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20 Bradston Street
Boston, Ma 02118 8/25/2015

Dear Superintendent in Chief Mike Harris,

On June 18%, 2015 I was sentenced to 18 months to South Bay House of
Correctlons While I was downstalrs domg m mtake the nurse told me that
QUL ' s B@. As aresult ] was
admitted to the mﬁrmary cell #7 without my knowledge I thought I was going to
New Man. This is where I met a friend named Mr. Pendaltin who Wwas extremely
sick. Mr. Pendaltin is a person that I will & can’t ever forget. I watched him suffer
since Thursday, June 18" in the mﬁnnary whlle in cell #7 He would be pacmg

. He would throw up allday, and nothmg would come out Heand I

could not sleep Mr Pendaltln constantly stated tha
% IR to the nurses.

Mr. Pendaltin was a skinny guy with a huge stomach. I could visually see that
something was definitely wrong. There is no way his stomach could be that
enormous. Every day Mr. Pendaltin got worse till the point he could not walk or
stand for more than 20 seconds. I would constantly ask him if he was ok. With his
raspy voice he would tell me “He needs to go to the hospital, he doesn’t feel good
at all”. In order for him to shower he had to sit in a chair because of the pain and
how weak he was. I let him have my shower shoes and I then reported to the
female C.O. that I need another pair and that Mr. Pendaltin needs immediate
care.On Saturday he ha‘ that almost killed him. Nurses came 30-1hr at
night to try to reduce his heart rate. He should’ve been admitted to BMC Hospital,
but instead the nurse . Throughout that
whole time I had the covers over my head sweating and not believing this was
really happening. This was like a nightmare that I was living.

On Sunday, June 21* at 8:00 Mr. Pendaltm suffered hornb
ambulance to the nurses, telling them e ;
jesus, call the ambulance. The C.O. made the call, but the wrong one saymg “he
has trouble breathing”, also telling Mr. Pendaltin quiet down as if he wasn’t
screaming out of pain and for his life. It took 30 minutes just to get him out the

screaming
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infirmary. Which doesn’t make any sense. I watched Mr. Pendaltin being wheeled
out by 8:30, laying there, not moving or screaming. That’s when I realized he was

gone.

Not a moment goes by that this doesn’t play in my head. Screaming, suffering,
and begging for his life. I remember like it was yesterday. From Thursday till
Sunday everyway that he suffered as I watched him, having no power to do
anything.

On Monday morning they moved me out the cell saying something was wrong
with the room but when I said “it’s because Mr. Pendaltin died” the C.O. replied
yes. Later that day I was cleared from the infirmary and brought to New Man. As I
was settling in with my property, I was called down by 2 Investigators to discuss
what happened to Mr. Pendaltin. I told them what happened and they looked
furious on what I said and they then said “did I give him anything” as if it was my
fault that he died.

As for Medication I take-

'of the incident that left Mr. pendaltin deceased I also take

as a result. I’ve spoken to the psychiatrist Jose Hidalgo about this and told him I
need a therapist. Mr. Pendaltin is a person I will and cannot forget. A friend that

will always be remembered. He was a good guy.




