May 25, 2020

The Michigan Humanities Collaboratory
Attn: Carceral State Project

100 North Hatcher Gallery

Hatcher Graduate Library

913 S. University

Ann Arbor, MI 48109

Dear Nora,

Thank you for giving me the opportunity to participate in your Carceral State
Project. I generally followed your question prompts as an organizational
pattern. Some of the issues I'm very passionate about involve functional
death sentences (LIFE without parole sentences), the sex offender registry,
residency restrictions, and lifetime electronic monitoring. I didn't write
about these in any detail because it appeared you were primarily interested
in incarceration experiences, not as much in what happens afterwards. If
you're interested, when we're able to again, I'd be happy to print out a
couple of papers I've written on these subjects and send them to you (I'm

in the Calvin Prison Initiative).

I also thought you might be interested to hear, in the middle of writing

for this project, I found out that my daughter will be going to the University
of Michigan in the fall. She just graduated from high school with a 4.0+

and will be studying Movement Science at U of M. Regretfully, I haven't been
in her life since she was almost seven, but I keep up on her life as I'm

able to, and I'm extremely proud of her for her accomplishments so far.

Please let me know if you need anything further from me, or if you'd like
those papers when I can print them again. Thank you again for the opportunity.

Respectfully,

Bryan
#739416
Handlon Correctional Facility
1728 W. Bluewater Hwy.

Ionia, MI 48846
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Name: Bryan Noonan
Date of Writing: May 18, 2020

BACKGROUND

I was born in 1977 in San Diego, California to married parents. I was raised
by a mom and dad, although my mom was our primary caregiver. My very early
YeatS(whidtIdm'trunalber)werespmtinGlmaMSanDiego,aslydad
wasinﬂ:eNavyatﬂxetime.Hyearuestmiwareino:mard, California
vmereIlivedmtilIwasﬁyearsold.!heaﬂtueinOmmrdiasmytatim.
wewerea\eofthreevmitefauliesonamstreet,andﬂneremimfauha
Weremstlylatimwithafwmad(fanﬂiesasweu.Inthe'SOsOxnard,
Califmﬂauasanagriuﬂturalmmity, but the farm land was being sold
offaxﬂdwelopedmtocaﬂos.GangactivitywasprmixmtinMrdatthe
time.mcnpsandBloodswerefaﬁim,andsmllneighbw}nodgangsuere
Common.

I distinctly remember, when I was 5 or 6 years old, that our neighbor's
house across the street was shot up several times. Although we moved to
amﬂnrmig!moﬂwod,ﬂ\erewereviolaltmﬂuamsthereaswen.wm
made the decision to homeschool us (I had two brothers at the time) both
because of the cultural influences and because of their Judeo-Christian views.
I was homeschooled from kindergarten through twelfth grade. Nevertheless,
in California I had several neighborhood friends (nearly all Latino) whom
I played with regqularly.

When I was 12 years old, our family uprooted and moved across the country.
We moved to Mairfnear where my dad had family. My dad was no longer in the
Navy,hxthestillmtkedforthegovenlmt.mmjne,amfmilyw
around a lot since we rented rather than bought homes. I was exposed to
farming through our church commnity, and from age 13 to 17 I worked on
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several farms, including hay/beef farms and strawberry/vegetable farms, The
r:ei@bcﬂnodsvelivedmwereeiﬂerveryqtnet,merepeoplemuedﬂ)eir
own business, or in the country where we didn't know our neighbors because w
they were too far away.

Afteracoupleofyearsinamimgosuhn-b,lmvedtomdxiganwlmr
was 20 and have lived here ever since. In my early twenties I became a part |
mmafledglimmlimbatteryhminess.tmedmyself-tamtintmet 1
mrketingacpertisetogmwulemsmeestoathrivingﬂ.smmmcmly.
Iwasalsoactiveinmymmityasaboardmforwrloalnabitat
for Humanity chapter, eventually serving as the Vice President of the board.
Iwasactivein-ydmrdlandhadagrowingfaﬂy.mtIlostmyfanily,
hlsin&ss,andcunmitymputationinccnmgtoprisun.

Alﬂnlghlhadanu\c]ein(!aliforniawlbspenttimeinptisalinthe '80s
for bank robbery (I remember visiting him when I was very young), my
perception of the criminal legal system was developed in isolation and highly
influenced by my faith commmity. I believed that the criminal legal system
was fair and equitable; I supported the death penalty; I supported harsh
sentences; and I was generally unsympathetic towards people who chose to
commit crimes. I had the luxury of being naive and idealistic,

Other than my visit to my incarcerated uncle when I was very young, my
first exposure to the criminal legal system was when my older brother went
to work for Prison Fellowship. I remember hearing him talk about various
issues surrounding the legal system, but my views were not largely influenced
by his experiences. My second exposure was as the foreman of a jury for a
criminal trial. I served on the jury for an armed robbery case out of Benton
Harbor, Michigan. Although I was the youngest on the jury, I was elected
foreman, which I gladly accepted. Sitting through the trial opened my eyes
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tothebasicstmctureofajurytrial,andthemedmmicsoflnwthetrial
System works, Without going into detail about the case, we as the jury were
mwmcedbythe"facts"mtedbythepmsewum. while we believed
m¢mtmmwmmblym,mmmmtme
the prosecution's case was nearly all circumstantial, I remember feeling
badforthevictimmodidn'tqetjustice (he had been paralyzed from the
waist down), but also feeling like I did my duty to uphold my understanding
of our justice system. It must be fair and impartial. People are innocent
tmtilpmvenguilty.&mimtmctimsweretonakewrﬁndjngsbasedm
"beyuﬂareasmabledmbt,'andthe;rosecutordidmtsatisfythat
rquiraent.ﬂyﬂﬂrdexpomretoﬂnecdmhnllegalsystemwasinthease
for which I am currently in prison.

My experience with this system, from the inside, opened my eyes wide to
the injustices endemic in the legal system. My paid attorney met with me
onlythreetimein7nu1thsinthecumtywhilemyczseprogressed.me
meamnevermetwithmeawe.'mecamtyjauofﬁcerswereverynﬂe
and malicious, tteatingmandoﬂlermsmetslﬂcewelndbemfanﬁglnlty,
not like we were pretrial detainees. I experienced prosecutorial abuses,
trial court violations of court rules and state laws, inept counsel, and
many other injustices in the legal system. My experience was that I was
cmsideredg:iltybefaremyevidawevasevmpresentedinmymse.uy
experience of the appellate process is that it is also unfair. The courts
rmtimlydisnissedclearviolatimsofmtmlesandlaw,arﬂﬂiemssage
I received was clear: the courts can violate the law carte blanc, but citizens
cannot. mlymmcitizalsareheldaccamtableforviolatimsofﬂ\elaw,
but those with money and those protected by rules they establish themselves
(i.e. prosecutorial immmnity) are not held accountable. I have since become
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completely disillusioned with the lack of justice and fairness in our criminal
legal system,

I pled guilty to one of the five charges against me. I was gquilty of two
of those five charges, so I pled to one of them in exchange for the other
four being dropped. Although T knew nothing about the sentencing guidelines
at the time (my attorney admitted he didn't either), I was scored at 9-15
years, but was ultimately sentenced (and later resentenced) to 17-to-45 years
in prison for criminal sexual conduct, first-degree. Mandatory minimum
sentencing would have required a minimum 25-year sentence had T not taken
a plea. However, properly scored, my guidelines should have been 42-70 months,
not 9-15 years. Additimally,mnthsafter!wassmtetwed,mysmtaloewas
substantively modified by the courts, and I received notice by mail that
ﬂ:eyhaddmethis.hlifetimeelectrmictetrersmtememsaddedtow
prison sentence, despite its absence from my plea agreement. The appellate
courts have denied every attempt to challenge this injustice, a violation
ofhwforwhichotherwblishdcaseshaverequiredresmtaningarﬁmal
of the tether,

I accepted a plea because I was guilty, and it was very important to me
to not force those I had harmed to testify in court, I had done enough damage,
andIdidmtwanttoena\dﬂ\atﬂmxghﬂ\emuliatmgmsofaanm
trial. Unfortunately, t'hat left me stuck between wanting to do the right
thingmﬂthemjustmsofthecriminallegalsystan.ﬂybig@stcmcem
atﬂﬁspointisthatiflwastreatedthewayluas, what does that mean
forlnwﬂaesystantreatedttnselhadhamed?nmkesueshuﬂerbothink

whatﬂ\eywereputﬂmngh.mehamlhadcausedwasbadmxghwiﬂmt
theatﬂedinsultofmmjust,mmnrgsystan.
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INCARCERATION

Because my sentence exceeded 10 years, I started my incarceration at
a level four prison. I was classified as low property risk and moderate
assault risk (because my non-violent crime is considered assaultive), but
I was housed with very violent people.

I have been housed at the following facilities:

* Oaks Correctional Facility (level 4); 10/21/09 to 07/01/20

* Michigan Reformatory (level 4); 07/01/20 to 09/21/12

* Lakeland Correctional Facility (level 2); 09/21/12 to 06/16/16

* Handlon Correctional Facility (MTU) (level 2); 06/16/16 to present
For me, incarceration has been a complete culture shock. I was raised in,
and as an adult lived in, conmmnities of people who largely followed the
law. These commnities were mostly influenced by Christian belief systems
and practices. It took me a year or two to adapt to the complexities of prison
life. From the perspective of a White person raised in relative privilege
(my parents were both white, but we were lower middle class), one of my most
profound experiences has been being hated for no other reason than because
I am white, While I enjoyed the privilege of belonging to the dominant culture
prior to prison, I am now in the minority culture.

My experiences in prison differed widely, depending on which prison
I was housed at. Superficially, when I walked into Oaks Correctional Facility,
I remember thinking that it looked like a college campus behind barbed wire.
Movement was very controlled, but the landscaping was well kempt, and the
sidewalks and buildings were fairly new. The two man cells were relatively

spacious and had toilet/sink combinations inside the cells with steel doors.
The walls and floors were freshly painted, and the housing units were clean
and well maintained.
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Driving up to the Michigan Reformatory, I remember thinking, "what is
this, shawshank?!" It was very old, surrounded by a very high solid wall,
and there was little if any landscaping. Inside the walls, there were very
few plants, trees, or even grass. It was a bleak existence. The single man
cells were cramped with toilet/sink combos inside, and one side of the cells
was open to the hallway with only bars to confine us. It was very noisy with
very little privacy, but single man cells were great.

My first glimpse of Lakeland Correctional Facility was of their very
large big yard. It abutted the road, and prisoners were running the track
or sitting at picnic tables. when I entered the facility, my immediate
impression was that there was a bleck party going on. It was September, and
people were outside of their units nearly en masse. Men had their music
playing outside, some were playing softball, and there was a general sense
of ease, Some of this major shift from my prior experiences was because of
the level change from 4 to 2, and also because Lakeland is considered an
"honor" facility. I was housed for four and half years in a pole barn, in
an eight-man cube, with 160 prisoners' noise open for all to hear. It was
loud, there was no privacy, and very little sense of security.

At MTU the buildings are old, windows very drafty, bathroom plumbing
old and in need of replacement, and rec yards not very well maintained. The
two-man cells are also cramped with a small one-person desk for two people
to share. The bathrooms and dayrooms are often crowded, and one ar the other
bathrooms in the unit is routinely shut down because of plumbing problems.
The leaves one bathroom (4 stalls, 7 urinals, and 11 sinks) for 240 people.

However, it is very nice to be able to shut my cell door again (this time

I have a key to the door). I'm able to shut out some of the noise in the
unit and find a place of respite.







