My name is Madeleine Smith. For much of 2024, until shortly before Officer Lansing died, my
husband Tommy was a prisoner at Ross Correctional Institution. Tommy is still in a Level 4
prison, though no longer at Ross, and he is a kindhearted, self-sacrificing man who has lived an
unimaginable life. He knew Officer Lansing, and he is a firsthand witness to the conditions that
need to be addressed if you are to honor his memory by preventing such deaths in the future.
Though we didn’t know the exact circumstances, the news of it came as no surprise to us after
witnessing the level of neglect, desperation, and criminally-inadequate mental health care
allowed in Ohio prisons, and specifically at that prison. We know that these issues play a far
bigger role in addiction and violence than any lack of punishment, because people with nothing
to lose, and people who are not in their right minds, cannot just be threatened with more
punishment.

I am a firsthand witness to the apathy and complicity of prison administrators at every level, but
more importantly | am a witness to the absolute necessity of family bonds in protecting the lives
and well-being of people in prison. Nothing is more important to the safety of prisoners, prison
staff, and society at large than bonds to humanity: connections of love and support that must be
fostered, not cut. So | came to tell you that nothing could be worse to exacerbate the dangers of
drugs and violence in Ohio prisons than the provisions in this bill that would remove tablets,
contact visits, and programs from the already-desperate lives of incarcerated people. With
these provisions you will senselessly punish not only prisoners but their families out here in the
world: tens of thousands of Ohioans including me, who had nothing to do with the death of
Officer Lansing or any crime at all. People in prison are still members of families and they have
innocent children, parents, brothers, sisters, and spouses who already struggle to carry on
without them.

My husband would not be alive today if he hadn’t been able to call me from his cell over the
past eight years. For one thing, his mental health condition combined with the stress of life in
prison make it very difficult for him to leave his cell at all. Due to years of solitary confinement,
(extended by the abuses laid out in a lawsuit that he recently won), he gets serious panic attacks
at the prospect of crossing the lawn or joining a crowd for med pass or chow, and to this day he
struggles with medication compliance and nutrition for that reason. When he was at Ross,
Tommy was actually forced off his medication due to compliance problems that were not his
fault, and which went unaddressed even when he reported them. The prison and its oversight
bodies were unwilling to revisit their decision or move a muscle to help him, even when denial
of treatment put Tommy on the brink of death, with life-threatening physical and mental
symptoms. It took weeks of constant calls and pleading emails from me to get Tommy his
medication back, and not without irreversible damage to his mind, body, and life.



For those weeks, Tommy’s pain was indescribable. He would call me first thing in the morning
sobbing. He couldn’t stop vomiting from withdrawal; he would vomit in the middle of a
sentence on the phone with me. He lost at least 30 pounds. He had constant panic attacks,
intrusive thoughts, and nightmares, including nightmares about guards murdering him,
torturing him and laughing at him based on many real life experiences. Both awake and asleep,
Tommy re-lived horrific scenes of violence, suicide and murder he had seen throughout his life
from the time he was a child. He described his mind as a “maze.” He was unable to make clear
sentences, unable to think, sometimes crying, sometimes giving me his final will and testament
because he thought he was going to die — He wanted to die.

But because he had a tablet in his cell, | could talk to him, | could sing to him, | could promise to
make everything better. Though he is back on his medication, it still happens sometimes that
despair reaches him like this, and the tablet has saved his life many times over. In my
headphones, he can stay with me throughout the day, go with me wherever | go, and listen to
my conversations in the normal world, where there is love and hope and something to live for. |
can tell him about the home he is trying to make it to. And when necessary | can call the prison
and agitate for someone to help him. The last time this happened was last week, and after
getting a familiar list of excuses | still had to threaten to sue somebody to get my husband an
urgent visit from his mental health liaison. There are thousands of stories like this that you will
never hear, and many end in senseless tragedies with rippling effects throughout the
communities of Ohio. No one at the prison or its administration will do anything about the
status quo unless you make them. Until then, it is all us — their loved ones. We protect society
more than you know. We prevent despair from taking over. The vast majority of us have never
and would never jeopardize our access to our loved ones by trafficking drugs into prison. Yet we
stand to be punished as though we did.

| wish | had time to tell you how important the tablets also were to the one time we saw a
glimmer of accountability for prison abuse, when Tommy won his lawsuit before a jury last year.
There are special legal hurdles working against prisoners seeking justice for their Eighth
Amendment rights being violated, and it’s very easy for guilty staff to interfere with the
procedure, making justice for their victims impossible. It was only because prisoners at SOCF
had tablets in their cells in 2019 that we were able to shine a light on this, and get Tommy
through the process despite this interference occurring.

This is not a case of balancing interests. There is no plus side to taking away tablets, it will make
everything worse. It will not prevent drug trafficking. There was drug trafficking before there
were tablets and there always will be until root problems are addressed: dire poverty, trauma,
mental illness, and a desperate market for intoxicants. It will not change until officers, prison
staff, and administrators start being held accountable for their own crimes and constitutional



violations. Increase punishments for prisoners if you want to, but you won’t solve this problem
until you stop imagining that there are two types of people, good guys and bad guys, and all the
prisoners must be bad guys. Until then, love and family are all we have reinforcing the threads
of safety that still exist. In some ways, prison in America is worse than it was thirty years ago.
Longer sentences and development of security infrastructure have created a fortress reality
unlike anything in world history. The only things that make this existence endurable are the
tablets and visits: contact and support from family. Please do not allow this bill to pass without
modifications that protect us, our families and marriages, and our ability to support each other.



