors was gathering at a respectable distance,
lured by the treat of athreat to someone's security or safety. Mrs. Whittlow made
aspecia effort not to notice them so as not to be distracted from the task at hand,
ingratiating herself with the police officer so he would be nicer to her son. "If only
George were here, he'd know how to handle the situation,” she thought. "Thisis
what happens when golf comes before God on Sunday.”

"Okay, let's move aong, we've got abusy schedule; there's alot more arrests
to be made thismorning," Joe said as he moved the suspect into the squad car.

"Momma, Dad knows al about it, ask him, he signed thereleasg, it's dll right,
don't worry, it'sjust part d—"

The wailing siren of the squad car and its flashing lights brought out even
more curious neighbors to console poor Mrs. Whittlow, whose son seemed like
such anice boy.

Hubbie fdt uneasy for the firgt time, seeing his mother's distress and feding
guilty sitting there alonein the backseat of acop car, handcuffed behind the cop's
protective mesh screen. "So thisis how it fedsto be acriminal," he was thinking
when his pink cheeks suddenly flushed with embarrassment as Neighbor Palmer
pointed at him and exclamed to his daughter, "What is this world coming to?
Now it's the Whittlow boy who's committed a crime!”

At the station, the booking procedure was dispatched with customary €fi-
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ciency, given the cooperativeness of the suspect. Officer Bob took charge of Hub-
bie while Joe discussed with us how this firgt arrest had gone. | thought it had
taken alittle too long, considering that there were eight more to go. However, the
cameraman wanted it to move more dowly so he could get positioned better since
he had to shoot only afew good arrest sequences to convey the story. We agreed
that the next arrest could be deliberate in its filmed sequences, but after that—
good TV shots or not—the experiment would come first and the arrests would
have to be sped up. Whittlow alone had already taken thirty minutes; at that rate
it would take most of the day to complete the arrests.

| was mindful that the police's cooperation was not independent of the power
of the media, so | worried that once the filming was completed they might be re-
luctant to follow through with dl the remaining arrests on the list. Interesting as
this part of the study was to observe, | knew that its success was not under my
control. So many things could go wrong, most of which | had anticipated and tried
to counteract, but there was always the unexpected event that could wipe out
even the best-laid plans. There are too many uncontrolled variables in the real
world, or the "fidd," as social scientists cdl it. That's the comfort of |aboratory
research: The experimenter is in charge. The action is all under exquisite con-
trol. The subject ison theresearcher'sturf. It's asthe police interrogation manuals
caution: "Never interrogate suspects or witnessesin their homes; bring them to the
station, where you can capitalize on the unfamiliarity, seize on the lack of socia
supports, and in addition, you need not worry about unplanned interruptions.”

| tried gently to urge the policeman to move a bit fagter, but Bill kept intrud-
ing with requests for one more shot, one more angle. Joe was blindfolding Hubbie.
Form C11-6, Bureau of Crimind Identification and Investigation, had been com-
pleted with the required information and full set of fingerprints, with only the
mug shot remaining. We would do that with our Polaroid camera at our jail to
save time, shooting after al prisoners were in their new uniforms. Hubbie had
navigated through the booking process without comment or emotion after his
first and only attempt at ajoke had been rebuffed by Joe: "What are you, awise
guy or somethin'?' Now he was sitting in asmall detention cell at Central Station,
blindfolded, alone, and helpless, wondering why he had ever gotten himsdlf into
this mess and asking himsdlf whether it wasworth it. But he took solacein know-
ing that if things got too tough to handle, hisfather and his cousin, the public de-
fender, could be counted on to arrive and get him out of the contract.

"OINK, OINK, THE PIGS ARE HERE"

The next arrest scenario played itsdf out in asmall Palo Alto apartment.

"Doug, wake up, damniit, it'sthe police. One minute, please, he'scoming. Get
your pants on, will you."

"What d'ya mean, the police? What do they want with us? Look, Suzy, don't
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get uptight, act cool, we haven't done anything they can prove. Let me do thetalk-
ing to the pigs. | know my rights. The fascigts can't push us around.”

Sensing atroublemaker at hand, Officar Bob used his friendly persuasion ap-
proach.

"Areyou Mr. Doug Karlson?"

"Yegh, what of it?"'

"I'm sorry, but you are suspected of Penal Code violation number 459, bur-
glary, and | am taking you downtown to the station for booking. You have the
right to remain silent, you have—"

"Cutit, | know my rights, I'm not a college graduate for nothing. Where'sthe
warrant for my arrest?’

As Bob was thinking about how to handle this problem tactfully, Doug heard
the nearby church bdlstolling. "It's Sunday!" He had forgotten it was Sunday!

He said to himsdlf, "Prisoner, huh, so that's the game? | prefer it, didn't go to
college to become apig, but | might get ripped of by the police someday, likel d-
most did at last year's antiwar riots at Cd. As | told the interviewer—Haney, |
think it was—I don't want this for the money and not the experience because the
wholeidea soundsridiculous, and | don't think it will work, but 1'd like to see how
| deal with being oppressed as apolitical prisoner.

"I have to laugh when | think of their silly question 'Estimate the likelihood
of your remaining in the prison experiment for the full two weeks, on a0 to 100
percent scale’ For me, 100 percent, with no sweat. It's not areal prison, only a
simulated prison. If | don't digit, | quit, just walk away. And | wonder how they
reacted to my answer to "What would you like to be doing ten years from now?
'My ideal occupation, which | hope would entail an active part in the world's
future—the revolution.' "

"Who am 1? What is unique about me? How's my straight-from-the-shoulder
answer: 'From areligious perspective, I'm an atheist. From a "conventional" per-
spective, I'm afanatic. From a political perspective, I'm asociaist. From amental
health perspective, I'm healthy. From an existential-social perspective, I'm split,
dehumanized, and detached—and | don't cry much.' "

Doug was reflecting on the oppression of the poor and the need to seize power
back from the capitalist-military rulers of this country as he sat defiantly in the
rear of the squad car on its swift journey to the station house. "It's good to be a
prisoner,” he thought. "All the exciting revolutionary ideas have come out of the
prison experience." He fdt a kinship with Soledad Brother George Jackson, liked
hisletters, and knew that in the solidarity of all oppressed people liesthe strength
to win the revolution. Maybe this little experiment would be thefirst step in train-
ing his mind and body for the eventual struggle against the fascists ruling
America

The booking officer ignored Doug's flippant comments as his height, weight,
and fingerprints were eficiently recorded. He was al business. Joe easily rolled
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each finger to get a clear set of fingerprints even when Doug tried to make his
hand rigid. Doug was abit surprised at how strong the pig was, or maybe he was
just a little weak from hunger since he hadn't had any breakfast yet. Out of
somber proceedings evolved a dightly paranoid thought: "Hey, maybe those rat
finks at Stanford readlly turned meinto the cops. What afod | was, giving them so
much personal background that they might use against me."

"Hey, Copper,” Doug called out in his high-pitched voice, "tell me again, what
am| charged with?"

"Burglary. On afirst conviction, you could be paroled in a couple of years."

"I AM PREPARED TO BE ARRESTED, SR"

The next scenario occurs at the designated pickup place for Tom Thompson, the
porch of my secretary, Rosanne. Tom was built like a baby bull, five feet, eight
inches tall, 170 pounds of solid muscle under his crew cut. If there were ever a
no-nonsense person, it was this eighteen-year-old soldier boy. When we had asked
him in our interview, "What would you like to be doing ten years from now?" his
reply was surprising: "Where and what are unimportant—the kind of work would
involve organization and efficiency producing in unorganized and inefficient
areas of our government.”

Marital plans. "I plan to marry only after | am solid financialy."

Any therapy, drugs, tranquilizers, or criminal experience? "I have never com-
mitted acriminal act. | still remember the experience when | wasfive or six of see-
ing my father take a piece of candy to eat in a store while shopping. | was
ashamed of his act.”

In order to save on rent money, Tom Thompson had been deeping in the
backseat of his car, accommodations that were neither comfortable nor well
suited to studying. Recently he had had to "fight off a spider that bit me twice,
once on the eye and once on the lip." Nevertheless, he had just completed a full
summer school course load in order to advance his credit standing. He was aso
working forty-five hours a week at assorted jobs and eating Ieftover food at the
student food service to save up for next fal'stuition. Asaresult of histenacity and
frugdity, Tom planned to graduate six months early. He was aso bulking up by
exercising serioudly in his spare time, which apparently he had alot of given his
total absence of dates or close friends.

Tobeapaid participant in the prison study wastheideal job for Tom since his
studies and summer jobs were now over and he needed the money. Three square
meals a day, area bed, and maybe a hot shower were like winning the lottery.
However, more than anything else—or anyone else—he envisioned the next two
weeks as a paid vacation.

He had not been doing squats for long on the porch a 450 Kingdey Street,
where he was waiting to start his stint in our experiment, before the squad car
pulled up behind his '65 Chevy. At a distance was Haney's Fiat with the un-
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daunted cameraman filming what was to be the last outside arrest. After this,
he'd get more interior footage in the station, then over a our mock prison. Bill
was eager to get back to KRON with some hot video for what is usualy atame
Sunday-evening news show.

"I'm Tom Thompson, gr. | am prepared to be arrested without any resis-
tance."

Bob was leery of this one; he might be somekind of nut who wanted to prove
something with his karate lessons. The handcuffs were dapped on right away,
even before Miranda rights were read. And his search for concealed weapons was
more thorough than it had been with the others because he had a funny feding
about guys who showed this particular kind of nonresistance. It was too cocky,
too sdf-assured for someone facing an arrest; usualy it meant a trap of some
kind: the dude was packing a gun, afase-arrest charge was in the making, or
there was something else out of the ordinary. "I'm no psychologist,” Joe told me
later, "but there is something dof the wall about that guy Thompson, he's like a
military drill office—a sergeant in the enemy."

Fortunately, there were no crimes that Sunday in Palo Alto, or cats stranded
up trees, to summon Bob and Joe away from finishing their ever-more-efficient ar-
rest procedures. By early afternoon dl of our prisoners had been booked and
taken down to our jail, to the eager waiting arms of our guards-in-the-making.
These young men would be leaving this sunny Palo Alto paradise, going down a
short concrete staircase into the transformed basement of the Psychology De-
partment in Jordan Hall, on Serra Street. For some it would become a descent
into Hell.



CHAPTER THREE

Let Sunday's Degradation
Rituals Begin

As each of the blindfolded prisoners is escorted down the flight of steps in front
of Jordan Hall into our littlejail, our guards order them to strip and remain stand-
ing naked with their arms outstretched against the wall and legs spread apart.
They hold that uncomfortable position for along time as the guards ignore them
because they are busy with last-minute chores, like packing away the prisoners
belongings for safekeeping, fixing up their guards quarters, and arranging bedsin
thethree cells. Before being given his uniform, each prisoner is sprayed with pow-
der, dleged to be adelouser, to rid him of lice that might be brought in to contam-
inate our jail. Without any g&ff encouragement, some guards begin to make fun
of the prisoners' genitals, remarking on their small penis size or laughing at their
unevenly hanging testicles. Such a guy thing!

Stll blindfolded, each prisoner is then given his uniform, nothing fancy, just
a smock, like atan mudlin dress, with numbers on front and back for identifica-
tion. The numbers have been sewn on from sets we bought from aBoy Scout sup-
ply store. A woman's nylon stocking serves as a cap covering the long hair of
many of these prisoners. It is a substitute for the head shaving that is part of the
newcomer ritual in the military and some prisons. Covering the head is adso a
method of erasing one of the markers of individuality and promoting greater
anonymity among the prisoner caste. Next, each prisoner dons a pair of rubber
clogs, and alocked chain is attached to one ankle—a constant reminder of im-
prisonment. Even when he is asleep, the prisoner will be reminded of his status
when the chain hits hisfoot as he turnsin his deep. The prisoners are alowed no
underwear, so when they bend over their behinds show.

When the prisoners have been fully outfitted, the guards remove the blind-
folds so that the prisoners can reflect on their new look in the full-length mirror
propped against thewall. A Polaroid photo documents each prisoner'sidentity on
an offidd booking form, where an ID number replaces "Name" on the form. The
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humiliation of being a prisoner has begun, much as it does in many institutions
from military boot camps to prisons, hospitals, and low-leve jobs.

"Don't move your head; don't move your mouth; don't move your hands;
don't move your feet; and don't move anything. Now shut up, and stay where you
are," barks Guard Arnett in hisfirg show of authority." He and the other day shift
guards, J. Landry and Markus, are already starting to wield their police billy clubs
in menacing positions as they undress and outfit the prisoners. The first four pris-
oners are lined up and told some of the basic rules, which the guards and the
warden had formulated during the guard orientation on the previous day. "1 don't
like the warden to correct my work," says Arnett, "so | will make it desirable for
you not to have to correct me. Listen carefully to these rules. You must address
prisoners by number and by number only. Address guards as 'Mr. Correctional
Officar. "

As more prisoners are brought into the Yard, they are similarly deloused,
outfitted, and made to join their fdlows standing against the wall for indoctrina-
tion. The guards are trying to be very serious. "Some of you prisoners aready
know the rules, but others of you have shown you don't know how to act, so you
need to learn them." Each rule is read dowly, serioudy, and authoritatively. The
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prisoners are slouching, shuffling, gazing around this strange new world. " Stand
up straight, number 7258. Hands at your sides, prisoners.”

Arnett beginsto quiz the prisoners on therules. Heis demanding and critical,
working hard to set a serious tone in offidd military manner. His style seems to
say that heisjust doing hisjob, nothing personal intended. But the prisoners are
having none of that; they are giggling, laughing, not taking him serioudy. They
are hardly into playing their role as prisoners—yet.

"No laughing!" orders Guard J. Landry. Stocky, with long, shaggy blond hair,
Landry is about six inches shorter than Arnett, who is atal, dim fdlow with
aquiline features, dark brown curly hair, and tightly pursed lips.

Suddenly, Warden David Jfe enters thejail. "Stand at attention against this
wall for the full rulereading," says Arnett. Jfe, who is actually one of my under-
graduate Stanford students, is a little guy, maybe five feet five, but he seems to be
taler than usual, standing very erect, shoulders back, head held high. Heis al-
ready into hisrole asthe warden.

| am watching the proceedings from a small scrim-covered window behind
a partition that conceals our videocamera, Ampex taping system, and a tiny
viewing space at the south end of the Yard. Behind the scrim, Curt Banks and
others on our research team will record a series of specia events throughout
the next two weeks, such as meals, prisoner count-offs, visits by parents, friends,
and a prison chaplain, and any disturbances. We don't have sufficient funds
to record continuously so we do so judicioudy. Thisis aso the site where we ex-
perimenters and other observers can look in on the action without disturbing it
and without anyone being aware of when we are taping or watching. We can ob-
serve and tape-record only that action taking place directly in front of usin the
Yard.

Although we cannot see into the cells, we can listen. The cells are bugged
with audio devicesthat enable usto eavesdrop on some of the prisoners' talk. The
prisoners are not aware of the hidden microphones concealed behind the indirect
lighting panels. This information will be used to let us know what they are think-
ing and feding when in private, and what kinds of things they share with one an-
other. It may also be useful in identifying prisoners who need special attention
because they are becoming overly stressed.

| am amazed at Warden Jaffels pontificating and surprised at seeing him dl
dressed up for the firgt time in a sports jacket and tie. His clothing is rare for stu-
dentsin these hippie days. Nervoudy, he twirls his big Sonny Bono mustache, as
he getsinto his new role. | have told Jfe that thisisthe time for him to introduce
himsdf to this new group of prisoners as their warden. He is a bit reluctant be-
cause he is not a demonstrative kind of guy; he is lower-key, quietly intense.
Because he was out of town, he did not take part in our extensive setup plans but
arrived just yesterday, in time for the guard orientation. Jfe fdt alittle out of the
loop, especidly since Craig and Curt were graduate students, while he was only
an undergraduate. Perhaps he dso fet uneasy because he was the littlest one
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among our otherwise all six-foot-plustall g&f. But he diffens his spine and
comes on as strong and serious.

"As you probably already know, | am your warden. All of you have shown
that you are unable to function outside in the real world for one reason or an-
other. Somehow, you lack the sense of responsibility of good citizens of this great
country. We in this prison, your correctional g&f, are going to help you to learn
what your responsihility as citizens of this country is. You heard the rules. Some-
timein thevery near future therewill be acopy of therulesposted in each cdll. We
expect you to know them and be able to recite them by number. If you fallow al of
these rules, keep your hands clean, repent for your misdeeds, and show a proper
attitude of penitence, then you and | will get along just fine. Hopefully | won't
have to be seeing you too often.”

It was an amazing improvisation, followed by an order from Guard Markus,
talking up for the firg time: "Now you thank the warden for his fine speech to
you." In unison, the nine prisoners shout their thanks to the warden but without
much sincerity.

THESE ARE THE RULES YOU WILL LIVE BY

The time has come to impose some formality on the situation by exposing to the
new prisoners the set of rules that will govern their behavior for the next few
weeks. With al the guards giving some input, Jffe worked out these rulesin an
intense session yesterday at the end of the guard orientation.”
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Guard Arnett talks it over with Warden Jffe, and they decide that Arnett will
read the full sat of the rules aloud—his first step in dominating the day shift. He
begins dowly and with precise articulation. The seventeen rules are:

1

w

Prisoners must remain silent during rest periods, after lights out, during
meals, and whenever they are outside the prison yard.

Prisoners must eat at mealtimes and only at mealtimes.

Prisoners must participate in al prison activities.

Prisoners must keep their cell clean at al times. Beds must be made and
personal effects must be neat and orderly. Floors must be spotless.
Prisoners must not move, tamper with, deface, or damage walls, ceilings,
windows, doors, or any prison property.

Prisoners must never operate cdl lighting.

Prisoners must address each other by number only.

Prisoners must always address the guards as "Mr. Correctional Officer™
and the Warden as "Mr. Chief Correctional Officer."

Prisoners must never refer to their condition as an "experiment” or "simu-
lation." They are imprisoned until paroled.

"We are hafway there. | hope you are paying close attention, because you
will commit each and every one of these rulesto memory, and we will test at ran-
domintervals,”" the guard forewarns his new charges.

10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

Prisonerswill be allowed 5 minutesin the lavatory. No prisoner will be al-
lowed to return to the lavatory within 1 hour after a scheduled lavatory
period. Lavatory visitations are controlled by the guards.

Smoking is a privilege. Smoking will be alowed after meals or at the dis-
cretion of the guard. Prisoners must never smoke in the cells. Abuse of
the smoking privilege will result in permanent revocation of the smoking
privilege.

Mail is a privilege. All mail flowing in and out of the prison will be in-
spected and censored.

Vidtors are aprivilege. Prisonerswho are alowed avisitor must meet him
or her at the door to the yard. The visit will be supervised by a guard, and
the guard may terminate the visit at his discretion.

All prisoners in each cdl will stand whenever the warden, the prison
superintendent, or any other visitors arrive on the premises. Prisoners
will wait on orders to be seated or to resume activities.

Prisoners must obey all orders issued by guards at al times. A guard's
order supersedes any written order. A warden's order supersedes both the
guard's orders and the written rules. Orders of the superintendent of the
prison are supreme.

Prisoners must report all rule violations to the guards.
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"Lagt, but the most important, rule for you to remember at al timesis num-
ber seventeen,” adds Guard Arnett in an ominous warning:

17. Failureto obey any of the above rules may result in punishment.

Later on in the shift, Guard J. Landry decides that he wants some of the ac-
tion and rereads the rules, adding his personal embellishment: "Prisoners are a
part of a correctional community. In order to keep the community running
smoothly, you prisoners must obey the following rules."

Jfe nods in agreement; he aready likesto think of this as a prison commu-
nity, in which reasonable people giving and fallowing rules can live harmo-
nioudy.

The First Count in This Strange Place

According to the plan developed by the guards at their orientation meeting the
day before, Guard J. Landry continues the process of establishing the guards
authority by giving instructions for the count. "Okay, to familiarize yourselves
with your numbers, we are going to have you count them of from Ieft to right,
and fast." The prisoners shout out their numbers, which are arbitrary four- or
three-digit numbers on the front of their smocks. "That was pretty good, but I'd
like to see them at attention." The prisoners reluctantly stand erect at attention.
"You were too dow in standing tall. Give me ten push-ups." (Push-ups soon be-
come a staple in the guards' control and punishment tactics.) "Wasthat a smile?’
Jfe asks. "l can see that amile from down here. Thisis not funny, thisis serious
business that you have gotten yourselves into." Jife soon leaves the Yard to come
around back to confer with us on how he did in his opening scene. Almost in uni-
son, Craig, Curt, and | give him apat on the ego: "Right on, Dave, way to go!"

Initially the purpose of counts, asin all prisons, is an administrative necessity
to ensure that al prisoners are present and accounted for, that none has escaped
oristill in his cell sick or needing attention. In this case, the secondary purpose
of the counts is for prisoners to familiarize themselves with their new numbered
identity. We want them to begin thinking of themselves, and the others, as prison-
ers with numbers, not people with names. What is fascinating is how the nature
of the counts is transformed over time from routine memorizing and reciting of
IDs to an open forum for guardsto display their total authority over the prisoners.
As both groups of student research participants, who are initialy interchange-
able, get into their roles, the counts provide public demonstration of the transfor-
mation of charactersinto guards and prisoners.

The prisoners arefindly sent into their cellsto memorize therules and get ac-
quainted with their new cellmates. The cells, designed to emphasize the ambient
anonymity of prison living conditions, are actually reconstructed small offices,
ten by twelve feet in size. For the office furniture we substituted three cots, pushed
together side by side. The cdlls are totally barren of any other furniture, except for
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Cdl 3, which has a sink and faucet, which we have turned df but which the
guards can turn back on at will to reward designated good prisoners put into that
specia cdl. The office doors were replaced with speciadly made black doors fitted
with arow of iron bars down acentral window, with each of the three cell num-
bers prominently displayed on the door.

The cdlsrun the length of the wall down the right side of the Yard, asit ap-
pears from our vantage point behind the one-way observation screen. TheYard is
along, narrow corridor, nine feet wide and thirty-eight feet long. There are no
windows, smply indirect neon lighting. The only entrance and exit is at the far
north end of the corridor, opposite our observation wall. Because there is
only a single exit, we have severa fire extinguishers handy in case of afire, by
order of the Stanford University Human Subjects Research Committee, which re-
viewed and approved our research. (However, fire extinguishers can also become
wespons.)

Y esterday, the guards posted signs on the walls of the Yard, designating this
"The Stanford County Jail." Another sign forbade smoking without permission,
and athird indicated, ominoudly, the location of solitary confinement, “the Hole."
Solitary consisted of asmall closet in the wall opposite the cells. It had been used
for storage, and itsfile boxes took up dl but about a square yard of open space.
That is where unruly prisoners would spend time as punishment for various d-
fenses. In this small space, prisoners would stand, squat, or it on the floor in total
darknessfor the length of time ordered by a guard. They would be able to hear the
goings-on outside on the Yard and hear dl too well anyone banging on the doors
of theHole.

The prisoners are sent to their arbitrarily assigned cells: Cdl 1 is for 3401,
5704, and 7258; Cdl 2 isfor 819, 1037, and 8612; while Cdl 3 houses 2093,
4325, and 5486. In one sense, thisis like a prisoner-of-war situation wherein a
number of the enemy are captured and imprisoned as a unit, rather than like a
civilian prison, where there is a preexistent prisoner community into which each
new inmate is socialized and into which prisoners are aways entering and being
paroled out of.

All in al, our prison was a much more humane fecility than most POW
camps—and certainly more commodious, clean, and orderly than the hard site at
Abu Ghraib Prison (which, by the way, Saddam Hussein made notorious for tor-
ture and murder long before American soldiers did more recently). Ye, despite its
relative "comfort," this Stanford prison would become the scene of abuses that
eerily foreshadowed the abuses of Abu Ghraib by Army Reserve Military Police
years later.

Role Adjustments

It takes awhile for the guardsto get into their roles. From the Guard Shift Reports,
made at the end of each of the three different shifts, we learn that Guard Vandy
feds uneasy, not sure what it takes to be a good guard, wishes he had been given
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some training, but thinks it is a mistake to be too nice to the prisoners. Guard
Gedff Landry, kid brother of J. Landry, reports feding guilty during the humiliat-
ing degradation rituals in which the prisoners had to stand naked for along time
in uncomfortable positions. He is sorry that he did not try to stop some things of
which he did not approve. Instead of raising an objection, hejust Ieft the Yard as
often as possible rather than continue to experience these unpleasant interac-
tions. Guard Arnett, agraduate student in sociology, who is afew yearsolder than
the others, doubts that the prisoner induction is having its desired effect. He
thinks that the security on his shift is bad and the other guards are being too po-
lite. Even after this first day's brief encounters, Arnett is able to single out those
prisoners who are troublemakers and those who are "acceptable." He also points
out something that we missed in our observations but Officer Joe had remarked
about during the arrest of Tom Thompson—a concern about Prisoner 2093.

Arnett doesn't like the fact that Tom-2093 is "too good"” in his "rigid adher-
ence to dl orders and regulations.”* (Indeed, 2093 will later be disparagingly
nicknamed "Sarge" by the other prisoners precisdly because of his militaristic
style of obediently following orders. He has brought some strong values into our
situation that may come into conflict with those of the guards, something to no-
ticeaswe go along. Recall that it was something also noticed about Tom by the ar-
resting police officer.)

In contrast, Prisoner 819 considers the whole situation quite "amusing."*
He found the first counts rather enjoyable, "just ajoke," and he fdt that some of
the guards did as well. Prisoner 1037 had watched as al the others were
processed in the same humiliating fashion as he was. However, he refused to take
any of it serioudy. He was more concerned with how hungry he had become,
having eaten only a small breakfast and expecting to be fed lunch, which never
came. He assumed that the failure to provide lunch was another arbitrary pun-
ishment inflicted by the guards, despite the fact that most prisoners had been well
behaved. In truth, we had smply forgotten to pick up lunch because the arrests
had taken so long and there was so much for us to deal with, which included a
last-minute cancellation by one of the students assigned to the guard role. Fortu-
nately, we got areplacement from the origina pool of screened applicants for the
night shift, Guard Burdan.

The Night Shift Takes Over

The night shift guards arrive before their starting time at 6 P.M. to don their new
uniforms, try on the deek silver reflecting sunglasses, and equip themselves with
whistles, handcuffs, and billy clubs. They report to the Guards Office located
down a few steps from the entrance to the Yard, in acorridor that also houses the
offices of the warden and the superintendent, each with his own sign printed on
the door. There the day shift guards greet their new buddies, tell them that every-
thing is under control and everything isin place, but add that some prisoners are
not yet fully with the program. They deserve watching, and pressure should be
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applied to get them into line. "We're gonna do that just fine, you'll see a straight
line when you come back tomorrow," boasts one of the newcomer guards.

Thefirst meal isfindly served at seven o'clock. It's asimple one, offered cafe-
teriastyle on atable set out in the Yard.” There isroom for only six inmates at the
table, so when they finish the remaining three come to eat what is left. Right of,
Prisoner 8612 tries to talk the others into going on a sit-down strike to protest
these "unacceptable" prison conditions, but they are al too hungry and tired to
go aong right now. 8612 iswise guy Doug Karlson, the anarchist who gave the
arresting cops somelip.

Back in their cells, the prisoners are ordered to remain silent, but 819 and
8612 disobey, talk loudly and laugh, and get away with it—for now. Prisoner
5704, the tallest of the lot, has been silent until now, but his tobacco addiction
has gotten to him, and he demands that his cigarettes be returned to him. He's
told that he has to earn the right to smoke by being a good prisoner. 5704 chal-
lengesthis principle, saying it is breaking the rules, but to no avail. According to
the rules of the experiment, any participant could leave at any time, but this
seems to have been forgotten by the disgruntled prisoners. They could have used
the threat to quit as a tactic to improve their conditions or reduce the mindless
hasdling they endured, but they did not as they dowly dipped more deeply into
their roles.

Warden Jifées fina offidd task of this first day is to inform the prisoners
about Visting Nights, which are coming up soon. Any prisonerswho have friends
or rdaivesin the vicinity should write to them about coming to visit. He describes
the letter-writing procedures and gives each one who asks for it a pen, Stanford
County Jail stationery, and a stamped envelope. They are to complete their |etters
and return these materials by the end of the brief "writing period." He makes it
clear that the guards have discretion to decide whether anyone will not be allowed
to write aletter, because he has faled to fallow the rules, did not know his pris-
oner ID number, or for any other reason a guard may have. Once the letters are
written and handed to the guards, the prisoners are ordered back out of their cdlls
for thefirst count on the night shift. Of course, the gaff reads each letter for secu-
rity purposes, also making copies for our files before mailing them out. The lure of
Visting Night and the mail, then, become tools that the guards use instinctively
and effectively to tighten their control on the prisoners.

The New Meaning of Counts

Offiddly, as far as | was concerned, the counts were supposed to serve two func-
tions: to familiarize the prisoners with their ID numbers and to establish that
all prisoners were accounted for at the start of each guard shift. In many prisons,
the counts dso serve as a means of disciplining the prisoners. Though the first
count started out innocently enough, our nightly counts and their early-morning
counterpartswould eventually escalate into tormenting experiences.

"Okay, boys, now we are going to have alittle count! Going to be alot of fun,”
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Guard Hellmann tells them with a big grin. Guard Geoff Landry quickly adds,
"The better you do it, the shorter it'll be." Asthe weary prisoners file out into the
yard, they are silent and sullen, not looking at one another. It has already been a
long day, and who knows what'sin store before they can findly get a good night's
deep.

Gedff Landry takes command: "Turn around, hands against the wall. No
talking! You want thisto last al night? We're going to do thisuntil you get it right.
Start by counting df in ones." Hellmann adds histwo cents: "I want you to do it
fagt, and | want you to do it loud." The prisoners obey. "I didn't hear it very well,
well haveto doit again. Guys, that was avful dow, so onceagain." "That'sright,"
Landry chimesin, "well haveto do it again." Assoon asafew numbersarecaled
out, Hellmann yells, "Stop! Is that loud? Maybe you didn't hear meright, | said
loud, and | said clear." "Let's seeif they can count backwards. Now try it from the
other end," Landry says playfully. "Hey! | don't want anybody laughing!" Hell-
mann says gruffly. "Well be here all night until we get it right.”

Some of the prisoners are becoming aware that a struggle for dominance is
going on between these two guards, Hellmann and the younger Landry. Prisoner
819, who has not been taking any of this serioudy, begins to laugh aloud as
Landry and Hellmann one-up each other at the prisoners' expense. "Hey, did | say
that you could laugh, 819? Maybe you didn't hear meright." Hellmann is getting
angry for the firgt time. He gets right up in the prisoner's face, leans on him, and
pushes him back with his billy club. Now Landry pushes his fdlow guard aside
and commands 819 to do twenty push-ups, which he does without comment.

Hellmann moves back to center stage: "Thistime, singit." As the prisoners
start to count off again, he interrupts. "Didn't | say that you had to sng? Maybe
you gentlemen have those stocking caps too tight around your head and you
can't hear me too well." He is becoming more creative in control techniques and
diaogue. He turns on Prisoner 1037 for singing his number of key and demands
twenty jJumping jacks. After he finishes, Hellmann adds, "Would you do ten more
for me? And don't make that thing rattle so much thistime." Because there is no
way to do jumping jacks without the ankle chain making noise, the commands
are becoming arbitrary, but the guards are beginning to take pleasure in giving
commands and forcing the prisoners to execute them.

Even though it is funny to have the prisoners singing numbers, the two
guards alternate in saying "There's nothing funny about it" and complaining
"Oh, that's terrible, really bad." "Now once more," Hellmann tellsthem. "I'd like
youto sing, | want it to sound sweet." Prisoner after prisoner is ordered to do more
push-ups for being too dow or too sour.

When the replacement guard, Burdan, appears with the warden, the dy-
namic duo of Hellmann and Landry immediately switches to having the prison-
ers count dff by their prison ID numbers and not just their lineup numbers from
oneto nine, asthey had been doing, which of course, made no officid sense. Now
Hellmann insists that they can't look at their numbers when they count since by
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now they should have memorized them. If anyone of the prisoners gets his num-
ber wrong, the punishment is adozen push-ups for everyone. Still competing with
Landry for dominance in the guards' pecking order, Hellmann becomes ever more
arbitrary: "1 don't like the way you count when you're going down. | want you to
count when you're going up. Do ten more push-ups for me, will you, 5486." The
prisoners are clearly complying with orders more and more quickly. But that just
reinforces the guards' desire to demand more of them. Hellmann: "Wéll, that's
just great. Why don't you sing it this time? You men don't sing very well, it just
doesn't sound too sweet to me." Landry: "I don't think they're keeping very good
time. Make it nice and sweet, make it a pleasure to the ear." 819 and 5486 con-
tinue to mock the process but, oddly, comply withthe guards' demandsto perform
many jumping jacks as their punishment.

The new guard, Burdan, gets into the act even more quickly than did the
other guards, but he has had on-the-job training watching his two role models
strut their quff. "Oh, that was pretty! Now, that's the way | want you to do it.
3401, come out here and do asolo, tell uswhat your number is" Burdan goes be-
yond what his felow guards have been doing by physicaly pulling prisoners out
of lineto sing their solosin front of the others.

Prisoner Stew-819 has become marked. He has been made to sing a solo
tune, again and again, but his song is deemed never "sweet enough.” The guards
banter back and forth: "He sure doesn't sound sweet!" "No, he doesn't sound
sweet to me at al." "Ten more." Hellmann appreciates Burdan's beginning to act
like aguard, but heis not ready to relinquish control to him or to Landry. He asks
the prisoners to recite the number of the prisoner next down in line to them.
When they don't know it, as most do not, ever more push-ups.

"5486, you sound real tired. Can't you do any better? Let's have five more."
Hellmann has come up with a creative new plan to teach Jerry-5486 his number
in an unforgettable way: "First do five push-ups, thenfour jumping jacks, then
eight push-upsand six jumping jacks, just so you will remember exactly what that
number is, 5486." He is becoming more cleverly inventive in designing punish-
ments, thefirst signs of creative evil.

Landry has withdrawn to the far 9de of the Yard, apparently ceding domi-
nance to Hellmann. As he does, Burdan moves in to fill the space, but instead of
competing with Hellmann, he supports him, typicaly either adding to his com-
mands or elaborating upon them. But Landry is not out of it yet. He moves back
in and demands another number count. Not really satisfied with the last one, he
tellsthe nine tired prisonersto count of now by twos, then by threes, and up and
up. He is obvioudly not as creative as Hellmann but competitive nevertheless.
5486 is confused and made to do more and more push-ups. Hellmann interrupts,
"I'd haveyou do it by 7s, but I know you're not that smart, so come over and get
your blankets." Landry tries to continue: "Wait, wait, hold it. Hands against the
wall." But Hellmann will have none of that and, in a most authoritative fashion,
ignores Landry's last order and dismisses the prisonersto get sheets and blankets,
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make their beds, and stay in their cdls until further notice. Hellmann, who has
taken charge of the keys, locksthemiin.

THE FIRST SIGN OF REBELLION BREWING

At the end of his shift, as heisleaving the Yard, Hellmann yells out to the prison-
ers, "All right, gentlemen, did you enjoy our counts?' "No sir!" "Who said that?"
Prisoner 8612 owns up to that remark, saying he was raised not to tell alie. All
three guards rush into Cdl 2 and grab 8612, who is giving the clenched-fist
salute of dissident radicals as he shouts, 'All power to the people!” He is dumped
into the Hole—with the distinction of being its first occupant. The guards show
that they are united about one principle: they will not tolerate any dissent. Landry
now follows up on Hellmann's previous question to the prisoners. "All right, did
you enjoy your count?" "Yes gir." "Yes gr, what?' "Yes sir, Mr. Correctional Offi-
cer." "That's more like it." Since no one ese is willing to openly challenge their
authority, the three caballeros walk down the hall in formation, as though in a
military parade. Before going df to the guards' quarters, Hellmann peers into
Cdl 2 to remind its occupants that "I want these beds in real apple pie order."
Prisoner 5486 later reported feding depressed when 8612 was put into the Hole.
He aso fdt guilty for not having done anything to intervene. But he rationalized
his behavior in not wanting to sacrifice his comfort or get thrown into solitary as
well by reminding himsdf that "it's only an experiment."

Before lights out at 10 P.M. sharp, prisoners are alowed their last toilet privi-
lege of the night. To do so requires permission, and one by one, or two by two, they
are blindfolded and led to the toilet—out the entrance to the prison and around
the corridor by a circuitous route through a noisy boiler room to confuse them
about both its location and their own. Later, this inefficient procedure will be
streamlined as al prisoners tread this toilet route ensemble, and it might include
an elevator ride for further confusion.

Atfirst, Prisoner Tom-2093 says he needs more than the brief time allocated
because he can't urinate since he is so tense. The guards refuse, but the other pris-
oners unify in their insistence that he be alowed sufficient time. "It was a matter
of establishing that there were certain things that we wanted,” 5486 later defi-
antly reported.” Smdl eventslikethis one are what can combineto give anew col-
lective identity to prisoners as something more than a collection of individuals
trying to survive on their own. Rebd Doug-8612 feds that the guards are obvi-
oudly role-playing, that their behavior isjust ajoke, but that they are "going over-
board." He will continue his efforts to organize the other prisoners so they will
have more power. In contrast, our fair-haired-boy prisoner, Hubbie-7258, reports
that "As the day goes on, | wish | was a guard."® Not surprisingly, none of the
guards wishes to be a prisoner.

Another rebellious prisoner, 819, showed his Suff in his letter to his family,
asking them to come to Visiting Night. He signed it, 'All power to the oppressed
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brothers, victory isinevitable. No kidding, | am as happy here as a prisoner can
be!"* While playing cardsin their quarters, the night shift guards and the warden
decide on a plan for the first count of the morning shift that will distress the pris-
oners. Shortly after the start of their shift, the guards will stand close to the cdll
doors and awaken their charges with loud, shrieking whistles. This will aso
quickly get the new guard shift energized into their roles and disturb the deep of
the prisoners at the same time. Landry, Burdan, and Hellmann al like that plan
and as they continue playing discuss how they can be better guards the following
night. Hellmann thinks it is al "fun and games." He has decided to act like "hot
shit" from now on, "to play amore domineering role," asin afraternity hazing or
inmoviesabout prisons, like Cool Hand Luke.”

Burdan isin acritical position as swingman, as the guard in the middle, on
this night shift. Geoff Landry started out strong but, as the night wore on, de-
ferred to Hellmann's creative inventions and findly gave in to his powerful style.
Later, Landry will move into the role of a "good guard"—friendly toward the in-
mates and doing nothing to degrade them. If Burdan sides with Landry, then to-
gether they might dim Hellmann's bright lights. But if Burdan sides with the
tough guy, Landry will be odd man out and the shift will move in asinister direc-
tion. In his retrospective diary, Burdan writes that he fdt anxious when he was
suddenly called at 6 P.M. that night to be on duty ASAP.

Putting on amilitary-style uniform made him fed dlly, given the overflowing
black hair on his face and head, a contrast that he worried might make prisoners
laugh at him. He consciously decided not to look them in the eyes, nor smile, nor
treat the scenario as a game. Compared with Hellmann and Landry, who look sdf-
assured in the new roles, he is not. He thinks of them as "the regulars' even
though they were at their jobs only afew hours before his arrival. What he enjoys
most about his costume is carrying the big billy club, which conveys a sense of
power and security as he widlds it, rattling it against the bars of the cdl doors,
banging it on the Hole door, or just pounding into his hand, which becomes his
routine gesture. The rap session at the end of his shift with his new buddies has
made him more like his old sf, less like a power-drunk guard. He does, however,
give Landry a pep talk about the necessity for al of them to work as ateam in
order to keep the prisonersin line and not to tolerate any rebelliousness.

Shrieking Whistles at 2:30 A.M.

Themorning shift comeson inthemiddle of thenight, 2 A.M., and quitsat 10 A.M.
This shift consists of Andre Ceros, another long-haired, bearded young man, who
isjoined by Karl Vandy. Remember that VVandy had helped the day shift to trans-
port prisoners from the County Jail to our jail, so he starts out rather tired. Like
Burdan, he sports afull head of long, deek hair. The third guard, Mike Varnish, is
built like an offensve lineman, sturdy and muscular but shorter than the other
two. When the warden tells them that there will be a surprise wake-up notice to
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announce that their ghift is at work, al three are delighted to start of with such
abig bang.

The prisoners are sound asleep. Some are snoring in their dark, cramped
cells. Suddenly the silenceis shattered. Loud whistles shriek, voices yell, "Up and
a 'em." "Wake up and get out here for the count!" "Okay, you deeping beauties,
it'stimeto seeif you learned how to count." Dazed prisoners line up against the
wail and count of mindlessy as the three guards alternate in coming up with
new variations on count themes. The count and its attendant push-ups and
jumping jacks for failures continue on and on for nearly aweary hour. Findly, the
prisoners are ordered back to degp—until revellle afew hours later. Some prison-
ers report that they fdt the firs signs of time distortion, feding surprised, ex-
hausted, and angry. Some later admit that they considered quitting at this point.

Guard Ceros, a firs uncomfortable in his uniform, now likes the effect of
wearing slver reflecting glasses. They make him fed "safdy authoritative." But
the loud whistles echoing through the dark chamber scare him abit. He feds he
istoo soft to be agood guard, so he triesto turn his urge to laugh into a "sadigtic
smile."" He goes out of hisway to compliment the warden on his constant sug-
gestions for sadistic ways to enhance the count. Varnish later reported that he
knew it would be tough for him to be a strong guard, and therefore he looked to
the others for clues about how to behave in this unusual setting, as most of us do
when we find ourselves in an aien situation. He fdt that the main task of the
guards wasto help create an environment in which the prisoners would lose their
old identities and take on new ones.

Some Initia Observations and Concerns

My notes at thistime raise the following questions on which to focus our attention
over the coming days and nights: Will the arbitrary cruelty of the guards con-
tinue to increase, or will it reach some equilibrium point? When they go home
and reflect on what they did here, can we expect them to repent, fed somewhat
ashamed of their excesses, and act more kindly? Is it possible that the verbal ag-
gression will escalate and even turn to more physical force? Already, the boredom
of tedious eight-hour guard shifts has driven the guards to entertain themselves
by using the prisoners as playthings. How will they deal with this boredom asthe
experiment goes forward? For the prisoners, how will they dea with the boredom
of living as prisoners around the clock? Will the prisoners be able to maintain
some measure of dignity or rights for themselves by unifying in their opposition,
or will they dlow themselves to become completely subject to the guards' de-
mands? How long will it be before the first prisoner decides he has had too much
and quits the experiment, and will that cascade into others following suit? Weve
seen very different styles between the day shift and the night shift. What will the
morning shift's style be like?

Itis evident that it has taken a while for these students to take on their new
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roles, and with considerable hesitation and some awkwardness. There is gill a
clear sense that it is an experiment on prison life and not really much like an ac-
tual prison. They may never transcend that psychological barrier of feding as
though one were imprisoned in a place in which he had lost his freedom to leave
at will. How could we expect that outcome in something that was so obvioudy an
experiment, despite the mundane reality of the police arrests? In my orientation
of the guards on Saturday, | had tried to initiate them into thinking of this place
asaprisoninitsimitation of the psychological functionality of real prisons. | had
described the kinds of mental sets that characterize the guard-prisoner experi-
ences that take place in prisons, which | had learned from my contacts with our
prison consultant, the formerly incarcerated Carlo Prescott, and from the sum-
mer school course we had just completed on the psychology of imprisonment. |
worried that | might have given too much direction to them, which would de-
mand behavior that they were smply following rather than gradually internaliz-
ing their new roles through their on-the-job-experiences. So far, it seemed as if
the guards were rather varied in their behavior and not acting from a preplanned
script. Let's review what transpired in that earlier guard orientation.

SATURDAY'S GUARD ORIENTATION

In preparation for the experiment, our gaff met with the dozen guards to discuss
the purpose of the experiment, give them their assignments, and suggest means
of keeping the prisoners under control without using physical punishment. Nine
of the guards had been randomly assigned to the three shifts, with the other three
as backup, or rdief guards, available for emergency duty. After | provided an
overview of why we were interested in a study of prison life, Warden David Jfe
described some of the procedures and duties of the guards, while Craig Haney
and Curt Banks, intherole of psychological counselors, gave detailed information
about Sunday's arrest features and the induction of the new prisoners into our
jail.

In reviewing the purpose of the experiment, | told them that | believe al
prisonsto be physical metaphors for the loss of freedom that al of usfed in differ-
ent ways for different reasons. As socia psychologists, we want to understand the
psychological barriers that prisons create between people. Of course, there were
limits to what could be accomplished in an experiment using only a "mock
prison." The prisoners knew they were being imprisoned for only the relatively
short time of two weeks, unlike the long years most real inmates serve. They aso
knew that there were limits to what we could do to them in an experimental set-
ting, unlike real prisons, where prisoners can be beaten, electrically shocked,
gang-raped, and sometimes even killed. | made it clear that we couldn't physically
abuse the "prisoners' in any way.

| also made it evident that, despite these constraints, we wanted to create a
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psychological atmosphere that would capture some of the essential features char-
acteristic of many prisons | had learned about recently.

"We cannot physicdly abuse or torture them," | said. "We can create bore-
dom. We can create a sense of frustration. We can create fear in them, to some
degree. We can create anotion of the arbitrariness that governstheir lives, which
aretotally controlled by us, by the system, by you, me, Jiffe They'll have no pri-
vacy at dl, there will be constant surveillance—nothing they do will go unob-
served. They will have no freedom of action. They will be able to do nothing and
say nothing that we don't permit. We're going to take away their individuality in
various ways. They're going to be wearing uniforms, and at no time will anybody
cdl them by name; they will have numbers and be caled only by their numbers.
In general, what dl this should create in them is a sense of powerlessness. We
have total power in the situation. They have none. Theresearch questionis, What
will they do to try to gain power, to regain some degree of individuality, to gain
some freedom, to gain some privacy? Will the prisoners essentially work against
us to regain some of what they now have as they fredy move outside the
prison?"*

| indicated to these neophyte guards that the prisoners were likdly to think of
this al as "fun and games" but it was up to all of us as prison ga&ff to produce the
required psychological state in the prisoners for as long as the study lasted. We
would have to make them fed as though they were in prison; we should never
mention this as a study or an experiment. After answering various questions from
these guards-in-the-making, | outlined the way in which the three shifts would be
chosen by their preferences so asto have three of them on each shift. | then made
it clear that the seemingly least desirable night shift was likely to be the easiest be-
cause the prisoners would be deeping at least half thetime. "Therell berelatively
little for you to do, although you can't deep. You haveto betherein case they plan
something." Despite my assumption that there would be little work for the night
shift, that shift ended up doing the most work—and carrying out the most abu-
sve treatment of the prisoners.

| should mention again that my initial interest was more in the prisoners and
their adjustment to this prisonlike situation than it was in the guards. The guards
were merely ensemble players who would help create a mind-set in the prisoners
of the feding of being imprisoned. | think that perspective came from my lower-
class background, which made me identify more with prisoners than guards. It
surely was shaped by my extensive personal contact with Prescott and the other
former inmates | had recently gotten to know. So my orientation speech was de-
signed to get the guards "into the mood of thejoint" by outlining some of the key
situational and psychological processes at work in typical prisons. Over time, it
became evident to us that the behavior of the guards was as interesting as, or
sometimes even more interesting than, that of the prisoners. Would we have got-
ten the same outcome without this orientation, had we alowed only the behav-
iord context and role-playing to operate? As you will see, despite this biasing
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guidance, the guards initially did little to enact the attitudes and behaviors that
were needed to create such negative mind-sets in the prisoners. It took time for
their new roles and the situational forcesto operate upon them in ways that would
gradually transform them into perpetrators of abuse against the prisoners—the
evil that | was ultimately responsible for creating in this Stanford County Jail.

Looked at another way, these guards had no formal training in becoming
guards, were told primarily to maintain law and order, not to alow prisoners to
escape, and never to use physical force against the prisoners, and were given a
genera orientation about the negative aspects of the psychology of imprison-
ment. The procedure is much like many systems of inducting guards into correc-
tional service with limited training, only that they are alowed to use whatever
force is necessary under threatening circumstances. The set of rules given by the
warden and the guards to the prisoners and my orientation instructions to the
guards represent the contributions of the System in creating a set of initial situa-
tional conditions that would challenge the values, attitudes, and personality dis-
positions that these experimental participants brought into this unique setting.
We will soon see how the conflict between the power of the situation and the
power of the person was resolved.

Guards Prisoners
Day Shift: 10A.M-6 P.M. Cel#1
Arnett, Markus, 3401—Glenn
Landry (John) 5704—FPaul
Night Shift: 6 P.M-2 AM. 7258—Hubbie
Hellmann, Burdan Cel #2
Landry (Geoff) 819—Stewart
Morning Shift: 2 AM.-10 A.M. 1037—Rich
Vandy Ceros 8612—Doug
Varnish Cdl #3
Back-up Guards 2093—Tom "Sarge"
Morismo, Peters 4325—Jm

5486—Jerry



CHAPTER FOUR

Monday's Prisoner Rebellion

Monday, Monday, dreary and weary for al of us after amuch too long first day
and a seemingly endless night. But there go the shrill whistles again, rousing the
prisoners from deep promptly at 6 A.M. They drift out of their cdls bleary-eyed,
adjusting their stocking caps and smocks, untangling their ankle chains. They
are a sullen lot. 5704 later told us that it was depressing to face this new day
knowing he would have to go through "dl the same shit again, and maybe
worse."

Guard Ceros is lifting up the droopy heads—especialy that of 1037, who
looks as though he is deepwalking. He pushes their shoulders back to more erect
positions while physicaly adjusting the posture of slouching inmates. He's like a
mother preparing her deepy children for their first day at school, only a hit
rougher. It is time for more rule learning and morning exercise before breakfast
can be served. Vandy takes command: "Okay, we're going to teach you theserules
until you have al of them memorized."* His energy is contagious, stimulating
Ceros to wak up and down the line of prisoners, brandishing his hilly club.
Quickly losing patience, Ceros yels, "Come on, come on!" when the prisoners do
not repesat the rules fast enough. Ceros smacks his club against his open palm,
making the wap, wap sound of restrained aggression.

Vandy goes through toilet instructions for several minutes and repeats them
many times until the prisoners meet his standards, repeating what he has told
them about how they will use the facilities, for how long, and in silence. "819
thinks it's funny. Maybe well have something specia for 819." Guard Varnish
stands df to the side, not doing much at all. Ceros and Vandy switch roles. Pris-
oner 819 continues to smile and even laugh at the absurdity of it all. "It's not
funny, 819."

Throughout, Guard Markus alternates with Ceros in reading the rules.
Ceros. "Louder on that one! Prisoners must report al rule violations to the
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guards." Prisoners are made to sing therules, and after so many repetitions they
have obvioudy learned dl of them. Next comeinstructions regarding proper mili-
tary style upkeep of their cots. "From now on your towels will be rolled up and
placed neatly at the foot of your beds. Neatly, not thrown around, got that?" says
Vandy.

Prisoner 819 starts acting up. He quits the exercises and refuses to continue.
The others also stop until their buddy rejoins them. The guard asks him to con-
tinue, which he does—for the sake of his comrades.

"Nice touch, 819, now take a seat in the Hole," orders Vandy. 819 goesinto
solitary but with a defiant swagger.

As he methodically paces up and down the corridor in front of the prisoners,
the tall guard Karl Vandy is beginning to like the feding of dominance.

"Okay, what kind of day isthis?' Mumbled responses.

"Louder. Areyou al happy?'

"Yes, Mr. Correctional Officer.”

Varnish, trying to get into the act and be cool, asks, "Are we al happy? |
didn't hear the two of you."

"Yes, Mr. Correctiona Officer."

"4325, what kind of day isthis?"

"It'sagood day, Mr. Correctiona Offic—"

"No. It'sawonderful day!"

"Yes gr, Mr. Correctional Officer.”

They begin to chant, "It's awonderful day, Mr. Correctiona Officer.”

"4325, what kind of day isit?"

"It'sagood day."

Vandy: "Wrong. It'sawonderful day!"

"Yesdr. It'sawonderful day."

"And you, 10377

1037 gives his response a peppy, sarcastic intonation: "It'sawonderful day."

Vandy: "I think you'll do. Okay, return to your cdls and have them neat and
orderly in three minutes. Then stand by the foot of your bed." He gives instruc-
tions to Varnish about how to inspect the cdlls. Three minutes later, the guards
enter the individua cells while the prisoners stand by their beds in military in-
spection style.

REBELLION BEGINS BREWING

There's no question that the prisoners are getting frustrated by having to dea
with what the guards are doing to them. Moreover, they are hungry and till tired
from lack of a sound night's rest. However, they are going along with the show
and are doing a pretty good job of making their beds, but not good enough for
Vandy.
"You cal that neat, 86127 It's amess, remake it right." With that, he rips df
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the blanket and sheets and throws them on thefloor. 8612 reflexively lunges at
him, screaming, "You can't do that, | just madeit!"

Caught of guard, Vandy pushes the prisoner of and hits him in the chest
with hisfig as he ydls out for reinforcements, "Guards, emergency in Cdl 2!"

All the guards surround 8612 and roughly throw him into the Hole, where
hejoins 819, who has been sitting there quietly. Our rebelsbegin to plot arevolu-
tion in the dark, tight confines. But they miss the chance to go to the toilet, to
which the others are escorted in pairs. It soon becomes painful to hold in the urge
to urinate, so they decide not to make trouble just yet, but soon. Interestingly,
Guard Ceros later told usthat it was difficult to maintain the guard persona when
he was aone with a prisoner going to, in, or from the toilet, because there were
not the external physical props of the prison setting on which to rly. He and most
of the other guards reported that they acted tougher and were more demanding
on those prisoner toilet runs in order to counter their tendency to ease up when
of dite. It wasjust harder to act the tough-guard role when aone with a solitary
prisoner one on one. There was aso a sense of shame in grown-ups like them
being reduced to toilet patrol.*

The rebel duo occupying the Hole aso misses breakfast, which is served
promptly a 8 A.M. a fresco in the open Yard. Some eat sitting on the floor, while
others stand. They violate the "no talking rule," by talking and discussing a
hunger strike to show prisoner solidarity. They also agree that they should start to
demand alot of thingsto test their power, like getting their eyeglasses, meds, and
books back and not doing the exercises. Previously silent prisoners, including
3401, our only Asian-American participant, now become energized in their open
support.

After breakfast, 7258 and 5486 test the plan by refusing orders to return to
their cells. Thisforcesthe three guardsto push theminto their respective cells. Or-
dinarily, such disobedience would have earned them Hole time, but the Holeis al-
ready overcrowded, two people being its physical limit. In the rising cacophony, |
am amazed to hear prisoners from Cdl 3 volunteer to clean the dishes. This ges-
tureisin line with the generally cooperative stance of cellmate Tom-2093, but is
at odds with their buddies, who are in the process of planning rebellion. Maybe
they were hoping to coal the mark, to ease therising tensions.

With the curious exception of thosein Cdl 3, the prisoners are careening out
of control. The morning shift guard trio decides that the prisoners must consider
the guards too lax, which is encouraging this mischief. They decide it is time to
diffen up. Firgt, they institute a morning work period, which today means scrub-
bing down the walls and floors. Then, in thefirst stroke of their collective creative
revenge, they take the blankets df the prisoners' bedsin Cdls 1 and 2, carry them
outside the building, and drag them through the underbrush until the blankets
are covered with stickers or burrs. Unless prisoners don't mind being stuck by
these sharp pins, they must spend an hour or more picking out each of them if
they want to use their blankets. Prisoner 5704 goes balistic, screaming at the
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senseless stupidity of this chore. But that is exactly the point. Senseless, mindless
arbitrary tasks are the necessary components of guard power. The guards want to
punish the rebels and aso to induce unquestioning conformity. After initialy re-
fusing, 5704 reconsiders when he thinks it will get him on the good side of Guard
Ceros and gain him a cigarette, so he starts picking and picking out the hundreds
of stickersin hisblanket. The chore was al about order, control, and power—who
had it and who wanted it.

Guard Ceros asks, "Nothing but the best in this prison, wouldn't you al
agree?'

Prisoners mutter various sounds of approval.

"Redlly fine, Mr. Correctiona Officer," replies someonein Cdl 3.

Nevertheless, 8612, just released from solitary back to Cdl 2, has a some-
what different answer: "Oh, fuck you, Mr. Correctional Officer." 8612 is ordered to
shut his filthy mouth.

| redlize that this is the first obscenity that has been uttered in this setting. |
had expected the guards to curse alot as part of establishing the macho role, but
they have not yet done so. However, Doug-8612 does not hesitate to fling obscen-
ities around.

Guard Ceros. "It was weird to be in command. | fdt like shouting that every-
one was the same. Instead, | made prisoners shout at each other, 'You guys are a
bunch of assholes!' | wasin dishdief when they recited it over and over upon my
command."*

Vandy added, "I found mysdf taking on the guard role. | didn't apologize for
it; infact, | became quite abit bossier. The prisoners were getting quite rebellious,
and | wanted to punish them for breaking up our system."

The next sign of rebellion comes from a small group of prisoners, Stew-819
and Paul-5704, and, for the first time, 7258, the previoudly docile Hubbie. Tear-
ing the ID numbers from the front of their uniforms, they protest loudly against
the unacceptable living conditions. The guards immediately retaliate by stripping
each of them stark naked until their numbers are replaced. The guards retreat to
their quarters with an uneasy sense of superiority, but an eerie silence fdls over
the Yard asthey eagerly await the end of their much too long firgt shift on thisjob.

Welcome to the Rebellion, Day Shift

When the day shift arrives and suits up before their 10 A.M. duty, they discover
that &l isnot as under control as it waswhen they left yesterday. The prisonersin
Cdl 1 have barricaded themselves in. They refuse to come out. Guard Arnett im-
mediately takes over and requests the morning shift to stay on until this matter is
resolved. Histone implies that they are somehow responsible for letting things get
out of hand.

The ringleader of the revolt is Paul-5704, who got his buddies in Cdl 1,
Hubbie-7258 and Glenn-3401, to agree that it was time to react against the vio-
lation of the original contract they made with the authorities (me). They push
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their beds against the cdl door, cover the door opening with blankets, and shut off
the lights. Unable to push the door open, the guards vent their anger on Cdl 2,
whichiisfilled with the usual top-of-the-line troublemakers, Doug-8612, Stew-819,
veterans of the Hole, and Rich-1037. In a surprise counterattack, the guards
rushin, grab the three cots and haul them out into the yard, while 8612 struggles
furioudy to resist. There are pushing and shoving and shouting all around that
cell, spilling out into the Yard.

"Up against the wall!"

"Give me the handcuffs!"

"Get everything, take everything!"

819 screamswildly, "No, no, no! Thisisan experiment! Leave me alone! Shit,
let go of me, fucker! You're not going to take our fucking beds!"

8612: "A fucking simulation. It's a fucking simulated experiment. It's no
prison. And fuck Dr. Zimbargo!"

Arnett, in aremarkably calm voice, intones, "When the prisonersin Cdl 1
start behaving properly, your beds will be returned. You can use whatever influ-
ence you can on them to make them behave properly.”

A calmer-sounding prisoner's voice importunes the guards, "These are our
beds. You should not take them away."

In utter bewilderment, the naked prisoner 8612 says in a plaintive voice,
"They took our clothes, and they took our beds! This is unbelievable! They took
our clothes, and they took our beds." He adds, "They don't do that in real prisons.”
Curioudy, another prisoner calls back, "They do."*

The guards burst into laughter. 8612 thrusts his hands between the cdll door
bars, open palms facing upward, in a pleading gesture, an unbelieving expression
on hisface and anew, strangetoneto hisvoice. Guard J. Landry tellshim to get his
hands df the door, but Cerosis more direct and smacks his club against the bars.
8612 pulls his hands back just in time to avoid his fingers being smashed. The
guards laugh.

Now the guards move toward Cdl 3 as 8612 and 1037 cal out to their
Cdl 3 comrades to barricade themselvesin. "Get your beds in front of the door!"
"One horizontal and one vertical! Don't let them in! They'll take your beds!"
"They've taken our beds! Oh shit!"

1037 goes over the top with his call to violent resistance: "Fight them! Resist
violently! The time has come for violent revolution!”

Guard Landry returns armed with abig fire extinguisher and shoots bursts of
skin-chilling carbon dioxide into Cdl 2, forcing the prisoners to flee backward.
"Shut up and stay away from the door!" (Ironicdly, this is the same extinguisher
that the Human Subjects Research Committee insisted we have available in case
of an emergency!)

But asthe beds are pulled from Cdl 3 into the corridor, therebelsin Cdl 2 fed
betrayed.

"Cdl 3, what's going on? We told you to barricade the doors!"



62 The Lucifer Effect

"What kind of solidarity isthat? Wasit the 'sergeant'? 'Sergeant’ (2093), if it
was your fault, that's all right because we al understand that you're impossible.”

"But hey, Cdl 1, keep your beds like that. Don't let themin."

The guards redlize that six of them can subdue a prisoner rebellion thistime,
but in the future they will have to get by with only three guards against the nine
prisoners, and that could add up to trouble. Never mind: Arnett formulates the
divide-and-conquer psychological tactic of making Cdl 3 the privileged cdl and
givesits membersthe specia privileges of washing, brushing their teeth, beds and
bedding returned, and water turned on in their cell.

Guard Arnett loudly announces that because Cdl 3 has been behaving well,
"their beds are not being torn up; they will be returned when order isrestored in
Cdl 1"

The guards aretrying to solicit the "good prisoners' to persuade the othersto
behave properly. "Well, if we knew what was wrong, we could tell them!" one of
the "good prisoners" exclaims.

Vandy replies, "You don't need to know what's wrong. You canjust tell them
to straighten up."

8612 ydlsout, "Cdl 1, werewithya, al three of us." Then he makes avague
threat to the guards as they cart him df back to solitary wearing only a towe!:
"The unfortunate thing is, you guys think we've played al our cards.”

That job done, the guards take a brief time-out for a smoke and to formulate
aplan of action to deal with the Cdl 1 barricade.

When Rich-1037 refuses to come out of Cdl 2, three guards manhandle
him, throw him to the ground, handcuff his ankles, and drag him by his fegt out
into the Yard. He and rebdl 8612 ydl back and forth from the Hole to the Yard
about their condition, pleading with the full prisoner contingent to sustain the re-
bellion. Some guards are trying to make space in the hall closet for another place
in an expanded Hole in which to deposit 1037. While they move boxes around to
free up some more room, they drag him back into his cdll along the floor with his
feat dill chained together.

Guards Arnett and Landry confer and agree on a smple way to bring some
order to this bedlam: Start the count. The count confers order on chaos. Even
with only four prisonersin ling, al at attention, the guards begin by making the
prisoners cal out their numbers.

"My number is 4325, Mr. Correctional Officer."

"My number is 2093, Mr. Correctional Officer.”

The count sounds out up and down the line, consisting of the three "goodies'
from Cdl 3 and 7258 naked with only a towel around his waist. Remarkably,
8612 calls out his number from the Hole, but in mocking fashion.

The guards now drag 1037 into solitary by the feet, putting him in afar cor-
ner of the hall closet that has become a makeshift second Hole. Meanwhile, 8612
continues ydling for the prison superintendent: "Hey, Zimbardo, get your ass over
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here!" | decide not to intervene at this point but to watch the confrontation and
the attempts to restore law and order.

Some interesting comments are recorded in the retrospective diaries of the
prisoners (completed &fter the study had ended).

Paul-5704 talks about the firgt effects of the time distortion that is beginning
to alter everyone's thinking. "After we had barricaded ourselves in this morning,
| fdl adeep for awhile, still exhausted from lack of afull deep last night. When |
awoke | thought it was the next morning, but it wasn't even lunch today yet!" He
fdl adeep again in the afternoon, thinking it was night when he awoke, but it was
only 5 P.M. Timedistortion also got to 3401, who fdt starved and was angry that
dinner had not been served, thinking it was 9 or 10 P.M. when it wasnot yet 5 P.M.

Although the guards eventually crushed the rebellion and used it asjustifica
tion for escalating their dominance and control over these now potentially "dan-
gerous prisoners," many of the prisoners fdt good about having had the courage
to challenge the system. 5486 remarked that his "spirits were good, guys to-
gether, ready to raise hell. We staged the 'Jock Strap Rebellion. No morejokes, no
jumping jacks, no playing with our heads." He added that he was limited by what
his cellmates in the "good cell" would agree to back him up on. Had he been in
Cdl 1 or 2, he would have "done as they did" and rebelled more violently. Our
smallest, most physically fragile prisoner, Glenn-3401, the Asian-American stu-
dent, seemed to have had an epiphany during the rebellion: "I suggested moving
the beds against the door to keep the guards out. Although | am usually quiet, |
don't like to be pushed around like this. Having helped to organize and participate
in our rebellion was important for me. | built my ego from there. | fdt it was the
best thing in my entire experience. Sort of asserting mysdf &fter the barricade
made me more known to mysdlf."

After Lunch, Maybe an Escape

With Cdl 1 ill barricaded and some rebels in solitary, lunch is set for only afew.
The guards have prepared a specid lunch for "Good Cdl 3," for them to eat in
front of their lesswell-behaved fdlows. Surprising us again, they refuse the meal.
The guards try to persuade them just to taste the ddlicious meal, but even though
they are hungry after their minimal oatmeal breskfast and last night's dim din-
ner, the Cdl 3 inmates cannot agree to act as such traitors, as "rat finks" A
strange silence pervades the Yard for the next hour. However, these Cdl 3 men are
totally cooperative during the work period chores, some of which include taking
more stickers out of their blankets. Prisoner Rich-1037 is offered a chance to
leave solitary and join the work brigade but refuses. He is coming to prefer therela
tive quiet in the dark. The rules say only one hour max in the Hole, but that max
is being stretched to two hours now for 1037, and also for occupant 8612.

Meanwhile in Cdl 1, two prisoners are quietly executing the firgt stage of
their new escape plan. Paul-5704 will use his long fingernails, strengthened from
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guitar picking, to loosen the screwsin the faceplate of the power outlet. Once that
is accomplished, they plan to use the edge of the plate as a screwdriver to unscrew
the cell door lock. One will pretend to be Sck and, when the guard istaking himto
thetoilet, will open the main entrance door down the hall. Signaled by awhistle,
the other cellmate will burst out. They will knock the guard down and run away
to freedom! Asin real prisons, prisoners can show remarkable creativity in fash-
ioning weapons out of virtualy anything and hatching ingenious escape plans.
Time and oppression are the fathers of rebellious invention.

But as bad luck would have it, Guard John Landry, making routine rounds,
turns the door handle on Cdl 1, and it fdls out to the ground with a resounding
thud. Panic ensues. "Help!" Landry screams out. "Escapel” Arnett and Markus
rush in, block the door, and then get handcuffs to chain the would-be escapees to-
gether onthefloor of their cell. Of course, 8612 was one of the troublemakers, so
he gets his frequent-flyer trip back into the Hole.

A Nice Count to Cam the Restless Masses

Severa anxious hours have passed since the day shift reported for work. It istime
to soothe the savage beasts before further trouble erupts. "Good behavior is re-
warded, and bad behavior is not rewarded." That calm, commanding voiceis now
clearly identified as Arnett's. He and Landry once again join forces to line up their
charges for another count. Arnett takes charge. He has emerged as the leader of
the day shift. "Hands against the wall, on this wal here. Now let's see how well
everyoneis learning his numbers. As before, sound your number, starting at this
end."

Sarge starts it df, setting the tone of afast, loud response, which the other
prisoners pick up with some variations. 4325 and 7258 are fast and obedient. We
have not heard much from Jim-4325, a big, robust six-footer who could be alot to
handle if he decided to get physical with the guards. In contrast, Glenn-3401 and
Stew-819 are always dower, evidently reluctant to comply mindlesdy. Not satis-
fied, and imposing his own brand of control, Arnett makesthem count in creative
ways. They do it by threes, backward, any way he can devise that will make it un-
necessarily difficult. Arnett is also demonstrating his creativity to dl onlookers, as
does Guard Hellmann, but Arnett doesn't seem to take nearly as much personal
pleasure in his performance as the other shift leader does. For him, thisismore a
job to be done efficiently.

Landry suggests having the prisoners sing their numbers; Arnett asks, "Was
that popular last night? Did people like singing?' Landry: "I thought they liked it
last night." But a few prisoners respond that they don't like to sing. Arnett; "Oh,
well, you must learn to do thingsyou don't like; it'spart of reintegrating into regu-
lar society.”

819 complains, "People out on the streets don't have numbers."

Arnett responds, "People out on the street don't have to have numbers! You
have to have numbers because of your status here!"
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Landry gives spedific instructions about how to sing their scales; sing up a
scale, like "doremi." All of the prisoners conform and sing the ascending scale to
the best of their aility, then the descending scale, except for 819, who doesn't at-
tempt any scales. "819 can't sing for adamn; let's hear it again." 819 startsto ex-
plain why he can't sing. Arnett, however, clarifies the purpose of this exercise. "I
didn't ask you why you couldn't sing, the object isfor you to learnto sing." Arnett
criticizes the prisoners for their poor singing, but the weary prisoners just giggle
and laugh when they make mistakes.

In contrast to his shift mates, Guard John Markus seems listless. He rarely
getsinvolved inthe main activitiesin the Yard. Instead, he volunteersto do off-site
chores, like picking up food at the college cafeteria. His body posture givestheim-
pression that he is not enacting the macho guard image; he douches, shoulders
down, head drooping. | ask Warden Jfe to talk to him about being more respon-
siveto thejob for which he is getting paid. The warden takes him off the Yard into
his office and chastises him.

"The guards have to know that every guard has to be what we call a 'tough
guard." The success of this experiment rides on the behavior of the guards to
make it seem as redligtic as possible” Markus challenges him, "Red-life experi-
ence has taught me that tough, aggressive behavior is counterproductive.”" Jife
gets defensive. He starts saying that the purpose of the experiment isnot to reform
prisoners but to understand how prisons change people when they are faced with
the situation of guards being al-powerful.

"But we are also being affected by this situation. Just putting on this guard
uniformis a pretty heavy thing for me." Jfe becomes more reassuring; "I under-
stand where you are coming from. We need you to act in a certain way. For the
time being, we need you to play therole of 'tough guard.' We need you to react as
you imagine the 'pigs' would. We're trying to set up the stereotype guard—your
individua style has been alittle too soft."

"Okay, | will try to adjust somewhat."

"Good, | knew we could count on you."*

Meanwhile, 8612 and 1037 remain in solitary. However, now they are
yelling out complaints about violations of the rules. No one is paying attention.
Each of them separately says he needs to see a doctor. 8612 says heisfeding ill,
feding strange. He mentions a weird sensation of his stocking cap till being on
his head when he knows it is not there. His demand to see the warden will be
granted later in the day.

At four o'clock, beds are returned to good Cdl 3, asthe guards' attention fo-
cuses on the prisonersin the till rebellious Cdl 1. The night shift guards are asked
to come in early, and together with the day shift they storm the cell, shooting the
fire extinguisher at the door opening to keep the prisoners at bay. They strip the
three prisoners naked, take away their beds, and threaten to deprive them of din-
ner if they show any further disobedience. Already hungry from missing lunch,
the prisoners melt into a sullen, quiet blob.
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The Stanford County Jail Prisoners' Grievance Committee

Redlizing that the situation is becoming volétile, | have the warden announce
over the loudspesker that prisoners should elect three members to the newly
formed "Stanford County Jail Prisoners' Grievance Committee," who will meet
with Superintendent Zimbardo as soon as they agree on what grievances they
want to have addressed and rectified. We later learn from aletter that Paul-5704
sent to his girlfriend that he was proud to be nominated by his comrades to head
this committee. Thisis a remarkable statement, showing how the prisoners had
lost their broad time perspectives and were living "in the moment."

The Grievance Committee, consisting of elected members, Paul-5704, Jm-
4325, and Rich-1037, tell methat their contract has been violated in many ways.
Their prepared ligt includes that: the guards are being both physicaly and ver-
baly abusive; there is an unnecessary leve of harassment; the food is not ade-
quate; they want to have their books, glasses, and various pills and meds
returned; they want more than one Visiting Night; and some of them want reli-
gious services. They argue that al of these conditions judtified their need to rebel
openly asthey had al day long.

) I
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Behind my dlver reflecting sunglasses, | dip into the superintendent role
automatically. | start out by saying | am sure we can resolve any disagreements
amicably, to our mutual satisfaction. | notethat this Grievance Committeeis afine
first step in that direction. | am willing to work directly with them aslong as they
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represent the will of dl the others. "But you have to understand that alot of the
guards' hassling and physical actions have been induced by your bad behavior.
You have brought it upon yourselves by disrupting our planned schedules and by
creating panic among the guards, who are new to this line of work. They took
away many of your privileges rather than becoming more physicaly abusive to
the rebellious prisoners." The Grievance Committee members nod knowingly.
"| promise to take this grievance list to my gaff tonight and to change as many
negative conditions as possible, and to institute some of the pogtive things you
have suggested. | will bring a prison chaplain down tomorrow and have a second
Vidting Night this week, for starters."

"That's great, thanks," says the head prisoner, Paul-5704, and the others
nod in agreement that progressis being made toward a more civil prison.

We stand and shake hands, and they leave pacified. | hope that they will tell
their buddies to coal it from now on, so we can avoid such confrontations.

PRISONER 8612 BEGINS A MELTDOWN

Doug-8612 is not in a cooperative mood. He is not buying the goodwill message
of the grievance guys. More insubordination earns him more Hole time, with his
hands cuffed continuously. He says he is feding sick and demands to see the war-
den. A whilelater, Warden Jife meetswith himin his office and listens to the pris-
oner complain about the arbitrary and "sadistic" behavior of the guards. Jfe
tellshim that hisbehavior istriggering the guards' reactions. If he would be more
cooperative, Jfe would see to it that the guards would lighten up on him. 8612
saysthat unlessthat happens soon, he wants out. Jfeis also concerned about his
medical complaints and asks if he wants to see a doctor, to which 8612 demurs
for now. The prisoner is escorted back to his cell, from which he yells back and
forth to comrade Rich-1037, who is till sitting in solitary complaining about the
intolerable conditions and aso wanting to see a doctor.

Although seemingly comforted by his exchange with the warden, Prisoner
8612 goes dff screaming in rage, insisting on seeing “the fucking Dr. Zimbardo,
Superintendent.” | agree to see him immediately.

Our Prison Consultant Mocks the Mock Prisoner

That afternoon, | had arranged for the first vist to the prison of my consultant
Carlo Prescott, who had helped me design many of the features in the experi-
ment to simulate a functiona equivalent of imprisonment in a real jal. Carlo
had recently been paroled from San Quentin State Prison after serving seven-
teen years there, as well as time served at Folsom and Vacaville Prisons, mostly
for convictions on armed robbery felonies. | had met him a few months before
during one of the course projects that my socia psychology students organized
around the theme of individuals in institutional settings. Carlo had been invited
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by one of the students to give the class an insider's view of the realities of
prison life

Carlo was only four months out of prison andfilledwith anger at the injus-
tice of the prison system. He railed against American capitalism, racism, black
Uncle Toms who do the Man's work against Brothers, warmongers, and much
more. But he was remarkably perceptive and insightful about socid interactions,
as wel as exceptionally eloquent, with a resonant baritone voice and seamless,
nonstop ddivery. | was intrigued by this man's views, especidly since we were
about the same age—me thirty-eight, him forty—and both of us had grown up in
an East or West coast ghetto. But while | was going to college, Carlo was going to
jail. We became fast friends. | became his confidant, patient listener to his ex-
tended monologues, psychological counsdlor, and "booking agent” for jobs and
lectures. Hisfirst job was to co-teach with me a new summer school course at
Stanford University on the psychology of imprisonment. Carlo not only told the
class intimate details of his personal prison experiences, he arranged for other
formerly incarcerated men and women to share theirs. We added prison guards,
prison lawyers, and others knowledgeable about the American prison system.
That experience and intense mentoring by Carlo helped to infuse our little experi-
ment with akind of situational savvy never before seen in any comparable socia
science research.

Itisabout 7 P.M. when Carlo and | watch one of the counts onthe TV moni-
tor that is recording the day's specia events. Then we retreat to my superinten-
dent's office to discuss how things are going and how | should handle tomorrow's
Vidting Night. Suddenly, Warden Jife burstsin to report that 8612 is redly dis-
traught, wants out, and insists on seeing me. Jafe can't tell whether 8612 isjust
faking it to get released and then to make sometrouble for us, or if heis genuinely
fedingill. Heingists that it ismy call and not histo make.

"Sure, bring himin so | can assessthe problem,” | say.

A sullen, defiant, angry, and confused young man enters the office "What
seemsto be the trouble, young man?'

"I can't take it anymore, the guards are hassling me, they are picking on me,
putting meinthe Hole al thetime, and—"

"W, from what | have seen, and | have seen it all, you have brought this al
on yoursdf; you are the most rebellious, insubordinate prisoner in the whole
prison."

"I don't care, you have dl violated the contract, | didn't expect to get treated
likethis, you—"*

"Stop right there, punk!" Carlo lashes out against 8612 with a vengeance.
"You can't take what? Push-ups, jumping' jacks, guards calling you names and
ydling at you? Is that what you mean by 'hassling? Don't interrupt me. And
you're crying about being put in that closet for afew hours? Let me straighten you
out, white boy. You would not last aday a San Quentin. We would all smell your
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fear and weakness. The guards would be banging you upside your head, and be-
fore they put you in their real solitary concrete barren pit that | endured for weeks
a atime, they'd throw you to us. Suffy, or some other bad gang boss, would've
bought you for two, maybe three packs of cigarettes, and your asswould be bleed-
ing bright red, white, and blue. And that would be just the beginning of turning
youinto asssy.”

8612 isfrozen by the fury of Carlo's harangue. | need to rescue him because
| can sense that Carlo is about to explode. Seeing our prisonlike setting has
brought to his mind years of torment from which Carlo is but afew months away.

"Carlo, thanks for providing this redlity check. But | need to know some
things from this prisoner before we can proceed properly. 8612, you realize that |
have the power to get the guards not to hassle you, if you choose to stay and co-
operate. Do you need the money—the rest of which you will forfeit by quitting
early?'

"Yeah, sure, but—"

"Okay, then here's the deal, no more guards hassling you, you stay and earn
your money, and in return all you haveto do is cooperate from time to time, shar-
ing alittle information with me from time to time that might be helpful to mein
running this prison."

"I don't know about that..."

"Look, think over my offer, and if, later on, after agood dinner, you still want
to leave, then that will be fine, and you will be paid for time you have served. How-
ever, if you choose to continue, make al the money, not be hassled, and cooperate
with me, then we can put the first day's problems behind us and start over.
Agreed?'

"Maybe, but—"

"No need to decide either way right now, reflect on my offer and decide later
tonight, okay?"

As 8612 quietly utters, "Wdl, al right," | escort him out to the warden's
next-door office to be returned to the Yard. | tell Jfethat heis ill deciding about
staying and will make his decision later on.

I had thought up the Faustian bargain on the spot. | had acted like an evil
prison administrator, not the good-hearted professor | like to think | am. As super-
intendent, | do not want 8612 to leave, because it might have a negative impact
on the other inmates and because | think we might be able to get him to be more
cooperative if we have guards back df their abusive behaviors toward him. But |
have invited 8612, the rebel leader, to be a "snitch," an informer, sharing infor-
mation with me in return for specia privileges. In the Prisoner Code, a snitch is
the lowest form of animal life and is often kept in solitary by the authorities be-
causeif hisinformer role became known, he would be murdered. Later, Carlo and
| retreat to Ricky's restaurant, where | try to put this ugly image behind me for a
short time while enjoying Carlo's new stories over aplate of lasagna.
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The Prisoner Tells Everyone That No One Can Quit

Back intheYard, Guards Arnett and J. Landry have the prisonerslined up against
the wall doing yet another count before the end of their extended day shift. Once
more, Stew-819 is being ridiculed by the guards for being so listlessin joining his
peers, who are calling out in unison, "Thank you, Mr. Correctional Officer, for a
fine day!"

The prison entrance door squeaks as it opens. The line of prisoners dl look
down the hall to see 8612 returning from his meeting with the prison authorities.
He announced to them before seeing me that it was his bon voyage meeting. He
was quitting, and there was nothing they could do to make him stay any longer.
Doug-8612 now pushes hisway through the line of hisfriendsinto Cdl 2, throw-
ing himsdf on his cot.

"8612, out here against thewall," Arnett orders.

"Fuck you," he replies defiantly.

"Againg thewall, 8612."

"Fuck you!" replies 8612.

Arnett: "Somebody help him!"

J. Landry asks Arnett, "Do you have the key to the handcuffs, sir?!

Sill in his cell, 8612 ydls out, "If | gottabe in here, I'm not going to put up
with any of your shit." As he saunters out into the Yard, with half the prisoners
lined up on either sde of Cdl 2, Doug-8612 offersthem anew terrible reality: "I
mean, you know, redly. | mean, | couldn't get out! | spent all this time talking to
doctors and lawyersand ..."

Hisvoaicetrails df, andit isnot clear what this means. The other prisoners are
giggling a him. Standing in front of the other prisoners, defying orders to stand
against the wall, 8612 ddivers an uppercut to his buddies. He continues to rant
in hishigh-pitched, whiny voice: "I couldn't get out! They wouldn't let meout! You
can't get out of here!"

Theinmates' initial giggles are replaced by nervous laughter. The guardsig-
nore 8612 as they continue trying to discover where the keys to the handcuffs
are, assuming they will handcuff 8612 and stuff him back in the Hole if he keeps
thisup.

One prisoner asks 8612, "You mean you couldn't break the contract?’

Another prisoner inquires desperately, but not of anyone in particular, "Can
| cancel my contract?"

Arnett toughens up: "No talking on the line. 8612 will be around later for
you all to talk with."

This revelation from one of their respected leaders is a powerful blow to the
prisoners resolve and defiance. Glenn-3401 reported on the impact of 8612's as-
sertion; "He said you can't get out. You fdt like you were redly aprisoner. Maybe
you were a prisoner in Zimbardo's experiment and maybe you were getting paid
for it, but damn it, you were a prisoner. You were realy aprisoner."*
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He begins to fantasize some worst-case scenarios: "The thought that we had
signed our lives away for two weeks, body and soul, was exceptionally frightening.
The actual bdief that ‘we are redly prisoners was real—one couldn't escape
without truly drastic action followed by a series of unknown conseguences.
Would the Palo Alto Palice try to pick us up again? Would we get paid? How do |
get my wallet back?'"

Rich-1037, who had been a problem for the guards al day long, was aso
stunned by this new realization. He later reported, "1 wastold that | couldn't quit.
At that point, | fdt it was realy aprison. There's no way | can describe how | felt
at that moment. | fdt totally helpless. More helplessthan | have ever fdt before.” *

It was evident to me that 8612 had trapped himself in multiple dilemmas. He
was caught between wanting to be the tough-guy rebel leader but not wanting to
deal with the guards' hassling, wanting to stay and earn the money he needed but
not wanting to be my informer. He was probably planning to become a double
agent, lying to me or midleading me about prisoner activities, but not sure of his
ability to carry off that deception. He should have immediately refused my offer to
trade up for some comfort by becoming the offidd "snitch,” but he did not. At
that moment, if he had insisted on being released, | would have had to alow him
that option. Again, maybe he was too shamed by Carlo's taunting him to yidd
readily in front of him. All of these were possible mind games that he resolved by
insisting to the others that it was our officdd decision not to release him, putting
the blame on the system.

Nothing could have had a more transformative impact on the prisoners than
the sudden news that in this experiment they had lost their liberty to quit on de-
mand, lost their power to walk out at will. At that moment, the Stanford Prison
Experiment was changed into the Stanford Prison, not by any top-down formal
declarations by the gaff but by this bottom-up declaration from one of the prison-
ers themselves. Just as the prisoner rebellion changed the way the guards began
to think about the prisoners as dangerous, this prisoner's assertion about no one
being alowed to quit changed the way al the mock prisoners fdt about their new
status as hel pless prisoners.

WE'RE BACK, IT'S NIGHT SHIFT TIME

Asif thingswere not bad enough for the prisoners, it is now night shift time, once
again. Hellmann and Burdan have been pacing the Yard waiting for the day shift
to move out. They are wielding their hilly clubs, ydling something into Cdl 2,
threatening 8612, insisting that a prisoner get back from the door, and pointing
the fire extinguisher at the cell, shouting to ask whether they want more of this
cool carbon dioxide spray in their faces.

A prisoner asks Guard Gedff Landry: "Mr. Correctional Officer, | have are-
quest. It's somebody's birthday tonight. Can we sing 'Happy Birthday'?"

Before Landry can answer, Hellmann replies from the background, "Well
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sing 'Happy Birthday' at lineup. Now it is dinner time, three at atime." The pris-
oners now sit around atable laid out in the middle of the yard to eat their skimpy
dinner. No talking allowed.

Reviewing the tapes of this shift, | see a prisoner being brought in through
the main doors by Burdan. The prisoner, who had just attempted to escape, stands
at attention in the center of the hallway just beyond the dinner table. He is blind-
folded. Landry asks the prisoner how he removed the lock on the door. He refuses
to spill the beans. When the blindfold is taken df the escapee, Geoff warns men-
acingly, "If we see your hands near that lock, 8612, well have something realy
goad for you." It was Doug-8612 who tried the escape plan! Landry pushes him
back into his cdl, where 8612 begins to scream obscenities again, louder than
before, and astream of 'Fuck yous floods the Yard. Hellmann says wearily into Cdl
2,"8612, your gameisgetting very old. Very old. It'snot even amusing anymore.”

The guards rush to the dinner table to stop 5486 from conferring with his
Cdl mates, who have been forbidden to communicate. Geoff Landry shouts at
5486, "Hey, hey! We can't deprive you of a meal, but we can take the rest of it
away. Youve had something. The warden says we can't deprive you of meals, but
you've aready had ameal, at least part of it. So we can take the rest avay." He
then makes a general pronouncement to everyone: "You guys seem to have for-
gotten about all of the privileges we can give you." He reminds them of the visit-
ing hours tomorrow, which, of course, could be canceled if there is alockdown.
Some prisoners who are till eating say that they have not forgotten about Tues-
day's seven o'clock visiting hours and are looking forward to them.

Gedff Landry insists that 8612 put back on his stocking cap, which he had
taken df during dinner. "We wouldn't want you dropping anything out of your
hair into your meal and getting Sck on it."

8612 responds strangely, asthough he islosing contact with reality: "I can't
put it on my head, it's too tight. I'll get a headache. What? | know that's really
weird. That'swhy I'mtrying to get out of here... they keep saying 'No, you won't
get aheadache,’ but | know | will get aheadache.”

Now it becomes Rich-1037'sturn to be despondent and detached. Heislook-
ing glassy-eyed, speaking only in aslow monotone. Lying on the floor of his cell,
he keeps coughing, insists on seeing the superintendent. (1 see himwhen | return
from my dinner, give him some cough drops, and tell him that he can leave if he
feds he can't take it anymore but that thingswill go better if he does not spend so
much time and energy rebelling. He reports feding better and promises to try his
best.)

The guards next turn their attention on Paul-5704, who is now being more
assertive, asif to stand in for former rebel leader Doug-8612. "You don't look too
happy, 5704," Landry says, as Hellmann starts running his club against the bars
of the cdl door, making aloud clanging sound. Burdan adds, "You think they'd
like that [the loud bar clanging] after lights out, maybe tonight?"
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5704 attempts ajoke, but the guards are not laughing, although some of the
prisoners are. Landry says, "Oh, that's good, that's real good. Keep it up, redly.
We're redly getting entertained now. | haven't heard this type of kid suff in
about ten years."

Theguards, standingtall, al in arow, stare at 8612, whoiseating dowly and
by himsdf. With one hand on their hips and the other swinging their billy clubs
menacingly, the guards display a united front. "We have a bunch of resisters,
revolutionaries, here!" exclaims Geoff Landry.

8612 then bolts up from the dinner table and races across to the rear wall,
where he rips down the black scrim covering the video camera. The guards grab
him and drag him back into the Hole yet again. He says sarcagticaly, "Sorry,
guys!"

One of them responds, "Y ou're sorry, huh. Well have something for you later
that you will be sorry for."

When Hellmann and Burdan both start banging on the door of the Hole with
their billy clubs, 8612 starts screaming that it is deafening and is making his
headache worse.

Doug-8612 ydlsout, "Fuckin' don't do that man, it hurts my ears!"

Burdan: "Maybe you'll think about that before you want to do something
that getsyou into the Hole next time, 8612."

8612 answers, "Nah, you can just fuck of, buddy! Next time the doors go
down, | meanit!" (Heisthreatening to tear down the door to hiscdl, the entrance
door, and perhaps he means the wall where the observation camerais located.)

A prisoner asksif they'll be having a movie tonight, as they had expected to
get when the original details of the prison were described to them. A guard
replies, "I don't know if welll ever have amovie!"

The guards openly discuss the consequences of damaging prison property,
and Hellmann grabs a copy of the prison rules, reading off the rule about damag-
ing prison property. As he leans against Cdl I's doorframe and twirls his billy
club, he seemsto beinhaling confidence and dominance moment by moment. In-
stead of movietime, he will give them either work or R&R time, Hellmann tells his
buddies.

Hellmann: "Okay, let's have your attention, please. We have some fun lined
up for everyonetonight. Cdl 3, you're on rest and recreation, you can do what you
please because you washed your dishes and did your choreswell. Cdl 2, you've dill
got alittlebit of work to do. And Cdl 1, we've got agreat blanket for you to pick all
the stickers out of. Okay, bring them on in here, Officer, let's let them see, they
gonnado just fine for Cdl 1 to work on tonight if they want to deep on a blanket
without stickers."

Landry hands Hellman some blankets coated with a new collection of stick-
ers. "Oh, isn't that a beauty?' He continues his monologue: "Just look at that
blanket, ladies and gentleman! Look at that blanket! Isn't that a masterpiece? |
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want you to take each and every one of those stickers out of that blanket, because
that's what you're gonna have to deep on." A prisoner tells him, "Well just deep
on the floor," to which Landry replies Smply, "Suit yoursdf, suit yoursdlf."

Itisinteresting to see how Geoff Landry vacillates between the tough-guard
and good-guard roles. He still has not relinquished control to Hellmann, to whose
dominance he may aspire at some leve, while feding greater sympathy for the
prisoners than Hellmann seems capable d. (In a later interview, the thoughtful
prisoner Jim-4325 describes Hellmann as one of the bad guards, nicknaming him
"John Wayne." He describes the Landry brothers as two of the "good guards,”
while most other prisoners agree that Gedff Landry was more often good than bad
asaguard.)

A prisoner in Cdl 3 asks whether it would be possible for them to get some
books to read. Hellmann suggests giving them al "a couple of copies of the rules"
astheir bedtime reading material. Now it istime for another count. "Okay, therelll
be no goofing off tonight, remember? Let's start at 2093, and let's count df, just
so we can keep in practice," he says.

Burdan jumps on the bandwagon, walks right up in the prisoners' faces, and
says, "Wedidn't teach you to count that way. Loud, clear, and fast! 5704, you are
sure dow enough! You can start of with the jumpingjacks.”

The guards' punishment is becoming indiscriminate; they're no longer pun-
ishing prisoners for any specific reason. 5704 is having none of that: "I'm not
gonnado it!"

Burdan forces him into it, so he goes down, but not far enough, apparently.
"Down, man, down!" pushing him down by pressing on his back with his hilly
club.

"Don't push, man."

"What do you mean, 'Don't push'?" in aridiculing tone.

"That'swhat | said, don't push!"

"Just go on now and do your push-ups,” Burdan orders. "Now get back in
line."

Burdan is decidedly much more voca and involved than he was before, but
Hellmannis ill clearly the "alphamale." However, when Burdan and Hellmann
become the dynamic duo, suddenly Gedff Landry recedes into the background or
isnot ontheYard scene at ll.

Even 2093, the best prisoner, "Sarge," isforced to do push-ups and jumping
jacks for no apparent reason. "Oh, that's nice! See how he does those? He's got a
lot of energy tonight,” says Hellmann. Then heturnson 3401: "Areyou smiling?
Wheat are you smiling about?' His sidekick, Burdan, chimesin, 'Are you smiling,
34017 You think thisis funny? Y ou wanna deep tonight?"

"l don't want to see anyone smiling! Thisisno locker room here. If | see one
person smile it's going to be jumping jacks for everyone for a long time!" Hell-
mann assures them.
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Picking up on the prisoners need to lighten their grim surroundings, Hell-
mann tdls Burdan ajoke for the benefit of the grim prisoners. "Officer, did you
hear the one about the dog with no legs? Every night, his owner would take him
out for adrag." He and Burdan laugh but note that the prisoners do not laugh.
Burdan chides him, "They don't like your joke, Officer.”

"Did you like my joke, 5486?"

Jerry-5486 prisoner answers truthfully, "No."

"Come out here and do ten push-ups for not liking my joke. And do five more
for smiling, Fifteenin al."

Hellmann is on aroll. He makes al the prisoners face the wall; then, when
they turn around, he shows them the "one-armed pencil salesman.” He puts one
hand down his pants and puts hisfinger at his crotch, pushing out his pants as if
he had an erection. The prisoners are told not to laugh. Some do laugh and are
then forced do push-ups or sit-ups. 3401 says he didn't think it was funny, but he
has to do push-ups for being honest. Next comes singing their numbers. Hell-
mann asks Sarge-2093 if that sounded like singing.

"It sounded like singing to me, Mr. Correctional Officer."

Hellmann makes him do push-ups for disagreeing with his judgment.

Unexpectedly, Sarge asks, "May | do more, sir?"

"You can do ten if you like."

Then Sarge challenges him in an even more dramatic way: "Shal | do them
until | drop?"

"Sure, whatever." Hellmann and Burdan are unsure how to react to this
taunt, but the prisoners look at one another in dismay, knowing that Sarge may
st new criteria for sAlf-inflicted punishment that will then be imposed on them.
Heisbecoming asick joketo them all.

When next the prisoners are asked to count df in a complicated order, Bur-
dan addsmockingly, " That shouldn't be so hard for boyswith so much education] "
In asense, heis picking up on the current conservative ridicule of educated col-
lege people as "effete intellectuals snobs," even though, of course, heis a college
student himsdif.

The prisoners are asked if they need their blankets and beds. All say they do.
"Andwhat," Hellmann asks, "did you boys do to deserve beds and blankets?' "We
took the foxtails out of our blankets," says one of them. Hetellsthem to never say
"foxtails." They should call them "stickers." Hereisasimpleinstance of power de-
termining language use, which, in turn, creates redlity. Once the prisoner calls
them "stickers," Burdan says that they should get their pillows and blankets. Hell-
mann comes back with blankets and pillows under his arms. He then hands them
out to everyone except Prisoner 5704. He asks himwhy it took him so long to get
to work. "Do you fed like having a pillow? Why should | give you a pillow if you
didn't fed like working?' "Good karma," answers 5704, feding a bit playful.

"I'll ask you again, why should | give you apillow?"
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"Because I'm asking you to, Mr. Correctional Officer."

"But you didn't get to work until ten minutes after everyone dse did,"
says Hellmann. He adds, "See to it that in the future you do work when you
aretold." Despite this misbehavior, Hellmann findly relents and gives him the pil-
low.

Not to betotally upstaged by Hellmann, Burdan tells 5704, "Thank himreal

"Thank you."

"Say it again. Sy, 'Bless you, Mr. Correctional Officer.’ " The sarcasm seeps
through heavily.

Hellmann successfully isolates 5704 from his revolutionary comrades by
making him beg for a pillow. Smple self-interest is starting to win out over pris-
oner solidarity.

Happy Birthday, Prisoner 5704

Prisoner Terry-5486 reminds the guards of his request to sing "Happy Birthday"
to 5704, which is a curious request at this point given that the prisoners are so
tired and the guards are about to let them return to their cells and to deep. Per-
haps it is a measure of their connection with normal rituals in the outside world
or asmall way to normalize what israpidly approaching Abnormal.

Burdan tells Hellmann, "We have a point of discussion from Prisoner 5486,
Officer; he wants to do the 'Happy Birthday' song." Hellmann is upset when the
birthday song is intended for 5704. "It's your birthday, and you didn't work!"

The prisoner replies that he shouldn't have to work on his birthday. The
guards go down the line and ask each one to say aoud whether he does or does
not want to sing the birthday song. Each agreesthat it isright to sing the birthday
song to 5704 tonight. Prisoner Hubbie-7258 isthen ordered to lead the othersin
singing "Happy Birthday"—the only pleasant sound in this place all day and
night. The firg time through, there is a mixture of waysin which the recipient is
addressed—some sing happy birthday to "comrade," othersto "5704." As soon
as this happens, Hellmann and Burdan both scream at them.

Burdan reminds them, "This gentleman’'s name is 5704. Now take it from
thetop."

Hellmann compliments 7258 for his singing: "You give them a swing tempo,
and then you sing it straight.” He says that about cut-time music, showing of a
bit of his musical knowledge. But he then requests they sing the song again in a
more familiar style, and they do. But their performance is not good enough, so
againthey aretold, "Let's have alittle enthusiasm! A boy's birthday only happens
once ayear." This prisoner-initiated break in routine to share some postive fed-
ings among themselves is turned into another occasion of learning routinized
dominance and submission.
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The Find Breakdown and Release of 8612

After lights out, and after Doug-8612 is findly turned out of solitary for the nth
time, he goes balligtic; "l mean, Jesus Christ, I'm burning up inside! Don't you
know?"

The prisoner is screaming his angry confusion and torment to the warden
during his second visit with Jeffe. "I want to get out! Thisis al fucked up inside! |
can't stand another night! | just can't takeit anymore! | gotta have alawyer! Dol
have aright to ask for alawyer? Contact my mother!"

Trying to remind himself that thisisjust an experiment, he continuesraving,
"Y ou're messing up my head, man, my head! Thisis an experiment; that contract
is not sarfdom! You have no right to fuck with my head!"

He threatens to do anything necessary to get out, even to dit hiswrists! "I'll
do anything to get out! I'll wreck your cameras, and I'll hurt the guards!"

The warden tries his best to comfort him, but 8612 is having none of it;
he cries and screams louder and louder. Jdfe assures 8612 that as soon as he
can contact one of the psychologica counselors his request will be serioudy
considered.

A short whilelater, Craig Haney returns from hislate dinner and, after listen-
ing to Jffes tape recording of this dramatic scene, he interviews 8612 to deter-
mine whether he should be released immediately based on such severe emotional
distress. At the time, we were dl uncertain about the legitimacy of 8612'sreac-
tions, he might be just playacting. A check of his background information re-
veded that he was aso aleading antiwar activist at his university, just last year.
How could heredlly be "breaking down" in only thirty-six hours?

8612 was indeed confused, as he reveadled to us later: "l couldn't decide
whether the prison experience had redly fresked me out, or whether | had in-
duced those reactions [purposefully]."

The conflict that Craig Haney was experiencing over being forced to make
thisdecision on his own, while | was out having dinner, isvividly expressed in his
|ater analysis:

Althoughin retrospect it seemslike an easy call, at the time it was adaunt-
ing one. | was a2nd year graduate student, we had invested a great ded of
time, effort, and money into this project, and | knew that the early release
of aparticipant would compromise the experimental design we had care-
fully drawn up and implemented. As experimenters, none of us had pre-
dicted an event like this, and of course, we had devised no contingency
plan to cover it. On the other hand, it was obviousthat thisyoung man was
more disturbed by his brief experience in the Stanford Prison than any of
us had expected any of the participantsto be even by the end of 2 weeks. So
| decided to release Prisoner 8612, going with the ethical/humanitarian
decision over the experimenta one.*



78 The Lucifer Effect

Craig contacted 8612's girlfriend, who quickly came by and collected him
and his belongings. Craig reminded the two of them that if this distress contin-
ued, he could visit Student Health in the morning because we had arranged for
some of its staff to help deal with any such reactions.

Fortunately, Craig made the right decision based on both humane considera-
tions and legal ones. It was also the right decision considering the probable nega-
tive effect on the staff and inmates of keeping 8612 imprisoned in his state of
emotional disarray. However, when Craig later informed Curt and me about his
decision to release 8612, we were skeptical and thought that he had been taken
in, conned by a good acting job. However, after a long discussion of all the evi-
dence, we agreed that he had done the right thing. But then we had to explain
why this extreme reaction had occurred so suddenly, almost at the very start of
our two-week adventure. Even though personality tests had revealed no hint of
mental instability, we persuaded ourselves that the emotional distress 8612 re-
vealed was the product of his overly sensitive personality and his over reaction to
our simulated prison conditions. Together Craig, Curt, and | engaged in a bit of
"groupthink," advancing the rationalization that there must have been aflaw in
our selection process that had allowed such a "damaged" person to slip by our
screening—while ignoring the other possibility that the situational forces operat-
ing in this prison simulation had become overwhelming for him.

Consider, for amoment, the meaning of that judgment. Here we were in the
midst of a study designed to demonstrate the power of situational forces over dis-
positional tendencies, yet we were making a dispositional attribution!

In retrospect, Craig expressed the fallacy in our thinking aptly: "It was only
later that we appreciated this obvious irony, that we had 'dispositionally ex-
plained' the first truly unexpected and extraordinary demonstration of situa-
tional power in our study by resorting to precisely the kind of thinking we had
designed the study to challenge and critique."*

Confusion remained about 8612's ulterior motives. On the one hand, we
wondered, was he really out of control, suffering from an extreme stress reaction,
and so of course had to be released? Alternatively, had he started out by pretend-
ing to be "crazy," knowing that if he did agood job, we would have to release him?
It might be that, in spite of himself, he had ended up temporarily "crazed" by his
over-the-top method acting. In a later report, 8612 complicates any simple un-
derstanding of hisreactions: "l left when | should have stayed. That was very bad.
The revolution isn't going to be fun, and | must see that. | should have stayed be-
cause it helps the fascists knowing that [revolutionary] leaders will desert when
things get rough, that they are just manipulators. And | should have fought for
what was right, and not thought of my interests."*

Shortly after 8612 was terminated, one of the guards overheard the prison-
ers in Cdl 2 discussing a plot in which Doug would return the next day with a
band of his buddies to trash our prison and liberate the prisoners. It sounded to
me like a far-fetched rumor until a guard reported seeing 8612 sneaking around
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the hallways of the Psychology Department the next morning. | ordered the
guards to capture him and return him to the prison since he had probably been
released under fase pretenses. not sick, just tricking us. Now | knew that | had to
prepare for an al-out assault on my prison. How could we avert a major violent

confrontation? What could we do to kegp our prison functioning—and oh, yes,
our experiment also continuing?



CHAPTER AVE

Tuesday's Double Trouble:
Visitors and Rioters

Our prisoners are looking raggedy and bleary-eyed, and our little prison is be-
ginning to smell likeamen'stoilet in aNew York subway station. Seemsthat some
guards have made toilet visits a privilege to be awarded infrequently and never
after lights out. During the night, prisoners have to urinate and defecate in buck-
etsintheir cdls, and some guards refuse to alow them to be emptied till morning.
Complaints are coming fast and furioudy from many of the prisoners. 8612's
breakdown of last night seemed to create aripple effect among the prisoners, who
talked about not being able to take it anymore—according to what we were pick-
ing up from their bugged cdlls.

With that as our canvas, we had to paint a brighter picture for the parents,
friends, and girlfriends of the prisoners who would be coming to visit tonight. As
aparent, | surely would not let my son continue in such a place if | saw such ex-
haustion and obvious signs of stress after only three days. Contemplating ways to
cope with that impending challenge had to take a backseat to the more urgent
issue of the rumored break-in by rioters that 8612 could bring down upon us at
any time. Perhaps it would come today, maybe even synchronized with visiting
hours, when we would be most vulnerable.

The day isjust beginning for the morning shift at 2 A.M. Apparently the night
shift has hung around and dl six guards are on the Yard at the same time &fter
they have conferred in the guards' quarters about the need for stricter rules to
control the prisoners and prevent more rebellions.

Seeing them al together makes clear that Sze does matter in deciding who
will emerge as shift leader. The tallest guards are Hellmann, leader of the night
shift; Vandy, moving into leadership of the morning shift; and Arnett, day shift
majordomo. The shortest guards, Burdan and Ceros, have become henchmen of
their ghift leaders. Both are very bossy, quite aggressive vocally—shouting in the
prisoners faces—and decidedly more physical with the prisoners. They push
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them around, poke them, pull them out of lineups, and are the oneswho drag re-
luctant prisoners into solitary. We are getting reports that they sometimes trip
prisoners down the stairs when walking them to the toilet or push them into the
wall urinals when they are alone with them in the bathroom. It is evident that
they love their nightsticks. They are constantly holding the hilly clubs close to
their chests, banging them against the bars and the doors or on thetableto loudly
make their presence known. Some analysts might claim that they are using their
weapons to compensate for their smaller stature. But whatever the psychological
dynamic involved, it is clear that they are becoming the meanest of the guards.

However, Markus and Varnish, who are also on the shorter side, have been
relatively passive, much quieter, less vocal, and less active than the rest. | have
asked the warden to make them more assertive. The Landry brothers are aninter-
esting pair. Geoff Landry is a it taller than Hellmann and has vied with him for
dominance on the night shift, but he is no match for the creative exercises that
our budding John Wayne continually concocted. Instead, he movesin to give or-
ders and to exercise control, then drifts back and out of the scene over and over
again in akind of vacillation that's not seen in any other guard. Tonight he is
not carrying his nightstick at al; later on he even removes his dlver reflecting
sunglasses—a bhig no-no, according to our experimental protocol. His shorter
brother, John, has been tough on the prisoners, but he is nevertheless "going by
the book." He is not aggressively excessive, as Arnett is, but he does usually back
up the boss with firm, no-nonsense orders.

The prisoners are al about the same average height, about five-eight to five-
ten, except for Glenn-3401, who is the shortest of al, around five-two, and tall
Paul-5 704, who istallest at maybe six feet two. Interestingly, 5704 ismoving into
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the leadership position among the prisoners. He appears more sdf-confident
lately and assured in his rebelliousness. His mates have noticed this change in
him, aswas evidenced by their electing him spokesperson for the Stanford County
Jail Prisoners Grievance Committee, which had earlier negotiated with me for a
series of concessions and rights.

NEW RULES, BUT OLD COUNTS CONTINUE

For yet another count at 2:30 A.M., the Yard isabit crowded, with Sx guards pres-
ent and seven prisoners lined up against the wall. Even though there is no reason
for the night hift to hang around longer, they do so on their own. Maybe they
want to check out how the morning shift handlestheir routine. 8612 is gone, and
someone dse is missing. Vandy drags the reluctant, deepy Prisoner 819 out of
Cdl 2 to complete the lineup. The guards are berating some prisoners for not
wearing their stocking caps, reminding them that they are an essential part of
their prison uniform.

Vandy: "Hereitis, timefor count. How do you like that?"

One prisoner says, "Fine, Mr. Correctional Officer."

"How about the rest of you?'

Sarge: "Wonderful, Mr. Correctional Officer!"

"Let's hear it from al of you, come on. You can do it better than that!
Louder!"

"Just fine, Mr. Correctional Officer."

"Louder!"

"What timeisit?'

"Time for a count, Mr. Correctional Officer," one prisoner answersin aweak
voice.' The prisoners are adl lined up against thewall, hands against the wall, legs
spread apart. They are clearly duggish counting this early because they have dept
only afew hours.

Even though his shift time is over, Burdan is till being very assertive, shout-
ing orders as he stalks around, waving his big stick. He pulls someone out of line
randomly.

"Okay, young man, you gonnado some push-ups for me!" he shouts.

Now Varnish speaks up for the first time: "Okay, let's have your numbers.
Starting with the right. Now!" Maybe he feds more confident among a larger
group of guards.

Then Geoff Landry gets into the act: "Wait a minute, this guy over here,
7258, doesn't even know his number backwards!" But why is Geoff dill active on
this next shift? He walks around with his hands in his pockets, more like an unin-
volved tourist than a prison guard. In fact, why is the whole night shift continu-
ing to hang around after along, tedious night? They should be on their way to bed
now. Their presence is causing confusion and uncertainty about who should be
giving orders. The counts follow the same formerly clever routines that are now
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becoming tedious: by twos, by ID numbers, backward, and singsong variations.
Hellmann, having decided that thisis not his cup of tea, says nothing, watchesfor
awhile, and then quietly exits.

The old rules are repeated, and they too are to be sung. As the rule reading
goes on, Vandy exhorts the inmates to be louder, faster, crigper. The weary prison-
ers comply, their voices blending in dissonant synchrony. It is time for some new
rules. So the guards, on their own, add some:

"Prisoners must participate in all prison activities. That means counts!"

"Beds must be made and personal effects must be neat and orderly!"

"FHoors must be spotless!”

"Prisoners must not move, tamper with, or deface walls, ceilings, windows,
doors, or any other prison property!"

Varnish has st up this drill that the prisoners must understand perfectly
wall, in both substance and style. If they do a halfhearted job, he smply forces
them to repeat the rules over and over again in mind-numbing variations.

Varnish: "Prisoners must never operate cell lighting!"

Prisoners: "Prisoners must never operate cell lighting."

Vandy: "When must prisoners operate cell lighting?"

Prisoners (now in perfect unison): " Never."

They dl sound exhausted, but their responses are crisper and louder than
they were last night. All of a sudden, Varnish has become aleader—he's leading
the recitation of the rules, insisting upon perfection from the prisoners, exerting
dominance over them, and patronizing them. A new ruleis proclaimed that is ob-
vioudy geared to taunt Paul-5704, our nicotine addict.

Varnish: "Smoking isaprivilege!"

Prisoners: "Smoking isaprivilege."

"What is smoking?'

"A privilege"

"What?"

"A privilege."

"Smoking will be dlowed only after meals or at the discretion of the guard.”

Varnish: "I don't like thismonotone, let's go up the scale.”

The prisoners comply, repeating the words in a higher register.

"l suggest you start alittle lower, you can't go higher from your top note.”

He wants the prisoners to ascend the scade as they're speaking. Vandy
demonstrates.

Varnish: "That'slovey!"

Varnishisreading these new rules from a sheet held in one hand, whilein the
other he holds his club. The rest of the guards are aso caressing their clubs, ex-
cept for Geoff L., whose continued presence makes no sense at al. As Varnish
leads the prisonersin reciting the rules, Vandy, Ceros, and Burdan move into and
out of the cells, in and around the prisoners, looking for the missing handcuff
keys, weapons, or anything suspicious.
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Ceros forces Sarge out of line and forces him to stand with his hands against
the opposite wall, legs spread, as he blindfolds him. He then handcuffs Sarge, or-
ders him to collect the refuse bucket, and then leads him to dump it in the toilet
outside the prison.

One after another each prisoner shouts out, "The superintendent's!" as the
answer to the question posed by Varnish: "Whose orders are supreme?’ It's my
turn on our early-morning shift to tape-record the key events while Curt and
Craig catch some shut-eye. Seems strange to hear this assertion that my orders
are"supreme.” In my other life, | make it apoint never to give orders, only sugges-
tions or hints about what | want or need.

Varnish eggs them on, forcing them to sing out "Punishment" as the last
word in the rule about what happens if any of the other rules are not obeyed.
They must sing the feared word at their highest pitch again and again to make
them fed ridiculous and humiliated.

This has been going on for nearly forty minutes, and the prisoners are
squirming; their legs are getting siff, their backs are aching, but none of them is
complaining. Burdan orders the prisonersto turn around and face front for a uni-
form inspection.

Then Vandy questions 1037 about why he doesn't have on his stocking cap.

"One of the guardstook it away, sir."

Vandy: "I don't know of any correctional officer who took it. Are you saying
that the correctional officers really don't know what's happening?'

"No, I'm not saying that, Mr. Correctional Officer."

Vandy: "So it was you who lost the cap.”

1037: "Yes | did, Mr. Correctional Officer.”

Vandy: "Fifteen push-ups.”

"Would you like me to count?"

Vandy makes it public that prisoner 3401 has been complaining of being
sick.

Varnish responds, "Wedon't like sick prisoners. Why don't you do twenty sit-
ups, right now, to make you fed better?' Hethen accuses 3401 of being acrybaby
and takes away his pillow.

"Okay, everyone who has a stocking cap, go back to your room. Those who
don't, stand there. You can sit on your beds but not lie down. Actually, make your
beds—no wrinkles whatsoever."

Then Varnish orders synchronized group push-ups for the three bareheaded
inmates. He jumps down off the table where he has been sitting as he bangs his
billy club for emphasis. He stands over the prisoners, shouting "Down, up!" as
they do their punishment ritual. Paul-5704 stops, protesting that hejust can't do
any more. Varnish relents and alows the prisoners to stand up against the wall.

"Okay, you al stand by your beds until you find three stocking caps. If you're
unable to find your stocking cap, put atowe on your head.

"819, what kind of aday wasit?'
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"A wonderful day, Mr. Correctional Officer."

"Okay, make your beds, without any wrinkles whatsoever, then sit on them."

By thistime, the other guards have I€ft, and only the morning shift guardsre-
main, including the backup guard, Morison, quietly observing all this authoritar-
ian abuse. He tells the prisoners that they can lie down if they wish, and they
immediately hit the sack and are in dreamland almost instantly.

An hour or so later, the warden stops by, looking very dapper in a tweedy
jacket and tie. He seems to be growing a little each day, or maybe heis standing
more erect than | can recall his standing in the past.

"Attention, attention," heintones. "When the prisoners are properly attired,
they should line up in the yard for further inspection.”

The guards go to Cdls 2 and 3 and tell the prisonersto get up and go out into
theYard. Once again, their brief nap is disrupted.

Out come the occupants of Cdls 2 and 3 once more. Stew-819 hasfound his
stocking cap; Rich-1037 iswearing atowe turban style, while Paul-5704 wears
histowel in Little Red Riding Hood style, draped over hislong black locks.

Varnishinquires of Sarge: "How did you degp?'

"Wonderful, Mr. Correctional Officer.”

5704 won't go that far and smply says, "Good." Varnish turns him to face
the wall as another guard calls out aprimary rule:

"Prisoners must always address the guards as 'Mr. Correctional Officer." "

5704 does push-ups for not having added that note of respect to his hdf-
hearted lie, "Good."

Thewarden walks dowly down thefile of prisoners, like ageneral reviewing
his troops: "This prisoner seems to have a problem with his hair, and he aso
seems to have a problem with proper identification. Before any further activity, he
needs to be properly identified." The warden moves down the line, evaluating the
problem prisoners, and asks the guards to take necessary remedial action. "This
prisoner's hair is sticking out underneath his towel." He insists that the ID num-
bers be sown back on or replaced by numbers inked on with a Sharpie pen.

"Tomorrow is Vigitors Day. That meansthat we want to show al our visitors
what good-looking prisoners we have. Isn't that right? That means that Prisoner
819 has to learn how to wear his stocking cap. | would suggest that at some fu-
ture time, Prisoners 3401 and 5704 be taught to wear their towels in the way
that Prisoner 1037 iswearing it. Now back to your cells."

The prisoners go back to deep until awakened for breakfast. It's time for a
new day, and the day shift comes on duty. A new count is tried out, this time
cheerleader style, each prisoner cheering his number:

"Gimme a 5, gimme a 7, gimme an 0, gimme a 4. What does that spdl?
5704!" Arnett and John Landry and Markus are back with this new torment. Up
and down the line, each prisoner steps forward to give this cheerleader rendition
of hisnumber. And onandonand ...
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I dentity and Role Boundaries Are Becoming Permeable

After less than three days into this bizarre situation, some of the students role-
playing prison guards have moved far beyond mere playacting. They have inter-
nalized the hodtility, negative affect, and mind-set characteristic of some real
prison guards, asis evident from their shift reports, retrospective diaries, and per-
sonal reflections.

Cerosis proud of the way the guards "picked it up today," saying, "We were
more orderly, received excellent results from the prisoners.” Still, he is concerned
about possible danger: "Worried that the quietness may be deceptive, may be
plans for a breakout are afoot."

Varnish reveashisinitia reluctance to get into the guard role, which was so
apparent that | had to get the warden to set him straight. "It wasn't till the second
day that | decided | would have to force mysdf to really go about thisthing in the
right way. | had to intentionally shut of dl fedings | had towards any of the pris-
oners, to lose sympathy and any respect for them. | began to treat them as coldly
and harshly as possible verbdly. | would not let show any fedings they might like
to see, like anger or despair." His group identification has al so become stronger: "
saw the guards as a group of pleasant guys charged with the necessity of main-
taining order among a group of persons unworthy of trust or sympathy—the
prisoners." He notes further that the toughness of the guards peaked at tonight's
2:30 counts, and he likes that.

Vandy, who has begun to share the dominant role with Varnish on the morn-
ing shift, is not as active today as earlier because he is very tired, feding subdued
from hislack of deep. But heis pleased to see the prisoners getting so totally into
their roles. "They don't see it as an experiment. It isreal and they are fighting to
keep their dignity. But we are always there to show them who is boss."

Hereportsfeding increasingly bossy and forgetting that thisisjust an experi-
ment. He finds himsdf just "wanting to punish those who did not obey so that
they would show the rest of the prisoners the right way to behave."

The depersonalization of the prisoners and the spreading extent of dehu-
mani zation are beginning to affect him, too: "As| got angrier and angrier, | didn't
question this behavior as much. | couldn't et it affect me, so | started hiding my-
df deeper behind my role. It was the only way of not hurting yoursef. | was
really lost on what was happening but didn't even think about quitting."

Blaming the victims for their sorry condition—created by our failure to pro-
vide adequate shower and sanitation facilities—became common among the
gaf. We see thisvictim blame in operation as Vandy complains, "1 got tired of see-
ing the prisonersin rags, smelling bad, and the prison stink."
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SAFEGUARDING THE SECURITY OF MY INSTITUTION

In my role as prison superintendent, my mind has become focused on the most
important issue facing the head of any institution; What must | do to ensure the
safety and security of theinstitution in my charge? Thethreat to our prison by the
rumored assault forced my other role as researcher into the background. How
must | deal here and now with the impending break-in by 8612's party of
raiders?

Our morning staff meeting reviewed many options and settled on transfer-
ring the experiment to the old city jail, which was abandoned when the new cen-
tral police station was completed, the one where our prisoners had been booked
on Sunday. | remembered that the sergeant had asked that morning why we did
not want to use the old jail for our study since it was vacant and had large cdlls
available. Had | thought of it before, | would have, but we had aready put into
place the recording equipment, arrangements with the university food service,
and other logigtical details that would be easier to handl e from the Psychology De-
partment's building. This new alternative was just what we needed.

While | am away making arrangements for new facilities, Curt Banks will
handle the Prisoners' Grievance Committee's second meeting. Craig Haney will
supervise the preparations for visiting times, and Dave Jife will oversee the day's
usual activities of his correctional officers.

| am pleased that the sergeant can meet me on such short notice. We meet in
the old jail downtown on Ramona Street. | explain my predicament asthe need to
avoid a physical force confrontation, like the kind that happened last year when
the police and students clashed on campus. | urge his cooperation. Together we
inspect the site, as though | were a prospective buyer. It is perfect for atransfer of
the remainder of the study and it will add even more prison realism to this experi-
ence.

Back at police headquarters, | fill out a set of offidd forms and request that
thejail be ready for our use by nine that night (right after visiting hours). | aso
promise that for the next ten days we will keep it spanking clean, the prisoners
will work at it, and | will pay for any damages that might occur. We make sure to
shake hands with the firm shake that separates sisses from real men. | thank him
profusdly for saving the day. What a relief; that was easier than | had imagined.

Reieved by this stroke of luck and proud of my quick thinking, | treat mysdf
to acup of espresso and acannoali, soaking in somerays at the outdoor cafe on yet
another balmy summer day. It is till paradise in Pao Alto. Nothing has changed
since Sunday.

Shortly after my celebratory daff briefing about our transfer plans, a dis-
heartening call comesin from the Police Department: No go! The city manager is
worried about getting sued if someone gets hurt while they are on the city prop-
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erty. Issues of fdseimprisonment are also raised. | beg the sergeant to alow meto
try to persuade the city manager that his fears were unwarranted. | urge institu-
tional cooperation, reminding him of my connection with Chief Zurcher. | plead
for his understanding that someone is more likely to get hurt if therewereto be a
break-in at our low-security facility. "Please, can't wework it out?" "Sorry, but the
answer isno; | hate to let you down, but it is purely amatter of business." | have
lost my smart move for this righteous prisoner transfer, and clearly | am also los-
ing my perspective.

What must that police officer be thinking about a psychology professor who
believes he is a prison superintendent, wildly fearful about some assault on "his
prison?' "Nutcase," maybe? "Over thetop," likdy. "Psycho psychologist,” probably.

You know what? | told mysdf, who cares what he's thinking? Gotta move on,
timeispressing. Ditch that plan, moveto another: Firgt, put an informant into the
prisoner mix to get better information about the impending riot. Then arrange to
fail therioters by pretending the study is over when they break in. We will disas-
semble the prison cdls to make it look as though everyone has gone home, and |
will tell them that we have decided to discontinue the research, so no heroics, just
go back where you came from.

After they leave, we will have time to fortify the prison and generate better
options. We had found alarge storage room on the top floor of the building where
we would house the inmates right after visiting hours—assuming that the break-
in does not occur during that time. Then later that night we will return them and
fix up the prison so it will be more resistant to assault. Our shop technician is a-
ready working on ways to fortify the entrance doors, put up an outside surveil-
lance camera, and enhance prison security in other ways. Seems like a sensible
backup plan, no?

Obvioudy, | was irrationally obsessed with the imagined assault on "my
prison.”

Planting an Informer

We need more precise information about the impending attack, so | decide to
put an informer into the jail, a presumed replacement for the released prisoner.
David G. is a student of mine who had the kind of analytical mind we needed.
Surely, his big bushy beard and unkempt appearance will endear him to the pris-
oners as one of their own. He had helped out earlier with videotaping during the
initial stages of the study, to relieve Curt, and so had a sense of the place and the
action. David agreesto participate for afew days and to give uswhatever informa-
tion he could glean that might be helpful. We will then have him sent to one of the
saff offices on some pretext so he can spill the beans.

Dave quickly discovers the guards' new doctrine, which one of them makes
explicit: "Good prisoners will have no cares, troublemakers will have no peace."
Mogt of the prisoners are in the process of deciding that it does not make sense to
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accept their prisoner role in its most contentious form by constantly opposing the
guards. They are beginning to accept their fate and to cope day by day with what-
ever is done to them because "the prospect of two weeks of hassling over deep,
meals, beds, and blankets was too much." But Dave notes a new mood that had
not been present earlier. "Paranoia strikes deep here," he later said about the ru-
mors of escape.’

No one questions David's introduction into the study. Nonetheless, he feds
that the guards know he is different from the others—but they aren't quite sure
what he is doing there. They do not know hisidentity and simply treat him like all
the others—badly. David is soon distressed over the bathroom routine:

"I had to shit in 5 minutes, to piss with abag over my head while someone
tellsme where the urinal is. | couldn't doiit, in fact, | couldn't even pissin the uri-
nal, had to go to the john and close it and know that somebody's not going to
jump on me!"*

He befriends Rich-1037, his Cdl 2 mate; they quickly bond. But al too
quickly. In a matter of hours, our trusted informer, David G, is transformed,
wearing the old uniform of Doug-8612. Dave reports "feding guilty being sent to
rat on these great guys, and was relieved when there was really nothing to tell."’
But was there really no information to share?

1037 tells David that the prisoners cannot quit at any time. He goes on to ad-
vise him not to be asrebellious ashe wasin hisfirst counts. It isnot the best thing
for them to do at thistime. The way to plan an escape, 1037 confides, isto make
"the prisoners play along with the guards so that we can get them at their weak
spot."

In fact, David told us later that 8612 had not organized any escape plot at al!
However, we had already wasted alot of time and energy in preparing to blunt the
attack. "Sure afew of these guys sort of dreamed of their friends coming during
visitors' hours and busting them out," he said, "or of dipping away during wash-
room breaks, but it was clear it was al a dream"—a scrap of hope to hold
onto.’

We gradually redize that David has violated his verbal contract with us to
enact the informer rolein this emergency. Accordingly, when someone steals the
keysto the police handcuffs later that day, David tells us that he has no ideawhere
they are. He had lied, as welearned from his diary report at the end of the experi-
ment: "l knew where the handcuff key was after awhile, but didn't tell, at least
not until it didn't matter anymore. | would have told, but | was not about to betray
these guysright in front of them."

This rather sudden and amazing transformation into the prisoner mentality
was even more evident in some of David's other feedback. He fdt that during his
two daysin our jail, he was no different from the others, "with the exception that
| had knowledge of when | would get out, but even that knowledge became less
and less certain since | was depending on people on the outside to get me out. | al-
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ready hated this situation." And at the end of hisfirst day in the Stanford County
Jail, David, the informer, tells us, "I fdl adeep that night feding dirty, guilty,
scared.”

Grievances Are Vented

The same committee of three prisonersthat | met with earlier came armed with a
long list of grievances that they had ddivered to Curt Banks while | was away
dealing with the city police. The same three-prisoner team, headed by 5704,
aong with 4325 and 1037, were elected by al the prisoners. Curt listened re-
spectfully to their complaints. Among them: unsanitary conditions due to toilet
restrictions; no clean water to wash hands before meals; no showers; fear of com-
municable disease; handcuffs and leg chain irons too tight, causing bruises and
abrasions. They also wanted church services on Sundays. In addition, they re-
quested the option of alternating the chain from one leg to the other, exercise op-
portunities, recreation time, clean uniforms, allowing prisoners to communicate
between cdlls, overtime pay for Sunday work, and, in general, the opportunity to
be doing something more valuable than just lying around.

Curt listened impassively, as he usualy did, without any show of emotion.
William Curtis Banks, alight-skinned African-American manin hislate twenties,
father of two children, asecond-year graduate student proud to have made it into
the world's top psychology department, was as hardworking and high achieving
as any student | had ever worked with. He had no time for frivolity, excess, weak-
nesses, excuses, or foals. Curt kept his emations to himsdf behind a stoic fagade.

Tim-4325, who was a so areserved person, must have interpreted Curt's de-
tached manner as his being displeased. He hastened to add that these were not
redly "grievances," rather "just suggestions.” Curt thanked them politely for
their suggestions and promised to share them with his superiors for their consider-
ation. | wonder whether they noticed that he took no notes and that they had failed
to give him their penciled list for the record. What was most important to our Sys-
tem was to provide the semblance of democracy in this authoritarian setting.

However, citizen dissent demands changes in the system. If taken wisdly, such
change prevents open disobedience and rebellion. But when dissent is co-opted by
the system, disobedience is curtailed and rebellion shelved. In fact, without get-
ting any assurances of reasonable attempts to address any of their complaints,
these dected officids had little likelihood of achieving any of their goas. The
Stanford County Jail Prisoners' Grievance Committee failed in its main mission
to make a dent in the system armor. However, they left feding good about hav-
ing openly vented and having some authority, even alow-level one, listen to their
complaints.

The Prisoners Make Contact with the Outside World

The prisoners' firgt letters were invitations to potential visitors, some of whom
would be coming by tonight, on this, the third day of the experiment. The second
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round of letters could be to visitors invited for the next visitor night or to any
friend or family member who was too far away to vist. After the prisoners com-
posed them on our officid stationery, the guards collected them for mailing, and
of course, as duly noted in one of the rules, they were screened for security. The
following samples give some sense of what the prisoners were feding, and at least
in one case came as amajor surprise to us.

Handsome All-American Hubbie-7258 suggests to his girlfriend that she
"bring some interesting pictures or posters to break the boredom of sitting on a
bed and staring at blank walls."

Tough guy, Zapata-mustached Rich-1037 conveys his anger to abuddy: "It's
not like ajob anymore, I'm fucked because you can't get out of here."

Stew-819, whose complaints have been increasing, sends mixed messages to
hisfriend: "Thefood hereis as good and plentiful asthe 3rd day of Ebenezer's sec-
ond voyage to Thailand. Not much happens here of interest, basically | deep,
shout my number, and get hassled. It will be great to get out.”

The diminutive Asian-American prisoner, Glenn-3401, makes clear his dis-
dain for this place: "Having a miserable time. Please fire bomb Jordan Hall as adi-
versionary tactic. My buddies and | are damn frustrated. We intend to make arun
for it as soon as possible, but firgt I've promised to crack a few craniums on the
way out." Then he adds a puzzling P.S.. "Be careful not to let the nitwits know
yourereal..." Red?

The surprise came from a letter by nicotine-addicted Paul-5704, the new
leader of the prisoners. In that letter, 5704 does a stupid thing for a sdf-styled
revolutionary. He tips of his girlfriend—in an unsecured letter—that he plansto
write a story about his experience for a local underground newspaper when he
gets out. He has discovered that the Office of Naval Research, of the Department
of Defensg, is supporting my research.” Consequently, he has hatched a conspir-
acy theory arguing that we are trying to find out how best to imprison student
protestors who are opposing the Vietnam War! Obvioudy heisnot an experienced
revolutionary, because it was not smart to discuss his subversive plansin aletter
that we would be likely to screen.

Little did he know that | mysdf was aradical, activist professor, against the
Vietnam War since 1966, when | had organized one of the nation'sfirg all-night
university "teach-ins' at New York University, organized alarge-scale walk-out at
NY U's graduation ceremony to protest the university's awarding an honorary de-
gree to Secretary of Defense Robert McNamara, and in the last year, at Stanford,
| had organized thousands of studentsinto constructive challenges to the continu-
ing war. | was akindred political spirit but not a mindlesdy kindred revolutionary.

Hisletter begins, "I have made arrangements with The Tribe and The Berke-
ley Barb [alternative free radical newspapers] to carry the story when | get out.”
5704 then brags about his new status in our little prison community: "Today |
have gotten together a grievance committee of which | am chairman. Tomorrow
| am organizing a Credit Union for our collective wages." He goes on to describe
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that he is benefiting from this experience: "I am learning a lot about revolution-
ary incarceration tactics. Guards accomplish nothing because you just can't keep
the old freek morale down. Mogt of us here are freaks and | don't really think any-
one will crack before this thing is over. A few are starting to get servile, but they
exert no influence on the rest of us." In addition, he signs of with a big, bold
"Your prisoner, 5704."

| decide not to share this information with the guards, who might realy
abuse himinretaliation. But it is upsetting to think that my research grant status
is being accused of being atool of the administration's war machine, especially
since | have worked to encourage effective dissent by student activists. That grant
was originally given to fund empirical and conceptual research on the effects of
anonymity, of conditions of deindividuation, and on interpersonal aggression.
When the idea for the prison experiment occurred, | got the granting agency to
extend the funding to pay for this research as well, without any other additional
funding. | am angry that Paul and probably his Berkeley buddies are spreading
this falsehood.

Whether driven by his sporadic mood shifts, nicotine cravings, or hisdesireto
make exciting material for hisjournalistic expose, 5704 has created alot of diffi-
culty for dl of us today—a day when we already had too much to handle. With
the help of his cellmates, he also bent the bars on Cdl 1's door, for which he got
Hole time. While in the Hole, he kicked down the partition between the two com-
partments, for which action he was denied lunch and aso received extended soli-
tary time. He continues to be noncooperative during dinner and obvioudy upset
that no one has come to visit him. Fortunately, following his meeting after dinner
with the warden, who sternly rebuked him, we notice that 5704's behavior has
changed for the better.

PREPPING FOR THE VISITORS:
THE HYPOCRITICAL MASQUERADE

| had hoped Carlo would be able to come from Oakland to work with me on how
best to prepare for the onslaught of parents. But, as usual, hisold car has broken
down and is being repaired, hopefully in time for his scheduled appearance the
next day as head of our Parole Board. After along phone conversation, the game
planis set. We will dojust what al prisons do when unwelcome visitors descend
on them, ready to document abuses and confront the system with demands for
improvement: prison officids cover the bloodstains with doilies, hide the bodies by
putting troublemakers out of sight, and make the scene pretty.

Carlo offers sage advice about what | might do in the short time available to
create the appearance to parents of awell-diled, benevolent system that istaking
goad care of their children while we are in charge of them. He makes it clear,
however, that we must convince these middle-class, white parents to believe in
the good we are doing with the study and, like their sons, make them comply with
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the demands of the authorities. Carlo laughs as he says, "You white folks sure like
to conform to the Man, so they know they are doing the right thing, just doing like
everyone elseis doing.”

Turn on Action Central: Prisoners wash the floors and their cells, the Hole
signisremoved, and adisinfectant with afresh eucalyptus scent is sprayed all over
to counter the urine odors. The prisoners are shaved, sponge-washed, and as well
groomed as can be. Stocking caps and head towels are stashed away. Finaly, the
warden warns everyone that any complaints will result in premature termination
of the visit. We ask the day shift to do overtime until 9 P.M. both to cope with the
visitors and also to be ready to assist should the anticipated riot materialize. For
good measure, | invite our entire group of backup guards to comein as well.

Next we feed our prisoners their best hot meal, chicken pot pie, with seconds
and double desserts for the gourmands among them. Music gently infuses the
Yard as the men eat. The day guards are serving the dinner, while the night
guards are watching. Without the laughter or snickering that usually accompa-
nies the meals, the atmosphere is strangely civil and rather ordinary.

Hellmann is sitting at the head of the table, leaning back but still showing his
big club, prominently swinging it around: "2093, you never had it so good, did
you?"

2093 replies: "No, | haven't, Mr. Correctional Officer."

"Your mother never gave you seconds, did she?"

"No, shedidn't, Mr. Correctional Officer," Sarge replies obediently.

"Y ou see how good you've got it here, 2093?"

"Yes, | do, Mr. Correctional Officer." Hellmann picks some food from Sarge's
plate and walks away, sneering at him. Bad blood is developing between them.

Meanwhile, in the corridor outside the main prison door, we are making final
preparations for the visitors, whose potential for making trouble is arealistic fear.
Opposite the wall housing the three offices of the guards, the warden, and the su-
perintendent are adozen folding chairs for visitors while they await entry. Asthey
come down into the basement, full of good humor at what seems a novel, fun ex-
perience, we deliberately and systematically bring their behavior under situa-
tional control, according to plan. They have to be taught that they are our guests,
to whom we were granting the privilege of visiting their sons, brothers, friends,
and lovers.

Susie Phillips, our attractive receptionist, welcomes the visitors warmly. She
is seated behind a large desk with a dozen fragrant red roses at one side. Susie is
another of my students, a psychology major and also a Stanford Dolly, chosen for
the cheerleading team for her good looks and gymnastic abilities. She signs each
visitor in, noting time of arrival, number in party, and name and number of the
inmate he or she will visit. Susie informs them of the procedure that must be fol-
lowed tonight. First, each visitor or group sees the warden for a briefing, after
which they can go into the prison when their relative or friend has finished his
dinner. On the way out, they are to meet with the superintendent to discuss any
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concernsthey may have or to sharetheir reactions. They agreeto thesetermsand
then sit and wait while they listen to music piped in over the intercom.

Susie apologizes for their having to wait so long, but it seemsthat the prison-
ers are taking alonger time than usual tonight because they are enjoying double
desserts. That does not sit well with some visitors, who have other things to do
and are getting impatient to see their prisoner and this unusual prison place.

After conferring with the warden, our receptionist informs the visitors that
because the prisoners have taken so long to eat, we will have to limit the visiting
time to ten minutes and admit only two visitors per inmate. The visitors grumble;
they are upset with their kids and friends for being so inconsiderate. "Why just
two of us?' they ask.

Susie replies that the space inside is very tight and there is a fire law about
maximum occupancy. She adds, as an aside, "Didn't your child or friend tell you
about the limit of two visitors when he invited you here?"

"Damn! No, hedidn't!"

"I'm sorry, | guess it must have dipped his mind, but now you will know next
time you visit."

The visitors try to make the best of it, chatting among themselves about this
interesting study. Some complain about the arbitrary rules, but, remarkably, they
meekly comply with them, as good guests do. We have st the stage for them to
believe that what they are seeing in this lovely place is standard, and to distrust
what they might hear from their irresponsible, sdfish kids and buddies, who are
likely to complain. And so they too become unwitting participants in the prison
dramawe are staging.

Up-Close and Impersonal Visits

Prisoner 819's parents are the firg to enter the Yard, looking around curiously
when they notice their son seated at the end of the long table in the middie of the
corridor.

Father asks the guard, "Can | shake hands with him?'

"Sure, why not?" he answers, surprised by the request.

Then his mother also shakes hands with her son! Shakes hands? No auto-
matic hugging of parents and their child?

(This kind of awkward exchange involving minimal body contact is what
happenswhen oneisvisiting areal maximum-security prison, but we never made
that a condition for visiting in our prison. It was our previsit manipulation of the
visitors expectations that worked to create confusion about what behaviors were
appropriate in this strange place. When in doubt, do the minimal amount.)

Burdan is standing over the prisoner and his parents. Hellmann comes and
goes at will, invading the privacy of 819's interaction with his folks. He looms
over 819 asthislittle familial triad pretends to ignore him and carry on anormal
conversation. However, 819 knows that he has no chance to say anything bad
about the prison or he will suffer later. His parents cut their visit short to only five
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minutes so that 819's brother and sister can share some of the limited visiting.
They shake hands again as they say their good-byes.

"Y eah, things are pretty good here," Stew-819 tells his siblings.

They and other friends of the prisoners act alot differently from the uptight
ways of the generdlly moreintense parents. They are more casual, more amused,
and not as intimidated by the situational constraints as the parents. But guards
are hovering over everyone.

819 continues, "We have some pleasant conversations with the correctional
officers" He describesthe "Hole for punishment,” and as he points toward it, Bur-
daninterrupts: "No more talking about the Hole, 819."

The sister asks about the number on his smock and wants to know what they
do al day. 819 answers her questions and also describes the impact of the police
arrest. As soon as he begins to talk about problems he has with the night guard
shift, Burdan again stops him cold.

819: "They get us up early in the morning .. . some guards are redlly good,
top correctional officers. There'snot realy any physical abuse; they do have clubs,
but..."

His brother asks him what he would do if he could get out. 819 answers, asa
good prisoner should, "I can't be out there, | am in this wonderful place.”

Burdan ends the visit after precisaly five minutes. Ceros has been sitting at
the table the entire time, with Varnish standing behind the table. The guards out-
number the guests! 819's face turns grim as his guests smilingly wave good-bye.

In come the mom and dad of Prisoner Rich-1037. Burdan immediately sits
down on the table, glowering over them. (I notice for the first time that Burdan
looks like asinister Che Guevara.)

1037: "Yesterday was kinda strange. Today we washed dl the walsin here
and cleaned our cdlsin here ... we don't have a sense of time. We haven't been
out to see the sun.”

His dad asks whether they will stay inside for the entire two weeks. Sonisnot
sure but imagines that is the case. Thisvist seems to be going well, the conversa-
tion is animated, but Mom shows that she is worried about her son's appearance.
John Landry saunters over to chat with Burdan as both stand within hearing of
the visitors' conversation. 1037 does not mention that the guards have taken
away his bed and so he is deeping on the floor.

"Thanks for coming," 1037 says with feding. "I'm glad | came ... see you
soon, day after tomorrow, for sure." Mom comes back when 1037 asks her to call
someone on his behdf.

"Now, you be good and fallow therules," she urges her son.

Dad gently ushers her out the door, aware that they might be staying over-
time in their visit and preventing others from the chance to enjoy visiting privi-
leges.

The guards dl perk up when they oy Hubbie-7258's attractive girlfriend
enter the yard. Sheis carrying a box of cupcakes, which she wisdy shares with
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them. The guards eagerly munch them down, making hearty sounds for the bene-
fit of their captives. 7258 is dlowed to eat one cupcake while he and his girl get
into an animated conversation. They seemto betrying hard to be oblivious of the
guard's breathing down their necks; al the while Burdan hovers next to them,
rapping his club onthe table in staccato.

The intercom background music is playing the Rolling Stones' hit "Time Is
on My Side" Thisirony ismissed as visitors come and go for their all-too-brief en-
counter.

Mother Knows Best, but Dad and | Do Her In

| thank each of the visitors for taking time from their busy schedules to make this
vigit. Like the warden, | try to be as accommodating and congenial as possible. |
add that | hope they appreciate what we are to do by studying prison lifein asre-
alistic a fashion as possible within the limits of an experiment. | answer their
questions about future visits, about sending gift boxes, and counter their personal
asides urging that | especialy look after their son. It is al going like clockwork,
only afew more visitors to process before | can turn my full attention to deding
with the expected danger to our dungeon. However, thinking ahead to the next
game, | am blindsided by 1037'smather. | am not prepared for theintensity of her
distress.

Assoon as she and Dad enter my office, she saysin aquavering voice, "1 don't
mean to make trouble, Sr, but | am worried about my son. | have never seen him
looking so tired.”

Red alert! She could maketroublefor our prison! And sheisright, 1037 looks
terrible, not only physicaly exhausted but depressed. He is one of the most
raggedy-looking kids of the entirelot.

"What seemsto beyour son'sproblem?"

Thisreaction isimmediate, automatic, and like that of every authority con-
fronted by a challenge to the operating procedures of his system. Like al other
perpetrators of institutional abuse, | ascribe the problem of her son as disposi-
tional, as his problem—as something wrong in him.

Sheis having none of that diversionary tactic. Mom continues on to say that
he looks so haggard, has not been deeping through the night, and—

"Does he have adeep disorder?”

"No, he says that the guards wake them up for something called ‘counts." "

"Yes, of course, the counts. When each new shift of guards comes on duty,
they must be sure the men are al present and accounted for, so they have them
count of their numbers.”

"But in the middle of the night?’

"Our guards work eight-hour shifts, and since one group of them starts at
two A.M., they have to wake up the prisoners to be sure they are all there, that
none have escaped. Doesn't that make sense to you?'

"Yes but I'm not sure that—"
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Sheisdtill primed to make trouble, so | move on to another more potent tac-
tic and engage Dad, who has been silent. Looking him straight inthe eye, | put his
masculine pride at risk.

"Excuse me, sir. Don't you think that your son can take it?"

"Sure, he can, he's areal leader, you know, captain of the ... and..."

Only hdf listening to the words but understanding their tone and accompa-
nying gestures, | bond with Dad. "1'm with you. Your son seemsto have theright
stuff to handle this tough situation." Turning back to Mom, | add to reassure her,
"Rest assured that | will keep an eye on your boy. Thanks for coming; hope to see
you again soon."

Dad grips my hand firmly in a manly shake, as| wink at him with the assur-
ance of thebosswho is on his side. We silently acknowledge that "Wewill tolerate
'thelittle lady's overreaction." What swine we are, and we do it al on automatic
masculine pilot!

As apostscript to this smarmy episode, | received atender letter fromMrs. Y.,
written that same night. Her observations and intuition about our prison situa-
tion and her son's condition were completely accurate.

My husband and | visited our son at the "Stanford County Prison.” It
seemed very real to me. | had not expected anything so severe nor had
my son when he volunteered | am sure. It gave me a depressed feding
when | saw him. He looked very haggard, and his chief complaint
seemed to be that he had not seen the sun for so long. | asked if he was
sorry he volunteered and he answered that at first he had been. How-
ever, he had gone through severa different moods and he was more re-
signed. This will be the hardest money he will ever earnin hislife, | am
sure.

Mother of 1037.
PS: We hopethis project isabig success.

Although | am getting ahead of our story, | should add here that her son
Rich-1037, one of the original band of tough rebels, had to be released from our
prison in the next few days because he was suffering from acute stress reactions
that were overwhelming him. His mother had sensed that change coming over
him.

DISGUISED ABANDONMENT TO FOIL THE RIOTERS

Once the last visitor had left, we could al breath a collective sigh of relief that the
rioters had not crashed into our party when we were most vulnerable. But the
threat was not over! Now it wastime to swing into counterinsurgency mode. Our
plan wasfor some guardsto dismantlethejail props, to give the appearance of dis-
array. Other guards would chain the prisoners' legs together, put bags over their
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heads, and escort them in the elevator from our basement to ararely used, large
fifth-floor storage room, safe from invasion. When the conspirators charged in to
liberate thejail, | would be sitting there dl aone and would tell them that the ex-
periment was over. We had ended it early and sent everyone home, so they were
too late to liberate anything. After they checked out the place and left, weld bring
the prisoners back down and have time to redouble the security of our prison. We
even thought of ways to capture 8612 and imprison him again if he was among
the conspirators because he had been released under fase pretenses.

Picturethis scene. | am sitting alone in avacant corridor, formerly AKA "the
Yard." The remnants of the Stanford County Jail are strewn about in disorder,
prison cdl doors df their hinges, signs down, the front door wide open. | am
psyched to spring what we consider to be our ingenious Machiavellian counter-
plot. Instead of the rioters, who should appear but one of my psychology
colleagues—an old friend, a very serious scholar, and my graduate school room-
mate. Gordon askswhat's going on here. He and his wife saw the bunch of prison-
ers up on the fifth floor and fdt sorry for them. They went out and bought the
prisoners abox of doughnuts because they dl looked so miserable.

| describe the research as smply and quickly as possible, dl the while expect-
ing the sudden intrusion of the invaders. This scholarly intruder then posesasim-
ple question: "Say, what's the independent variable in your study?' | should have
answered that it was the allocation of pretested volunteer subjects to the roles of
prisoner or guard, which of course had been randomly assigned. Instead, | get
angry.

Here | had an incipient prison riot on my hands. The security of my men and
the stability of my prison were at stake, and | had to contend with this bleeding-
heart, liberal, academic, effete professor whose only concern was a ridiculous
thing like an independent variable! | thought to mysdf: The next thing he'd be
asking waswhether | had arehabilitation program! The dummy. | adroitly dismiss
him and get back to the business of waiting for the attack to unfold. | wait and
wait.

Findly, | redlizethat it isdl arumor. No substanceto it at all. We had spent
many hours and expended a great deal of energy in planning to fail the rumored
attack. | had foolishly gone begging to the police for their aid; we had cleaned out
afilthy storage room upstairs, dismantled our prison, and moved the prisoners up
and out. More important, we had wasted valuable time. And, our biggest sin, as
researchers, is that we had not collected any systematic data the whole day. All
this from someone who has a professional interest in rumor transmission and dis-
tortion and who regularly does class demonstrations of such phenomena. We
mortals can be foals, especialy when mortal emotions rule over cool reason.

We resurrected the prison props and then moved the prisoners back down
from the hot, stuffy windowless storage room where they had been stored for
three mindless hours. What humiliation | suffered. Craig, Curt, Dave, and | could
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barely make eye contact for therest of that evening. Wetacitly agreed to keep it all
to ourselves and not declareit "Dr. Z's Folly."

We Played the Fools, but Who Will Pay the Piper?

Obvioudy we al reacted with considerable frustration. We also suffered the ten-
sion of cognitive dissonance for so readily and firmly believing a lie and commit-
ting ourselves to much needless action without sufficient justification.” We had
also experienced "groupthink.” Once |, as leader, believed the rumor to be valid,
everyone else accepted it as true. No one played devil's advocate, a figure that
every group needs to avoid foolish or even disastrous decisions like this. It was
reminiscent of President John Kennedy's "disastrous’ decision to invade Cubain
the Bay of Pigsfiasco.”

It should aso have been apparent to me that we were losing the scientific de-
tachment essential for conducting any research with unbiased objectivity. | was
well on the way to becoming a prison superintendent rather than a principal in-
vestigator. It should have been obvious that this was so from my earlier encounter
with Mrs. Y. and her husband, not to mention my tantrums with the police
sergeant. However, even psychologists are people, subject to the same dynamic
processes at apersonal level that they study at a professional level.

Our general sense of frustration and embarrassment spread silently across
the prison Yard. In retrospect, we should have just admitted our mistake and
moved on, but that is one of the hardest things that anyone can ever do. Just say
it: "l made amistake. Sorry." Instead, we unconsciously looked for scapegoats to
deflect blame from ourselves. And we did not have to look far. All around us were
prisoners who were going to pay the price for our failure and embarrassment.



CHAPTER SIX

Wednesday |s Spiraling Out of Control

On thisfourth day of the experiment, | am looking forward to aless frenetic time
than Tuesday's endless troubles had created. Our daily schedule seemsfilled with
enough interesting events to contain the volatility that has been bursting the
seams of our prison. A priest who had been a prison chaplain is coming to visit
this morning to give me a sense of how realistic our prison simulation is to pro-
vide a benchmark, the actual prison experience, against which to measure our-
sdlves. Heisreciprocating an earlier favor | did for him, providing some references
for a paper he was writing on prisons for a summer school course. Although his
visit was arranged prior to the start of our sudy, it will do double duty by also par-
tidly satisfying the Grievance Committee's demand for church services, sort do.
Afterward there will be the first Parole Board hearing for prisoners requesting to
be paroled. The Board is going to be headed by our prison consultant on this pro-
ject, Carlo Prescott. It will be interesting to see how he dealswith thistotal rolein-
version: from a former prisoner who had repeatedly requested parole and been
rejected, to the head of a parole board.

The promise of another Visiting Night after dinner should help to contain the
distress of some prisoners. | also plan to admit areplacement prisoner, in uniform
number 416, to fill the vacancy of troublesome Doug-8612. A lot of actionison
today's agenda, but it is al in a good day's work for the superintendent of the
Stanford County Jail and his gaff.

A PRIESTLY PUZZLE
Father McDermott is abig man, about six feet, two inchestall. Heis dim and trim;

looks asif he does regular gym time. Hisreceding hairline gives his face more ter-
ritory to show of his big amile, findy crafted nose, and ruddy complexion. He



Wedneday |s Spirding Out of Control 101

stands straight, sits erect, and has a good sense of humor. McDermott is an Irish
Cathalic priest in his late forties who has had experience as a pastoral counselor
in an East Coast prison.’ With his starched collar and neatly pressed black suit, he
isthe movie version of thejovia yet firm parish priest. | am amazed at the fluidity
with which he dipsinto and out of his priestly role. Now he is the serious scholar,
now the concerned priest, now someone making a professond contact, but al-
ways hereturnsto hisleading role as "the Priest-Man."

In the Superintendent's Office, we go over the long list of references with
annotations that | have prepared for him to help on areport he is doing on inter-
personal violence. Heis obvioudy impressed that 1'm taking so much time with
him and pleased by the reference list, so he asks, "What can | do to help you?"'

| respond, "All I would like is for you to talk with as many of the student sub-
jectsin our experiment as possible in the time you have available and then, on the
basis of what they tell you and what you observe, give me your honest evaluation
of how redlistic their prison experience seems to you."

"Sure, pleased to reciprocate. | will use as my comparison base the prisoners
| worked with in a Washington, D.C., correctiona facility | was assigned to for
severa years," the father tells me.

"Great—I very much appreciate your assistance.”

Now it's time for me to switch hats: "The warden has invited any inmates
who want to talk with a minister to register for that privilege. A number of them
do want to talk with you, and some want to request that religious services be held
here thisweekend. Only one prisoner, number 819, isfeding sck and wants more
deep so hewon't be talking with you."

"Okay, let'sgo, it should beinteresting," says Father McDermott.

The warden has set a pair of chairs against the wall between Cdls 2 and 3
for the priest and each inmate who comes to him. | bring over another for me to
sit on next to the priest. Jfeis at my side, looking very serious as he personally es-
corts each inmate from his cdl to the interview. Hfe is obvioudy relishing the
mock reality of this scenario with areal priest enacting his pastoral role with our
mock prisoners. He redlly getsinto it. | am more concerned about the prisoners
likely complaints and what the good father is likely to do to correct them. | ask
Jfe to be sure that Curt Banksis getting this on video as close up as possible, but
the low level quality of our video camera doesn't alow close-ups as tight as |
would like.

Mog interactions take the same form.

The priest introduces himsdf, "Father McDermott, Son, and you?"

The prisoner responds, "I'm 5486, sir," or "I'm 7258, father." Only afew re-
spond with their names; the rest just give him their numbers instead of their
names. Curioudy, the priest does not flinch; | am very surprised. Socidization into
the prisoner role is clearly taking effect.

"What are you charged with?"
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"Burglary" or "armed robbery" or "breaking and entering" or "459 Code
violation" are the usual replies.

Some add, "But | am innocent” or "l was charged with .. . but did not do it,
art

The priest then says, "Good to seeyou, young man” or saysthe prisoner'sfirst
name. Heinquires about where he lives, about his family, about visitors.

"Why isthe chain on your leg?' asks Father McDermott of one prisoner.

"I think it's to prevent us from moving around that fredy" is the response.

Some he asks about how they are being treated, how they are feding,
whether they have any complaints, and whether he can offer any assistance.
Then our priest goes beyond any of my expectations with basic questions about
the legal aspect of their confinement.

'‘Anybody post bond for you?' He asks one of them. Alternatively, of 4325 he
serioudy inquires, "How does your lawyer fed about your case?"

For variety's sake, he asks others, "Have you told your family about the
charges against you?' or "Have you seen the public defender yet?'

Suddenly, we are dl in the "Twilight Zone." Father McDermott himsdf has
dipped deeply into the role of prison chaplain. Apparently, our mock prison has
created a very redistic situation that has drawn the priest in, just as it has the
prisoners and the guards and me.

"Weweren't alowed to make a phone cdl, and we have not yet been brought
totrial; notrial date has even been mentioned, sr."

The priest says, "Well, someone has got to take your case. | mean, you can
fight it from here, but what good doesit do to smply write the criminal court chief
justice? It is going to be very dow to get aresponse. You want your family making
this contact with alawyer because you don't have much pull at dl inyour current
state."

Prisoner Rich-1037 says that he plans to "be my own lawyer, because | will
be alawyer soon after | finish law school in afew years."

The priest smiles sardonicaly. "It is my general observation that a lawyer
whotries his own case tends to be too emotionally involved. You know the old say-
ing Anyone who represents himsdf has afod for an attorney' "

| tell 1037 that histime is up and motion to the warden to replace him with
the next prisoner.

The priest istaken aback by Sarge's excessve formality and hisrefusal to con-
Sder getting legal counsel because "it isonly fair that | serve thetime | have com-
ing for the crime | am aleged to have committed.” "Arethere otherslike him, or is
he a special case?' McDermott asks. "He's our specia case, Father." It is hard to
like Sarge; even the priest treats him in a patronizing manner.

Prisoner Paul-5704 dickly exploits this opportunity to bum a cigarette from
the priest, knowing that he is not dlowed to smoke. As he lights up and takes a
deep puff, he gives me a shit-eating grin and a big "victory" sign—his nonverbal
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"Gotcha." The head of the Grievance Committee is making the most of this pleas-
ant respite from the prison routine. | expect him next to ask for another smoke for
later. However, | notice that Guard Arnett is duly taking note of this affront and
know that he will make the prisoner pay dearly for the contraband cigarette and
his wise-aleck smirk.

As the interviews proceed one after another in small talk, complaints about
mistreatment, and violations of the rules, | am becoming ever more agitated and
confused.

Only Prisoner 5486 refuses to be sucked into this scenario, namely to play-
acting that thisis areal prison and heis areal prisoner who needs areal priest's
help to get his freedom back. He is the only one who describes the situation as an
"experiment"—one that is getting out of control. Jerry-5486 is the most level-
headed guy in the mix but the least demonstrative. | redlize that he has been a
shadow until now, not usually caled upon by the guards on any shift for specia
action and rarely even noticeable in any count, the rebellion or disturbances so
far. | will keep my eye on him from now on.

The next prisoner, by contrast, is eager to have the priest help get him legal
assistance. However, he is stunned by the awareness that it costs big money.
"W, suppose your attorney wanted five hundred dollars as aretainer right now.
Do you havefive hundred dollars on you? If not, your parents are going to haveto
come up with that and more—right away."

Prisoner Hubbie-7258 accepts the priest's offer of assistance and gives him
his mother's name and phone number so that she can arrange for lega help. He
says that his cousin isin the loca public defender's dffice and he might be avail-
able to bail him out. Father McDermott promises to falow through on this re-
quest, and Hubbie lights up asif he were Santa Claus giving him anew car.

The whole production is becoming ever more weird.

Before leaving, and after having talked in earnest with seven of our inmates,
the priest, in best priestly fashion, asks about the one reluctant prisoner, who
might need his help. | ask Guard Arnett to encourage 819 to take afew minutes
to talk with the priest; it might help him fed better.

During alull, while Prisoner 819 is being prepared for his meeting with the
pastoral counselor, Father McDermott confidesin me, "They are dl the naive type
of prisoner. They don't know anything about prison or what a prison's for. It's
typical of the educated people that | see. These are the people you want to try to
change the prison system—tomorrow's leaders and today's voters—and they are
the ones who are going to shape community education. They just don't know
enough about what prisons are and what they can do to a person. But what you
aredoing hereisgood, it'll teach them."

| take this as avote of confidence, register his homily for the day, but am no
less confused.

Prisoner Stew-819 islooking terrible, to say the least: dark circles under his
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eyes, uncombed hair going in every direction but down. This morning, Stew-819
did a bad thing: In arage, he messed up his cdll, tearing open the pillow and
throwing the feathers everywhere. He was put in the Hole and his cellmates had
to clean up the mess. He has been depressed following his parents' visit last night.
One of hisbuddies told a guard that while his parents thought that they had had
agreat talk with him, he fdt otherwise. They had not listened to his complaints,
and they had not cared about his condition, which he had tried to explain to
them, but they had just talked on and on about some damn play they had just
seen.

Priest: "I wonder if you discussed the ideathat your family might get alawyer
for you."

819: "They knew | was a prisoner. | told them what | was doing here, about
the numbers, the regulations, the hassles."

Priest: "How do you fed now?'

819: "I have abad headache; | need adoctor.”

| intervene, trying to discover the basis of his headache. | ask him whether it
was atypical migraine; or maybe had been caused by exhaustion, hunger, heat,
stress, constipation, or vision problems.

819: "l just fed kind of drained. Nervous."

Then he breaks down and startsto cry. Big tears, big heaving sighs. The priest
camly gives him his handkerchief to wipe the tears avay.

"Now there, it can't be adl that bad. How long have you been in this place?’

"Only three days!"

"Y ou're going to have to be less emotional ."

| try to comfort 819, arranging for him to take atime-out in the restroom dff
the Yard, actually behind the partition where we are doing our tape recording. |
tell him that he can rest comfortably and | will get him some good food. Then welll
seeif the headache goes away by this afternoon. If not, | will take him to Student
Health for acheckup. | end by getting him to promise not to try to escape, because
| am taking him to a minimum-security area. | ask him whether he isreally fed-
ing so bad that he should be released now. He insists that he wants to continue
and agrees not to try any funny business.

Priest to 819: "Maybe you are responding to the smell of this place. The air
hereis oppressive. There's an unpleasant smell, it takestimeto get used to it. Nev-
ertheless, it'sthere, it has sort of atoxic quality, maybe that'stoo strong, but the
stench brings home the reality of prison. [McDermott is smelling the urine and
feces odor now clinging to our prison, to which we are habituated and don't no-
ticeuntil itis called to our attention.] You haveto get your balance, plenty of pris-
onerslearnto handleit."

Aswewalk df the Yard, down the hall to my office, the priest tells me that the
study is working like a real prison and specificaly that he is seeing the typical
"firg-offender syndrome'—one filled with confusion, irritability, rage, depres-
sion, and overemotionalization. He assures methat such reactions change after a
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week or so because it does not aid a prisoner's survival to be so effeminate. He
adds that he thinks this situation is more real for 819 than the boy is willing to
admit. We agree that he needs counseling. | note that although 819's lips were
trembling, hands shaking, and eyes tearing, he ill could not admit that he can-
not make it here, that he wants out. | think that he cannot accept the ideathat he
is chickening out, that his masculinity might be threatened, so he wants us—
wants me—toinsist that he leave as away of saving face. "Maybe so. Thatisanin-
teresting posshility,” Father McDermott adds, reflecting on al that has just
transpired.

While | bid him adieu, | add in passing that the good father is not really going
to call the parents, right? "OF course| am, | must. Itismy duty."

"Sure, how stupid of me, your duty, that'sright." (Just what | need is parents
and lawyers to deal with because a priest made a promise he is obligated to keep
in hisrole as areal priest even though he knowsthisis not areal prison and they
are not real prisoners, but what the hell, the play must go on.)

The priest's visit highlights the growing confusion here between reality and
illusion, between role-playing and self-determined identity. He is areal priest in
the real world with personal experience in real prisons, and although he is fully
aware that ours is amock prison, he so fully and deeply enacts his assumed role
that he helpsto transform our show into redlity. He sitserect, holds hishandsin a
particular way, gesturesjust so, leans forward to give personal advice, nods know-
ingly, pats shoulders, scowls at prisoners' foolishness, and talks in tones and ca-
dences that take me back to my childhood in Sunday school at Saint Anselm's
Cathalic Church. He could not present a more perfect image of a priest had he
been sent from Central Casting. While he was doing his priestly thing, it was as
though we were on a bizarre movie s&t, and | admired how well this actor per-
formed his role. If anything, the priestly visit further transformed our simulated
experiment into an ever-more-realistic prison. This was especially so for those
prisoners who had been able to sustain the realization that thisis al "just an ex-
periment." The priest has made his message a new medium. |s our scenario now
in the hands of Franz Kafka or Luigi Pirandello?

Just then, an eruption booms from the Yard. The prisoners are shouting.
They are chanting loudly something about Prisoner 819.

Arnett: "Prisoner 819 did abad thing. Say it ten times, loudly.”

Prisoners: "Prisoner 819 did a bad thing" (Over and over many times.)

Arnett: "What is happening to Prisoner 819 for doing the bad thing he did,
Prisoner 3401?"

3401: "Prisoner 819 isbeing punished."

Arnett: "What is happening to Prisoner 819, 1037?"

1037: "I'm not sure, Mr. Correctional Officer.”

Arnett: "He's being punished. From thetop, 3401."

3401 repeats the mantra, as 1037 adds even louder, "Prisoner 819 is being
punished, Mr. Correctional Officer."
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1037 and each of the other prisonersis asked the same questionin turn, and
each responds identicaly, individually and then collectively.

Arnett: "Let's hear it five times to make sure you remember it. Because of the
bad things that Prisoner 819 did, your cells are amess. Let's hear it ten times."

"Because of what Prisoner 819 did, my cell isamess."

The prisoners chant the phrase repeatedly, but 1037, the one who plansto be
alawyer, is no longer joining in. Guard John Landry gestures menacingly at him
with his billy club to get with the program. Arnett stops the chant to ask what is
wrong; Landry informs him of 1037's disobedience.

Prisoner 1037 challenges Arnett: "l have a question, Mr. Correctional Offi-
cer. Are we supposed to never tell lies?'

Arnett, in his most formal, unflustered, totally authentic style, replies,
"We're not interested in your questions now. The task has been assigned, now
let's hear it. 'Because of what Prisoner 819 did, my cdl isamess' ten times."

Prisoners chant the phrase but lose track and do so eleven times.

Arnett: "How many times were you told to do that, Prisoner 3401?"

3401: "Tentimes."

Arnett: "How many times did you do it, Mr. 3401."?

3401: "Tentimes, Mr. Correctiona Officer"

Arnett: "Wrong, you al didit eleventimes. Do it over again, do it properly, do
it tentimes, as| have commanded you to do: ‘Because of what Prisoner 819 did, my
cdl isamess—ten times."

They shout it out in precision exactly ten more times.

Arnett: "Everyone assume the position."

Without a moment's hesitation, everyone fdls to the ground for push-ups.
"Down, up, down, up. 5486, these aren't bely rolls, they are push-ups, keep that
back straight. Down, up, down, up, down, and stay down. Rall over on your backs
for leg lifts"

Arnett: "Sx inches isthe important feature of this, men. Everybody goes six
inches, and everybody's leg will stay there until everybody's leg is six inches."

Guard J. Landry measures to determine whether each prisoner's legs are
lifted exactly six inches above the ground.

Arnett: "All together, ten times, 'l will not make the mistake that 819 did, Mr.
Correctional Officar.' "

Arnett: "Now at the absolute top of your lungs, 'l will not make any mistakes,
Mr. Correctiona Officer!" "

They al obey in perfect unison. Prisoner 1037 refuses to shout but goes
along with the chanting nevertheless, while Sarge is delighting in the chance to
shout out his obedience to this authority. Then al sing out very politely in re-
sponse to the officer's final command: "Thank you very much for this nice count,
Mr. Correctional Officer."

The precise unison of the prisoners would be the envy of any choirmaster or
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Hitler Youth rally leader, | think to mysdf. Moreover, how far have they—or we—
come since Sunday's giggling counts and the playful antics of the new prisoners?

YOU'RE NOT 819: IT'S TIME TO GO HOME, STEWART

When | redlizethat 819 might be hearing al of thisinthe R&R Room on the other
sde of thin partition, | rush to check on him. What | find is 819 hunched over
into a quivering mass, hysterical. | put my arms around him trying to comfort
him, assuring him that he will be al right once he has left and gone home. To my
surprise, herefusesto leave with meto see adoctor and then go home. "No, | can't
leave. | have to go back in there," he ingsts through his tears. He can't leave
knowing that the other prisoners have labeled him a "bad prisoner,” that messing
up his cdl has made al this harassment come down upon them. Even though he
isclearly distressed, heiswilling to go back into that prison to provethat heis not
realy abad guy.

"Listen carefully to me, now, you're not 819. You are Stewart, and my name
isDr. Zimbardo. | am a psychologi<t, not a prison superintendent, and thisisnot a
real prison. Thisisjust an experiment, and those guys in there are just students,
likeyou. Soit'stimeto go home, Stewart. Comewith me now. Let'sgo."

He stops sobbing, wipes away the tears, straightens up, and looks into my
eyes. Helooks like asmall child awakening from anightmare, assured by his par-
ent that it isnot areal monster and that everything will be fine once he fully ac-
ceptsthat truth. "Ok, Stew, let'sgo." (I have broken through hisillusion, but mine
is il clinging on.)
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On the way to getting his civilian clothes and mustering Stew out of service,
| recall that his day started out with alot of trouble that set the stage for this emo-
tional breakdown.

819 Messes Up Early On

TheWarden's Log reportsthat 819 refused to get up at the 6:10 A.M. wake-up. He
was put in the Hole and later given only haf the time in the bathroom that the
others got. All, including 819, were present for the fifteen-minute number count
a 7:30, reciting it forward and in reverse repeatedly. However, during the exercise
period, 819 refused. A guard came up with the socia punishment of forcing the
other prisoners to stand with their arms outstretched until 819 yielded.

819 would not yield, and the other prisoners' strength gave out astheir arms
dropped to their sides. 819 was put back inthe Hole, where he ate hisbreakfast in
the dark but refused to eat his egg. He was released for work duty to clean out the
toilets with his bare hands and move boxes back and forth endlesdy and mind-
lesdy along with dl the prisoners. When he returned to his cell, 819 locked him-
of in. He refusad to clean of the stickers from a blanket thrown into his cell. His
cellmates, 4325 and the replacement, 8612, were forced to do extrawork until he
complied. They moved boxes back and forth from one closet to the other. He did
not relent but demanded to see a doctor. They were getting angry at his obsti-
nence, for which they were suffering.

Ceross Guard Shift Report notes, "A prisoner locked himsdlf in his cell. We
got our clubs and proceeded to get him out. He wouldn't come out. We made
everyone stand up against the wall with their arms straight out. He lay back in his
cdl and laughed. | didn't think he would do it. We gave up. Therest of the prison-
ershated us. | just smiled and did my job."

Guard Varnish in his report notes the psychological importance of this pris-
oner's behavior: "819's apparent indifference to the troubles of hisfdlow inmates
upsets them." Varnish goes on to complain in his report about the lack of clear
guidelines for what he could do to the prisoners. "I fdt | was uncertain asto the
amount of force we could in fact use, and this bothered me as | fdt the limits on
this case were not clearly defined."

Vandy reports a different reaction: "I continued to become more involved
than on the preceding day. | enjoyed harassing the prisonersat 2:30 A.M. It pleased
my sadistic senses to cause bitterness between us." That is a rather remarkable
statement, one that | am sure he would never have made four days earlier.

Stern Guard Arnett addsin hisreport: "Theonly timel fdt | could not properly
play my role waswith 819 and 1037, when they were in such obvious difficulty on
some occasions. At thesetimes, | was not astough as| should have been.™

"Badicaly the really oppressive thing about the prison experience is being to-
tally at the mercy of other people who are trying to make things as difficult and
unenjoyable for you as possible" Stew-819 later told me. "I smply can't stand
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being abused by other people. | developed a strong resentment of the fascist
guards and a strong liking for the compassionate ones. | was pleased with the re-
belliousness of some prisoners and angered at the complacency and total obedi-
ence of others. My sense of time was aso affected, since each day's torturous
moment seemed quite a bit longer than it would have been if one were enjoying
onesdf. The worgt thing about this experience was the total depression that set in
from being constantly hassed and the fact that there was no way of getting out.
The best thing wasfinally being set free."

Betraya by Our Very Own Spy

Recall that David, who took over 8612's uniform, was brought into the prison as
our gy. Unfortunately, for us, he was not providing any ussful information be-
cause he had become sympathetic to the prisoners' cause and had transferred his
allegiance to them in almost a heartbeat. | released him that morning in order to
debrief him and get his assessment of what was going on. In his interview with
the warden and me, our faled informer made clear his disdain for the guards and
his frustration at not being able to mobilize the prisoners to disobey orders. He
said that that morning, one guard had told him to fill the coffegpat with hot water
in the bathroom but then another guard had dumped it out and made himfill it
with cold water, admonishing him for disobeying orders. He hated this "chicken-
shit" hazing. He aso told us of the time distortion that expanded and contracted
events and had confused him when he was awakened several times during the
night for interminable counts. He reported a mental dullness like a fog surround-
ing everything.

"The arbitrariness and idiot work by the guards grates on you." In his new
role as informer-turned-prisoner-revolutionary, he told us of his plan to energize
his mates for action. "Today, | decided to be a shitty prisoner. | wanted to get some
sort of spirit of resistance going among the prisoners. The punishment of making
others do more if any prisoner refuses to work or to come out of his cdl works
only if the others arewilling to do more. | tried to make them resist. But everyone
was willing to do what they were told, even to the humiliating task of transferring
the contents of one closet to the other and back again, or cleaning the toilet bowls
with our bare hands."

David reported that nobody is angry with me or the warden, who is mostly
just a crackling voice over the loudspeaker, but he and the others are pissed at the
guards. He told one of them this morning, "Mr. Correctional Officer, do you think
that when this job ends you're going to have enough time to become a human
being again?' For which of course he got Holetime.

He was upset that he failed in this attempt to get the other prisonersto refuse
to keep their arms lifted in collective punishment for 819's mess-up. Their arms
dropped down eventualy, but from fatigue, not disobedience. David's frustrations
at not being an effective labor organizer are evident in hisreport to us:
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Communication lines are severdly limited when everybody's screaming so
loudly, you can't stop it. But during silent periods | try to talk with my cell-
mates, but 819 is dways in the Hole, and the other guy, 4325 [Jm] isa
drag and not much to talk to. And you know at meals, when it would be a
good timeto talk to all the guys about not giving in so easly to the guards,
you can't talk. It's kind of like the energy stays within you and doesn't
redlly ever get organized into action. | got depressed when one guy tells
me, "l want to get paroled. Don't bug me. If you want to stick out your
neck, that's cool, but I'm not gonnal"**

David did not give us "actionableintelligence," such as about escape plans or
where the keys to the handcuffs were hidden. His personal reflections did, how-
ever, make evident that a powerful force was operating on the minds of the pris-
oners to suppress group action against their oppression. They had begun to focus
inward to sdfishly consider what they had to do singly to survive and maybe score
an early parole.

WELCOME THE NEW PRISONER ON THE BLOCK

To replenish our depleted rank of prisoners, we admit a replacement, new pris-
oner number 416. This latecomer will soon play a remarkable role. We see him
first on the video in the corner of the Yard. He has come into the prison wearing a
shopping bag over his head; heis carefully stripped naked by Guard Arnett. Heis
redly skinny, "all skin and bones," as my mother used to say: you could count
each of hisrib bones from adistance of ten feet. He is arather pathetic sight, and
he has not yet begun to realize what isin store for him.

Arnett sprays 416 dowly and systematically al over his body with the a-
leged del ousing powder. On Day 1, thistask was rushed becausethe guards had to
process so many incoming prisoners. Now, given ampletime, Arnett turnsit into
a specid cleansing ritual. He pulls the number 416 smock over his head, chains
his ankle, and tops him df with a new stocking cap. Voila The new prisoner is
ready for action. Unlike the others, who were gradually acclimated to the daily es-
calations of arbitrary and hostile guard behavior, 416 is being thrust into this
crucible of madness headfirst with no time for adjustment.

| was stunned by the arrest procedure. Asastandby, | was never booked by
the police, as the others had been. Caled by a secretary to get my papers
and report to the lobby of the Psychology Department before noon. | was
really pleased to get the job, glad | had gotten achance to do it. [Remem-
ber, these volunteers were being paid for two weeks on the job] As| was
waiting, a guard came out and after | told him my name, he immediately
handcuffed me, put a paper bag over my head, brought me down aflight of
stairs and | had to stand for awhile with my hands on thewall, spread ea-
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gled. | had no ideawhat was going on. | think that | accepted being miser-
able, but it was much worse than | had expected. | didn't expect to comein
and right off be stripped and deloused and struck on my legs with a baton.
| decided that | would stay as mentally removed from the guards as | could
while watching the other prisoners playing these socid games. | said to
mysdf, that | will do my best to keep out of that, but astimewent on, | for-
got my reasons for being here. 1'd come in with reasons, like it'll make me
money. Suddenly, 416 has been transformed into a prisoner—and one
who is extremely dazed and upset.’

"Amazing Grace": Inthe Key of Irony

The new prisoner arrivesjust in time to hear Arnett dictating aletter that the pris-
oners must send to their prospective visitors for the next Vidting Night. As the
guard reads out the text, they write it out on the prison stationery provided. Then
he asks each of them to repeat parts of it aloud. Oneformulaletter as dictated says:

Dear Mother,

I've been having a marvelous time. The food is great and there's aways
lots of fun and games. The officers have treated me very well. They areal
swell guys. You would like them, Mother. No need to visit, it's seventh
heaven. And put the name there that your mother gave you, whatever
that may be.

Yourstruly,
Your Loving Son

Guard Markus collects them dl for later mailing—after, of course, first
screening them for forbidden information or incendiary complaints. The prison-
ers put up with such nonsense because visits have become so important to
them—after arelative few days without seeing family and friends. That link to the
other world needs to be maintained as an assurance that this basement world is
not al thereis.

New troubl e starts to percolate around aproblem with the door lock in Cdl 1.
5704, the wise guy who shamelessly bummed a cigarette from the priest earlier
today, keeps opening the door to show that heisfreeto go in and out at any time.
In silky smooth style, Guard Arnett gets a rope and ties it around the bars and
across the wall to connect it to Cdl 2. He does so methodically, asif it were for a
Boy Scout merit badge for knot tying. He whistles the "Blue Danube Waltz" as he
rings the rope around the bars of one cdl and back to the other cell to prevent
either from being opened from inside. Arnett whistles well. John Landry comes
into view, using his billy club to twist the rope taut. The two guards smile approv-



112 The Lucifer Effect

ingly at each other for ajob wel done. Now no one can go in to or out of those two
cdls until the guards have figured out how to fix that defective lock, which 5704
probably broke.

"No cigarettes for you, 5704, as long as the cdl door is blockaded. You're
going to be in solitary when you get out.”

Rich-1037 yells out threateningly from Cdl 2, "I have aweapon!"

Arnett challenges him: "You don't have aweapon. We can get that cell open
anytime we want."

Someone cdls out, "He has a needle!"

"That's not a very good thing for him to have. We will have to confiscate it
and duly punish him." Landry pounds his club hard on the doors of al the cdls
to remind them of who isin charge. Arnett adds his dam on the bars of Cdl 2, a-
most smashing the hands of one of the prisoners, who pulls back just in time.
Then, asintherebellion inthe morning of Day 2, John Landry beginsto spray the
fire extinguisher with its skin-chilling carbon dioxide exhaust into Cdl 2. Landry
and Markus push their clubs into the cdl bars to keep the inmates away from the
barred opening, but a prisoner in Cdl 2 steals one of their clubs away. They dl
start mocking the guards. New bedlam is about to break out now that the prison-
ers have aweapon.

Arnett maintains his cool demeanor, and, after some discussion, the guards
arrangeto take alock from avacant office and install it on Cdl 1. "Actudly, men,
it'saone-way street in the last analysis, it'sjust amatter of how long it takes," he
tells them patiently.

Eventually the guards triumph again; forcing their way into both cells and
hauling big bad boy 5704 back into solitary. This time they are taking no
chances. They tie him up hands and feet, using their cord taken df the cell doors,
before dumping him into the Hole.

This uprising forfdts the privilege of lunch for al the prisoners. Too bad for
416, the new guy. He has had only a cup of coffee and a cookie for breskfast. He
ishungry and has done nothing but look on in amazement asthese bizarre events
unfold around him. Would be nice to eat something warm, he thinks. Instead of
lunch, the prisoners are al lined up against the wall. Paul-5704 is hauled out of
solitary but remains bound up and helpless lying on the floor of the Yard. Heison
display as alesson against further thoughts of rebellion.

Guard Markus orders everyoneto sing while doing jumping jacks, to thetune
of "Row, Row, Row Y our Boat."

"Since you guys are in such good voice, we're going to sing Amazing Grace," "
Arnett tellsthem. "We'rejust going to do one verse, I'm not going to strain God's
credulity." Asthe rest of the prisoners assume the position on the floor for push-
ups, 416 issingled out for hisfirst public notice: "Here you go. You better memo-
rizethis, 416. Amazing Grace, How sweet the sound, to save awretch like me, |
once was blind, but now | see, in thefirg hour since God, I'm free" "

Arnett resists the correction about "in the first hour since God" that Paul-
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5704 offers him from the floor. "That's the way you're going to do it. That line
might not be exactly it, but that's the way you're going to do it." Then he inex-
plicably changes the last line to "since the first hour I've seen God, I'm free."

Arnett, who obvioudy knows he is a good whistler, then whistles 'Amazing
Grace" once through, and whistlesit al again in perfect tune. Prisoners applaud
himin anice, spontaneous gesture of appreciation for histalent, despite despising
him for his attitude and assorted cruelty against them. As Guards Landry and
Markus lounge back on the table, the prisoners sing the song, but clearly they are
out of key and out of unison. Arnett is upset: "Did we scrape these people up from
the Sixth Street ghetto in San Francisco, or something? Let's hear it again." Trou-
blemaker 5704 makes another attempt to correct the inaccurate wording, but
Arnett uses the opportunity to make his point loud and clear: "Of course thereis
adiscrepancy here; you'reto do the prison version of Amazing Grace.' It does not
matter if it's wrong, because the guards are dways right. 416, you stand up,
everybody dse in the push-up position. 416, while they do push-ups, you sing
Amazing Grace,' as| havedictated it."

Only afew hours after being imprisoned, 416 is moved to center stage by Ar-
nett, who isolates him from the other prisoners and forces him to perform amind-
less task. The video captures this saddest of moments as the scrawny new
prisoner singsin a high-pitched voice this song of spiritual freedom. His dackened
shoulders and downward glance make evident his extreme discomfort, which
worsens when he is corrected and has to repeat the song while the others are
forced to keep pushing up and down and up and ... the irony of being ordered to
sing a song of freedom in this oppressive atmosphere where his song provides the
cadence for mindless push-ups is not lost on 416. He vows not to be crushed by
Arnett or any other guard.

Itis not clear why Arnett has singled him out thisway. Maybe it'sjust a tac-
tic to get him into the pressure cooker faster. Alternatively, maybe there is some-
thing about 416's shabby and scrawny appearance that is offensve to a guard
who tends to be meticulous and always wdl turned out.

"Now that you are in a singing mood, 416 will sing 'Row, Row, Row Y our
Boat' while everyoneis on their back with legsup inthe air. | want it loud enough
so that 5704's loved one, Richard Nixon, can hear it, wherever the fuck heis. Legs
up. Up! Up! Let's hear it afew more times, especiadly emphasizing that last line,
‘Lifeis but adream."

Prisoner Hubbie-7258, ill hanging on to the ironic moment, asks if they
can sing "Prison life is but a dream." The prisoners are literally screaming the
song at this point, their chests heaving with each word. Life hereis ever stranger.

Return of the TV Cameraman

Sometime this afternoon we had a visit from the TV cameraman from local San
Francisco station KRON. He was sent down to do abrief follow-up on his Sunday
shoot, which had sparked someinterest at the station. | restricted him to shooting
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from behind our observation window and to talking only with the warden and me
about the progress of the study. | did not want to have external interference upset-
ting the dynamic that was emerging between the prisoners and the guards. |
wasn't able to see the TV coverage he made that night, because we were al en-
meshed in too many more urgent matters that took our full attention—and then
some.’

FAREWELL, DAY SHIFT, GOOD EVENING, NIGHT SHIFT

"Timeto get ready for Sunday services," Arnett tellsthe prisoners, even though it
isonly Wednesday. "Everyone get in acircle and hold hands, like areligious cere-
mony. Say, 'Hi, 416, I'm your buddy, 5704."' Then each of you welcome your new
comrade."

They continue these greetings around the circle in what amounts to a very
tender ceremony. | am surprised that Arnett thought to include this sensitive
communal activity. But then he goes and spailsit by having everyone skip around
inacircle singing "Ring Around the Rosy," with 416 standing alone in the center
of the sorry circle.

Before leaving for the day, Arnett throws in one more count, in which John
Landry takes over dictating how it will be sung. It is 416's first count, and he
shakes his head in dishdief at how the others fallow every command in haunting
unison. Arnett continues his dehumanizing treatment until the very last minute
of his shift time.

"I've had enough of this, go back to your cage. Clean up your cells so when
visitors come, they won't be nauseated by the sight of it." He leaves whistling
Amazing Grace.' As a parting shot, he adds, "See ya, folks. See yatomorrow, my
fans."

Landry adds histwo cents. "I want you to thank your correctional officers for
the time they spent with you today." They give areluctant "Thank you, Mr. Cor-
rectional Officers"" John Landry is not buying that "shitty thank-you" and makes
them shout it louder as he strides dff the Yard along with Markus and Arnett. As
they exit stage right, in comes the night shift, featuring John Wayne and his eager
crew.

The new prisoner, 416, later told us about his fear of the guards:

| wasterrified by each new shift of guards. | knew by thefirst evening that
| had done something foolish to volunteer for this study. My first priority
wasto get out as soon aspossible. That iswhat you did in prison if you had
the vaguest possihility of it. And this was aredl prison, run by psycholo-
gists and not by the State. | met this challenge by going on ahunger strike,
to refuse to eat anything, to get sick and they would have to release 416.
That isthe plan that | stuck to no matter what the consequences.”
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At dinner, although he was now very hungry, 416 followed his plan to refuse
to eat anything.

Hellmann: "Hey guys, we got nice hot sausages for your dinner tonight.”

416 (glibly): "Not for me, gr, | refuse to eat any food you give me."

Hellmann: "That is a rule violation, for which you will be punished accord-
ingly."

416: "It does not matter, | will not eat your sausages.”

As punishment, Hellmann puts 416 into the Hole, for hisfirst of many visits
there, and Burdan insists that he hold each of the sausagesin his hands. After the
others finish dinner, 416 has to sit and stare at his food, a plate of two cold
sausages. This unexpected act of rebellion infuriates the night shift guards and es-
pecidly Hellmann, who had thought that tonight everything was under strict
control and would be flowing smoothly after last night's problems were resolved.
Now this"pain in the ass" is making trouble and might incite the others to rebel,
just when it seemed as if they were totally dominated and submissive.

Hellmann: "You don't want to eat two stinking sausages? You want me to
take those sausages and cram them up your ass? Is that what you want? Do you
want me to take that and cram that up your ass?'

416 remains stoic, staring down expressionless at the plate of sausages.

Hellmann redizesthat it istime to put the divide-and-conquer tactic into op-
eration: "Now, listen here, 416, if you do not eat your sausages, that is an act of
prisoner insubordination that will result in al prisoners being deprived of visitors
tonight. Hear that?"

"I am sorry to hear that. My personal actions should have no consequences
for the others," 416 repliesin an imperious manner.

"They are not personal but prisoner reactions, and | will determine the con-
sequences!” shouts Hellmann.

Burdan brings out Hubbie-7258 to persuade 416 to eat his sausages. 7258
says, "Just eat your sausages, okay?' Burdan adds, "Tdl him why." 7258 contin-
ues, pleading that the prisoners won't get visiting hours if he doesn't eat the
sausages.

"Don't you care about that? Just ‘cause you don't got no friends. . . . Eat for
the prisoners, not for the guards, okay?' Burdan throws in this uppercut, pitting
416 against the other prisoners.

Prisoner Hubbie-7258 continues talking to 416, gently trying to get him to
eat the sausages because his girlfriend, Mary Ann, is about to visit him soon, and
he would hate to be denied that privilege because of afew lousy sausages. Burdan
continues to assume more of Hellmann's demeanor in his domineering style and
substance:

"416, what's your problem? Answer me, boy! Y eah, what's your problem?"

416 begins to explain that he is on a hunger strike to protest the abusive
treatment and contract violations.
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"What the hell has that got to do with the sausages? Well, what?' Burdan is
furious and dams his club down on the table with such aresounding thud that it
echoes around the Yard walls in menacing reverberations.

"Answer my question, why don't you eat those sausages?"

In abarely audiblevoice, 416 continues to make a Gandhi nonviolent protest
statement. Burdan never heard of Mahatma Gandhi and insists on a better rea-
son. "You tell me the connection between those two things, | don't seeit." Then
416 breaks the illusion, reminding those within earshot that the guards are vio-
lating the contract he signed when he volunteered for this experiment. (I am
stunned that this reminder isignored by them all. The guards are now totally ab-
sorbed in their illusory prison.)

"I don't give a damn about any contract!" Burdan yells. "You're in here be-
cause you deserveit, 416. That's how you got in here in the first place, you broke
the law. This ain't no nursery schoal. | still don't understand why you don't eat
those damn sausages. Did you expect thisto be anursery school, 416? Do you ex-
pect to go around breaking the law and wind up in a nursery school?* Burdan
rants on about 416 not going to be a happy boy when his cellmate has to deep
without abed on the floor tonight. However, just as it seemsthat Burdan is about
to take aswing at 416, heturns away in afury. Instead, he daps his club into the
palm of his hand and orders 416, "Get back into that Hole" 416 now knows the
way.

Burdan bangs his figs against the door of the Hole, making a deafening
sound that reverberates inside that dark closet. "Now each of you aso thank 416
for his denying your visitors by banging on the Hole and saying "Thank you." "

Each prisoner does so, banging on the closet door "with relish," except for
5486, Jerry, who does so unwillingly. Hubbie-7258 is extremely angry by thisun-
expected twist of hisfate.

To underscore the point, Hellmann pulls 416 out of the Hole, still gripping
the two sausages. He then runs another tormenting count singlehandedly, not
even giving Burdan a chance to participate. Good Guard Landry is nowhere in
sight.

Hereis Hellmann's chance to break any possibility of prisoner solidarity and
to defuse 416's potential emergence as arebellious hero. "Now you all are going
to auffer because this prisoner refuses to do a smple thing like eat his dinner, for
no good reason. It would be different if he was a vegetarian. Tdl him to his face
what you think about him." Some say, "Don't be so stupid”; others accuse him of
being childish.

That was not good enough for "John Wayne": "Tdl him that heis a 'pussy’ "

A few of them obey, but not Sarge. As amatter of principle, Sarge refuses to
use any obscenity. Now, with two of them defying Hellmann at the same time,
Hellman turns his wrath against Sarge, harassing him mercilesdy, yelling at him
that he isan "asshole" and, worse, insisting that he call 416 a "bastard.”
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The harsh count continues unabated for an hour, stopping only when visi-
tors are at the door. | come on the Yard and make it clear to the guards that visit-
ing hours must be honored. They are not pleased with this intrusion into their
power domain but reluctantly acquiesce. Thereis always the post-visitor time for
them to continue breaking down prisoner resistance.

Obedient Prisoners Get Visitors

Two of the more obedient prisoners, Hubbie-7258 and Sarge-2093, who have
friends or relatives in the vicinity, are dlowed to have them visit for a short time
this evening. 7258 is delirioudy happy when his pretty girlfriend arrives to see
him. Sheis giving him news about their other friends, and heislistening intently,
holding his head in histwo hands. All the while, Burdan is sitting above them on
the table, routinely banging his small white billy club. (We had to return the big
dark ones we had borrowed from the loca police department). Burdan is obvi-
oudy taken with her beauty and breaks into their conversation frequently with
questions and comments.

Hubbietells Mary Annthat it isimportant to "Try to keep yoursdlf up, it's not
that bad in here if you just cooperate.”

Girlfriend: "Are you cooperating?"

7258 (laughing): "Yes, they are making me."

Burdan intrudes: "Wel, they had alittle escape attempt."

Girlfriend: "I heard about that."

7258: "l didn't enjoy therest of thisday at al. We do not have anything; no
bed, no nothing." He tells her about having to clean out stickers from dirty blan-
kets and other nasty chores. Nevertheless, he remains upbeat and smiles and
holds her hand for the full ten-minute visit. Burdan escorts her out as the prisoner
returnsto hislondy cell.

The other prisoner granted avisitor is Sarge, whose father comes by. Sargeis
bragging about histotal command of the rules. "There are seventeen rules ... |
have the rules memorized. The most basic rule isthat you obey the guards.”

Dad: "Canthey tell you to do anything?"

Sarge: "Yes Well, almost anything."

Dad: "And what right do they haveto do that?' He rubs hisforehead in seem-
ing distress at his son's plight. He is the second visitor to be clearly upset. Heis
much like the mother of Prisoner Rich-1037—who was right to be concerned,
given that he broke down the next day. Nevertheless, Sarge appears to be made of
sterner Suff.

Sarge: "They'rein charge of the running of the prison."

Dad asks about civil rights, and then Burdan jumps in—very harshly: "He
has no civil rights."

Dad: "Well, | think that they do, maybe..." (We can't hear clearly his argu-
ment to Burdan, who is not afraid of thiscivilian.)
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Burdan: "People in prison have no civil rights."

Dad (exasperated): "Anyway, how long do we haveto talk here?'

"Only ten minutes," Burdan replies.

The father disputes the amount of time left. Burdan relents and gives them
five more minutes. Dad would like more privacy. That is not permitted for visitors
in this prison, replies Burdan. Dad gets even more upset, but remarkably, he too
goes by the rules and accepts this infringement on his rights by a kid playacting
being a guard!

Dad asks more about the rules, Sarge talks about counts, "exercising,”
chores, and lights-out.

Dad: "Isthiswhat you expected it to be?'

Sarge: "l expected it to be worse."

In dishdief, Dad exclams. "Worse? Why worse?"

Burdan interjects himsdf again. The father is now clearly annoyed by his un-
wanted presence. The guard tells him that there were originaly nine prisoners
but now there are only five The father asks why.

Sarge: "Two have been paroled and two are in maximum security."

Dad; "Maximum security where?"

He doesn't really know. Dad asks why they arein maximum security.

Sarge: "They weredisciplinary problems. Very dispositional "

Burdan responds at the same time: "Because they were bad."

Dad: "Do you fed likeyou'rein aprison?"

Sarge (laughing, sidesteps adirect answer): "Well, I've never beenin aprison
before." (Dad laughs.)

They are alone when Burdan runs df in response to a loud noise outside.

While he is gone, they talk about Sarge's coming up for parole, which heis
sure he will get because he has been the most obedient prisoner to date. However,
he still has amgjor concern: "I don't know what the criteria are for getting out on
parole.”

"Time's up," Gedf Landry announces. Father and son stand up, about to
hug, but settle instead for afirm, manly handshake and a " See you soon."

Homophobia Rears Its Ugly Head

When | return from a quick dinner at the student cafeteria, | see troublemaker
5704 standing in the center of the Yard holding a chair on his head. A chair on
his head! Hellmann isyelling at Sarge, and Burdan is chiming in. Good Prisoner
Jerry-5486, who has been amost anonymous, is standing passively against the
wall, while 7258 does push-ups. Apparently, 416 is back in solitary. Hellmann
asks 5 704 why he hasthat chair on his head—it was he who ordered him to wear
it like a hat. The prisoner answers meekly that he is amply following orders. He
looks dejected; al of the old spunk seems to have drained away from 5704. Bur-
dan tells him not to look so stupid and to put the chair away. Then Burdan bangs
on the Hole door with his club. "You having agood time in there, 4167"
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It istime for Hellmann to take over asdirector of tonight'sdrama. Heliterally
moves Burdan aside. (No sight of Good Guard Gedff Landry on the Yard following
the visits))

"While you got your hands in the air, 7258, why don't you play Franken-
stein. 2093, you can be the Bride of Frankenstein, you stand right here."

"You go over there," he saysto Sarge.

Sarge asks whether he should act it out.

"Of course you should act it out. You bethe Bride of Frankenstein, 72 58, you
be Frankenstein. | want you to walk over here like Frankenstein walks, and say
that youlove2093."

As 7258 startsto walk toward his bride, Burdan stops himin histracks.

"That ain't no Frankenstein walk. We didn't ask you to walk like you."

Hellmann grabs Hubbie-7258 by the arm very aggressively, pulls him back,
and makes him walk the proper Frankenstein walk.

7258: "1 loveyou, 2093."

"Get up close! Get up close!" Shouts Burdan.

7258 isnow inches away from Sarge. "l loveyou, 2093."

Hellmann pushes them together, his hands on each of their backs until their
bodies are touching.

Again, Hubbie-Frankenstein-7258 says, "l love you, 2093." Hellmann be-
rates Sarge for smiling. "Did | tell you that you could smile? Thisis not funny. You
get down and do ten push-ups!”

With Prisoner 7258's arms till stretched out in front of him, back to the
wall, his smock lifts, revealing part of his genitals. Sarge is told to tell the other
prisoner, Jerry-5486, that he loves him; he compliesreluctantly.

"Well, ain't that sweet? Ain't that sweet?' mocks Burdan.

Hellmann now gets up in the face of 5486.

"Are you smiling? Maybe you love him too. Would you go over there and tell
him s0?'

Jerry-5486 does so without hesitation but says quietly, "2093, | love you."

Hellmann is careening wildly from prisoner to prisoner with his verba at-
tacks.

"Put your arms down, 7258. That's why you stink so much."

"Now al of you stinking prisoners get down on the floor, you're gonna play
legpfrog.”

They start to play the game but are having difficulty because their shower
clogs are fdling of and their smocks are creeping up to expose their genitals as
they jump over the bent bodies of their fellows. They can't do it right, and Burdan
seems a bit uncomfortable with this game. Perhaps he finds the action too sexual
or too gay for his tastes. Hellmann smplifies the game, directing only 2093 and
5704 to play together. They continue to try to legpfrog, as Burdan emits little
groans.

The homoerotic game is having a perverse impact on Hellmann.



120 The Lucifer Effect

"That'stheway dogsdoit, isn't it?1sn't that theway dogsdo it? He'sall ready,
ain't he, standing behind you, doggy style? Why don't you make like adog?'

When tall Prisoner Paul-5704 had brought up complaints of guards has-
ding prisoners, I'll bet that the head of the Stanford County Jail Prisoners' Griev-
ance Committee never imagined that the guards' insulting abuse would ever
descend to thisleve. Heis clearly upset, and he tells John Wayne that what he has
been asked to do would be "alittle obscene.”

Hellmann takes that remark as adap in the face: "I think your faceis alittle
obscene too. Why don't you just play leapfrog and shut up.”

Gedff Landry drifts onto the scene, standing directly behind 5704 and
watching everything. He is obvioudly interested in this turn of events, but he
keeps his hands in his pockets to maintain his neutrality and pose of indifference.
He is not wearing his anonymity-enhancing sunglasses, even though the warden
told him to do so.

"I'm sorry to offend the better nature of this sendtive prisoner," Hellmann
says with derision.

Burdan succeeds in ending this game, which he has found distasteful from
the beginning, "I'm tired of this game, this is ridiculous." They revert to their
more traditional game, the count.

SARGE REVEALS A NEW MORAL IDENTITY

Hellmann is bored. He walks up and down the line of weary prisoners. Suddenly
he whirls around and turns hiswrath on Sarge: "Why are you such a ass-licker?"

"l don't know, gir."

"Why isit you try to be obedient so much?'

Sargeis not afraid of him and plays the game: "It'sin my nature to be obedi-
ent, Mr. Correctional Officer."

"You arealiar. You are astinkin' liar."

"If you say so, Mr. Correctional Officer."

Hellmann becomes ever more obscene, maybe aroused by the previous sexual
games. "What if | told you to get down on that floor and fuck the floor, what would
you do then?"

"I would tell you | didn't know how, Mr. Correctional Officer."

"What if | told you to come over here and hit your friend 5704 in the face as
hard asyou could?'

Sarge holds hisground: "I am afraid | would be unable to do that, Mr. Correc-
tional Officer.”

Hellmann sooffs and turns away, only to spin about and turn on a new vic-
tim. Ashe opensthe door to the Hole, Hellmann, like acarnival pitchman, shouts,
"I got something right here for everyone. Why don't you take a look at this man?
416, don't you go anywhere!"
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416 blinks out of the darkness at the assembled prisoners and guards who
are dl looking a him. Heis holding a sausage in each hand!

Burdan: "How come you holdin' on to your sausages, 416?"

"He hasn't ate no sausages yet," Hellmann says, his usually good grammar
breaking down as he becomes more emotional. "And you know what that means
for the rest of you?"

The prisoners respond knowingly in the negative, "No blanket tonight."

"That'sright, it means no blanketstonight for al of you! Come over here one
at atime and try to say something to 416 to get him to eat those sausages. Let's
start with you, 5486."

The prisoner walks to the door, looks 416 in the eyes and tells him gently,
"You eat those sausages if you want to, 416."

"That's sure a half-assed way to tell him to do something, 5486," Burdan ad-
monishes. "l guessyou don't want your blankets tonight. Next up, 7258, you tell
him."

In sharp contrast to the first prisoner in ling, 7258 ydls at the rebel inmate,
"Eat your sausages, 416, or I'll kick your ass!"

Hellmann is pleased at the expression of inmate enmity, and he grins from
ear to ear. "Now, that'smorelikeit! 5486, you come over hereand doit again. Tdl
him you gonnakick his assif he don't eat those sausages.”

He now meekly complies. "2093, come over here and tell him you're gonna
kick his ass."

Sarge makes a moving statement: "I am sorry, gr, | will not use a profane
word toward another human being."

"Just what do you object to?"

"I object to the word that you used.”

Hellmann tries to get himto say "ass," but his tricks don't work.

"Which word? 'Kick? You don't wanna say 'kick,' is that what it is? Then
what the hell are you talkin' about?"

Sargetriesto clarify himsdf, but Hellmann cutshim of: "I gaveyou an order!"

Hellmann is becoming frustrated by Sarge's refusal to follow his orders. For
thefirst time, the seemingly mindless robot has shown he has backbone and soul.

"Now, you get over there and tell him what | told you to tell him."

Sarge continues to gpologize but remains firm. "I am sorry, Mr. Correctional
Officer. | am not capable of doing it."

"W, you're not capable of having a bed tonight, is that what you want to
say?'

Standing his ground, Sarge makes clear his values: "I would prefer to go
without a bed than to say that, Mr. Correctional Officer."

Hellmannis steaming. He paces afew steps away and then turns back toward
Sarge, as though he were going to whack him for his insubordination in front of
this entire audience.
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Good Guard Gedff Landry sensing the eruption, offers a compromise: "Go
over and say you're gonnakick himin the end, then."

"Yes, Mr. Correctional Officer," says Sarge. He then walks over and says to
416, "Eat your sausages or I'll kick youin theend."

Landry asks, "Do you mean it?"

"Yes ... no, Mr. Correctional Officer. I'm sorry, | don't mean it."

Burdan asks why he's lying.

"I did what the correctional officer told me to say, sr.”

Hellmann comesto the defense of hisfdlow officer: "He didn't tell youto lie."

Burdan realizes that Sarge is getting the upper hand by holding fast to his
high moral ground and it could have an effect on the others. He deftly turns
things around and down: "Nobody wants you to do any lying in here, 2093. So
why don't you do some lying on the ground."

He makes Sarge lie on thefloor facedown with his arms spread out.

"Now start giving us some push-ups from your position.”

Hellmannjoinsin: "5704, you go over and St on his back."

After more direction from Hellmann on how he should do push-ups from
such aposition, Sarge is strong enough to do so.

"And don't help him. Now do apush-up. 5486, you st on his back too, facing
the other way." He hesitates. "Let's go, on top of hisback, now!" He complies.

Together the guards force Sarge to do a push-up with both prisoners 5486
and 5704 sitting on his back (they do so without any hesitation). Sarge struggles
with all his might and pride to complete a push-up cycle.

He strains to raise himsaf from thefloor but then collapses under the weight
of thishuman burden. The devilish duo burstsinto laugher, making fun of Sarge.
They are not quite done humiliating Sarge, but 416's stubborn resi stance against
eating his sausages is of greater immediate consequence to these guards. Hell-
mann intones: "I just don't understand a thing like those sausages, 416. | don't
understand how we can have so many counts and so many good times, we do it so
nice, and tonight wejust fuck it up. Why isthat?"

While Hellmann seeks a smple answer, Burdan is quietly talking with 416
about the sausages, trying another soft-sdll tactic: "How do they taste? Mmmm; |
know you'd like ‘em once you tasted 'em."

Hellmann repeats his question more loudly, in case any one has not heard it:
"Why do we have so many good counts and then you try to fuck up tonight?"

AsHellmann goesdown theline for explicit answers, 7258 responds, "1 don't
know; | guesswe'rejust bastards, Mr. Correctiona Officer.”

Sarge answers, "l really wouldn't know, Mr. Correctional Officar.”

Hellmann seizes upon another chance to get back at Sarge for his earlier vic-
torious subordination: "Are you abastard?"

"If you say s0, Mr. Correctional Officar.”

"If | say 30? | want you to say it."
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Sargeis steadfast: "I'm sorry g, | object to the use of the language, Sir. | can-
not say it."

Burdan jumpsin: "You just said you couldn't say that Suff to other human
beings, 2093. But thisis a different question. You can't say it to yoursdlf?'

Sarge counters, "l consider mysdf ahuman being, sir."

Burdan: "You consider yourself another human being?’

Sarge: "I madethe statement that | could not say it to another human being."

Burdan: "And that includesyourself}"

Sargerepliesin an even, measured, carefully phrased way, asthoughin acol-
lege debate, and in this situation, where he has been the target of such abuse,
says, "The statement initially would not have included mysdf, sr. | would not
think of saying it to mysdf. The reason is that because | would be ..." He sighs
and then trails of, mumbling, becoming emotionally battered.

Hellmann: "So that means you would be a bastard, wouldn't you?'

Sarge: "No, Mr—"

Hellmann: "Yes you would!"

Sarge: "Yes, if you say so, Mr. Correctional Officer."

Burdan: "You'd be saying very nasty things about your mother, that's what
you'd be doing, 2093."

Burdan obvioudy wants a piece of the action, but Hellmann wantsto run the
game himsdlf and does not appreciate his sidekick's intrusions.

Hellmann: "What would you be? What would you be? Would you be a bas-
tard?"

Sarge: "Yes, Mr. Correctiona Officer.”

Hellmann: "Wéll, let me hear you say it."

Sarge: "I'm sorry, Sr. | will not say it."

Hellmann: "Why the hell won't you say it?"

Sarge: "Because | do not use any profane language.”

Hellmann: "Well, why did you apply it to yourself? What are you?'

Sarge: "l am whatever you wish me to be, Mr. Correctional Officer."

Hellmann: "Wéll, if you say it, if you say that you are abastard—you wanna
know something—then you just proved my point. That you was a bastard. You
say so. Then why don't you say it?"

Sarge: "I'm sorry, sir, | will not say it."

Hellmann senses that he has lost another challenge, and he reverts to the
divide-and-conquer tactic that has proven so efective before: "Now, boys, you
wanna get a good night's deep tonight, don't you?"

They dl sy, "Yes dr!"

Hellmann; "Wdl, | think we gonna wait alittle bit, to let 2093 think about
just what abastard heis. And then maybe hel'll tell therest of usthat hethinksso."

(Thisis an unexpected power struggle between the most controlling, power-
hungry guard and the prisoner who until now has been atotally obedient pris-
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oner, so much so that heisridiculed as " Sarge," whom most prisoners and guards
didike as they al have considered him to be nothing more than a military robot.
Heis proving that he has another admirable facet to his character; he isaman of
principle.)

Sarge: "l think you are perfectly accurate in your condemnation of me, Mr.
Correctional Officer.”

Hellmann: "Oh, | know that."

Sarge: "But, | cannot say theword, Mr. Correctiona Officer."

Hellmann: "Say what?"

Sarge: "l shall not say, with any meaning, theword 'bastard.' "

Bdls, whistles, cannons, parade music sounds.

Burdan shouts out with unbridled joy: "He said it!"

Hellmann: "Wdl, glory be! Yes, indeed! Did he say that, 5704?"

5704: "Yes, hedid, Mr. Correctiona Officer."

Hellmann: "I believe we've got awinner."

Burdan: "These boys might even get to bed tonight, who knows?"

Not content to have won apartial victory, Hellmann has to demonstrate the
arbitrary power he commands. "Just for swearing, 2093, you get down on the
floor and do ten push-ups.”

Sarge: "Thank you, Mr. Correctional Officer," he says as he executes perfect
push-up form, despite his obvious exhaustion.

Burdan, upset that Sarge can till perform so well, derides even perfect push-
ups: 2093, where do you think you are? Boot camp?"

Now laid-back Geoff Landry chimes in from the chair he has been lounging
in for the past hour: "Do ten more." For the spectators he adds, "Do therest of you
think those are good push-ups?’

They answer, "Yes, they are." Big Landry shows an odd display of authority,
perhaps to assure himsdf that he gill has some in the eyes of the prisoners.

"Wel you'rewrong. 2093, do five more."

Sarge's account of this confrontation is framed in a curiously impersonal
style:

The guard ordered me to call another prisoner a 'bastard,’ and call mysdf
the same. The former | would never do, the latter of which would produce
alogica paradox denying the vaidity of theformer. Hebegan ashe aways
does before "punishments," dluding to the hint in his vocd intonation
that the others would be punished for my actions. In order to avoid their
punishment and avoid obeying that command, | produced areaction that
would solve both by saying, "I will not use the word bastard in any mean-
ingful way"—giving both he and mysdf away out.*

Sargeisemerging asaman of considerable principle, not the blindly obedient
toady heinitially seemed to be. Later, he tells us something interesting about the
mind-set he adopted as a prisoner in this setting:
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When | entered the prison | determined to be mysdf as dosdy as | know
mysdf. My philosophy of prison was not to cause or add to the deteriora-
tion of character on the part of felow prisoners or mysdf, and to avoid
causing anyone punishments because of my actions.

THE POWER OF SAUSAGE SYMBOLISM

Why have those two shriveled, filthy sausages become so important? For 416, the
sausages represent challenging an evil system by doing something that he can
control and cannot be forced to do otherwise. In so doing, he fails the guards
dominance. For the guards, 416's refusal to eat the sausages represents a major
violation of the rule that prisoners must eat at mealtimes and only at mealtimes.
That rule was ingtituted so that prisoners would not be asking for or getting food
at any time other than the three scheduled mealtimes. However, thisrule has now
been extended to cover the guards' power to force prisoners to eat food whenever
itisserved. Refusd to eat has become an act of disobedience that they will not tol-
erate, because such refusal could trigger further challenges to their authority
from the others, who until now had traded rebellion for docility.

For the other prisoners, 416's refusal to knuckle under should have been
seen asaheroic gesture. It might haverallied them around him to take a collective
stand against their continuing and escalating abusive treatment by the guards.
The strategic problem isthat 416 did not first share his plan with the others to get
them on his side by understanding the significance of his dissent. His decision
to go on a hunger strike was private and thus did not engage his peers. Sensing
416's tenuous socia position in thejail as the new guy who has not suffered as
much as the others, the guards intuitively set about framing him into a "trouble-
maker" whose obstinance will only result in punishment or loss of privileges for
them. They dso characterize his hunger strike as a sdfish act because he does not
carethat it can curtail prisoner-visiting privileges. However, the prisoners should
sethat it isthe guards who are establishing this arbitrary illogicality between his
eating sausages and their getting visitors.

Having dismissed Sarge's opposition, Hellmann turns back to his skinny
nemesis, Prisoner 416. He orders him out of solitary to do fifteen push-ups, "Just
for me, and real quick."

416 getsdown on the floor and beginsto do push-ups. However, heis so weak
and so disoriented that they are hardly push-ups. He is mostly just raising his
butt.

Hellmann can't believe what he is seeing. "What is he doing?' he shoutsin
an incredulous voice.

"Pushing his ass around," says Burdan.

Landry awakening from his dormant state adds, "We told him to do push-
ups."

Hellmann is screaming: "Are those push-ups, 54867"
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The prisoner answers, "l guess so, Mr. Correctional Officer.”

"No way. They are not push-ups.”

Jerry-5486 agrees, "If you say s0, they are not push-ups, Mr. Correctional OF-
ficer."

Burdan jumpsin: "He's swishing his ass, isn't he, 2093?"

Sarge meekly acquiesces. "If you say so, Mr. Correctional Officer.”

Burdan: "What's he doing?'

5486 complies. "He's swishin' hisass."

Hellmann makes Paul-5704 demonstrate the way to do good push-ups for
416's edification.

"See that, 416? He's not pushin' his ass. He's not fuckin' a hole in the
ground. Now doit right!"

416 triesto imitate 5704, but he is unable to do so because hejust does not
have enough strength. Burdan adds his mean observation: "Can't you keep your
body straight while you're doing this, 4167 You look like you're on aroller coaster
or something."

Hellmann rarely uses physica aggression. He prefers instead to dominate
verbaly, sarcastically, and with inventively sadistic games. Heis always aware of
the exact freedom alowed him by the margin of hisrole as guard—he may impro-
vise but must not lose control of himsdf. However, this night's challenges have
gotten to him. He stands beside 416, who is lying on the ground in a push-up po-
sition, and orders him to do dow push-ups. Hellmann then puts his foot on top of
416's back as he goes up and pushes down hard on the backstroke. The others all
seem to be surprised at thisphysical abuse. After acouple of push-ups, the tough-
guy guard lifts his foot df of the prisoner's back and orders him back into the
Hole, slamming the door with aloud clang and locking it.

As | watch this, | recall prisoners drawings of Nazi guards at Auschwitz
doing the same thing, stepping on a prisoner's back as he does push-ups.

"A Sdf-Righteous, Pious Asshole"

Burdan yells to 416 through the door of his confinement, "You don't eat, you're
not gonna have very much energy, 416." (I suspect Burdan is beginning to fed
sorry for the plight of this puny little kid.)

Now it is time for Guard Hellmann's ascendancy. He ddivers a minisermon:
"I hope you boys are taking an example here. Thereisno reason for you to disobey
orders. | haven't given you anything you can't obey. There's no reason why |
should offend anybody. You're not in here for being upstanding citizens, you
know. All this self-righteous drivel makes me puke. And you can knock it off right
now."

He asks Sarge for an evaluation of his little speech, and Sarge answers, "I
think you made a nice speech, Mr. Correctional Officer."

Getting close to his face, Hellmann goes back to attacking Sarge: "You think
you're a sef-righteous, pious asshole?'
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Sargereplies: "If you wish to think so."

"W, think about that. You are a self-righteous, pious asshole.”

We are back on the not so merry-go-round, with Sargereplying "I will be one
if you wish meto be, Mr. Correctional Officer."

"I don't wish you to be, you just are."

"Asyou say, Mr. Correctional Officer.”

Hellmann again goes up and down the ranks desperate for approval, and
each prisoner agrees with him.

"He's a self-righteous, pious asshole.”

"A sdlf-righteous, pious asshole, Mr. Correctional Officar.”

"Yes asdf-righteous, pious asshole.”

Delighted that at least this little world sees things his way, Hellmann tells
Sarge, "I'm sorry, it'sfour to one. You lose."

Sarge responds that al that mattersis what he thinks of himsdf.

"Widl, if you think something else, then | think you're in very serioustrouble.
Because you're not really in touch with what is real, with redlity. You live a life
that's nothing but mendacity, that'swhat you doin'. I'm sick of you, 2093."

"I'm sorry, Mr. Correctional Officer."

"You such a self-righteous, pious bastard that | wanna puke."

"I'm sorry if | make you fed that way, Mr. Correctional Officer." Burdan
makes Sarge bend over in afixed position touching his toes, so that he doesn't
have to look at hisface again.

"Say, ‘Thank You, 416!" "

The last thing that Hellmann must achieve in his battle against belligerents is to
crush any sympathy that may be developing among the prisoners for the sad case
o 416.

"It is unfortunate that we all have to suffer because some people just don't
have their minds right. You've got a nice friend in here [as he bangs against the
door of the Hole]. He's gonna see to it that you don't get blankets tonight."

Hellmann aligns his plight with that of the prisoners, against their common
enemy, numero 416, who is about to harm them al by his foolish hunger strike.

Burdan and Hellmann line up the four prisoners and encourage them to say
"Thanks" to their fdlow Prisoner 416 sitting in the dark, cramped Hole. Each
doessointurn.

"Why don't you all thank 416 for this?"

They all recite, "Thank you, 416."

Sill even that is not sufficient for this devilish duo. Hellmann commands
them, "Now go over there, next to the door. | want you to thank him with your
fists, on the door."

They do s0, one by one, banging on the door, as they recite, "Thank you,
416!" Asthey do, aloud, resonating noise boomsthrough the Hole, to further ter-
rify pitiable 416, aone in there.
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Burdan: "That'sthe way, with real spirit."

(It's difficult to determine the extent to which the other prisoners are angry
with 416 for causing them al this unnecessary grief, or are just following orders,
or are indirectly working of some of their frustrations and rage against the
guards' abuses.)

Hellmann shows them how to bang realy hard against the door, several
times for good measure. Sargeislast and surprisingly complies meekly and obedi-
ently. When he isfinished, Burdan grabs Sarge by the shoulders and pushes him
hard against the back wall. He then orders the prisoners back into their cdls and
saysto his chief operating officer, Hellmann, "They're dl ready for lights-out, O-
ficer."

THE DIRTY BLANKET BARGAIN

Recall the classic southern prison movie Cool Hand Luke, from which | borrowed
the idea that the guards and gaf should wear silver reflecting sunglasses to cre-
ate a sense of anonymity. Tonight Guard Hellmann would improvise a script that
might rival the best that the scriptwriter could have created in shaping the nature
of prison authority. He enacts a credtively evil scene that demonstrates that his
power can create an arbitrary reality by providing the inmates with an illusion of
choice to punish one of their felows.

Lights dimmed, prisonersin their cdls, 416 in solitary. An eerie quiet looms
over the Yard. Hellmann dlithers up on the table that is between the Hole and our
observation post, behind which we are recording these events, allowing usto get
a close look at the unfolding drama. As the chief night shift guard leans back
against thewall, legs crossed in a Buddha-like | otus position, one arm hanging be-
tween hislegs, the other resting on the table, Hellmann isthe portrait of power in
repose. He moves his head dowly from side to side. We notice hislong sideburns,
muttonchops, down to his chin. He licks his thick lips as he chooses his words
carefully and articulates them with an accentuated southern drawl.

The Man has come up with a new Machiavellian plan. He lays out his terms
for the release of 416 from solitary. It is not up to him to decide to keep the trou-
blemaker inthe Hole al night; rather, heisinviting al of them, the fdlow prison-
ers, to make that decision: Should 416 be released now, or should he rot in the
Hole dl night?

Just then, Kindly Guard Geoff Landry sauntersinto the Yard. At six feet three
and 185 pounds, he is the biggest of al the guards or prisoners. As usual, he
holds a cigarette in one hand, the other hand in his pocket, sunglasses conspicu-
ousdly absent. He walks to the center of the action, stops, looks distressed, frowns,
seems about to intervene, and does nothing but passively observe John Wayne
continue with showtime.

"Now, there are several ways to do this, depending on what you want to do.
Now, if 416 does not want to eat his sausages, then you can give me your blankets
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and deep on the bare mattress. Or you can keep your blankets and 416 will stay
in there another day. Now what will it be?"

"I'll keep my blanket, Mr. Correctional Officer," 7258 calls out immediately.
(Hubbie has no use for 416.)

"What will it be over here?"

"Keep my blanket," says Paul-5704, our former rebel leader.

"How about 54867"

Refusing to yidld to the socid pressure, 5486 shows sympathy for the sad
416 by offering to give up his blanket so that 416 does not have to stay in solitary
for another day.

Burdan ydls at him, "We don't want your blanket!"

"Now, you boys are gonna have to come to some kind of decision here."

Burdan, who has been assuming the posture of a swaggering little authority
figure with hands on hips, swinging his club as often as possible, walks up and
down past each of the cells. Heturnsto Sarge in his cdl and asks him, "What do
you fed about it?'

Surprisingly, Sarge comes down from his high moral ground, which now
seems limited only to not speaking obscenities, declares, "If the other two wish to
keep their blankets, I'll keep my blanket." That provesto bethe crucial swing vote.

Burdan exclaims, "We got three against one."

Hellmann repeats that message loud and clear, so that al can hear.

"We got three against one." As he dides dff thetable, the boss shoutsinto the
Hole, "416, you're gonnabein there for awhile, sojust get used toit!"*

Hellmann struts of the Yard, with Burdan dutifully following and Landry
taking up the reluctant rear. An apparent victory has been won in the endless
struggle of guard power against organized prisoner resistance. Indeed, it has been
ahard day's night for these guards, but they can now enjoy the swest taste of vic-
tory in this battle of wills and wits.



CHAPTER SEVEN

The Power to Parole

Technicaly speaking, our Stanford Prison was more like a county jail filled with
a group of adolescents who were being held in pretrial detention following their
Sunday-morning mass arrests by the Palo Alto City Police. Obviously, no trial date
had yet been set for any of these role-playing felons, and none of them had legal
representation. Nevertheless, following the advice of the prison chaplain, Father
McDermott, a mother of one of the prisoners was going about securing counsel
for her son. After afull staff meeting with Warden David Jaffe and the "psychologi-
cal counselors,” the graduate assistants Craig Haney and Curt Banks, we decide
to include a Parole Board hearing even though in fact that would not have oc-
curred at this early stage in the criminal justice process.

This would provide an opportunity to observe each prisoner deal with an un-
expected opportunity to be released from his imprisonment. Until now, each pris-
oner had appeared only as a single actor among an ensemble of players. By
holding the hearing in a room outside the prison setting, the prisoners would get
some respite from their oppressively narrow confines in the basement level. They
might feel freer to express their attitudes and feelings in this new environment,
which would include some personnel not directly connected with the prison staff.
The procedure also added to the formality of our prison experience. The Parole
Board hearing, like Visiting Nights, the prison chaplain'svisit, and the anticipated
visit by a public defender, lent credibility to the prison experience. Finaly, |
wanted to see how our prison consultant, Carlo Prescott, would enact his role as
head of the Stanford County Jail Parole Board. As| said, Carlo had failed many pa-
role board hearings in the past seventeen years and only recently had been
granted lifetime parole for "good time served" on his armed robbery convictions.
Would he be compassionate and side with the prisoners' requests, as someone
who had been in their place pleading for parole?

The Parole Board hearings were held on the first floor of Stanford's Psy-
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chology Department, in my laboratory, a carpeted, large room that included pro-
visions for hidden videotaping and observation from behind a specidly designed
one-way window. The four members of the Board sat around a six-sided table.
Carlo sat at the head place, next to Craig Haney, and on his other side sat amale
graduate student and a female secretary, both of whom had little prior knowledge
of our study and were helping us out as a favor. Curt Banks would serve as
sergeant-at-arms to transfer each applicant from the guard command to the
parole-hearing command. | would be videotaping the proceedings from the adja-
cent room.

Of the remaining eight prisoners on Wednesday morning, after 8612's re-
lease, four had been deemed potentially digible for parole by the saff, based on
generally good behavior. They had been given the opportunity to request a hear-
ing of their case and had written formd requests explaining why they thought
they deserved parole at this time. Some of the others would have a hearing an-
other day. However, the guardsinsisted that Prisoner 416 not be granted such op-
portunity because of his persistent violation of Rule 2, "Prisoners must eat at
mesaltimes and only at mealtimes."
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A CHANCE TO REGAIN FREEDOM

The day shift guards line up this band of four prisonersin the Yard, as was done
routinely during each night's last toilet run. The chain upon one prisoner'slegis
attached to that of the next, and large paper bags are put over their heads so they
will not know how they got from thejail yard to the parole setting or where in the
building it is located. They are seated on a bench in the hall outside the parole
room. Their leg chains are removed, but they sit still handcuffed and bagged until
Curt Banks comes out of the room to call each one by his number.

Curt, the sergeant-at-arms, reads the prisoner's parole statement, followed
by the opposing statement of any of the guardsto deny his parole. He escorts each
to gt at theright-hand side of Carlo, who takesthe lead from there. In order of ap-
pearance come Prisoner Jim-4325, Prisoner Glenn-3401, Prisoner Rich-1037,
and finadly Prisoner Hubbie-7258. After each has had his time before the Board,
he is returned to the hallway bench, handcuffed, chained, and bagged until the
session is completed and dl the prisoners are returned to the prison basement.

Before the firgt prisoner appears, as I'm checking the video quality, the old-
time pro, Carlo, begins to educate the Board neophytes on some basic Parole
Board realities. (See Notes for his soliloquy.)' Curt Banks, sensing that Carlo is
warming up to one of the long speeches he's heard too often during our summer
school course, says authoritatively, "Weve gottamove, timeisrunning."”

Prisoner 4325 Pleads Not Guilty

Prisoner Jim-4325 is escorted into the chamber; his handcuffs are removed, and
he is offered a seat. He is a big, robust guy. Carlo challenges him right of with
"Why are you in prison? How do you plead?' The prisoner responds, with al due
seriousness, "Sir, | have been charged with assault with a deadly weapon. But |
wish to plead not guilty to that charge."*

"Not guilty?' Carlo feignstotal surprise. "So you're implying that the officers
who arrested you didn't know what they were doing, that there's been some mis-
take, some confusion? That the people who were trained in law enforcement, and
presumably have had a number of years of experience, are prone to pick you up
out of the entire population of Palo Alto and that they don't know what they're
talking about, that they have some confusion in their minds about what you've
done? In other words, they're liars—are you saying that they're liars?’

4325: "I'm not saying they're liars, there must have been very good evi-
dence and everything. | certainly respect their professional knowledge and every-
thing. ... | haven't seen any evidence, but | assume it must be pretty good for
them to pick me up." (The prisoner is submitting to higher authority; his initial
assertiveness isreceding in the wake of Carlo's dominating demeanor.)

Carlo Prescott: "In that case, you've just verified that there must be some-
thing to what they say."
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4325: "Wdl, obvioudy there must be something to what they say if they
picked me up."

Prescott starts with questions that explore the prisoner's background and his
future plans, but he is eager to know more about his crime: "What kinds of asso-
ciations, what kinds of things do you do in your spare time that put you into a po-
dtion to be arrested? That's a serious charge ... you know you can kill someone
when you assault them. What did you do? Y ou shoot them or stab them or—?'

4325: "I'm not sure, sr. Officer Williams said—"

Prescott: "What did you do? Shoot them or stab them or bomb them? Did you
use one of those rifles?'

Craig Haney and other members of the Board try to ease the tension by ask-
ing the prisoner about how he has been adjusting to prison life

4325: "Well, by nature I'm something of anintrovert... and | guessthefirst
few days| thought about it, and | figured that the very best thing to do was to be-
have ..."

Prescott takes over again: "Answer his question, we don't want alot of intel-
lectual bullshit. He asked you adirect question, now answer the question!"

Craig interrupts with a question about the rehabilitative aspects of the
prison, to which the prisoner replies, "Wéll, yes, there's some merit to it, I've cer-
tainly learned to be obedient, and at points of stress I've been somewhat bitter, but
the correctional officers are doing their job."

Prescott: "This Parole Board can't hold your hand outside. You say they've
taught you a degree of obedience, taught you how to be cooperative, but you
won't have anybody watching over you outside, you'll be on your own. What kind
of acitizen do you think you can make, with these kinds of charges against you?
I'm looking over your charges here. Thisis quite alist!" With total assurance and
dominance, Carlo looks over atotally blank notepad asif it werethe prisoner's "rap
sheet,” filled with his convictions, and remarks about his pattern of arrests and
releases. He continues, "You know, you tell us that you can makeit out there asa
result of the discipline you learned in here. We can't hold your hand out there...
what makes you think you can make it now?"

4325: "I've found something to look forward to. | am going to the University
of Cdlifornia, to Berkdey, and going into a mgjor. | want to try physics, I'm defi-
nitely looking forward to that experience."

Prescott cuts him short and switches to interrogate him about his religious
bdliefs and then about why he has not taken advantage of the prison's programs
of group therapy or vocational therapy. The prisoner seems genuinely confused,
saying he would have done so but he was never offered such opportunities. Carlo
asks Curt Banks to check on the truth of that last assertion, which, he says, he
personally doubts. (OF course, he knows that we have no such programs in this
experiment, but it iswhat his parole board members have aways asked himin the
past.)

After afew more questions from other Board members, Prescott asks the cor-
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rectional officer to take the inmate back to his cell. The prisoner stands and
thanks the board. He then automatically extends his arms, palms facing each
other, asthe attending guard locks on the handcuffs. Jim-4325 is escorted out, re-
bagged, and made to st in silence in the hallway while the next prisoner has his
turn at the Board.

After the prisoner leaves, Prescott notes for the record, "Well, that guy's an
awful smooth talker..."

My notes remind me that "Prisoner 4325 has appeared quite composed and
generaly in control of himsef—he has been one of our 'model prisoners <o far.
He seems confused by Prescott's aggressive interrogation about the crime for
which he was arrested, and is easily pushed into admitting that he's probably
guilty, despite the fact that his crimeis completely fictional. Throughout the hear-
ing, heis obedient and agreeable, which demeanor contributesto his relative suc-
cess and probably longevity as a survivor in this prison setting.”

A Shining Example Is Dimmed

Next, Curt announces that Prisoner 3401 is ready for our board hearing, and
reads aloud his appeal:

| want parole so that | may take my new life into this despairing world and
show the logt souls that good behavior is rewarded with warm hearts; that
the materialist pigs have no more than the impoverished poor; that the
common criminal can be fully rehabilitated in less than a week, and that
God, faith, and brotherhood are il strongly inusal. | deserve parole be-
cause | bdieve my conduct throughout my stay has been undoubtedly be-
yond reproach. | have enjoyed the comforts and find that it would be best
to move on to higher and more sacred places. Also, being a cherished prod-
uct of our environment, we al can be assured that my full rehabilitationis
everlasting. God bless. Very truly yours, 3401. Remember me, please, asa
shining example.

The guards' counter-recommendations present a stark contrast:

3401 has been a constant two-bit troublemaker. Not only that, heis afd-
lower, finding no good within himsdf to develop. He meekly mimics bad
things. | recommend no parole. Signed by Guard Arnett.

| see no reason why 3401 deserves parole, nor can | even make the con-
nection between the 3401 | know and the person described in this parole
request. Signed by Guard Markus.

3401 doesn't deserve parole and his own sarcastic request indicates this.
Signed by Guard John Landry.

Prisoner 3401 is then brought in with the paper bag ill over his head,
which Carlo wants removed so he can seethe face of this "little punk.” He and the
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other board members react with surprise when they discover that 3401, Glenn, is
Asian American, the only non-Caucasian in the mix. Glenn is playing against
typewith hisrebellious, flippant style. However, hefitsthe stereotype physicaly; a
short five feet, two inches, dight but wiry build, cute face, and shiny jet black hair.

Craig starts by inquiring about the prisoner's role in the prisoner uprising
that started when his cell created the barricade. What did he do to stop it?

3401 replies with surprising bluntness: "1 did not stop it, | encouraged it!"
After further inquiry into this situation by other board members, 3401 continues
in a sarcastic tone, so different from Prisoner 4325's apparent humility, "I think
the purpose of our institution is to rehabilitate the prisoners and not to antago-
nizethem, and | fdt that as aresult of our actions—"

Warden Jife, seated along the sde of the room and not at the Board table,
cannot resist getting in his licks: "Perhaps you don't have the proper notion of
what rehabilitation is. We're trying to teach you to be a productive member of so-
ciety, not how to barricade yoursdlf in the cdl!"

Prescott has had enough of these diversions. He reasserts his role as head
honcho: "At least two citizens have said that they observed you leaving the site of
thecrime." (He hasinvented this on the spot.) Carlo continues, " To challenge the
vision of three peopleisto say that al of humanity isblind!" Now, did you write
that 'God, faith, and brotherhood are gtill strong'? Isit brotherhood to take some-
body else's property ?*

Carlo then movesin to play the obvious race card: "Very few of you Oriental
people are in the prisons ... in fact, they're likely to be very good citizens. . . .
Y ou've been a constant troublemaker, you've mocked a prison situation here, you
come in here and talk about rehabilitation as if you think you should be permit-
ted to run a prison. You st here at the table and you interrupt the warden by indi-
cating that you think that what you're saying is much more important than
anything that he could say. Frankly, | wouldn't parole you if you were the last
man in the prison, | think you're the least likely prospect of parole we have, what
do you think about that?"

"Y ou're entitled to your opinion, gr," says 3401.

"My opinion means something in this particul ar place!" Carlo retorts angrily.

Prescott asks more questions, not allowing the prisoner a chance to answer
them, and ends up denouncing and dismissing 3401: "I don't think we need to
take any moretimejust now. I'm of the opinion that the record and his attitude in
the boardroom indicate quite clearly what his attitudeis ... we've got a schedule,
and | don't see any reason to even discussthis. What we have hereis arecalcitrant
who writes nice speeches.”

Before leaving, the prisoner tells the Board that he has a skin rash that is
going to break out and it is worrying him. Prescott asks whether he has seen a
doctor, whether he has gone on sick cal or done anything constructive to take
care of his problem. When the prisoner says that he has not, Carlo reminds him
that this is a parole board and not a medical board, and then dismisses his con-
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cern: "Wetry to find some reason to parole any man who comesin, and once you
come into this particular prison it's up to you to maintain arecord, akind of de-
meanor which indicates to us that you can make an adjustment to society.... |
want you to consider some of the things that you wrote at an intrinsic leve;
you're an intelligent man and know the language quite well, | think that you can
probably change yoursdlf, yes, you might have a chance to change yoursdlf in the
future.”

Carlo turns to the guard and gestures to take the prisoner avay. A now-
contrite little boy dowly raises his arms outstretched as handcuffs are applied,
and out he goes. He may berealizing that his flippant attitude has cost him dearly,
that he was not prepared for this event to be so serious and the Parole Board so in-
tense.

My notes indicate that Prisoner 3401 is more complex than he appears ini-
tidly. Hereveals an interesting mix of traits. Heis usually quite serious and polite
when heisdealing with the guardsin the prison, but in thisinstance, he haswrit-
ten a sarcastic, humorous letter requesting parole, referencing a nonexistent re-
habilitation, mentioning his spirituality, and claiming to be amode prisoner. The
guardsdon't seemto like him, asis evident in their strong letters advising against
parole. His bold parole request letter stands in striking contrast with his
demeanor—the young man we see in this room, subdued, even cowed, by the ex-
perience. "Nojoking alowed here." The Board, especially Prescott, goes after him
vicioudy, yet he doesn't cope with the attack effectivdy. As the hearing pro-
gresses, he becomes increasingly withdrawn and unresponsive. | wonder if he
will survive the full two weeks.

A Rebd Relents

Next up is Prisoner 1037, Rich, whose mother was so worried about him last
night when she visited and saw him looking so awful. He is the same one who
blockaded himsdlf in Cdl 2 this morning. He is also a frequent occupant of the
Hole. 1037's appeal isinteresting but loses something when read quickly in aflat,
unemotional tone by Curt Banks:

| would like to be paroled so that | may spend the last moments of my
teenage years with old friends. 1 will turn 20 on Monday. | believe that the
correctiona gaff has convinced me of my many weaknesses. On Monday,
| rebeled, thinking that | was being treated unjustly. However, that
evening | finally redlized that | was unworthy of better treatment. Since
that time | have done my best to cooperate, and | now know that every
member of the correctional g&ff isonly interested in the well-being of my-
«f and the other prisoners. Despite my horrible disrespect for them and
their wishes, the prison g&ff has treated and is treating me well. | deeply
respect their ability to turn the other cheek and | believe that because of
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their own goodness | have been rehabilitated and transformed into a better
human being. Sincerdy, 1037.

Three guards have provided a collective recommendation, which Curt reads
aloud:

While 1037 is improving since his rebellion phase, | believe he has a bit
more to develop before being exposed to the public as one of our corrected
products. | agree with the other officers appraisal of 1037, and aso with
1037, that he has gotten much better, but has not yet reached a perfectly
acceptable level. 1037 has away to go before parole, and isimproving. |
don't recommend parole.

When Rich-1037 entersthe room, he reveals a strange blend of youthful en-
ergy and incipient depression. Immediately, he talks about his birthday, his only
reason to request parole; it happens to be very important to him, and he forgot
about it when he originaly signed up. He isin full swing when the warden asks
him a question that he can't answer without either getting into trouble or undo-
ing hisjustification for leaving: "Don't you think our prison is capable of giving
you abirthday party?"

Prescott seizes the opportunity: "Youve been in society for a while, even at
your age. You know the rules. You must recognize that prisons are for people who
break rules, and you place that in jeopardy by doing exactly what you did. Son, |
recognize that you're changing, it's indicated here, and | think serioudy that
you've improved. But here, in your own handwriting, ‘despite my horrible disre-
spect for them and their wishes.' Horrible disrespect! You can't disrespect other
people and their property. What would happen if everybody in this nation disre-
spected everybody else's property? You'll probably kill if you're apprehended.”

As Carlo continuesto seemingly review the prisoner'srecord on histill blank
notepad, he stops at the point where he has discovered something vital: "I see here
inyour arrest reports that you were quite cantankerous, in fact you had to be re-
pressed, and you could have inflicted hurt or worse on some of the arresting offi-
cers. I'm very impressed by your progress, and | think that you're beginning to
recognize that your behavior has been immature and in many ways isentirely de-
void of judgment and concern for other people. You turn people into sticks; you
make them think that they are objects, for your use. Y ou've manipulated people!
All your life you seem to have manipul ated people, al your reportstalk about your
indifference toward law and order. There are periods in which you don't seem to
control your behavior. What makes you think that you could be a good parole
prospect? What could you tell us? We're trying to help you."

Prisoner 1037 is not prepared for this personal attack on his character. He
mumbles an incoherent explanation for being able to "walk away" from a situa-
tion that might tempt him to behave violently. He goes on to say that this prison
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experience has helped him: "Wdll, I've gotten to see alot of people's different reac-
tions to different situations, how they handled themselves with respect to other
people, such as speaking with various cellmates, their reactions to the same situa-
tions. The three different shifts of guards, I've noticed the individual guards have
small differences in the same situations.”

1037 then curiously brings up his "weaknesses," namely his part as agitator
in Monday's prisoner rebellion. He has become entirely submissive, blaming him-
«f for defying the guards and never once criticizing them for their abusive be-
havior and nonstop hassling. (Before my eyesis a perfect example of mind control
in action. The process exactly resembles American POWSs in the Korean War con-
fessing publicly to using germ warfare and other wrongdoings to their Chinese
Communist captors.)

Unexpectedly, Prescott interrupts this discussion of the prisoner's weak-
nesses to ask assertively, "Do you use drugs?'

When 1037 replies "No." he is dlowed to continue apologizing until inter-
rupted again. Prescott notices a black-and-blue bruise on the inmate's arm and
asks how he got that big bruise. Although it came from one or more of the scuffles
between him and the guards, prisoner 1037 deniesthe guard's part in restraining
him or dragging him into solitary, saying that the guards had been as gentle as
they could. By continually disobeying their orders, he says, he brought the bruise
on himsdif.

Carlo likes that mea culpa. "Keep up the good work, huh?'

1037 saysthat he would consider parole even if it meant forfeiting his salary.
(That seems rather extreme, given how much he has been through to have noth-
ing to show for it.) Throughout he answers the Board's questions competently,
but his depression hovers over him, as Prescott notes in his comments &fter the
hearing. His state of mind is something his mother detected immediately during
her visit with him and in her complaints to me when she came to the Superinten-
dent's Office It is asthough he were trying to hang on aslong as possible in order
to prove his manliness—perhaps to his dad? He provides some interesting an-
swers to questions about what he has gained from his experience in the prison,
but most of them sound like superficia lines made up smply for the benefit of the
Board.

The Good-Looking Kid Gets Trashed

Lagt in line is the handsome young prisoner Hubbie-7258, whose appeal Curt
reads with abit of scorn:

My firgt reason for parole is that my woman is going away on vacation
very soon and | would like to see her alittle bit more before she goes, see-
ing that when she gets back isjust about the sametime | leave for college.
If 1 get back only after the full two weekshere, | will only see her for atotal
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time of one-half hour. Here we can't say good-bye and talk, with the cor-
rectional officer and the chaperone, the way wed like to. Another reason
isthat | think that you have seen me and | know that | won't change. By
change | mean breaking any of the rules set down for us, the prisoners,
thus putting me out on parole would save my time and your expenditures.
Itistruethat | did attempt an escape with former cellmate 8612, but ever
snce then, as | sat in my empty cell with no clothes on | knew that |
shouldn't go against our correctional officers, so ever sncethen | have a-
most exactly followed dl therules. Also, you will note that | have the best
cdl inthis prison.

Again, Guard Arnett's recommendations are at odds with the prisoner's
statement: "7258 is a rebellious wise guy," is Guard Arnett's overal appraisal,
which he follows up with this cynical condemnation: "He should stay here for the
duration or until he rots, whichever comes|ater."

Guard Markus is more sanguine: "I like 7258 and heis an all-right prisoner,
but | don't fed he is any more entitled to parole than any of the other prisoners,
and | am confident that the prisoner experience will have a healthy effect on his
rather unruly natural character."

"l dso like 7258, almost as much as 8612 [David, our spy], but | don't think
he should get parole. | won't go as far as Arnett does, but parole shouldn't be
given," writes John Landry.

As soon as the prisoner is unbagged, he beams his usual big toothy smile,
which irritates Carlo enough to spur hisjumping al over him.

"As amatter of fact, thiswhole thing'sfunny to you. Y ou're a ‘rebellious wise
guy, asthe guard's report accurately describes you. Are you the kind of person
who doesn't care anything about your life?"

As soon as he starts to answer, Prescott changes course to ask about his edu-
cation. "'l planto start collegein thefdl at Oregon State U." Prescott turnsto other
Board members. "Here'swhat | say. You know what, education is awaste on some
people. Some people shouldn't be compelled to go to college. They'd probably be
happier as amechanic or a drugstore salesman,” waving his hand disdainfully at
the prisoner. "Okay, let's move on. What did you do to get in here?"

"Nothing, gr, but to sign up for an experiment.”

This reality check might otherwise threaten to unravel the proceedings, but
not with skipper Prescott at the helm:

"Sowiseguy, you think thisisjust an experiment?" Hetakes back the steering
whedl, pretending to examine the prisoner's dosser. Prescott notes matter-of-
factly, "You were involved in aburglary.”

Prescott turns to ask Curt Banks whether it wasfirst- or second-degree bur-
glary; Curt nods "firgt."

"Firgt, huh, just as | thought." It is time to teach this Y oung Turk some of
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lifés lessons, starting with reminding him of what happens to prisoners who are
caught in an escape attempt. You're eighteen years old, and look what you've
done with your lifel You gt herein front of us and tell us that you'd even be will-
ing to forfeit compensation to get out of prison. Everywhere | look in thisreport |
see the same thing: 'wise guy,' 'smart aleck,' ‘opposed to any sort of authority'!
Where did you go wrong?'

After asking what his parents do, his religious background, and whether he
goes to church regularly, Prescott is angered by the prisoner's statement that his
religion is "nondenominational.” He retorts, "You haven't even decided about
something as important as that either."

The angered Prescott gets up and storms out of the room for a few minutes,
as the other Board members ask some standard questions about how he plans to
behave in the next week if his parole request is not granted.

Forfeiting Pay for Freedom

This break in the highly tense action gives me time to realize the importance of
Prisoner 1037's assertion of willing to forfet his pay for parole. We need to for-
malizethat asacritical find question to be put to each of the prisoners. | tell Carlo
to ask them, "Would you be willing to forfet al the money you have earned as a
prisoner if we wereto paroleyou?’

At firgt, Carlo poses a more extreme form of the question: "How much would
you be willing to pay us to get out of here?' Confused, Prisoner 7258 says he
won't pay money to be released. Carlo reframes the question, asking whether the
prisoner would forfeit the money he's made so far.

"Yes, indeed, gr, | would do that.”

Prisoner 7258 doesn't come across as particularly bright or self-aware. He
also doesn't seemto take his entire situation as serioudy as some of the other pris-
oners do. He is the youngest, barely eighteen, and is quite immature in his atti-
tudes and responses. Nevertheless, his detachment and sense of humor will serve
him well in coping with most of what isin store for him and his peersin the week
ahead.

Next, we have each of the prisoners return to the parole chamber to answer
that same find question about forfeiting their pay in exchange for parole. Pris-
oner 1037, the rebellious birthday boy, saysyesto forfeiting his money if paroled.
The cooperdtive Prisoner 4325 answers in the affirmative as well. Only Prisoner
3401, the defiant Asian American, would not want parole if it involved forfeiting
his money, since hereally needsit.

In other words, three of these four young men want to be released so badly
that they are willing to give up the hard-earned salary they have earned in their
twenty-four-hour-a-day job as prisoners. What is remarkable to me is the power
of the rhetorical frame in which this question is put. Recal that the primary mo-
tivation of virtually al the volunteers was financia, the chance to make fifteen
dollars aday for up to two weeks at atime when they had no other source of in-
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come, just before school was to start in the fal. Now, despite al their suffering as
prisoners, despite the physical and psychological abuse they have

endless counts; the middle-of-the-night awakenings; the arbitrary, creative evil of
some of the guards; thelack of privacy; the time spent in solitary; the nakedness;
the chains; their bagged heads; the lousy food and minimal bedding—the magjor-
ity of the prisoners are willing to leave without pay to get out of this place.

Perhaps even more remarkable is the fact that after saying that money was
less important than their freedom, each prisoner passively submitted to the sys-
tem, holding out his hands to be handcuffed, submitting to the bag being put back
over hishead, accepting the chain on his leg, and, like sheep, following the guard
back down to that dreadful prison basement. During their Parole Board hearing,
they were physically out of the prison, in the presence of some "civilians' who
were not directly associated with their tormentors downstairs. Why did none of
them say, "Since | do not want your money, | am free to quit this experiment and
demand to be released now." We would have had to obey their request and termi-
nate them at that moment.

Yet none did. Not one prisoner later told us that he had even considered that
he could quit the experiment because virtually dl of them had stopped thinking
of their experience as just an experiment. They fdt trapped in a prison being run
by psychologists, not by the State, as 416 had told us. What they had agreed to do
was forfeit money they had earned as prisoners—if we chose to parole them. The
power to free or bind was with the Parole Board, not in their personal decision to
stop being aprisoner. If they were prisoners, only the Parole Board had the power
to releasethem, but if they were, asindeed they were, experimental subjects, each
of the students always held the power to stay or quit at any time. It was apparent
that a mental switch had been thrown in their minds, from "now | am a paid ex-
perimental volunteer with full civil rights" to "now | am a helpless prisoner at the
mercy of an unjust authoritarian system."

During the postmortem, the Board discussed the individual cases and the
overal reactions of this first set of prisoners. There was a clear consensus that
al the prisoners seemed nervous, edgy, and totally consumed by their role as pris-
oners.

Prescott sengitively shares hisreal concernsfor Prisoner 1037. He accurately
detects a deep depression building in this once fearless rebel ringleader: "It'sjust a
feding that you get, living around people who jump over prison tiers to their
deaths, or cut their wrists. Here's a guy who had himsalf together sufficiently to
present himsdlf to us, but there were lags between his answers. Then the last guy
in, he's coherent, he knows what's happened, he il talks about 'an experiment,’
but at the same time, he'swilling to St and talk about his father, he'swilling to sit
and talk about his feglings. He seemed unreal to me, and I'm basing that just on
the feding | had. The second guy, the Oriental [Asian-American] prisoner, he's a
stone. To me, hewaslike astone.”

In summation, Prescott offers the following advice: "l join the rest of the
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group and propose letting a couple of prisoners out at different times, to try to get
the prisoners trying to figure out what they have to begin to do in order to get out.
Also, releasing afew prisoners soon would give some hopeto therest of them, and
relieve some of their fedings of desperation.”

The consensus seems to be to release the first prisoner soon, big Jim-4325,
and then number three, Rich-1037, later on, perhaps replacing them with other
standby prisoners. There are mixed fedings about whether 3401 or 7258 should
be released next, or at all.

What Have We Witnessed Here?

Three general themes emerge from the first Parole Board hearings: the bound-
aries between simulation and reality have been blurred; the prisoners sub-
servience and seriousness has steadily increased in response to the guards
ever-greater domination, and there has been a dramatic character transforma-
tion in the performance of the Parole Board head, Carlo Prescott.

Blurring the Line Between the Prison Experiment and the Reality of | mprisonment

Impartial observers not knowing what had preceded this event might readily as-
sume that they were witnessing an actual hearing of alocal prison parole board
in action. The strength and manifest reality of the diaectic at work between those
imprisoned and society's appointed guardians of them was reflected in many
ways, among them, the overall seriousness of the situation, the formality of the
parole requests by inmates, the opposing challenges from their guards, the diverse
composition of al the Parole Board members, the nature of the personal ques-
tions put to the inmates, and accusations made against them—in short, the in-
tense affective quality of the entire proceeding. The basis of this interaction is
obvious in the Board's questions and prisoners answers regarding "past convic-
tions," the rehabilitative activities of attending classes or participating in therapy
or vocational training sessions, arranging for lega representation, the status of
their trial, and their future plans for becoming good citizens.

It is as hard to redlize that barely four days have passed in the lives of these
student experimental volunteers asit isto imagine that their future as prisonersis
little more than another week in the Stanford County Jail. Their captivity is not
the many months or long years that the mock Parole Board seemsto imply in its
judgments. Role playing has become role internalization; the actors have as-
sumed the characters and identities of their fictional roles.

ThePrisoners Subservience and Seriousness

By this point, for the most part, the prisoners have dipped reluctantly, but finaly
compliantly, into their highly structured roles in our prison. They refer to them-
sdves by their identification numbers and answer immediately to questions put to
their anonymous identities. They answer what should be ridiculous questions
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with full seriousness, for example inquiries into the nature of their crimes and
their rehabilitation efforts. With few exceptions, they have become completely
subservient to the authority of the Parole Board as well as to the domination of
the correctional officers and the system in general. Only Prisoner 7258 had the
temerity to refer to his reason for being here as volunteering for an "experiment,”
but he quickly backed away from that assertion under Prescott's verbal assaults.

The flippant style of some of their original parole requests, notably that of
Prisoner 3401, the Asian-American student, withers under the negative judg-
ment of the Board that such unacceptable behavior does not warrant release.
Mogt of the prisoners seem to have completely accepted the premises of the situa-
tion. They no longer object to or rebel against anything they are told or com-
manded to do. They are like Method actors who continue to play their roles when
off¢age and off camera, and their role has come to consume their identity. It must
be distressing to those who argue for innate human dignity to note the servility of
the former prisoner rebels, the heroes of the uprisings, who have been reduced to
beggars. No heroes are stepping out from this aggregation.

That feisty Asian-American prisoner, Glenn-3401, had to be released some
hours after his stressful Parole Board experience, when he developed a full-body
rash. Student Health Services provided the appropriate medication, and he was
sent home to consult his own physician. The rash was his body's way of getting
his release, as was Doug-8612's raging loss of emotional control.

The Dramatic Transformation of the Parole Board Head

I had known Carlo Prescott for more than three months before this event and had
interacted with him almost daily in person and in frequent and long phone calls.
As we co-taught a six-week-long course on the psychology of imprisonment, |
had seen him in action as an eloquent, vehement critic of the prison system,
which hejudged to be afascist tool designed to oppress people of color. He wasre-
markably perceptivein the waysin which prisons and al other authoritarian sys-
tems of control can change dl those in their grip, both the imprisoned and their
imprisoners. Indeed, during his Saturday-evening talk-show program on the
local radio station KGO, Carlo frequently made his listeners aware of the failure of
this antiquated, expensive institution that their tax dollars were wasted in con-
tinuing to support.

He had told me of the nightmares he would have anticipating the annual
Parole Board hearings, in which an inmate has only a fev minutes to present his
appeal to several Board members, who do not seem to be paying any attention to
him as they thumb through fat files while he pleads his case. Perhaps some of the
files are not even his but are those of the next prisoner in line, and reading them
now will savetime. If you are asked questions about your conviction or anything
negative in your rap sheet, you know immediately that parole will be delayed for
at least another year because defending the past prevents you from envisioning
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anything podtive in your future. Carlo's tales enlightened me about the kind of
rage that such arbitrary indifference generates in the vast majority of prisoners
who are denied parole year after year, as hewas.’

However, what are the deeper lessons to be learned from such situations? Ad-
mire power, detest weakness. Dominate, don't negotiate. Hit first when they turn
the other cheek. The golden ruleis for them, not for us. Authority rules, rules are
authority.

These are aso some of the lessonslearned by boys of abusive fathers, half of
whom are transformed into abusive fathers themselves, abusing their children,
spouses, and parents. Perhaps haf of them identify with the aggressor and per-
petuate his violence, while the others learn to identify with the abused and reject
aggression for compassion. However, research does not help us to predict which
abused kids will later become abusers and which will turn out to be compassion-
ate adults.

Time Out for a Demonstration of Power Without Compassion

| am reminded of the classic demonstration by an elementary school teacher, Jane
Elliott, who taught her students the nature of prejudice and discrimination by ar-
bitrarily relating the eye color of children in her classroom to high or low status.
When those with blue eyes were associated with privilege, they readily assumed
a dominant role over their brown-eyed peers, even abusing them verbaly and
physicaly. Moreover, their newly acquired status spilled over to enhance their
cognitive functioning. When they were on top, the blue-eyes improved their daily
math and spelling performances (statistically significant, as | documented with
Elliott's original class data). Just as dramatically, test performance of the "infe-
rior" brown-eyed children deteriorated.

However, the most brilliant aspect of her classroom demonstration with
these third-grade school children from Riceville, lowa, was the status reversal the
teacher generated the next day. Mrs. Elliott told the class she had erred. In fact, the
opposite was true, she said; brown eyes were better than blue eyes Here was
the chance for the brown-eyed children, who had experienced the negative im-
pact of being discriminated against, to show compassion now that they were on
top of the heap. The new test scores reversed the superior performance of the
haves and diminished the performance of the have-nots. But what about the les-
son of compassion? Did the newly elevated brown-eyes understand the pain of
the underdog, of those lessfortunate, of those in aposition of inferiority that they
had personally experienced one brief day earlier?

Therewasno carryover at adl! The brown-eyes gave what they got. They dom-
inated, they discriminated, and they abused their former blue-eyed abusers.*
Similarly, history isfilled with accounts showing that many of those escaping re-
ligious persecution show intolerance of people of other religions once they are
safe and secure in their new power domain.
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Backto Brown-Eyed Carlo

This is a long dde trip around the issue surrounding my colleague's dramatic
transformation when he was put into the powerful position as head of the Parole
Board. At first, he gave atruly outstanding improvisational performance, like a
Charlie Parker solo. He improvised details of crimes, of the prisoners' past histo-
ries, on the spot, out of the blue. He did so without hesitation, with afluid cer-
tainty. However, as time wore on, he seemed to embrace his new authority role
with ever-increasing intensity and conviction. He was the head of the Stanford
County Jail Parole Board, the authority whom inmates suddenly feared, to whom
his peers deferred. Forgotten were the years of suffering he had endured as a
brown-eyed inmate once he was granted the privileged position of seeing the
world through the eyes of the dl-powerful head of this Board. Carlo's statement
to his colleagues at the end of this meeting showed the agony and disgust his
transformation had ingtilled in him. He had become the oppressor. Later that
night, over dinner, he confided that he had been sickened by what he had heard
himself say and had fdt when he was cloaked in his new role.

| wondered if his reflections would cause him to show the pogitive effects of
his acquired sdf-knowledge when he headed the next Parole Board meeting on
Thursday. Would he show greater consideration and compassion for the new set
of prisoners who would be pleading to him for parole? Or would the role remake
the man?

THURSDAY'S MEETING OF THE PAROLE
AND DISCIPLINARY BOARD

The next day brings four more prisoners before a reconstituted Parole Board. Ex-
cept for Carlo, al the other members of the Board are newcomers. Craig Haney,
who had to leave town for urgent family business in Philadelphia, is replaced by
another social psychologist, Christina Maslach, who quietly observes the pro-
ceedings with little apparent direct involvement—at this time. A secretary and
two graduate studentsfill out the rest of thisfive-person Board. However, at the
urging of the guards, in addition to considering parole requests, the Board aso
considers various disciplinary actions against the more serious troublemakers.
Curt Banks continuesin hisrole as sergeant-at-arms, and Warden David Hfe also
dtsin to observe and comment when appropriate. Again | watch from behind the
one-way viewing screen and record the proceedings for subsequent analysis on
our Ampex video recorder. Another variation from yesterday is that we do not
have the prisoners it around the sametable with the Board but separately in high
chairs, on apedestal, so to speak—all the better to observe them asin police detec-
tive interrogations.
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A Hunger Striker Strikes Out

First up on the docket is Prisoner 416, recently admitted, who is gtill on ahunger
strike. Curt Banks reads df the disciplinary charges that several guards have filed
against him. Guard Arnett is especially angered at 416; he and the other guards
are not sure what to make of him: "Here for such ashort time, and he has been to-
tally recalcitrant, disrupting al order and our routine."

The prisoner immediately agrees that they are right; he will not dispute any
of the charges. He insists on securing legal representation before he consents to
eat anything served him in this prison. Prescott goes after his demand for "lega
aid," forcing a clarification.

Prisoner 416 repliesin astrange fashion: "I'min prison, for al practical pur-
poses, because | signed a contract, which I'm not of legal age to sign." In other
words, either we must get alawyer to take his case and get him released, or he will
continuewith his hunger strike and get sick. Thus, hereasons, the prison authori-
tieswill be forced to release him.

This scrawny youngster presents much the same face to the Board that he
doesto the guards: heisintelligent, self-determined, and strong willed in his opin-
ions. However, his judtification for disputing his imprisonment—that he was not
of legal age to sign the research informed consent contract—seems strangely le-
galistic and circumstantial for a person who has typically acted from ideological
principles. Despite his disheveled, gaunt appearance, there is something about
416's demeanor that does not dicit sympathy from anyone who interacts with
him—neither the guards, the other prisoners, nor this board. He looks like a
homeless street person who makes passersby fed more guilty than sympathetic.

When Prescott asks on what charge 416 isin jail for, the prisoner responds,
"Thereis no charge, | have not been charged. | was not arrested by the Palo Alto
police."

Incensed, Prescott asksif 416 isinjail by mistake, then. "'l was a standby, |—"
Prescott is fuming now and confused. | redlize that | had not briefed him on how
416 differed from al the others, as a newly admitted standby prisoner.

"What are you, anyway, a philosophy major?' Carlo takes time to light his
cigarette and perhaps plan a new line of attack. "You been philosophizing since
you've been in here."

When one of the secretaries on today's Board recommends exercise asaform
of disciplinary action and 416 complains that he has been forced to undergo too
much exercise, Prescott curtly replies, "He looks like a strong fdlow, | think exer-
cisewould beided for him." Helooks over at Curt and Jfe to put that on their ac-
tion list.

Findly, when asked the loaded question—Would he be willing to forfet all
the money he has earned as a prisoner if a parole were granted?—416 immedi-
ately and defiantly replies, "Yes, of course. Because | don't fed that the money is
worth the time.”
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Carlo has had enough of him. "Take him away." 416 then does exactly what
the others before him have done like automatons; without instruction he stands
up, arms outstretched to be handcuffed, head bagged, and escorted away from
these proceedings.

Curioudy, he does not demand that the Board act now to terminate his role
as a reluctant student research volunteer. He doesn't want any money, so why
does he not smply say, "I quit this experiment. You must give me my clothes and
belongings, and | am out of here!"

This prisoner'sfirst nameis Clay, but he will not be molded easily by anyone;
he stands firmly by his principles and obstinately in the strategy he has advanced.
Nevertheless, he has become too embedded in his prisoner identity to do the
macroanalysis that should tell him he has now been given the keys to freedom by
insisting to the Parole Board that he must be alowed to quit here and now while
he is physicaly removed from the prison venue. However, heis now carrying that
venue within his head.

Addicts Are Easy Game

Prisoner Paul-5704, next at bat, immediately complains about how he's missing
the cigarette ration that he was promised for good behavior. His disciplinary
charges by the guards include "Constantly and grossy insubordinate, with flares
of violence and dark mood, and constantly triesto incite the other prisonerstoin-
subordination and general uncooperativeness."

Prescott challenges his so-called good behavior, which will never get him an-
other cigarette again. The prisoner answers in such a barely audible voice that
Board members have to ask him to speak louder. When he is told that he acts
badly even when he knows it will mean punishment for other prisoners, he again
mumbles, staring toward the center of the table.

"Weve discussed that. .. well, if something happens, we're just going to fol-
low through withit... if someone dse was doing something, I'd go through pun-
ishment for them." A Board member interrupts, "Have you gone through
punishment for any of the other prisoners?' Paul-5704 responds yes, he has auf-
fered for his comrades.

Prescott loudly and mockingly declares, "Y ou're amartyr, then, huh?"

"Wdl, | guesswedl are...," 5704 says, again barely audible.

"What have you got to say for yourself?' Prescott demands. 5704 responds,
but again it isunintelligible.

Recdll that 5704, the tallest prisoner, had challenged many of the guards
openly and been the insider in various escape attempts, rumors, and barricades.
He was also the one who had written to his girlfriend expressing his pride at being
elected head of the Stanford County Jail Prisoners' Grievance Committee. Fur-
ther, it was this same 5704 who had volunteered for this experiment under fdse
pretenses. He signed up with the intention of being a oy who was going to expose
this research in articles he planned to write for severa alternative, liberal, "un-
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derground” newspapers, on the assumption that this experiment was no more
than a government-supported project for learning how to deal with political diss-
dents. Where had al that former bravado gone? Why had he suddenly becomein-
coherent?

Before us in this room gits a subdued, depressed young man. Prisoner 5704
samply stares downward, nodding answers to the questions posed by the Parole
Board, never making direct eye contact.

"Yes | would bewilling to give up any pay I've earned to get paroled now, sir,"
he answers as loudly as he can muster strength to do. (The tally is now yes from
five of the 9ix prisoners.)

| wonder how that dynamic, passionate, revolutionary spirit, so admirablein
this young man, could have vanished so totally in such a short time?

Asan aside, welater learned that it was Paul-5704 who had gotten so deeply
into his prisoner role that asthefirg part of his escape plan he had used his long,
hard, guitar-player fingernails to unscrew one of the electrical power plates from
thewall. He then used that plate to help remove the doorknob on his cell. He dso
used those tough nails to mark on the wall of his cdl the passage of days of his
confinement with notches next to M/ T /W/ Th/, so far.

A Puzzling, Powerful Prisoner

The next parole request comes from Prisoner Jerry-5486. He is even more puz-
zling than those who appeared earlier. He shows an upbeat style, a sense of being
ableto cope quietly with whatever is coming hisway. His physical robustnessisin
stark contrast to that of Prisoner 416 or some of the other dim prisoners, like
Glenn-3401. Surely thereisthe sensethat he will endure the full two weeks with-
out complaint. However, there isinsincerity in his statements, and he has shown
little overt support for any of his comrades in distress. In a few minutes here,
5486 managesto antagonize Prescott as much as any other prisoner has. He an-
swers immediately that he would not be willing to give up the pay he's earned so
far in exchange for parole.

The guards report that 5486 does not deserve parole consideration because
"he made ajoke out of letter writing, and for his general non-cooperation.” When
asked to explain his action, Prisoner 5486 respondsthat "1 knew it wasn't alegit-
imate letter ... itdidn't ssemtobe ..."

Guard Arnett, who has been standing aside silently observing the proceed-
ings, can't help but interrupt: "Did the correctional officers ask you to writethelet-
ter?' 5486 responds affirmatively, as Guard Arnett continues, And you're saying
that the correctional officers asked you to write aletter that was not legitimate?'

5486 backtracks: "Wel, maybe | chose thewrongword..."

But Arnett does not let up. He reads hisreport to the Board: "5486 has been
on agradual downhill dide ... he has become something of ajokester and minor
cutup.”
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"You find that funny?' Carlo challenges him.

"Everybody [in the room] was smiling. | wasn't smiling till they smiled,”
5486 replies defensvely.

Carlo ominoudly interjects, "Everyone else can dford a smile—we're going
home tonight." Stll, he attempts to be less confrontational than the day before,
and he asks a series of provocative questions: "If you were in my place, with the
evidence | have, along with the report from g&ff, what would you do? How would
you act? What would you do? What do you think is right for yourself?'

The prisoner answers evasively but never fully addresses those difficult ques-
tions. After afew more questions from the other members of the Board, an exas-
perated Prescott dismisses him: "I think we've seen enough, | think we know what
we need to do. | don't see any reason to waste our time."

The prisoner is surprised at being dismissed so abruptly. It is apparent to him
that he has created a bad impression on those he should have persuaded to sup-
port his cause—if not for this parole, then for the next time the Board meets. He
has not acted in his best interests at thistime. Curt has the guard handcuff him,
place the bag over his head, and st him on the bench in the hallway, awaiting the
disposition of the next and find case before the prisoners are hauled back down-
stairsto resume their prison life

Sarge's Surface Tension

The find inmate for the Board to evaluateis "Sarge," Prisoner 2093, who, trueto
type, dtsupright in the high chair, chest out, head back, chin tucked in—a perfect
military postureif | have ever seen one. He reguests parole so that he can put his
time "to more productive use," and he notes further that he has "followed al rules
from Day One." Unlike most of his peers, 2093 would not give up the pay in ex-
change for parole.

"Were | to give up the pay | have earned thusfar, it would be an even greater
loss of five days of my life than it would have been otherwise." He adds that the
relatively small pay hardly compensates for the time he has served.

Prescott goes after him for not sounding "genuine," for having thought every-
thing out in advance, for not being spontaneous, for using words to disguise his
fedlings. Sarge apologizes for giving that impression because he aways means
what he says and tries hard to articulate clearly what he means. That softens
Carlo, who assures Sarge that he and the Board will consider his case very seri-
oudy and then commends him for his good work in the prison.

Before ending the interview, Carlo asks Sarge why he didn't request parole
the firgt time it was offered to al prisoners. Sarge explains, "I would have re-
quested parole the first time only if not enough other prisoners requested it." He
fdt that other prisoners were having a harder time in the prison than he was, and
he didn't want his request to be placed above another's. Carlo gently rebukes him
for this show of shining nobility, which he thinks is a crass attempt to influence
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the Board's judgment. Sarge's show of surprise makes it evident that he meant
what he said and was not attempting to impress the Board or anyone else.

This apparently intrigues Carlo, and he aimsto learn about the young man's
private life. Carlo asks about Sarge's family, his girlfriend, what kind of movies he
likes, whether he takes time to buy an ice cream cone—all the little things that,
taken together, give someone a unique identity.

Sarge replies matter-of-factly that he doesn't have a girlfriend, seldom goes to
movies, and that he likes ice cream but has not been able to aford to buy a cone
recently. "All | can say isthat after having gone to summer quarter at Stanford and
living inthe back of my car, | had alittle difficulty deeping the first night because
the bed was too soft here in prison, and aso that | have been eating better in
prison than | had for the past two months, and that | had more time to relax than
| had the last two months. Thank you, sr."

Wow! What aviolation of expectation this young man offers us. His sense of
personal pride and stocky build belie his having gone hungry al summer and not
having had abed to deep in while he attended summer school. That thehorrid liv-
ing conditions in our prison could be a better lifestyle for any college student
comes as a shocker to us dl.

In one sense, Sarge seems to be the most one-dimensional, mindlesdy obedi-
ent prisoner of al, yet he is the most logical, thoughtful, and morally consistent
prisoner of the group. It occurs to me that one problem this young man might
have stems from his commitment to living by abstract principles and not knowing
how to live effectively with other people or how to ask others for the support he
needs, financial, personal, and emotional. He seems so tightly strung by thisinner
resolve and his outer military posturing that no one can redly get access to his
feelings. He may end up having a harder life than the rest of hisfelows.

Contrition Doesn't Cut the Mustard

Just as the Board is preparing to end this session, Curt announces that Prisoner
5486, the flippant one, wants to make an additional statement to the Board. Carlo
nods okay.

5486 contritely says that he didn't express what he really wanted to say, be-
cause he hadn't had a chance to think about it fully. He's experienced a personal
decline while in this prison, because at first he expected to go to atrial and now
he's given up on his hope for justice.

Guard Arnett, sitting behind him, relates a conversation they had during
lunch today, in which 5486 said that his decline must have been because "he's
falen in with bad company.”

Carlo Prescott and the Board are obvioudy confused by this transaction.
How does this statement promote his cause?

Prescott is clearly upset at this digolay. He tells 5486 that if the Board were
going to make any recommendations, "l would see to it personally that you were
here until the last day. Nothing against you personally, but we're here to protect
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society. And | don't think that you can go out and do a constructive job, do the
kinds of things that will make you an addition to the community. You went out-
dde that door and you realized that you had talked to us like we were a couple of
idiots, and you were dealing with cops or authority figures. You don't get along
well with authority figures, do you? How do you get along with your folks? But
what I'm trying to say is that you went outside the door and had a little time to
think; now you're back in here trying to con us into looking at you with a differ-
ent view. What real social consciousness do you have? What do you think you
realy owe society? | want to hear something real from you." (Carlo is back in
Day 1 form!)

The prisoner is taken aback by this frontal assault on his character, and he
scurriesto make amends: "I have anew teaching job. It'saworthwhilejob, | fed."

Prescott is not buying his story: "That may even make you more suspect. |
don't think I'd want you to teach any of my youngsters. Not with your attitude,
your gross immaturity, your indifference to respongibility. You can't even handle
four days of prison without making yourself a nuisance. Then you tell me that
you want to do ateaching job, do something that's really a privilege. It's a privi-
lege to come into contact with decent people and have something to say to them.
| don't know, you haven't convinced me. | just read your record for the first time,
and you haven't showed me anything. Officar, take him away."

Chained, bagged, and carted back down to the basement prison, the prisoner
will have to put on a better show at the next parole hearing—assuming he is
granted the privilege again.

When a Paroled Prisoner Becomes the Chairman of the Parole Board

Before we return to what has been happening down below on the Yard in our ab-
sence during these two Parole Board time-aways, it isinstructive to note the effect
that this role-playing has had on our tough chairman of this 'Adult Authority
Hearing." A month later, Carlo Prescott offered a tender personal declaration of
the impact this experience had on him:

"Whenever | came into the experiment, | invariably left with a feding of
depression—that's exactly how authentic it was. The experiment stopped being
an experiment when people began to react to various kinds of things that hap-
pened during the course of the experiment. | noted in prison, for example, that
people who considered themselves guards had to conduct themselvesin acertain
way. They had to put across certain impressions, certain attitudes. Prisoners in
other ways had their certain attitudes, certain impressions that they acted out—
the same thing occurred here.

"l can't begin to believe that an experiment permitted me, playing a board
member, the chairman of the board—the Adult Authority Board—to say to one
of the prisoners, 'How isit'—in the face of his arrogance and his defiant attitude—
'how is it that Orientals sdldom come to prison, seldom find themselves in this
kind of asituation? What did you do?
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"It was at that particular point in the study that his whole orientation
changed. He begin to react to me as an individual, he began to talk to me about
his personal feelings. One man was so completely involved that he came back into
the room as if he thought a second journey into the room to speak to the Adult
Authority Board could result in his being paroled sooner."

Carlo continues with this self-disclosure: "Well, as a former prisoner, | must
admit that each time | came here, the frictions, suspicion, the antagonism ex-
pressed as the men got into the roles . . . made me recognize the kind of deflated
impression which came about as a result of the confinement. That's exactly what
it was that induced in me a deep feeling of depression, asif | were back in a prison
atmosphere. The whole thing was authentic, not make-believe at all.

"[The prisoners] were reacting as human beings to a situation, however
improvisational, that had become part of what they were experiencing at that
particular time. | imagine that as such, it reflected the kind of metamorphosis
that takes place in a prisoner's thinking. After all, he is completely aware of the
things that are going on in the external world—the bridge building, the birth of
children—they have absolutely nothing to do with him. For the first time he is
totally alienated from the rest of society—from humanity, for that matter.

"His fellows, in their funk and stink and their bitterness, become his com-
rades, and all other things except for an occasional period when he can, as are-
sult of avisit, as aresult of something happening, like going to the Parole Board,
there's no reason to ever identify with where you came from. There is just that
time, that instant.

"... I wasn't surprised, nor was it a great pleasure to find my belief confirmed
that 'people become the role they enact'; that guards become symbols of authority
and cannot be challenged; and that there are no rules or no rights they are
obliged to grant prisoners. This happens with prison guards, and this happens
with college students playing at prison guards. The prisoner, on the other hand,
who is left to consider his own situation in regard to how defiant he is, how effec-
tive he is in keeping the experience away from him, comes face-to-face daily with
his own helplessness. He has to correlate both his own hatred and the effective-
ness of his defiance with the reality that regardless of how heroic or how coura-
geous he sees himself at a certain time—he will still be counted and still be
subjected to the rules and regulations of the prison."*

| think it is appropriate to end these deliberations with a similarly insightful
passage from the letters of the political prisoner George Jackson, written a bit be-
fore Carlo's statement. Recall that his lawyer wanted me to be an expert witness
in his defense in the upcoming Soledad Brothers trial; however, Jackson was killed
before | could do so, one day after our study ended.

It is strange indeed that a man can find anything to laugh at in here.
Everyone is locked up twenty-four hours a day. They have no past, no fu-
ture, no goa other than the next meal. They're afraid, confused and con-
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founded by aworld they know that they did not make, that they fed they
cannot change, so they make those loud noises so they won't hear what
their mind is trying to tell them. They laugh to assure themselves and
those around them that they are not afraid, sort of like the superstitious
individual who will whistle or sing ahappy humber as he passesthe grave-
yard.

153



CHAPTER EIGHT

Thursday's Reality Confrontations

Thursday's prison is full of woe, yet we have milesto go before our exploration is
complete.

In the middle of the night, | awake from aterrible nightmare in which | am
hospitalized in a strange town after an auto accident. | am struggling to commu-
nicate to the nurse that | had to go back to my work, but she cannot understand
me. It isasthough | were speaking in aforeign tongue. | scream out to let me go;
"l have to be released.” Instead, she puts me in restraints and tapes my mouth
shut. In akind of "lucid dream," where one is aware of being an actor in adream
while gtill dreaming, | envision that word of thisincident gets back to the guards.’
They are delighted that with the "bleeding-heart-liberal" superintendent out of
the way, they are now totally free to deal with their "dangerous prisoners" in any
way they fed necessary to maintain law and order.

That is indeed a scary thought. Imagine what might happen in that base-
ment dungeon if the guards could now do whatever they wanted to the prisoners.
Imagine what they could do knowing there was no oversight, no one observing
their secret games of domination and submission, no one to interfere with their
own little "mind experiments,” which they could play out as wit and whimsy dic-
tated. | jJump dff the convertible couch-bed in my upstairs office, wash, dress, and
head back to the basement, glad to have survived that nightmare and to have my
own freedom restored.

The 2:30 A.M. count isin full swing once again. The seven weary prisoners,
awakened once more by loud, shrilling whistles and billy clubs rattling the bars
on their stinking, barren cdlls, are lined up against the wall. Guard Vandy is recit-
ing selected rules and then testing the prisoners’ memories of them by delivering
assorted punishments for memory lapses.

Guard Ceros would like the whole experience to be more like a tightly run
military prison, so he hasthe prisoners march in place repeatedly, as though they
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were in the Army. After a brief discussion, the two comrades decide that these
young men need to be more fully disciplined and to understand the importance of
making their beds in the best military fashion. The prisoners are ordered to strip
their beds completely and then remake them with precision and stand by them for
inspection. Naturally, asin good boot camp style, they dl fail the inspection, must
restrip their beds, remake their beds, refail inspection, and then repeat the inane
process until the guards grow bored with that game. Guard Varish adds his cute
two cents: "Okay, men, now that you have made your beds, you can deep in
them—until the next count.” Remember, thisis only day five of our experiment.

VIOLENCE ERUPTS ON THE YARD

Amidthe 7 A.M. count and seemingly more carefree singing required of the pris-
oners, violence suddenly erupts. Prisoner Paul-5704, exhausted from lack of
deep and irritated at having been singled out for abuse on aimost al shifts, strikes
back. Herefusesto do sit-ups as commanded. Cerosinsiststhat the others dl con-
tinue to do sit-ups without stopping until 5704 agreestojoin in; only by his sub-
mission can he stop their painful exercise. Prisoner 5704 does not take the bait.

In an extended interview with Curt Banks, Paul-5704 described his side of
thisincident and the hostility festering within him:

"I've got lousy thigh muscles, and I'm not supposed to stretch them. | told
them that, but they said, 'shut up and do them anyway' 'Fuck you, you little
punk,' | said, while gtill laying on the ground. As| was getting up to be put in the
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Hole once again, He [Cerog pushed me against the wall. We scuffled, pushing
each other hard and yelling. | wanted to swing at him and hit him in the face, but
to me that would represent fighting. . . . I'm a pacifist, you know, | just don't think
itwasin me. But | hurt my foot when we hassled, and insisted on seeing a doctor,
but was put inthe Hole instead. | did threaten to 'flatten' himwhen | got out of the
Hole, so they kept mein there until al others had breakfast. When they findly let
me out of solitary, | was furious and did try to strike that guard [Cerog),

"It took two guardsto restrain me. Asthey took meto a separate room for my
solo breakfast, | complained about the painin my foot and asked for adoctor. | did
not let the guards examine my foot since what did they know about it?

"| ate alone but did apologize to [Varnish], who was least hostile toward me.
But the guy | readly want to crack is ‘John Wayne,' that guy from Atlanta. I'm a
Buddhist, and he keeps calling me a Communist just to provoke me, and it does. |
now think that the good treatment on the part of some guards, like big Landry
[Gedff], is only because they were ordered to act that way."*

Guard John Landry notesin the daily log that 5704 has been the one most in
trouble or "at least he was the most punished prisoner™:

After each episode he [5704] has shown considerable depression, but his
spirit, which he cdls 'the freek mentality,' continues to rise. He is one of
the strongest willed prisoners. He aso refused to wash lunch dishes, so |
recommend giving him lousy dinners and curtailed smoking privileges—
he has a heavy habit.

Consider the following alternate and insightful perspective Guard Ceros had
of thiscritical incident and of the psychology of imprisonment in general:

Ore of the prisoners, 5704, was not cooperating at al, so | decided to put
him in the Hole. By that time, it was regular routine. He reacted violently
and | found that | had to defend mysdf, not as me, but as the guard. He
hated me as the guard. He was reacting to the uniform; | fdt that was the
image he placed on me. | had no choice but to defend mysdf as a guard. |
wondered why the other guards weren't rushing to help me. Everybody
was stunned.

| redized then that | was as much aprisoner asthey were. | wasjust a
reaction to their fedings. They had more of a choice in their actions. |
don't think we did. We were both crushed by the situation of oppressive-
ness, but we guards had the illusion of freedom. | did not see that at the
time, or d<se | would have quit. We al went in as davesto the money. The
prisoners soon became daves to us; we were gill daves to the money. |
redlized later that we were dl daves to something in this environment.
Thinking of it as "just an experiment” meant no harm could be done with
redity. That was theillusion of freedom. | knew | could quit, but | didn't,
because | couldn't as adave to something there.’
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Prisoner Jim-4325 agreed about the davish nature of his condition: "The
worst thing about this experience isthe super structured life and the absol ute obe-
dience one must pay to the guards. The humiliation of being almost daves to the
guardsistheworst."*

However, Guard Ceros did not let his sense of being trapped in hisrole inter-
fere with exerting the power of his position. He noted, "I enjoyed bothering them.
It bothered me that 'Sarge,' 2093, was so very sheepish. | did make him polish
and wax my boots seven times, and he never complained.™

In hisreflections, Guard Vandy reveaed the dehumanizing perception of the
prisoners that had crept into his thinking about them: "Prisoners were very
sheepish by Thursday, except for a brief scuffle between Ceros and 5704, which
was asmall incident of violence that | did not like whatsoever. | thought of them
as sheep and | did not give adamn asto their condition."*

In Guard Ceross final evaluation report, he offered a different take on the
emerging sense of dehumanization by the guards of the prisoners:

There were a few times when | had forgotten the prisoners were peo-
ple, but | dways caught mysdf, redized that they were people. | Smply
thought of them as 'prisoners’ losing touch with their humanity. This
happened for short periods of time, usually when | was giving orders to
them. | am tired and disgusted at times, this is usualy the state of my
mind. Also | make an actual try of my will to dehumanize them in order to
make it easy for me.’

Our 9&f agreethat of al the guards, the onewho "goes by the book™ most con-
sgently isVarnish. Heisone of the oldest guards, at twenty-four, like Arnett. Both
of them are graduate students, so they should have a bit more maturity than the
other guards, whose agesrange fromjust eighteen for Ceros, Vandy, and J. Landry.

Varnish's daily shift reports are the most detailed and lengthy, including ac-
counts of individual incidents of prisoner subordination. Ye he rarely comments
on what the guards were doing and there is no sense of the psychological forces at
work in any of these reports. He punishes prisoners only for rule violations and
never arbitrarily. Varnish's role-playing has become so fully internalized that heis
the prison guard whenever heisin this prison setting. He is not dramatic and abu-
gve as some others are, like Arnett and Hellmann. On the other hand, he is not
trying to get the prisoners to like him, as others, such as Gedff Landry, do. He
merely does his job as routinely and efficiently as possible. | see from his back-
ground information that Varnish considers himsdf egotistical at times, with a
streak of dogmatism on the side.

"There was at times a distinct tendency to minimize effort by not harassing
prisonersas much aswe could have, " Varnish reported.

The way in which roles can come to rule not only one's emotions but also
one's reason is interestingly revealed in Varnish's sf-reflective analysis &fter the
study:
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| started out in the experiment thinking that | would probably be able to
actin amanner appropriate to the experiment, but as the experiment pro-
gresed, | was rather surprised to find out that the fedings | had sought to
impose on mysdf were beginning to take over. | was actually beginning to
fed like a guard and had redly thought | was incapable of thiskind of be-
havior. | was surprised—no, | was dismayed—to find out that | could really
be a—uh—that | could act in a manner so absolutely unaccustomed to
anything | would really dream of doing. And while| was doing it | didn't
fed any regret, | didn't fed any guilt. It was only afterwards, when | began
to reflect on what | had done, that this behavior began to dawn on me and
| redlized that this was a part of me | had not noticed before."

Prisoner 5704 Earns More Tormenting

Prisoner Paul-5704's assault on Ceros was the primary subject of talk in the
guard station during the 10 A.M. transfer from the morning to the day shift, when
they were taking df or putting on their uniforms to end a shift or start one. They
agreed that he would need special attention and discipline since no such attack
against guards could be tolerated.

Prisoner 5704 was not included in the 11:30 A.M. count because he was
chainedto hisbed in Cedl 1. Guard Arnett ordered everyone else down for seventy
push-ups as group punishment for 5704's insubordination. Although the prison-
ers were getting wesker from their minimal diet and exhausted from lack of deep,
they were nevertheless able to perform this sizable number of push-ups—which |
could not do when well fed and rested. They were getting into athletic condition
reluctantly and miserably.

Continuing theironic theme music from the previous day, the prisonerswere
made to sing, loud and clear, "Oh, What a Beautiful Morning” and "Amazing
Grace," mixed in with achoral round of "Row, Row, Row Your Boat." Shortly after
he joined his fdlows for this chorus, Prisoner Paul-5704 continued his verbal in-
subordination, and once again he was thrown into the Hole. Screaming and curs-
ing at the top of his lungs, he again kicked down the wooden partition that
separated the two compartments of the Hole. The guards dragged him out, hand-
cuffed him, chained both ankles together, and put him back into Cdl 2 while they
repaired the damage to the Hole. Solitary now had to have two separate cdl units
for whenever two prisoners had to be disciplined simultaneoudly.

Asinventively determined as real prisoners can be, 5704 somehow was able
to take the hinge bolts of the door to his cell, thereby locking himsdlf in and
taunting the guards. Once again, the guards broke into his cell, and carted him
back to the now-repaired Hole until he was taken to the Parole Board later that
day for adisciplinary hearing.

5704's riotous actions findly break through the appearance of equanimity
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that Guard Arnett has carefully cultivated. As one of the older guards, agraduate
student in sociology, who has tutored in three juvenile jails and who has been
charged (and acquitted) for "illegal assembly" in acivil rights protest, Arnett has
the most relevant experience for being a conscientious guard. He is, but without
compassion for the prisoners, as he behaves with a completely professiona de-
meanor every moment he is on the Yard. He is as precise in delivering his verbal
commands as he is in his controlled physica gestures. He has become a high-
status authority figure, like a TV anchorman, with his unified movements of
head, neck, and shoulders and his synchronized arm-wrist-hand gestures. Delib-
erate in word and deed, Arnett conveys a sense of economy of involvement with
the scene around him. It is as hard to imagine him being ruffled by anything, asit
isto imagine anyone challenging him.

| am alittle surprised mysdf at the equanimity that | fdt throughout. | fdt
angry only once for a dash when 5704 took the lock df his door and
poked me in the stomach with my own stick (which | had just poked him
with). At al other times, | fdt quite relaxed. | never experienced any sense
of power or elation when pushing people or ordering them about.’

In this prison setting, Arnett used his understanding of some social science
research to his advantage:

| was aware from my reading that boredom and other aspects of prison life
can be exploited to make people fed disoriented by being impersonal, giv-
ing boring work, punishing al prisoners for bad behavior by individuals,
demeaning perfect execution of trivial demandsin exercise sessions. | was
sengtive to the power of those in control of socia settings and | tried to
heighten alienation [of the prisoners] by using some of these techniques.
| could use it only in a very limited way because | didn't want to be bru-
tal.”

In challenging the early parole release for 5704, Arnett wrote to the Board,
"I can hardly ligt al 5704's infractions at this time. He is constantly and grosdy
insubordinate, with flare ups of violence and extreme mood swings, and con-
stantly tries to incite the other prisoners to insubordination and general unco-
operativeness. He acts badly even when he knows punishment for the other
prisoners will result. He should be dedlt with harshly by the discipline com-
mittee."

Prisoner 416 Confronts the System with a Hunger Strike

Prisoner 5704 wasn't the only disciplinary concern. The madness of this place, to
which we have become accustomed over the few days since we began last Sunday,
had also struck Prisoner 416 when he arrived yesterday as a replacement pris-
oner for first-to-be-released prisoner Doug-8612. He could not believe what he
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was witnessing and wanted to quit the experiment immediately. However, he was
told by his cellmates that he could not quit. His cellmates passed along the fdse
statement that Prisoner 8612 had asserted, that it was not possible to leave, that
"They" would not alow anyoneto leave before the time was up. | am reminded of
the famous line from the song "Hotel Californid": "You can check out anytime
you like, but you can never leave."

Instead of challenging that fase assertion, Prisoner 416 would use a passive
means of escape. "l developed aplan,” he later said. "l would insist on the loop-
holein my hastily prepared contract. But what force beyond pleading could | exert
on this system? | could rebel as Paul-5704 has. But by using legd tactics to get
out, my feelings were of secondary importance, though | followed them in terms
of achieving my goal. Instead, | chose to exhaust the resources of this simulation
by being impossible, by refusing al rewards and accepting their punishments." (It
isunlikely that 416 realized that he was adopting a strategy that organized labor
has used in struggles against management, to "play by the rules,” formally
known as "work to rule," on every matter in order to expose inherent weaknesses
in the system.”)

416 decided to go on afast because, by refusing the food the guards offered,
he would take away one source of their power over the prisoners. Looking at his
skinny body, his muscle-free body, 135 pounds on a five-foot-eight frame, made
me think that he already looked like a starvation victim.

In some ways, Clay-416 was more powerfully impacted by his firg day as
aprisoner in the Stanford County Jail than anyone dse was, as he told usin this
personal, yet depersonalized analysis:

"l began to fed that | waslosing my identity. The person | call 'Clay, the per-
son who put mein this place, the person who volunteered to go into this prison—
‘cause it was a prison to me, it till is a prison to me—I don't look on it as an
experiment or a simulation—it is a prison run by psychologists instead of run by
the State. | began to fed that identity, the person | was, that decided to go to
prison—was distant from me—was remote, until findly, 1 wasn't that. | was
'416." | was realy my number, and 416 was going to have to decide what to do,
and that was when | decided to fast. | decided to fast because that was the one re-
ward the guards gave you. They aways threatened they wouldn't let you eat, but
they had to give you eats. And so | stopped eating. Then | had a sort of power over
something because | found the one thing they couldn't crack me on. They were
going to catch shit eventually if they didn't get meto eat. And so | was sort of hu-
miliating them by being able to fast."*

He began by refusing to touch his lunch. Arnett reported that he overheard
416 telling his cellmates that he intended not to eat until he got the legal consul-
tation that he had been demanding. He said that "After about twelve hours I'll
probably collapse, and then what can they do? They'll have to give in." Arnett
found him nothing more than a "sassy and back talkin' " prisoner. He sees noth-
ing noble in this hunger strike.
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Here was a new prisoner embarking on a daring plan of disobedience, di-
rectly challenging the guards' power. His act could potentially make him anonvio-
lent hero around whom the prisoners could raly, someone to rouse them from
their mindlesdy obedient stupor—like Mahatma Gandhi. By contrast, it is clear
that the violence used by 5407 did not work in a place where the resources of
power are so unbalanced in favor of the system. | was hoping that 416 would
come up with another plan that would involve his cellmates and the others in
communal disobedience, using amass hunger strike as atactic for remediation of
their harsh treatment. Nevertheless, | worried that he was so internally focused
that he had little awareness of the need to engage his fellowsin fuller group oppo-
sition.

Two More Prisoners Break Down

It appeared that the problem caused by 5407 and 416 were the beginnings of a
domino effect of confrontations. Prisoner 1037's mother had been right. Her son,
Rich, had not looked good to her; now hedid not look good to me. He had become
increasingly depressed after his falks had left following visiting hours; he probably
wished that they had insisted on taking him home with them. Instead of accept-
ing his mother's accurate appraisal of his condition, Rich probably came to be-
lieve that his masculinity was at stake. He wanted to prove that he could take it,
"like aman." He couldn't. Just like his cellmates 8612 and 819 from the original
rebellious Cdl 2, 1037 diglayed symptoms of extreme stress to such an extent
that | had him taken to the quiet room outside the prison yard and told him that
it would be best if he were paroled at this time. He was pleased and surprised at
this good news. As| helped him changeinto hiscivilian clothes, hewas gtill shaky.
| told him he would get full pay for the entire experiment and that we would be in
contact with him and al the other students soon to go over the results of the
study, complete the find surveys, and give them their payment.

Prisoner 1037 later said that the worst part of the experiment was the "time
when the guards gave me the feding that they were expressing their true inner
fedings and not just the guard role they were playing. For example, there were
sometimes during the exercise periods when we prisoners would be pushed to the
point of real suffering. Some guards seemed to really enjoy our agony."*

When his parents came to get him during visiting hours, the news of 1037's
imminent parole did not go down well with Prisoner 4325, who was more
stressed than any of us had realized. "Big Jim," as our research team referred to
4325, seemed like a self-assured young man whose preselection assessment had
indicated he was in the normal range on al measures. Nevertheless, on that after-
noon he abruptly broke down.

"When the appearance before the Parole Board came up, | immediately be-
came hopeful of getting released. But | fdl a long way down when Rich [1037]
was paroled and | was not. That one act worked its way into me and brought
about an even heavier feding of desperation. | 'broke' as aresult. | learned that
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my emotions are much more present than | thought and reglized what agreat life
| actually have. If prison is anything like what | went through here, | don't know
how it could help anyone."*

| said the same things to him as | had said to 1037, namely, that we were
going to parole him soon anyway for his good behavior, and that it was fine if he
left sooner. | thanked him for his participation, told him | was sorry that it had
been so tough on him, and invited him back soon to discuss what we found. |
wanted to have al the students come back together to share their reactions after
having had a hit of distance from this unusual experience. He gathered his be-
longings and left quietly after indicating that he did not need to see a psychologi-
cal counselor in Student Health Services.

The Warden's Log noted, "4325 reacts badly and has to be released by
5:30 P.M. because of severe reactionslike those displayed by 819 [Stew] and 8612
[Doug] before him." The log also adds the curiousfact that thereis no mention of
4325's release by any of the prisoners or by any of the guards. Gone and forgot-
ten. Rest in Peace. Apparently, by this time in the grueling test of endurance all
that matters is who is present and accounted for—not who used to be. Out of
sight is definitely out of mind.

Letters Home from the Stanford Jail

"Today when the prisoners were writing letters home explaining what afinetime
they were having, as they have done before, prisoner 5486 [Jerry] could not get
his letter right until the third attempt,” reported Guard Markus. "This prisoner's
behavior and respect for authority have been steadily deteriorating from the early
dayswhen hewasinthe mode cell #3. Since cdl realignment, 5486 has been ad-
versdly affected by his new cellmates, and hisbehavior is now characterized by his
new wise cracks, especially during counts. All of his behaviors have the sole pur-
pose to undermine prison authority."

Arnett's report also singled out this formerly modd prisoner as a new prob-
lem: "5486 has been in gradual downhill dide since being separated from 4325
and 2093 in cel #3. He has become something of ajokester and minor cutup.
This unacceptable behavior should be rectified before leading to committing
something serious."

The third guard on the day shift, John Landry, was similarly upset when
" 5486 made ajoke out of letter writing as a sign of his general non-cooperation.
| recommend, as punishment, that he be made to write 15 letters of thistype.”

Christina Joins the Mad Hatter's Party

After Thursday's Parole Board and Disciplinary Board finished their deliberations,
Carlo had to return to the city for urgent business. | was glad that | did not haveto
take him to dinner because | wanted to be present for the early visiting hours
scheduled for right &fter the prisoners had their dinner. | had to apologize to
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Mrs. Y., Prisoner 1037's mother, for my insensitive behavior the other night.
However, | adso wanted to have a more relaxed dinner that night with the new-
comer to those deliberations, Christina Mas ach.

Christina had recently gotten her Ph.D. in socid psychology at Stanford and
was about to begin her career as an assistant professor at Berkeley, one of the first
women to be hired by its Psychology faculty in decades. She was adiamond inthe
smooth—smart, serene, and self-contained. Hardworking and committed to aca-
reer as aresearch psychologist and educator, Christina had worked with me ear-
lier as a teaching assistant and a valuable research collaborator as wel as an
informal editor of several of my books.

| imagine that | would have been in love with her even if she had not been
stunningly beautiful. For a poor kid from the Bronx, this elegant "California Girl"
was a dream come true. However, | had to maintain a respectful distance so that
my recommendations for her employment would not be tainted by my personal
involvement. Now that she had gotten one of the best jobs in the country on her
own merits, we could pursue our relationship openly.

| had not told her much about this prison study because she and some other
colleagues and graduate students were scheduled to do a thorough evaluation of
the g&f, prisoners, and guards the next day, Friday, about halfway through our
scheduled two weeks. | had the sense that she had not been pleased by what she
had seen and heard on the afternoon of the disciplinary deliberations. It was not
anything she had said that disturbed me, but her saying nothing at all. We would
discuss her reactions to Carlo and that scenario at our late dinner, as wdl as the
kind of information | hoped she could obtain from her interviews on Friday.

The Priest Follows Through on His Promise of Pastoral Aid

The priest, who knows that this is just a simulated prison, has aready done his
part to add verisimilitude to this mock prison by his serioudy intense role-playing
the other day. Now heisforced to fallow through on his priestly promiseto give aid
should anyone request his assistance. Sure enough, Father McDermott calls the
mother of Hubbie-7258 and tells Mrs. Whittlow that her son needs lega repre-
sentation if he wants to get out of the Stanford County Jail. Instead of just saying
that if her son really wants out so badly, shewill just take him back home with her
when she sees him at the next Visitors Night, Mrs. W. does what sheistold. She
cals her nephew Tim, alawyer in the public defender's office Hein turn calls me,
and we follow through on this script by agreeing to schedule his officid lawyer's
vigit for Friday morning as one more realistic element in this experience that is
growing ever more unreal. Our little drama, it would appear, is now being rewrit-
ten by Franz Kefkaasasurreal supplement to The Trial, or perhapsby Luigi Piran-
dello asan update of hisll fu Mattia Pascal, or hisbetter-known play Sx Characters
in Search of an Author.
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A Hero in the Rearview Mirror

Sometimes it takes time and distance to realize the value of life's important
lessons. Clay-416 might provide a counterpart of Marlon Brando's classic state-
ment in On the Waterfront, "l couldabeen acontender." Clay-416 might have said,
"l couldabeen a hero." However, in the heat of the moment he was thought to be
just a "troublemaker" who caused hardships to his fellows—a rebel without an
obvious cause.

Heroism often requires social support. We typically celebrate heroic deeds of
courageous individuals, but we do not do so if their actions have tangible imme-
diate cost to the rest of us and we can't understand their motives. Such heroic
seeds of resistance are best sown if all members of a community share awilling-
ness to suffer for common values and goals. We have seen such an instance, for
example, in Nelson Mandela's resistance to apartheid when he was imprisoned in
South Africa. Networks of people in many European nations organized escapes
and hideouts for Jews to survive the Nazi Holocaust. Hunger strikes were em-
ployed for political purposes in the fasting to death of IRA leaders during their
imprisonment in Belfast's Long Kesh prison. They and others from the Irish Na-
tional Liberation Army used the hunger strike to gain attention to their status as
political prisoners instead of being designated as ordinary criminals.” More re-
cently, hundreds of detainees being held in the U.S. military prison in Guanta-
namo, Cuba, have gone on extended hunger strikes to protest the illegal and
inhumane nature of their captivity and gain media attention to their cause.

Asfor Clay-416, although he had a personal plan for effective resistance, he
did not take time to share it with his cellmates or the other prisoners so that they
could decide to join forces with him. Had he done so, his plan might have repre-
sented a unifying principle rather than being dismissed as a personal pathology. It
would have become a collective challenge to the evil system rather than a disposi-
tional quirk. Perhaps because he came on the scene late, the other prisoners did
not know him well enough or felt that he had not paid his dues as they had dur-
ing those first hard days and nights. In any case, he was an "outsider," as Dave,
our informer (replacement for 8612), had been. Though Dave had been quickly
won over to the prisoners' side and aligned with their cause against the system
that had hired him as its spy, not so with 416. However, | think it was also 416's
introverted style that was alienating hisfellows. He was used to going it alone, liv-
ing hislifein his own complex mind and not in the realm of interpersonal connec-
tions. Nevertheless, his defiance had a powerful impact on the thinking of at least
one other prisoner, albeit after the prison experience was over.

Jerry-5486, the prisoner recently designated a "smart aleck" by the Parole
Board, was clearly influenced by 416's heroism in the face of harsh abuse: "l was
impressed with Clay's stoic determination and wish he would have been there from
the beginning. He would have had a definite effect on the events that followed."

In hislater reflections, 5486 added:
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It was interesting that when Clay-416, who was the first real example of
an obstinate person who had made up his mind when he absolutely re-
fusad to eat his sausages, people went against him. Earlier in the sudy,
he would have been their idedl. Because a lot of people said they were
going to be hard and fagt and strike and all this, but when it finally came
around to somebody having the guts to do that, they went against him.
They wanted their own petty little comforts rather than see him hold on to

his integrity.

Jerry-5486 went on to note how unpleasant it was to witness the clash be-
tween 416 and 7258, "between Hubbie and Clay over the sausages and the girl-
friend." Later on, he had a better perspective on the true meaning of that
confrontation, but he could not see the true nature of the event while it was un-
folding and he could have taken action to intervene and defuse it:

| redlized that everybody was so far into the whole thing that they were
auffering and making others suffer as well. It was too sad to see them go
through it, especidly since [Hubbi€] didn't redlize that, if he had not got-
ten to see his girl, it would be 'John Wayne's fault, not Clay's. [Hubbi€]
took the bait and let it tear him apart.”

Meanwhile, back in solitary confinement, Clay-416 was coping in a kind of
Buddhist style that would have made Paul-5704 proud of him, had he known
that Clay was using such a Zen-like tactic for mental survival.

"I meditated constantly. For example, when | was refusing dinner, the guard
[Burdan] has al the prisoners out of their cdls trying to convince me that visi-
tors' day was going to be canceled and al this shit, which | calculated wouldn't
happen. But | wasn't sure; | just had cal culated that probability. | then continually
stared at the droplet of water from the frankfurter that was glistening on my tin
plate. | just stared at that droplet and focused mysdf firgt horizontally, then verti-
cdly. Nobody was then able to bother me. | had a religious experience in the
Hole”

This scrawny kid had found inner peace through his passive resistance, tak-
ing control over his body and directing himsdf away from the guards. Clay-416
offered this moving account of how he believed that he had won the contest of
personal will against institutional power:

"Once | refused food before the dominant evening guard, | became content
for the first time here. It pleased me to infuriate [Guard Hellmann]. Upon being
thrown in the Hole for the night, | wasjubilant. Jubilant because | fdt al but sure
that | had exhausted his resources (to be used against him). | was astonished to
redlize too that | had privacy in solitary confinement—it was luxurious. His pun-
ishment of the others did not concern me. | was gambling on the limits of the
situation. | knew, | calculated, that visitors' privileges could not be removed. | pre-
pared mysdf to stay in the Hole until probably ten the next morning. In the Hole
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| was furthest from experiencing mysdf as 'Clay.’ | was '416," willing and proud
even to be '416." The number had an identity to me because 416 had found his
own response to the situation. | fdt no need to cling to the former manhood | had
under my old name. In the Hole, there is afour-inch bar of light extending top to
bottom, thrown by the crack between the closet doors. About the third hour
there, | was filled with calm in regarding this bar of light. It is the most beautiful
thing in the prison. | don't mean that only subjectively. It is, go look at it. When |
was released around 11 P.M. and returned to abed, | fdt that | had won, that my
will, so far, was stronger than the will of the situation as awhole. | dept well that
night."

The Sidekick Shows a Little Soul

Curt Bankstells me that of all the guardsthe one he likes or respects least is Bur-
dan because he is such alittle toady, sucking up after Hellmann, living in the big
guy'swake. | amfeding the same, although from a prisoner's point of view there
were others who were much worse threatsto their sanity and survival. One of the
d&ff had overheard Burdan bragging that he had seduced his friend's wife last
night. The three of them had been regular weekly bridge players, and although he
had always been attracted to this twenty-eight-year-old mother of two children,
he had never had the guts to move on her—until now. Perhaps it was his new-
found sense of authority that gave him the courage to deceive and cuckold his old
friend. If it weretrue, it was another reason not to like him. Then wefoundin his
background information that his mother escaped from Nazi Germany, so we add
some positive weight back into our evaluation of this complex young man.

Burdan's shift report is an amazingly accurate depiction of officid correc-
tions gaff behavior:

We have acrigsin authority, thisrebelious conduct [416'sfasting] poten-
tidly underminesthe complete control we have over the others. | have got-
ten to know the idiosyncrasies of various numbers [interesting that he
cdlsthem "numbers'; ablatant deindividudization of the prisoners]; | at-
tempt to utilize this information only for harassment while inside the cdll-
block.

He aso points the finger at the lack of support he and the other guards were
getting from our g&f: "Red trouble started at dinner—we look to prison authority
to find out how to handle this late revolt for the reason that we are worried about
him not eating.... They are strangely absent.” (We plead guilty to not providing
oversight and training.)

My negative view of Guard Burdan istempered by what he did next. "I can't
stand the idea of him [416] being in the Hole any longer," he says. "It seems dan-
gerous [since the rules limit solitary to one hour]. | argue with Dave, and then
quietly put the new prisoner, 416, back in his cell." He adds, "but with atouch of
malice, | order him to take the sausagesto bed with him."*
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A validation of this positive take on Burdan comes from a comment by Jerry-
5486, who was the only prisoner to volunteer to give up hisblanket for Clay-416:
"l was upset at John Wayne's ranting and raving. [Burdan] came over to my cell
knowing | sympathized with Clay and said that he won't be kept in there all night.
'WEell bring him out as soon as everyone is asleep,’ he whispered to me, and then
went back to pretending he was a hard guy. It was asif he needed to make some
honest, sincere communication in the eye of the storm."*”

Not only was Jerry-5486 in 416's corner, but he also came to fed that the
best thing about this whole experience was meeting Clay: "Seeing one guy who
knew what he wanted and was willing to endure whatever necessary to get it. He
wasthe only guy with anything at stakewho didn't sdl out, or plead, or crack up."*

In that night's Shift Report, Burdan notes, "There is no solidarity between
the remaining prisoners, with the exception of 5486 who has always demanded
equal privileges for al." (I concur; that is one reason for respecting Jerry-5486
more than any of the other prisoners.)

This intense, extended experience is enriching my appreciation of the com-
plexity of human nature because just when you think you understand someone,
you redlize you know only the smallest dice of their inner nature derived from a
limited set of personal or mediated contacts. As| too cometo respect Clay-416 for
his willpower in the face of such strong opposition, | discover that he is not all
Buddha. He tells us in his find interview what he thinks about the suffering his
hunger strike caused the other prisoners: "If | am trying to get out and the guards
create a situation where it is difficult on other people because I'm trying to get
out, | don'tgivea shit."

His friend Jerry-5486 provides a fascinating perspective on the complex
mind games that he was playing—and losing—in this prison.

More and more as the experiment went on, | could jugtify my actions by
saying "It's only a game, and | know it and | can endure it easy enough,
and they can't bother my mind, so I'll go through the actions." Which was
fine for me. | was enjoying things, counting my money, and planning my
escape. | fdt my head was pretty together and they couldn't upset me, be-
cause | was detached from it dl, watching it happen. But | realize now that
no matter how together | thought | was inside my head, my prison behav-
ior was often less under my control than | reglized. No matter how open,
friendly and helpful 1 was with other prisoners | was 4ill operating as an
isolated, self-centered person, being rational rather than compassionate. |
got along finein my own detached way, but now I'm aware that frequently
my actions hurt others. Instead of responding to their needs, | would as-
sume that they were as detached as | and thereby rationaize my own sif-
ish behavior.

The best example of this was when Clay [416] was in the closet with
hissausages. . . .. Clay and | were friends, he knew | was on his Sde during
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the fagting incident, and | fdt | had helped him some at the supper table
when the other prisoners were trying to make him eat. But when he went
inthe closet and we were told to yel things and pound on the door, | did it
just like everyone d<se. | easly judtified it by saying "It'sjust a game. Clay
knows I'm on his side. My actions don't make any difference so I'll just
keep humoring the guard.” Later, | realized that the yelling and pounding
was redlly hard on Clay. There | was tormenting the guy | liked most. And
justifying it by saying "I'll go through the motions but they haven't got
control of my mind." When what was really important was the other
guy's mind. What was he thinking? How were my actions affecting him? |
was blind to the consequences of my actions, and unconscioudy assign-
ing the respongibility for them to the guards. | had separated my mind
from my actions. | probably would have done anything short of causing
physical harm to aprisoner aslong as| could shift the responsibility to the
guards.

And so now | think, maybe you can't separate mind and actions as
clearly as| did during the experiment. | prided mysdf on how unassailable
my mind was—I didn't get upset, | didn't let them control my mind. But as
I look back onthethings| did it ssemsthey had quite astrong, but subtle,
control over my mind.*

"WHAT YOU ARE DOING TO THOSE
BOYS IS A TERRIBLE THING!"

The last toilet run of Thursday night started at 10 P.M. Christina had been work-
ing at the library following her quiet stint earlier on the Parole and Disciplinary
Board. She had come down to the prison for the firgt time to pick me up to drive
over to the Town and Country Mall near campus for a late dinner at Stickney's
Restaurant. | was in my Superintendent's Office going over some logigtics for the
next day's mass interviews. | saw her chatting with one of the guards, and when
shefinished, | motioned her into have a seat near my desk. Shelater described her
unusual encounter with that particular guard:

In August of 1971, | had just completed my doctorate at Stanford Univer-
gty, where | wasthe office mate of Craig Haney, and was preparing to start
my new job as an assistant professor of psychology at the University of
Cdifornia, Berkdey. Relevant background also should include mention
that | had recently gotten involved romantically with Phil Zimbardo, and
we were even considering the posshbility of marriage. Although | had
heard from Phil and other colleagues about the plans for their prison sm-
ulation study, | had not participated in either the preparatory work or the
initial days of the actual smulation. Ordinarily | would have been more
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interested and maybe become involved in some way, but | was in the
process of moving, and my focus was on preparing for my firg teaching
job. However, | agreed when Phil asked me, as a favor, to help conduct
someinterviewswith the study participants. . . ._

When | went downstairs to the basement location of the prison ... |
then went to the other end of the hall, where the guards entered the yard;
therewas aroom outside the yard entrance, which the guards used to rest
and relax when not on duty or to change into or out of their uniforms at
the start or end of their shifts. | talked to one of the guards there who was
waiting to begin his shift. He was very pleasant, polite and friendly, surely
a person anyone would consider aredly nice guy.

Later on, one of the research gaf mentioned to me that | should take
alook at the yard again, because the new late-night guard shift had come
on, and this was the notorious "John Wayne" shift. John Wayne was the
nickname for the guard who was the meanest and toughest of them dll;
his reputation had preceded him in various accounts | had heard. Of
course, | was eager to see who he was and what he was doing that at-
tracted so much attention. When | looked through the observation point,
| was absolutely stunned to see that their John Wayne was the "redlly nice
guy" with whom | had chatted earlier. Only now, he was transformed into
someone else. He not only moved differently, but he talked differently—

with a Southern accent. . . . He was yelling and cursing at the prisoners as
he made them go through "the count," going out of hisway to berude and
belligerent. It was an amazing transformation from the person | had just
spoken to—a transformation that had taken place in minutesjust by step-
ping over the line from the outside world into that prison yard. With his
military-style uniform, billy club in hand, and dark, slver-reflecting sun-
glasses to hide his eyes . . . this guy was an all-business, no-nonsense,
really mean prison guard.”

Just then, | watched the last toilet run chain gang parading past the open
door of my Superintendent's Office Asusual, their ankle chains were linked from
inmate to inmate; big paper bags covered their heads, each prisoner's arm hold-
ing on to the shoulder of the one before him. A guard, big Geoff Landry, led the
procession.

"Chris, look at this!" | exclaimed. Shelooked up, then right down.

"Did you see that? What do you think?'

"| dready saw it." And she looked away again.

| was shocked by her seeming indifference.

"What do you mean? Don't you understand that this is a crucible of human
behavior, we are seeing things no one has witnessed before in such a situation.
What isthe matter with you?' Curt and Jife also joined me against her.
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She couldn't reply because she was so emotionally distressed. Tearsran down
her cheeks. "I'm leaving. Forget dinner. I'm going home."

| ran out after her, and we argued on the front steps of Jordan Hall, home of
the Psychology Department. | challenged whether she could ever be a good re-
searcher if shewas going to get so emotional from aresearch procedure. | told her
that dozens of people had come downto this prison and no one had reacted as she
had. She was furious. She didn't care if everyone in the world thought that what
| was doing was okay. It was smply wrong. Boys were suffering. As principal
investigator, | was personally responsible for their suffering. They were not prison-
ers, not experimental subjects, but boys, young men, who were being dehuman-
ized and humiliated by other boys who had logt their moral compass in this
situation.

Her recollection of this intense confrontation is filled with gems of wisdom
and compassion, but at that time, it was adap in my face, the wake-up call from
the nightmare that | had been living day and night for the past week.

Christinarecollects:

At around 11 P.M., the prisoners were being taken to the toilet prior to
going to bed. The toilet was outside the confines of the prison yard, and
this had posed a problem for the researchers, who wanted the prisonersto
be 'in prison’ 24 hours aday (just asin areal prison). They did not want
the prisoners to see people and places in the outside world, which would
have broken the total environment they were trying to create. So the rou-
tine for the bathroom runswasto put paper bags over the prisoners heads
so they couldn't see anything, chain them together in a line, and lead
them down the hall into, around, and out of a boiler room and then to the
bathroom and back. It dso gave the prisoners anilluson of a great dis-
tance between the yard and the toilet, which was in fact only in a hallway
around the corner.

Christina continues her recollection of that fateful night's reality confronta-
tion:

When the bathroom run took place that Thursday evening, Phil excitedly
told me to look up from some report | had been reading: "Quick, quick—
look a what's happening now!" | looked at the line of hooded, shuffling,
chained prisoners, with guards shouting orders at them—and then
quickly averted my gaze. | was overwhelmed by a chilling, sickening fed-
ing. 'Do you seethat? Come on, look—it's amazing Suff!" | couldn't bear to
look again, so | snapped back with, "I dready saw it!" That led to abit of a
tirade by Phil (and other g&ff there) about what was the matter with me.
Here was fascinating human behavior unfolding, and I, a psychologigt,
couldn't even look at it? They couldn't believe my reaction, which they
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may havetaken to be alack of interest. Their comments and teasing made
me fed wesk and stupid—the out-of-place woman in this male world—in
addition to aready feding sick to my stomach by the sight of these sad
boys so totally dehumanized.

Sherecalls our clash and its resolution:

A short while later, after we had Ieft the prison setting, Phil asked me what
1 thought about the entire study. I'm sure he expected some sort of great
intellectual discussion about the research and the events we had just wit-
nessed. Instead, what he got was an incredibly emotional outburst from
me (I am usually a rather contained person). | was angry and frightened
andintears. | said something like,

"What you aredoing to those boysisaterriblething!"

What followed was a heated argument between us. That was espe-
cidly scary for me, because Phil seemed to be so different from the man
| thought | knew, someone who loves students and cares for them in ways
that were already legendary at the university. He was not the same man
that | had come to love, someone who is gentle and sengtive to the needs
of othersand surely to mine. We had never had an argument before of this
intensity. Instead of being dose and in tune with each other, we seemed to
be on opposite Sdes of some great chasm. Somehow, the transformationin
Phil (and in me aswdl) and the threat to our relationship was unexpected
and shocking. | don't remember how long the fight went on, but | fdt it
was too long and too traumatic.

What | do know isthat eventualy Phil acknowledged what | was say-
ing, apologized for histreatment of me, and realized what had been gradu-
aly happening to him and everyone e<e in the study: that they had dl
internalized a set of destructive prison values that distanced them from
their own humanitarian values. And at that point, he owned up to his re-
sponghility as creator of this prison and made the decision to cal the ex-
periment to a halt. By then it waswdll past midnight, so he decided to end
it the next morning, after contacting all the previoudy released prisoners,
and cdlling in dl the guard shifts for a full round of debriefings of guards,
prisoners, and then everyone together. A great weight was lifted from
him, from me, and from our personal relationship.”

YOU'RE MALE CAMELS, NOW HUMP THEM

| returned to the dungeon relieved and even exhilarated by the decision to abort
the mission. | couldn't wait to share the news with Curt Banks, who had done
yeoman's duty servicing the video patrol at various times of the day and night,
despite having a family to tend to as well. He too was ddighted and told me that
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he was going to recommend ending the study as soon as possible after what he
had witnessed while | was gone. We were sorry Craig was not here tonight to
share our end-game joy.

The calm demeanor displayed by Clay-416, after what should have been a
stressful ordeal, has angered Hellmann. He cascadesintoa 1 A.M. count toend dl
counts. The sad, dwindling cadre of only five remaining prisoners (416, 2093,
5486, 5704, and 7258) wearily lines up against the wall to recite their numbers,
rules, and songs. No matter how wdl they do their chores, someone is punished
in various ways. They are ydled at, cursed, and made to say abusive things to
each other. "Tdl him he's a prick!" yells Hellman, and one prisoner turnsto say
that to the next. Then the sexual harassment that started to bubble up last night
resumes as testosterone flows fredy in every direction.

Hellman shouts out to al of them, "See that hole in the ground? Now do
twenty-five push-ups, fucking that hole! You hear me!" One after another, the pris-
oners obey as Burdan shoves them down to do their duty.

After a brief consultation between John Wayne and his little sidekick, Bur-
dan, anew sexua gameisdevised. "Okay, now pay attention. You three are going
to be femae camels. Get over here and bend over touching your hands to the
floor." (When they do, their naked butts are exposed since they are wearing no
underwear beneath their smock-dresses.) Hellmann continues with obvious glee,
"Now you two, you're male camels. Stand behind the female camels and hump
them."

Burdan giggles at this double entendre. Although their bodies never touch,
the helpless prisoners are simulating sodomy by making thrusting motions of
humping. They are dismissed back to their cdls as the guards retreat to their
quarters, clearly feding that they have earned their night's salary. My nightmare
from last night is coming true. | am glad that now | can control it by ending it al
tomorrow.

It is hard to imagine that such sexua humiliation could happen in only five
days, when the young men dl know that this is a simulated prison experiment.
Moreover, initially they al recognized that the "others" were also college students
like themselves. Given that they were al randomly assigned to play these con-
trasting roles, there were no inherent differences between the two categories.
They all began the experience as seemingly good people. Those who were guards
knew that but for the random flip of acoin they could have been wearing the pris-
oner smocks and been controlled by those they were now abusing. They dso
knew that the prisoners had done nothing criminally wrong to deserve their
lowly status. Yet, some guards have transformed into perpetrators of evil, and
other guards have become passive contributors to the evil through their inaction.
Stll other normal, healthy young men as prisoners have broken down under
the situational pressures, while the remaining surviving prisoners have become
zombie-like followers.”
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The power of this situation ran swiftly and deeply through most of those
on this exploratory ship of human nature. Only a few were able to resist the
situational temptations to yield to power and dominance while maintaining
some semblance of morality and decency. Obviously, | was not among that noble
class.



CHAPTER NINE

Friday's Fade to Black

We have so much to do to take down our prison in a matter of hours. Curt, Jffe,
and | are aready exhausted from the hectic day and night we have just endured.
In addition, in the middle of the night we have to decide on dl the arrangements
for debriefing sessions, fina evaluations, and disbursement of payments and per-
sonal belongings, as well as cancellation of afternoon visits from colleagues who
had planned to help us interview everyone connected with this study. We also
have to cancel various arrangements with the cafeteria food service, return the
rented cots and handcuffs to the campus police, and more.

We know that we each have to do double duty, monitoring the Yard action,
taking short catnaps, and laying out the final day's logistics. We will announce
the end of the study immediately after the public defender's visit. It was aready
scheduled for the morning, and it would be an appropriate event around which to
wrap up the whole experience. We decide not to tell the guards before informing
the prisoners of the good news from me directly. | anticipate that the guards will
be angry to learn that the study is being terminated prematurely, especialy now,
when they bdieve that they areintotal control and are anticipating an easy week
ahead, with some new replacements. They have learned how to be "guards.” Ob-
vioudy, their learning curve has peaked.

Jfe will contact thefive prisoners who had been released earlier and invite
them back around noontime to share in the debriefing and get their full week's
pay. | have to ask dl the guard shifts either to come by at hoon or to hang around
until then for a"specia event." Having anticipated that there were supposed to be
full g&ff interviews by outsiders on Friday, the guards expect some new element
to be added, but not this abrupt end to their jobs.

If all goes asplanned, there will be an hour of prisoner debriefing around one
o’clock, then the same for the guards for an hour, and findly al the guards and
prisoners will come together for a full encounter. While each group is engaged,
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the other group will complete our find evaluation forms, be paid, and have the
opportunity either to keep their uniforms as souvenirs or to turn them in. If they
wish, they can also take the various signs we posted in the Yard and on the Hole.
We aso have to arrange a big farewell [unch for everyone and make arrange-
ments for them al to return soon to view sdlected videos and discuss their reac-
tions from a more detached perspective.

Before taking my nap on the convertible couch in my upstairs professor's
dffice, where | have been deeping fitfully for most of the week, | tell the morning
shift guards to let the prisoners deep through the night and to minimize any fur-
ther hogtility against the prisoners. They shrug their shoulders and nod, as
though Dad were telling them not to have fun on the playground.

FRIDAY'S FINAL COUNT

For the firg timein aweek, the prisoners have been alowed to deep for nearly six
unbroken hours. The accrued interest on their deep debt must have been enor-
mous. It is hard to determine the effects on their moods and their thinking that
was caused by having their deeping and dreaming disrupted so often every night.
It was probably considerable. The emotional breakdown of some of the early-
released prisoners may have been amplified by their deep disturbances.

The 7:05 A.M. count lasts only ten minutes. Numbers are called out and
other innocuous rituals observed. A good hot breskfast is served to the find five
survivors. As might have been expected, Clay-416 refuses to eat any breakfast
food, even when the other prisoners gently encourage him to do so.

Despite my instructionsto go easy on the prisoners, the guards go ballistic at
Clay's continued insubordination. "Everyone down for fifty push-ups if 416 don't
eat hisbreakfast. " Clay-416 does not budge but just stares down at his food plate.
Vandy and Ceros try to force-feed him, stuffing food into his mouth as he spits it
out. They enlist 5704 and 2093 to help them, but to no avail. Clay-416 is put
back into his cell and forced to "make love" to his dinner sausages. Ceros orders
him to caress them, to hug them, and then to kiss them. Clay-416 does al that.
Yet heistrueto hisword and never eats asingle bite of them.

Guard Vandy is upset at 416's defiance and aso at his buddy's meanspirited-
ness. In his retrospective diary, Vandy said, "When 416 refused to eat | was once
again angered specificdly, since there was no way to force the food down his
throat, even though we let some other prisonerstry. Andre [Ceros] made the pris-
oner hug and kiss and caress aday-old sausage after being made to deep withiit. |
thought this was uncalled for. | would never ever make the prisoner do this."

What does Guard Ceros have to say about his own behavior? His retrospective
diary noted, "I decided to force fead him, but he wouldn't eat. | let the food dide
down his face. | didn't believe it was me doing it. | hated mysdf for making him
eat. | hated him for not eating. | hated the reality of human behavior.™

The day shift came on at ten asusual. | told the lead guard, Arnett, to keep it
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cool and mellow in light of the coming legal representation. His day shift critical
incident report indicated that Clay-416 was undergoing some strange changesin
gpite of his Zen meditation and earlier surface calm. Arnett's incident report
noted:

416isvery jumpy. Hejerked as| took the bag dof hishead for thetoilet run.
Had to pull him along when leading him to and from the bathroom, even
though | told him | was not going to run him into anything [which the
guards often did to prisoners for spite]. He was very nervous about being
punished. | held his sausages when he went to the toilet. Hetried to get me
to give him back his sausages since another guard had ordered him to al-
ways have them."*

THE PUBLIC DEFENDER OF PRISONER RIGHTS AND WRONGS

| meet briefly with Tim B., alocal lawyer working in the public defender's office
Heiscurious and skeptical about this whole afair. He has reluctantly given up his
valuable time only because his aunt had asked him as a personal favor to check on
his cousin. | describe the main features of the study and how serious it had be-
come. | invite him to treat the matter exactly as he would if he had been caled
in to represent a group of real inmates. He agrees, and meets first with cousin
Hubbie-7258 alone and then with al the prisoners. He alows us secretly to
videotape the session in the same laboratory room on the first floor where the
Parole Board had met.

The levd of formality between these two kin surprises me. Thereisno hint of
any previous relationship, if any existed. Maybe it was an Anglo thing, but | had
expected at least ahug, not a forma handshake and "It's good to see you again.”
Attorney Tim goes through a standard list of items in a businessike manner. He
reads from a prepared list the categories of concern, stopping after each one to
elicit the prisoner's responses, notes them, usually without comment, and moves
on to the next in order:

Informed of rights upon arrest?
Harassment by guards?

Nature of any guard abuse?

Under pressure, mentally distraught?

Sze and condition of cdl?

Requests that have been denied?

Warden's behavior that was unacceptable?
I ssues about bail?

Hubbie-7258 answers the questionsin a good-humored way. | think heis as-
suming that his cousin was going through this standard routine prior to escorting
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him out of thejail. The prisoner tells his public defender that they have been told
that there is no way for them to leave the prison, no way to break the contract.
The PD reminds him that if the original contract were based on monetary return
for services, by his being willing to forfet that fee the contract would be null and
void. "Yes | told them that at the Parole Board hearing, but it did no good, I'm il
here."* In listing his complaints, Hubbie-7258 makes it a point to note that Pris-
oner 416's troublemaking behavior had made them all mad.

The guards escort the remaining prisoners into the interview room, with
bags over their heads as usual. The guards arejoking as they remove the hoods.
They leave, but | remain seated in the rear. The PD runs through the same set of
questions as with Hubbie, inviting any of the prisoners to reply with their com-
plaints as appropriate.

Clay-416 leads df, complaining firgt about the Parole Board pressuring him
to plead guilty to the charges of his arrest, which he had refused to do because he
was never offididly charged. Hisfasting was, in part, away to call attention to his
illegal imprisonment given that he was being held without charges.

(Again this young man continued to confound me; clearly, he was function-
ing at multiple, incompatible levels. He was dealing with the whole experience in
purely legaligtic terms, mixing an experimental services contract with prisoner's
rights and corrections formalities, not to mention a certain "new age" mystica
meditation.)

Clay seems desperate to talk to someone who would actually listen to him.
"Certain guards, who will go unnamed," he says, "misbehaved toward me up to
the leve of injurious behavior." He is willing to file an officid complaint against
them, if necessary. "Those guards aso arranged for the other prisoners to be set
against me by dlegedly making my fasting a condition for their not getting visi-
tors,” he nods toward Hubbie-7258, who sheepishly looks the other way. '‘And |
was frightened when they put me in the Hole and had the other prisoners bang
against the door. Their own rule against violence was st but | was afraid it would
soon be overstepped.”

Sarge-2093 speaks up next, describing some of the attempts various guards
made to harass him, but heis proud to report that they had been unsuccessful. He
then gives a precise clinical description and demonstration of when a particular
guard had ordered him to do many push-ups—with two other prisoners sitting on
his back.

The public defender is startled by that account, duly noting it down with a
frown. Next, tall Paul-5704 complains about the guards manipulating him by
using his smoking habit against him. Good guy Jerry-5486 complains at a less
personal, more general leve of theinadequate diet and missed meals, the exhaus-
tion from endless middle-of-the-night counts, the out-of-control behavior of some
guards, and the lack of supervision by the senior g&ff. | wince as he turnsto look
directly at me, but he wasright on target: | was guilty.

When the public defender completes his note taking, he thanks them for this
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information, and says he would file aformal report on Monday and try to arrange
for their bail. As herisesto leave, Hubbie-7258 losesit: "You can't go away and
leave us here! We want to leave now with you. We can't stand another week or
even weekend. | thought you were going to arrange for me, for us, to be bailed out
now. Pleasel" Tim B. is taken aback by this sudden emotional outburst. He ex-
plains in a most forma way what hisjob entails, what its limits are, and how he
could help them but is powerless to take action there and then. The five survivors
appear to hit bottom at that point; their high hopes dashed by legal nonsense.

Tim B.'s reactions to this unique experience, conveyed to me in a letter
shortly afterward, are informative:

OntheFailureof the Prisonersto Demand Legal Rights

. .. [A]nother possible explanation of why the prisoners faled to request
legd advice isthat, as white middle-class Americans, they may not have
ever envisoned the posshility that they would ever be thrust into the
criminal arena, where their rights would be of paramount importance.
Finding themsdlves in that position, they were disarmed of the ability to
objectivdy appraise the situation and act as they otherwise knew they
should.

Onthe Power of ThisStuationto Distort Reality

. .. The classica devaluation of money compared to such things as free-
dom and locomotion was clearly evident (in the activities which | wit-
nessed). You will remember the great anticipation of release caused by my
explanation of the bail offer. The redity of their imprisonment appeared to
be quite penetrating even though they were intellectually aware that they
were only involved in an experiment. Clearly confinement in itsdf seems
to be painful regardless whether for legd reasons or otherwise.”

LISTEN CAREFULLY: THE EXPERIMENT IS OVER. YOU ARE FREE

The public defender's words darken the prisoners' hopes. A palpable cloak of
gloom prevails over the sullen inmates. The public defender shakes their limp
handsinturn as heleavestheroom. | ask him to wait outside for me. Then | move
to the head of the table and ask the prisoners to pay attention to what | am going
to say next. They hardly have sufficient motivation Ieft to pay attention to any-
thing, now that their hopesfor a quick dismissal have been dashed by the lawyer's
officious reaction to their plight.

"I have something important to tell you, so please listen carefully: The experi-
mentisover. Youarefreetoleavetoday."

Thereis noimmediate reaction, no changein their facia expressions or body
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language. | have the sense that they are confused, skeptical, maybe even suspi-
cious, and fed that thisis another test of their reactions. | continue dowly and
as clearly as possible, "I and the rest of the research s&ff have decided to termi-
nate the experiment as of this moment. The study is officidly over and the Stan-
ford County Jail is closed. We dl thank you for your important role in this study,
and—"

Cheers replace the gloom. Hugs, daps on backs, and wide smiles break
through on those all-too-long-grim faces. Euphoriareverberates in Jordan Hall. 1t
is ajoyful moment for me as well to be able to liberate these survivors from their
imprisonment and to give up my role as prison superintendent once and for all.

OLD POWER FAILURE, NEW POWER FOUND

There are few moments in my life that have given me more personal pleasure
than being able to say those few words of liberation and to sharein that total ela
tion. |1 was overcome by the aphrodisiac of postive power, of being able to do
something, to say something, that had such an unconditionally joyful impact on
other people. Then and there | vowed to use whatever power that | had for good
and against evil, to promote what is best in people, to work to free people from
their salf-imposed prisons, and to work against systems that pervert the promise
of human happiness and justice.

The negative power on which | had been running for the past week, as super-
intendent of this mock prison, had blinded me to the reality of the destructive
impact of the System that | was sustaining. Moreover, the myaopic focus of aprin-
cipa research investigator smilarly distorted my judgment about the need to ter-
minate the experiment much earlier, perhaps as soon as the second normal,
healthy participant suffered an emotional breakdown. While | was focused on the
abstract conceptual issue, the power of the behavioral situation versus the power
of individual dispositions, | had missed seeing the all-encompassing power of the
System that | had helped create and sustain.

Yes indeed, ChristinaMadach, it wasterriblewhat | wasalowing to be doneto
those innocent boys, not through any direct abuse but through my failure to stop
abuse and my support of a system of arbitrary rules, regulations, and procedures
that facilitated abuse. | wasthe "Iceman” in that hot house of inhumanity.

The System includes the Situation, but it is more enduring, more widespread,
involving extensive networks of people, their expectations, norms, policies, and,
perhaps, laws. Over time, Systems come to have ahistorical foundation and some-
times aso a political and economic power structure that governs and directs the
behavior of many people within its sphere of influence. Systems are the engines
that run situations that create behavioral contexts that influence the human ac-
tion of those under their control. At some point, the System may become an
autonomous entity, independent of those who initially started it or even of those
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in apparent authority within its power structure. Each System comes to develop a
culture of its own, as many Systems collectively come to contribute to the culture
of asociety.

While the Situation surely brought out the worst in many of these student
volunteers, transforming some into perpetrators of evil and othersinto pathologi-
cal victims, | was even more fully transformed by the System of domination. The
others werekids, young men, without much real experience. | was a seasoned re-
searcher, a mature adult, and a "street-smart” grown-up, gill filled with my
Bronx-boy acumen in sizing up situations and figuring out action-scenario to sur-
vive in the ghetto.

However, in the past week | had gradually morphed into a Prison Authority
Figure. | walked and talked like one. Everyone around me responded to me as
though | were one. Therefore, | became one of them. The very nexus of that
authority figure is one that | have opposed, even detested, al my life—the high-
status, authoritarian, overbearing boss man. Yet | had become that abstraction in
the flesh. I could ease my conscience by noting that one of my principal activities
as the good, kindly superintendent was restraining the overeager guards from
committing physical violence. That restraint merely alowed them to divert their
energiesinto more ingenious psychological abuses of the suffering prisoners.

It was surely my mistake to embrace the dual roles of researcher and super-
intendent because their different, sometimes conflicting, agendas created identity
confusion in me. At the sametime, those dual roles also compounded my power,
which in turn influenced the many "outsiders' who came into our setting but did
not challengethe System—parents, friends, colleagues, police, the priest, themedia,
and the lawyer. It is evident that one does not appreciate the power of Situations
to transform one's thinking, feding, and action when caught in its grip. A person
inthe claws of the System just goes along, doing what emerges asthe natural way
to respond at that time in that place.

If you were placed in a strange and novel cruel Situation within a powerful
System, you would probably not emerge asthe same person who entered that cru-
cible of human nature. You would not recognize your familiar image if it were
held next to the mirror image of what you had become. We al want to believe in
our inner power, our sense of personal agency, to resist external situational forces
of the kinds operating in this Stanford Prison Experiment. For some, that belief
isvalid. They are usually the minority, the rare birds, those who | will designate
as heroic later in our journey. For many, that belief of personal power to resist
powerful situational and systemic forcesislittle more than areassuring illusion of
invulnerability. Paradoxicaly, maintaining that illusion only serves to make one
more vulnerable to manipulation by failing to be sufficiently vigilant against at-
tempts of undesired influence subtly practiced on them.
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ALL HANDS ON DECK FOR DEBRIEFING

It was evident that we had to use the short but vital debriefing time for severa
purposes. First, we needed to allow dl the participants to express openly their
emotions and reactions to this unique experience within a nonthreatening situa-
tion.® Next, it was important for me to make clear to both the prisoners and the
guardsthat any extreme behavior they had displayed was diagnostic of the power
of the situation and not diagnostic of any personal pathology in them. They had
to be reminded that they had al been chosen precisely because they were normal
and healthy to begin with. They had not brought any kind of personal defectsinto
this prison setting; the setting had brought out the extremes in them that we al
had witnessed. They were not the proverbial "bad apples'—rather, it wasthe "bad
barrel" of the Stanford prison that was implicated in the transformations that had
been demonstrated so vividly. Findly, it was crucial to use this opportunity as a
time for moral reeducation. The debriefing was a means of exploring the moral
choices that had been available to each of the participants and how they had
dealt with them. We discussed what the guards could have done differently to be
less abusive to the prisoners and what the prisoners could have done to deflect
their abuse. | made it clear that | fdt personally responsible for not having inter-
vened a number of times during the study when the abuse was extreme. | had
tried to contain physical aggression, but | had not acted to modify or stop the other
forms of humiliation when | should have. | was guilty of the sin of omission—the
evil of inaction—of not providing adequate oversight and surveillance when it
was required.

The Ex-Cons Vent

The former prisoners displayed a curious mixture of relief and resentment. They
were dl pleased that the nightmare wasfinally over. Those who had survived the
week did not show any overt pride in their accomplishment in the face of their
peers who had been released early. They knew that at times they had been
zombie-like in their mindless compliance, obeying absurd orders and totally con-
forming in chants against Prisoner Stewart-819, aswell asengaging in hostile ac-
tions against Clay-416 and ridiculing Tom-2093, our most moral prisoner, "Sarge.”

Thefive prisoners released early showed no negative signs of the emotional
overload they had suffered. This was in part because they had a base leve of sta-
bility and normality to which to return and in part because the source of their dis-
tress was centered on such an atypical setting, the basement jail, and its strange
happenings. Being divested of their strange uniform and other prison attire had
aso helped detach them from that sordid situation. For the prisoners, the main
issue was coping with the shame inherent in the submissive role they had played.
They needed to establish a sense of personal dignity, to rise above the constraints
of their submissive position that had been externally imposed on them.
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However, Doug-8612, thefirst to be arrested and firgt to be released because
of his deteriorating mental condition, was ill angry with me in particular for
having created a situation in which he logt control over his behavior and mind.
Indeed, he had thought about leading a break-in with his friends to free the pris-
oners and had, in fact, come back to Jordan Hall the day after he was released to
prepare for it. Fortunately, he had decided against that action for several reasons.
He was amused to learn how serioudly we had taken the rumor of his liberation
plans and doubly pleased to learn of the lengths to which we, and especialy |, had
gone to safeguard our institution from his assault.

As expected, the newly freed former inmates railed against the guards, who
they fdt had gone far beyond the demands of their role to be cregtively abusive to
them or to single them out for particular abuse. Tops on their negative hit parade
were Hellmann, Arnett, and Burdan, followed by Varnish and Ceros asless consis-
tently "evil."

However, they were as quick to point out those guards whom they saw as
"good guards," who had done little favors for them or who had never been so fully
immersed in their role that they forgot that the prisoners were human beings. In
this category, the two standouts were Gedff Landry and Markus. Geoff had done
small favors for them, constantly distanced himsdf from the abusive actions of
his night shift crewmates, and even stopped wearing his guard's sunglasses and
military shirt. He even told uslater that he had thought about asking to become a
prisoner because he hated to be part of a system that was grinding other people
down so badly.

Markus was not as obvioudy "wired" into the prisoners suffering, but we
learned that on afew early occasions he had brought in a gift of fresh fruit to sup-
plement the prisoners meager meals. After the warden had admonished him for
not being sufficiently engaged during his shift, Markus, who had stayed on the
sidelines during the prisoner revolt, began to ydl at the prisoners and to issue
scathing parole reports against them. As an aside, Markus's handwriting is quite
beautiful, almost like calligraphy, so he showed it off abit, using it to denounce
the prisoners parole requests. He is someone who loves the outdoors, hiking,
camping, and yoga; therefore, he especidly hated to be cooped up in our dungeon.

Between the "bad" and the "good" guards were those who had gone "by the
book," done their job, played the role, and punished infractions but were rarely
personally abusive toward individual prisoners. Here we find Varnish, the stand-
by guards Morison and Peters, and, at times, the younger Landry brother. Theini-
tial doofness and distancing himsdf from the Yard action that Varnish showed
may in part have been due to his shyness, asrevealed in his background informa-
tion statement of "having few close friends."

John Landry played a vacillating role, at times as tough sidekick to Arnett
and always as the one attacking rebellious prisoners with the skin-chilling, fire
extinguisher carbon dioxide spray. At other times, he went by the book, and most
prisoners reported that they liked him. John, a mature eighteen-year-old, was
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rather ruggedly handsome, and aspired to writefiction, live on a California beach,
and continue dating alot.

One mode of inaction that characterized the "good guards* was their reluc-
tance to challenge the abusive actions of the "bad guards" on their shift. Not only
did they never face up to them while on the Yard, but neither Geoff Landry nor
Markus ever did so in private when they were in the guard quarters, asfar aswe
were able to determine. Later on we will consider whether their failure to inter-
vene as bystanders to abuse constituted an "evil of inaction."

One of the consistently rebellious prisoners, Paul-5704, reported this reac-
tion upon discovering that the experiment was over:

When we were natified the experiment was over, | fdt awave of rdief and
a wave of melancholy bresk inside of me at once. | was redlly glad the
study was over, but aso would have been much more happy that it lasted
2 weeks. The money is the only reason | was in the experiment. All the
same, thefeding that | was glad to get out won, and | couldn't stop smiling
till 1 got to Berkeley. Once | was there for afew hours, | forgot the whole
thing and wouldn't talk to anybody about it.’

You will recall that this Paul was the prisoner who was proud to be the head
of the Stanford County Jail Prisoners Grievance Committee and the one who had
aso planned to write an expose of the study for severa alternative newspapersin
Berkeley revealing how government-supported research was focused on ways in
which to deal with student dissidents. His plan was totally forgotten; it never hap-
pened.

The Ex-Guards Resent

In the second hour of debriefing, the former guards presented a quite different
group portrait. While a few of them, the "good guards" in the prisoner evalua-
tions, were also glad that the ordeal was over, most were distressed to see the study
terminated prematurely. Some focused on the easy money they had been antici-
pating for another week's work now that they had the situation clearly under
their control. (They ignored the continuing problems posed by Clay-416's fast
and Sarge's gaining the moral upper hand in his confrontations with Hellmann.)
Some guards were ready to apologize openly for having gone too far, for fully en-
joying their power. Othersfdt justified in what they had done, seeing their actions
as necessary to fulfill the role they had been given. My main problem in dealing
with the guards was to help them recognize that they should be experiencing
some guilt since they had made others suffer, despite their understanding of the
demands of the role they were playing. | made clear my strong guilt for failing to
intervene more often, which had thereby given them implicit permission to go to
the extremes they did. They might have avoided their abuses had they had better
top-down surveillance.

It was easy for most guards to point to the prisoner rebellion on Day 2 asthe
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turning point in their perception of the prisoners, who suddenly appeared to
them as "dangerous" and needing to be suppressed. They aso resented the nega-
tive personal references and cursing that some prisoners made to them during the
rebellion, which they considered demeaning and which dlicited their retaliation
in kind.

A difficult element of the debriefing was alowing the guards to explain why
they had done what they did, without sanctioning their justifications, for those
were smply excuses for abusive, hogtile, and even sadistic behavior. Theend of the
experiment aso meant the end of enjoying having al that newfound guard
power at their command. As Guard Burdan noted in his diary, "When Phil con-
fidesin me that the experiment was going to be over, | fed eated, but shocked to
find some other guards disappointed somewhat because of the loss of money, but
somewhat because they were enjoying themselves.™

A Find Mixing of the Categories

In the third hour of debriefing alot of nervous laughter filled the aboratory room
when we brought in the former prisoners to meet their captors, indistinguishable
in their civilian clothes. Without their uniforms, numbers, and distinctive acces-
sories, they were interchangeable, hard even for me to identify, having gotten so
used to seeing them in their prison garb. (Remember, in 1971 there was hair
everywhere, shoulder-length hair and long sideburns on most of the students in
both categories, some of whom had full mustaches as well.)

The joint session was, in the words of one former prisoner, "diffly polite,”
compared to the more relaxed and friendly prisoners' session. As each was scop-
ing out the others, one prisoner asked whether some recruits had been selected to
be guards because they weretaller. Jerry-5486 said, "I had the feding somewhere
along the study that the guards were bigger than the prisoners, and | wonder if
the average height of the guards is higher than the average height of the prison-
ers. | don't know if that's true or not or if that was my perception because of the
uniforms." Before | answered "No," | asked all the students to line up in order of
their height, from tallest to shortest. There was an almost perfect height match
between the guards on one sde and the prisoners on the other. What became evi-
dent isthat the prisoners had come to perceive the guards as taller than they ac-
tually were, asthough their guard power provided them with atwo-inch shoe lift.

There were not any direct confrontations between abused prisoners and
abusing guards, as | had anticipated there might be. In part, this was because
such personal challenges would have been awkward in a group of more than
twenty people. It islikdy, however, that what remained of the strong emotions felt
by some of the former prisoners had to be conscioudly suppressed now that the
power grid had been deactivated. It also helped that a few of the guards openly
apologized for submerging themselves too deeply into their role and taking it too
serioudy. Their apologies eased the tension and stood as proxy for the tougher
guards who did not apologize openly, like Hellmann.
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At this debriefing session, former Tough Guard Arnett, our sociology gradu-
ate student, recounted two events that had impressed him:

One was Zimbardo's observation of "prisoners " immersion in their in-
mate roles . . . expressed by people staying inmates even when they said
they'd give up their payment if they could be released [paroled]. The other
impression is the seeming inability of former "prisoners” at the meseting to
believe that "John Wayne" and |, and perhaps other guards (I fdt that we
were the two mogt didiked guards) had been completely acting in our
roles. Some or many "prisoners’ seemed to fed that we were actualy
sadigtic or extremely authoritarian people and that our professions of act-
ing were cover-ups, to hide the real nature of our behavior from them, or
oursalves, or both. | am absolutely surethat for mysdf at least, thiswas not
the case”’

One psychological observation that | offered was about the lack of humor in
our prison and the failure to use humor to defuse tension or even to bring some
reality to an unreal situation. For example, guards who were not pleased with the
extreme behavior of their shift mates could have made ajoke at their expense in
guard quarters, saying that they should be getting double pay for overacting their
role. Or the prisoners might have used humor to pull themselves out of the unreal
basement jail by asking the guards what this place had been used for before it be-
came ajail: apigsty? Or afrat house, maybe? Humor breaks through the preten-
sions of person and place. However, in the past week there had been none to be
found in this sad place.

Before we adjourned, | asked them al to be sure they had completed their
final evaluations of the experience they had undergone and to complete some
other forms that Curt Banks had available. | aso invited them to write a short ret-
rospective diary of the eventsthat stood out in their memory during the following
month. They would get afee for doing so. Findly, they would al beinvited back in
a few weeks for a "Class of 1971" reunion to review some of the data we had
gathered. A dide show and video clips would be available.

It should be added that | maintained contact with many of the participants
over anumber of years, al of them through correspondence whenever there was
apublication or media show of the study. In addition, some of them participated
in various television programs that featured our study for decades after this expe-
rience, afew even to thisday. We will discuss the aftereffects of this experience on
them later on.

What Does It Mean to Be a Prisoner or a Guard?

Before we turn in the next chapter to examining some of the objective datawe col-
lected over the six days of study and to reflect on the serious ethical issues raised
by the experiment, | think it would be useful to review some of the insights we
gathered from a selection of our participants.



186 The Lucifer Effect

On Being in the Role of Prisoner

Clay-416: "A good prisoner is one who knows how to strategically unify himself
with other prisoners without getting put out of action himsdf. My cellmate, Jerry
[5486], is a good prisoner. There are always bound to be some prisoners strug-
gling to get out and others who are not at that point. Those who are not strug-
gling at the time should learn to protect their interests without being a real
obstacle to those who are struggling. A bad prisoner is one who cannot do this,
who is only out for himself."*

]erry-5486: "The most apparent thing that | noticed was how most of the
peoplein this study derive their sense of identity and well-being from their imme-
diate surroundings rather than from within themselves, and that's why they
broke down—just couldn't stand the pressure—they had nothing within them to
hold up against al of this."*

Paul-5704: "The way we had to degrade ourselves realy brought me down
and that'swhy we al got docile towards the end of the experiment. | gave up being
areactionary because | could see nothing was being changed by my attitude and
behavior. After Stew and Rich [819 and 1037] left, | found mysdf thinking that |
couldn't change everything that needed changing mysdf ... that's another rea-
son | settled down after they left, to accomplish what | wanted | would have
needed others to work with me. | tried to talk to the other prisoners about a strike
or something, but they wanted no part of it because of the punishment they had
received for thefirst one."*

Guard Arnett: "I was profoundly surprised and impressed by the reactions of
most of the prisonersto the experimental situation ... particularly the individual
breakdowns which did occur, and the impending ones which | fed surely would
have happened had the experiment not been terminated when it was."*

Doug-8612: "The material conditions, like the guards, the cells, and such
quff, that didn't matter to me—like when | was nude and in chains, that never
bothered me. It was the head part, the psychologica part that was the worst.
Knowing that | couldn't get out if | wanted ... | didn't like not being able to go to
the bathroom when | wanted to. . . . It's not having the choice that's the tearing
apart thing."*

Substitute Prisoner Dave-"8612"—our sy, who knew that he was sent into
our jail for only one day to find out about the nature of the escape plans—reveals
how quickly and totally one can move into the role of prisoner: "The roles were
infesting everyone from the lowliest prisoner to the warden himsdf." He very
quickly identified himsdlf with the prisoners, and in only a single day the simu-
lated imprisonment had an enormous impact on Dave:

| a times fdt some guilt at being sent in to fink on these great guys—
| was somewhat rdlieved that there was really nothing to tell about the
escape. . . . And when the opportunity to fink did come up—I knew where
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the handcuff key was after awhile—I didn't tell. . . .| fdl adeep that night
feding dirty, guilty, scared. When we were taken to the bailer room (in an-
ticipation of the break in) | had taken of my foot cuff and serioudly con-
Sdered trying to escape (alone | might add) but | did not for fear of getting
caught.... The experience of one full day as a prisoner had aroused suffi-
cient anxiety to kegp me away from the prison for the rest of the week.
Even when | returned for the "debriefing" session, | was ill feding ex-
tremely anxious—I was not eating very much, fdt mildly nauseous dl the
time, and was more nervous than | can ever remember being. The entire
experience was S0 upsetting to me that | was unableto bring mysdf to dis-
cuss my experiencesin depth with anyone—even my wife.”

| should add that we later discovered that the handcuff keys had been stolen
from one of the guards by a prisoner. After the incident with the Wednesday-
night transfer of &l the prisoners up to thefifth-floor storage room, when they
were returnedtotheYard at 12:30 A.M., two of the prisoners had been cuffed to-
gether to prevent their trying to escape. Without the keysto unlock them, | hadto
call the Stanford Police to remove the cuffs, an embarrassment, to say the least.
One of the prisoners had thrown the key into a heating vent. David knew this and
never shared that information with any of the gaff.

On the Power of the Guard Role

Guard Geoff Landry: "It's amogt like a prison that you create yourself—you get
into it, and it'sjust that it becomes the definitions you make of yoursdf, almost
become walls, and you want to break out, and you want to be able to tell every-
one that, 'thisisn't really Me at all, and I'm a person who wants to get out and
show that I'mfree and | do have my own will, and I'm not the sadistic type of per-
son that enjoys this type of thing."*

Guard Varnish: "Thisexperience was worthwhile for me, absolutely. Theidea
that two roughly identical groups of college students each in only a week's time
evolved into two totally disparate socia groups with one group having and utiliz-
ing total power over the other to their detriment is chilling.

"I was surprised at myself.... | made them call each other names and clean
out toilets with their bare hands. | practically considered the prisoners 'cattle,’
and | kept thinking | have to watch out for them in case they try something."”

Guard Vandy: "My enjoyment in harassing and puni shing prisonerswasquite
unnatural for me because | tend to think of mysdf asbeing sympathetic to thein-
jured, especialy animals. | think that it was an outgrowth from my total freedom
to rulethe prisoners, | began to abuse my authority."*

(An interesting carryover, or carryout, of this newfound guard power is re-
vealed in Warden Jaffeéslog. Vandy had reported to the others on his shift "that he
had caught himsdf bossing his mother around at home.")

Guard Arnett: "Being superficialy tough came easily to me. For onething, |
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am an authoritarian person in some ways (even though | strongly didike the trait
in mysdf and others). Further, | fdt that the experiment was important and my
being 'guard-like' was part of finding out how peoplereact toreal oppression. ...
The main influence on my behavior was the feding, even though vague, that real
prison isbrutal inthat it isdehumanizing. | tried to be that within the constraints
of my detachment and controlled commitment. . . . Firgt, | tried to avoid ever
being personal or friendly. . . . | tried to be neutral and business like. Also, | was
aware from my readings that the boredom and other aspects of prison life can be
exploited to make people fed disoriented by being impersonal; giving boring
work; punishing al prisoners for 'bad' behavior by individuas, demanding per-
fect execution of trivial commands in exercise and at other times; speaking
harshly and mechanically during exercise sessions... within asocia setting and
so very senditiveto those in control of that setting, and | tried to heighten prisoner
alienation by using some of those techniques. | could do thisin only alimited way,
because | didn't want to be brutal."*

On Good and Bad Guards

Paul-5704: "1 was pleased with John and Geoff [Landry]. They didn't really get
into the guard thing as much as the others. They always remained human beings
even when giving punishment to someone. | was surprised that the guardsin gen-
eral accepted their roles as much as they did after being able to go home each day
or night."*

Guard John Landry: 'After | talked to the other prisoners, they told mel wasa
good guard and thanksfor being that way. | knew inside | was a shit. Curt [Banks|
looked at me and | knew he knew. | knew also that while | was good and just to the
prisoners, | faled mysdf. | let cruelty happen and did nothing except fed guilty
and be anice guy. | honestly didn't think | could do anything. | didn't even try. |
did what most people do. | sat in the guard's station and tried to forget about the
prisoners."*

An even more remarkable testimony to the power of this simulated prison ex-
perience and itsimpact on one of the guards whom prisoners saw asthe most fair
andjust, Gedff Landry, the big brother of John Landry, occurred in an audio inter-
view at the end of the study. He surprised us by indicating that he had been think-
ing of switching roles.

Guard Geoff Landry: "The experience became morethan just participating in
the experiment. What | mean to say isthat if thiswas an experiment, the results
and products were almost too real. When a prisoner gives you a glassy stare, and
mumbles inaudibly, you just almost have to perceive the worst. It's amost be-
cause you fear that the worst will happen. It'samost asif | accepted it would hap-
pen, and the dightest indication of anxiety and breakdown is the beginning of
the worst possible effects. Specificaly, the experience became more than just an
experiment when 1037 started acting as though he was breaking down. At this
time| was afraid and apprehensive and thought of quitting. And | also was think-
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ing of asking to become a prisoner. | fdt asthough | didn't want to become part of
the machine that beats down on other men and forces them to conform and con-
tinually harasses them. | almost wished that | was being harassed than having to
be the harasser."*

In this context, it is interesting to note that on Wednesday night, this guard
had reported to the Warden that his shirt was too tight and wasirritating his skin,
s0 hetook it off. Obvioudy, since he had selected it, had tried it on for fit the day be-
fore we began, and had worn it for four days with no complaints, his problemwas
more mental than material. We arranged for himto get alarger sze, which he put
on reluctantly. He also kept taking df his sunglasses and not remembering where
he had put them when the g&ff asked why he was not following standard guard
protocol.

Guard Ceros: "I hated the whole fucking experiment. | walked out the door
when the experiment was over. It was too real for me."*

On the Quiet Rage of Guard Sadism

Doug-8612, in an interview he did later for a student-directed film on our study,
eloquently compared the Stanford Prison Experiment with real prisons he had
come to know as a gaff member working in a California prison:

"The Stanford Prison was a very benign prison situation, and it till caused
the guards to become sadistic, prisoners to become hysterical, other prisonersto
break out in hives. Here you have a benign situation, and it didn't work. It pro-
moted everything a regular prison promotes. The guard role promotes sadism.
The prisoner role promotes confusion and shame. Anybody can be a guard. It's
harder to be on guard against the impulse to be sadistic. It'saquiet rage, malevo-
lence, you can keep down but there's nowhere for it to go; it comes out sideways,
sadigtically. | think you do have more control as a prisoner. Everybody needs to
[experience being] a prisoner. There are real prisoners | have met in jail who are
people of exceptional dignity, who did not put down the guards, who were always
respectful of the guards, who did not create in the guards a sadistic impulse, who
could rise above the shame of therole. They knew how to preserve their dignity in
that situation."*

On the Nature of Prisons

Clay-416: "The guards are aslocked in asyou are as prisoners. They just havethe
run of the cdlblock, but they have alocked door behind them which they can't
open, and so redlly you're al together and what you create, you create together.
Prisoners have no society of their own and the guards don't have any society of
their own. It's one thing and it's hideous."*

Guard Ceros: "[When] a prisoner reacted violently toward me, | found that
| had to defend mysdf, not as me but as me the guard. ... He hated me as the
guard. He was reacting to the uniform. | had no choice but to defend mysdf as
aguar