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      THE THOUSANDTH MAN

      One man in a thou­sand, Solomon says,

      Will stick more close than a broth­er.

      And it's worth while seek­ing him half your days

      If you find him be­fore the oth­er.

      Nine hun­dred and nine­ty-​nine de­pend

      On what the world sees in you,

      But the Thou­sandth Man will stand your friend

      With the whole round world agin you.

      Tis nei­ther promise nor prayer nor show

      Will set­tle the find­ing for 'ee

      Nine hun­dred and nine­ty-​nine of 'em go

      By your looks, or your acts, or your glo­ry.

      But if he finds you and you find him,

      The rest of the world don't mat­ter;

      For the Thou­sandth Man will sink or swim

      With you in any wa­ter.

      You can use his purse with no more talk

      Than he us­es yours for his spend­ings.

      And laugh and meet in your dai­ly walk

      As though there had been no lend­ings.

      Nine hun­dred and nine­ty-​nine of 'em call

      For sil­ver and gold in their deal­ings;

      But the Thou­sandth Man he's worth 'em all,

      Be­cause you can show him your feel­ings.

      His wrong's your wrong, and his right's your right,

      In sea­son or out of sea­son.

      Stand up and back it in all men's sight -

      With that for your on­ly rea­son!

      Nine hun­dred and nine­ty-​nine can't bide

      The shame or mock­ing or laugh­ter,

      But the Thou­sandth Man will stand by your side

      To the gal­lows-​foot - and af­ter!

      Rud­yard Kipling (1865-1936)
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      10.21 am

      It is a glo­ri­ous day: a day for watch­ing crick­et, for drink­ing Pimm's, for build­ing sand­cas­tles, for mow­ing the lawn. Not a day to be trav­el­ling in a sweat­box for 120 miles.

      Hav­ing served twen­ty-​one days and four­teen hours in Bel­marsh, I am about to be trans­port­ed to HMP Way­land, a Cat­ego­ry C prison in Nor­folk. A Group 4 van is my chauf­feur-​driv­en trans­port, with two cu­bi­cles for two pris­on­ers. I re­main locked in for fif­teen min­utes await­ing the ar­rival of a sec­ond pris­on­er. I hear him talk­ing, but can't see him. Is he al­so go­ing to Way­land?

      At last the great elec­tric gates of Bel­marsh slide open and we be­gin our jour­ney east. My tem­po­rary mov­ing res­idence is a com­part­ment four feet by three with a plas­tic seat. I feel nau­seous with­in ten min­utes, and am cov­ered in sweat with­in fif­teen.

      The jour­ney to Way­land prison in Nor­folk takes just over three hours. As I peer through my tiny win­dow I rec­og­nize the oc­ca­sion­al fa­mil­iar land­mark on the Cam­bridge leg of the trip. Once the uni­ver­si­ty city is be­hind us, I have to sat­is­fy my­self with a glimpse at sign­posts when­ev­er we slow down at round­abouts to pin­point where we are: New­mar­ket, Bury St Ed­munds, Thet­ford. So for this par­tic­ular pe­ri­od of my life that very spe­cial la­dy, Gillian Shep­hard, will be my Mem­ber of Par­lia­ment.

      The roads be­come nar­row­er and the trees taller the fur­ther east we trav­el. When we fi­nal­ly ar­rive at Way­land it couldn't be in stark­er con­trast to the en­trance of Bel­marsh with its fore­bod­ing high walls and elec­tric gates. And - most pleas­ing of all - not a mem­ber of the press in sight. We drive in­to the yard and come to a halt out­side the re­cep­tion area. I sense im­me­di­ate­ly a dif­fer­ent at­mo­sphere and a more ca­su­al ap­proach by prison of­fi­cers. But then their dai­ly tar­iff is not gang­land mur­der­ers, ERA ter­ror­ists, rapists and drug barons.

      The first of­fi­cer I meet as I walk in­to re­cep­tion is Mr Knowles. Once he has com­plet­ed the pa­per­work, he signs me over to a Mr Brown, as if I were a reg­is­tered par­cel. Once again, I am strip-​searched be­fore the of­fi­cer emp­ties my HMP Bel­marsh plas­tic bag on­to the counter and rum­mages through my pos­ses­sions. He re­moves my dress­ing gown, the two large blue tow­els William had so thought­ful­ly sup­plied and a blue track­suit. He in­forms me that they will be re­turned to me as soon as I am en­hanced.

      'How long will that take?' I ask.

      'Usu­al­ly about three months,' he replies ca­su­al­ly, as if it were a few grains of sand pass­ing through an hour­glass. I don't think I'll men­tion to Mr Brown that I'm hop­ing to be moved with­in a few days, once the po­lice en­quiry in­to Baroness Nichol­son's com­plaint con­cern­ing the Sim­ple Truth ap­peal has been seen for what it is.

      Mr Brown then places my beige slacks and blue shirt on one side, ex­plain­ing that I won't get those back un­til I've been re­leased or trans­ferred. He re­places them with a striped blue prison shirt and a pair of jeans. Af­ter sign­ing over my per­son­al pos­ses­sions, my pho­to­graph is tak­en, hold­ing up a lit­tle black­board with the chalk let­ters FF8282 un­der my chin, just as you've seen in films.

      I am es­cort­ed by an­oth­er of­fi­cer to what I would de­scribe as the quar­ter­mas­ter's stores. There I am hand­ed one tow­el (green), one tooth­brush (red), one tube of tooth­paste, one comb, two Bic ra­zors and one plas­tic plate, plas­tic bowl and plas­tic cut­lery.

      Hav­ing placed my new prison prop­er­ty in the plas­tic bag along with the few pos­ses­sions I am al­lowed to re­tain, I am es­cort­ed to the in­duc­tion wing. Mr Thomp­son, the in­duc­tion of­fi­cer, in­vites me in­to his of­fice. He be­gins by telling me that he has been in the Prison Ser­vice for ten years, and there­fore hopes he will be able to an­swer any ques­tions I might have.

      'You be­gin your life on the in­duc­tion wing,' he ex­plains, 'where you'll share a cell with an­oth­er pris­on­er.' My heart sinks as I re­call my ex­pe­ri­ence at Bel­marsh. I warn him that who­ev­er I share a cell with will sell his sto­ry to the tabloids. Mr Thomp­son laughs. How quick­ly will he find out? Prison would be so much more bear­able if you could share a cell with some­one you know. I can think of a dozen peo­ple I'd be hap­py to share a cell with, and more than a dozen who ought to be in one.

      When Mr Thomp­son fin­ish­es his in­tro­duc­to­ry talk, he goes on to as­sure me that I will be moved in­to a sin­gle cell on an­oth­er block once I've com­plet­ed my in­duc­tion.

      'How long will that take?' I ask.

      'We're so over­crowd­ed at the mo­ment,' he ad­mits, 'that it could take any­thing up to a month.' He paus­es. 'But in your case I hope it will be on­ly a few days.'

      Mr Thomp­son then de­scribes a typ­ical day in the life of Way­land, mak­ing it clear that pris­on­ers spend con­sid­er­ably less time locked in their cells than they do at Bel­marsh, which is a slight re­lief. He then lists the work choic­es: ed­uca­tion, gar­den­ing, kitchen, work­shop or wing clean­er. But he warns me that it will take a few days be­fore this can be sort­ed out. Noth­ing is ev­er done to­day in the Prison Ser­vice, and rarely even to­mor­row. He de­scribes how the can­teen works, and con­firms that I will be al­lowed to spend £12.50 per week there. I pray that the food will be an im­prove­ment on Bel­marsh. Sure­ly it can't be worse.

      Mr Thomp­son ends his dis­ser­ta­tion by telling me that he's se­lect­ed a qui­et room-​mate, who shouldn't cause me any trou­ble. Fi­nal­ly, as I have no more ques­tions, he ac­com­pa­nies me out of his lit­tle of­fice down a crowd­ed cor­ri­dor packed with young men aged be­tween eigh­teen to twen­ty-​five, who just stand around and stare at me.

      My heart sinks when he un­locks the door. The cell is filthy and would have been the sub­ject of a court or­der by the RSP­CA if any an­imal had been dis­cov­ered locked in­side. The win­dow and win­dow sill are caked in thick dirt - not dust, months of ac­cu­mu­lat­ed dirt - the lava­to­ry and the wash basin are cov­ered not with dirt, but shit. I need to get out of here as quick­ly as pos­si­ble. It is clear that Mr Thomp­son doesn't see the dirt and is obliv­ious to the cell's filthy con­di­tion. He leaves me alone on­ly for a few mo­ments be­fore my cell-​mate strolls in. He tells me his name, but his York­shire ac­cent is so broad that I can't make it out and re­sort to check­ing on the cell card at­tached to the door.

      Chris is about my height but more stocky. He goes on talk­ing at me, but I can un­der­stand on­ly about one word in three. When he fi­nal­ly stops talk­ing he set­tles down on the top bunk to read a let­ter from his moth­er while I be­gin to make up my bed on the bunk be­low. He chuck­les and reads out a sen­tence from her let­ter: 'If you don't get this let­ter, let me know and I'll send you an­oth­er one.' By the time we are let out to col­lect our sup­per I have dis­cov­ered that he is serv­ing a five-​year sen­tence for GBH (grievous bod­ily harm), hav­ing stabbed his vic­tim with a Stan­ley knife. This is Mr Thomp­son's idea of some­one who isn't go­ing to cause me any trou­ble.
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      6.00 pm

      All meals are served at a hot­plate, sit­uat­ed on the floor be­low. I wait pa­tient­ly in a long queue on­ly to dis­cov­er that the food is ev­ery bit as bad as Bel­marsh. I re­turn to my cell emp­ty-​hand­ed, grate­ful that can­teen or­ders at Way­land are on a Fri­day (to­mor­row). I ex­tract a box of Sug­ar Puffs from my plas­tic bag and fill the bowl, adding long-​life milk I munch a Bel­marsh ap­ple and silent­ly thank Del Boy.
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      6.30 pm

      Ex­er­cise: there are sev­er­al dif­fer­ences be­tween Bel­marsh and Way­land that are im­me­di­ate­ly ap­par­ent when you walk out in­to the ex­er­cise yard. First, you are not searched, sec­ond, the dis­tance you can cov­er with­out re­trac­ing your steps can be mul­ti­plied by five - about a quar­ter of a mile - third, the ra­tio of black to white pris­on­ers is now 30/70 - com­pared to 70/30 at Bel­marsh - and fourth, my ar­rival in Nor­folk caus­es even more un­so­licit­ed point­ing, snig­ger­ing and loutish re­marks, which on­ly force me to cur­tail my walk fif­teen min­utes ear­ly. I wish Mr Jus­tice Potts could ex­pe­ri­ence this for just one day.

      On the first long cir­cuit, the sales­men move in.

      'Any­thing you need, Jeff? Drugs, to­bac­co, phonecards?'

      They're all quite hap­py to re­ceive pay­ment on the out­side by cheque or cash. I ex­plain to them all firm­ly that I'm not in­ter­est­ed, but it's clear­ly go­ing to take a few days be­fore they re­al­ize I mean it.

      When the bar­row boys and sec­ond-​hand sales­men have de­part­ed emp­ty-​hand­ed, I'm joined by a lif­er who tells me he's al­so six­ty-​one, but the dif­fer­ence is that he's al­ready served twen­ty-​sev­en years in prison and still doesn't know when, if ev­er, he'll be re­leased. When I ask him what he's in for, he ad­mits to killing a po­lice­man. I be­gin a con­ver­sa­tion with a black man on the oth­er side of me, and the lif­er melts away.

      Sev­er­al of the more ma­ture pris­on­ers turn out to be in for 'white col­lar' crimes: fid­dling the DSS, the DTI or HM Cus­toms. One of them, David, joins me and im­me­di­ate­ly tells me that he's serv­ing five years.

      'What for?' I ask.

      'Smug­gling.'

      'Drugs?'

      'No, spir­its,' he con­fess­es.

      'I didn't re­al­ize that was against the law. I thought you could pop across to Calais and…'

      'Yeah, you can, but not six­ty-​five times in six­ty-​five days with a two-​ton lor­ry, car­ry­ing twen­ty mil­lion quid's worth of whisky.' He paus­es. 'It's when you for­get to cough up eight mil­lion quid in du­ty that the Cus­toms and Ex­cise be­come a lit­tle up­set.'

      A young man in his late twen­ties takes the place of the po­lice mur­der­er on the oth­er side of me. He brags that he's been banged up in six jails dur­ing the past ten years, so if I need a Cook's tour he's the best-​qual­ified op­er­ator.

      'Why have you been sent to six jails in ten years?' I en­quire.

      'No one wants me,' he ad­mits. 'I've done over two thou­sand bur­glar­ies since the age of nine­teen, and ev­ery time they let me out, I just start up again.'

      Isn't it time to give it up, and find some­thing more worth­while to do?' I ask naive­ly.

      'No chance' he replies. 'Not while I'm mak­ing over two hun­dred grand a year, Jeff.'

      Af­ter a time, I be­come sick of the cat­call­ing, so leave the ex­er­cise yard and re­turn to my cell, more and more dis­il­lu­sioned, more and more cyn­ical. I don't con­sid­er young peo­ple, who are first of­fend­ers and have been charged with mi­nor of­fences, should be sent to es­tab­lish­ments like this, where one in three will end up on drugs, and one in three will com­mit a far more se­ri­ous of­fence once they've re­ceived tu­ition from the prison pro­fes­sors.

      The next hu­mil­ia­tion I have to en­dure is pris­on­ers queu­ing up silent­ly out­side my cell door to get a look at me. No 'Hi, Jeff, how are you?' Just star­ing and point­ing, as if I'm some kind of an an­imal at the zoo. I sit in my cage, re­lieved when at eight o'clock an of­fi­cer slams the doors closed.
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      8.00 pm

      I'm just about to start writ­ing up what has hap­pened to me to­day when Chris switch­es on the tele­vi­sion. First we have half an hour of Eas­tEn­ders fol­lowed by Top Gear, and then a doc­umen­tary on Rob­bie Williams. Chris is clear­ly es­tab­lish­ing his right to leave the TV on, with a pro­gramme he has se­lect­ed, at a vol­ume that suits him. Will he al­low me to watch Frasi­er to­mor­row?

      I lie in bed on my thin mat­tress, my head rest­ing on a rock-​hard pil­low, and think about Mary and the boys, aware that they too must be en­dur­ing their own pri­vate hell. I feel as low as I did dur­ing my first night at Bel­marsh. I have no idea what time I fi­nal­ly fall asleep. I thought I had es­caped from hell.

      So much for pur­ga­to­ry.
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      5.49 am

      In­ter­mit­tent, fit­ful sleep, un­aid­ed by a rock-​hard pil­low, a cell­mate who snores and oc­ca­sion­al­ly talks in his sleep; sad­ly, noth­ing of lit­er­ary in­ter­est. Rise and write for two hours.
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      7.33 am

      Cell-​mate wakes and grunts. I car­ry on writ­ing. He then jumps off the top bunk and goes to the lava­to­ry in the cor­ner of the cell. He has no in­hi­bi­tions in front of me, but then he has been in prison for five years. I am de­ter­mined nev­er to go to the loo in my cell, while I'm still in a one-​up, one-​down, un­less he is out I go on work­ing as if noth­ing is hap­pen­ing. It's quite hard to dis­tract me when I'm writ­ing, but when I look up I see Chris stand­ing there in the nude. His chest is al­most com­plete­ly cov­ered with a tat­too of an ea­gle tow­er­ing over a snake, which he tells me with pride he did him­self with a tat­too gun. On the knuck­les of his fin­gers on both hands are di­amonds, hearts, spades and clubs, while on his shoul­ders he has a mas­sive spi­der's web that creeps down his back. There's not much pink flesh left un­marked. He's a walk­ing can­vas.
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      8.00 am

      The cell doors are un­locked so we can all go and have break­fast; one hour ear­li­er than in Bel­marsh. Chris and I walk down to the hot­plate. At least the eggs have been boiled quite re­cent­ly - like to­day. We're al­so giv­en a half car­ton of se­mi-​skimmed milk, which means that I can drop the long-​life ver­sion from my week­ly shop­ping list and spend the ex­tra 79p on some oth­er lux­ury, like mar­malade.
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      9.40 am

      Mr New­port pops his head round the cell door to an­nounce that Mr Tin­kler, the prin­ci­pal of­fi­cer, would like a word with me. Even the lan­guage at Way­land is more con­cil­ia­to­ry. When I leave my cell, he adds, 'It's down the cor­ri­dor, sec­ond door on the left'

      When I en­ter Mr Tin­kler's room, he stands up and ush­ers me in­to a chair on the oth­er side of his desk as if he were my bank man­ag­er. His name is print­ed in sil­ver let­ters on a tri­an­gu­lar piece of wood, in case any­one should for­get. Mr Tin­kler re­sem­bles an old sea cap­tain rather than a prison of­fi­cer. He has weath­ered, lined skin and a neat­ly cut white beard. He's been in the ser­vice for over twen­ty years and I learn that he will be re­tir­ing next Au­gust. He asks me how I'm set­tling in - the most com­mon ques­tion asked by an of­fi­cer when meet­ing a pris­on­er for the first time. I tell him about the state of my room and the pro­cliv­ities of my cell-​mate. He lis­tens at­ten­tive­ly and, as there is lit­tle dif­fer­ence in our age, I de­tect some sym­pa­thy for my predica­ment. He tells me that as soon as my in­duc­tion is over he plans to trans­fer me to a sin­gle cell on C block which hous­es main­ly lif­ers. Mr Tin­kler be­lieves that I'll find the at­mo­sphere there more set­tled, as I will be among a group of pris­on­ers clos­er to my own age. I leave his of­fice feel­ing con­sid­er­ably bet­ter than when I en­tered it.
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      10.01 am

      I've on­ly been back in my cell for a few min­utes when Mr New­port pops his head round the door again. 'We're mov­ing you to a cell down the cor­ri­dor. Pack your be­long­ings and fol­low me.' I hadn't re­al­ly un­packed so this ex­er­cise doesn't take too long. The oth­er cell al­so turns out to be a dou­ble, but once I'm in­side Mr New­port whis­pers, 'We're hop­ing to leave you on your own.' Mr Tin­kler's sym­pa­thy is trans­lat­ed in­to some­thing far more tan­gi­ble than mere words.

      I slow­ly un­pack my pos­ses­sions from the reg­ula­tion prison plas­tic bag for the sev­enth time in three weeks.

      As I now have two small cup­boards, I put all the prison clothes like shirts, socks, pants, gym kit, etc. in one, while I place my per­son­al be­long­ings in the oth­er. I al­most en­joy how long it takes to put my new home in or­der.
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      11.36 am

      Mr New­port is back again. He's mak­ing his rounds, this time to de­liv­er can­teen lists to ev­ery cell. He has al­ready warned me that if the com­put­er hasn't trans­ferred my sur­plus cash from Bel­marsh I will be al­lowed an ad­vance of on­ly £5 this week. I quick­ly check the top of the list, to dis­cov­er I'm in cred­it for £20.46. This turns out to be my week­ly al­lowance of £12.50 plus two pay­ments from the ed­uca­tion de­part­ment at Bel­marsh for my lec­ture on cre­ative writ­ing and two ses­sions at the work­shop. I spend the next thir­ty min­utes plan­ning how to spend this wind­fall. I al­low my­self such lux­uries as Gillette shav­ing foam, Robert­son's mar­malade and four bot­tles of Evian wa­ter.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. On Fri­days at Way­land lunch comes in a plas­tic bag: a pack­et of crisps, a bar of choco­late, a bread roll ac­com­pa­nied by a let­tuce leaf and a sa­chet of sal­ad cream. I can on­ly won­der in which prison work­shop and how long ago this meal was packed, be­cause there are rarely sell-​by dates on prison food. I re­turn to my cell to find the can­teen pro­vi­sions have been de­posit­ed on the end of my bed in yet an­oth­er plas­tic bag. I cel­ebrate by thumb­ing my bread roll in half and spread­ing Robert­son's Gold­en Shred all over it with the aid of my tooth­brush han­dle. I pour my­self a mug of Evian. Al­ready the world is a bet­ter place.
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      12.40 pm

      Part of the in­duc­tion pro­cess is a pri­vate ses­sion with the prison chap­lain. Mr John Fram­ling­ton looks to me as if it's been some years since he's ad­min­is­tered his own parish. He ex­plains that he's a 'fill-​in', as he shares the work with a younger man. I as­sure him that I will be at­tend­ing the ser­vice on Sun­day, but would like to know if it clash­es with the RCs. He looks puz­zled.

      'No, we both use the same chapel. Fa­ther Christo­pher has so many parish­es out­side the prison to cov­er each Sun­day he holds his ser­vice on a Sat­ur­day morn­ing at ten thir­ty.' Mr Fram­ling­ton is in­ter­est­ed to dis­cov­er why I wish to at­tend both ser­vices. I tell him about my dai­ly di­ary, and my fail­ure to hear Fa­ther Kevin's ser­mon while at Bel­marsh. He sighs.

      'You'll quick­ly find out that Fa­ther Christo­pher preach­es a far bet­ter ser­mon than I do.'
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      2.40 pm

      The first set­back of the day. Mr New­port re­turns, the bear­er of bad news. Six new pris­on­ers have ar­rived this af­ter­noon, and once again I will have to share. I learn lat­er that there are in­deed six new in­ductees but as the prison still has sev­er­al emp­ty beds there is no re­al need for me to share. How­ev­er, there are sev­er­al re­porters hang­ing around out­side the prison gates, so the au­thor­ities don't want to leave the press with the im­pres­sion I might be re­ceiv­ing pref­er­en­tial treat­ment. Mr New­port claims he has se­lect­ed a more suit­able per­son to share with me. Per­haps this time it won't be a Stan­ley-​knife stab­ber, just a ma­chete mur­der­er.

      I trans­fer all my per­son­al pos­ses­sions out of one of the cup­boards and stuff them in­to the oth­er, along with the prison kit.
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      3.18 pm

      My new room-​mate ap­pears car­ry­ing his plas­tic bag. He in­tro­duces him­self as Jules (see plate sec­tion). He's thir­ty-​five and has a five-​year sen­tence for drug deal­ing. He's al­ready been told that I don't smoke.

      I watch him care­ful­ly as he starts to un­pack, and I be­gin to re­lax. He has an un­usu­al num­ber of books, as well as an elec­tric chess­board. I feel con­fi­dent the evening view­ing will not be a re­run of Top of the Pops and mo­tor­bike scram­bling. At five to four I leave him to con­tin­ue his un­pack­ing while I make my way to the gym for an­oth­er in­duc­tion ses­sion.
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      3.55 pm

      Twen­ty new in­mates are es­cort­ed to the gym. There are no doors to be un­locked on our unim­ped­ed jour­ney to the oth­er side of the build­ing. I al­so no­tice that on the way we pass a li­brary. I nev­er even found the li­brary at Bel­marsh.

      The gym is an even big­ger shock. It's quite mag­nif­icent. Way­land has a full-​size bas­ket­ball court, which is ful­ly equipped for bad­minton and ten­nis. The gym in­struc­tor asks us to take a seat on a bench where we're hand­ed forms to fill in, giv­ing such de­tails as age, weight, height and sports we are in­ter­est­ed in.

      'My name is John Maid­en,' he tells us, 'and I'm hap­py to be called John.' I nev­er learnt the first name of any of­fi­cer at Bel­marsh. He tells us the dif­fer­ent ac­tiv­ities avail­able: crick­et, bas­ket­ball, bad­minton, foot­ball, rug­by and, in­evitably, weight train­ing. He then takes us in­to the next room, an area over­crowd­ed with bars, dumb-​bells and weights. Once again I'm dis­ap­point­ed to dis­cov­er that there is on­ly one tread­mill, three row­ing ma­chines and no step ma­chine. How­ev­er, there are some very strange-​look­ing bikes, the likes of which I've nev­er seen be­fore.

      A gym or­der­ly (a pris­on­er who has ob­vi­ous­ly been trained by Mr Maid­en) takes us round the room and de­scribes how to use each piece of equip­ment. He car­ries out the task most pro­fes­sion­al­ly, and should have no trou­ble find­ing a job once he leaves prison. I'm lis­ten­ing in­tent­ly about bench press­ing when I find Mr Maid­en stand­ing by my side.

      'Are you still ref­er­ee­ing rug­by?' he asks.

      'No. I gave up about ten years ago,' I tell him. 'Once the laws start­ed to change ev­ery sea­son I just couldn't keep up. In any case I found that even if I on­ly ref­er­eed vet­er­an teams I couldn't keep up, quite lit­er­al­ly.'

      'Don't let knowl­edge of the laws wor­ry you,' said Mr Maid­en, 'we'll still be able to use you.'

      The ses­sion ends with a look at the chang­ing room, the show­er fa­cil­ities and, more im­por­tant­ly, clean lava­to­ries. I'm is­sued with a plas­tic gym card and look for­ward to re­turn­ing to my old train­ing regime.
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      5.00 pm

      Back in the cell, I find Jules sit­ting on the top bunk read­ing. I set­tle down to an­oth­er ses­sion of writ­ing be­fore we're called for sup­per.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      6.00 pm

      I se­lect the veg­etar­ian pie and chips and am hand­ed the oblig­atory yel­low lol­lipop, which is iden­ti­cal to those we were giv­en at Bel­marsh. If it's the same com­pa­ny who makes and sup­plies them to ev­ery one of Her Majesty's pris­ons, that must be a con­tract worth hav­ing. Al­though it's on­ly my third meal since I ar­rived, I think I've al­ready spot­ted the pow­er be­hind the hot­plate. He's a man of about thir­ty-​five, six foot three and must weigh around twen­ty-​sev­en stone. As I pass him I ask if we could meet lat­er. He nods in the man­ner of a man who knows that in the king­dom of the blind… I can on­ly hope that I've lo­cat­ed Way­land's 'Del Boy'.

      Af­ter sup­per we are al­lowed to be out of our cells for a cou­ple of hours (As­so­ci­ation) un­til we're banged up at eight.

      What a con­trast to Bel­marsh. I use the time to roam around the cor­ri­dors and fa­mil­iar­ize my­self with the lay­out. The main of­fice is on the first land­ing and is the hub of the whole wing. From there ev­ery­thing is an off­shoot. I al­so check where all the phones are sit­uat­ed, and when a pris­on­er comes off one he warns me, 'Nev­er use the phone on the in­duc­tion land­ing, Jeff, be­cause the con­ver­sa­tions are taped. Use this one. It's a screw-​free line.'

      I thank him and call Mary in Cam­bridge. She's re­lieved that I've rung as she has no way of con­tact­ing me, and can't come to see me un­til she's been sent a vis­it­ing or­der. I promise to put one in to­mor­row's post, and then she may even be able to drive across next Tues­day or Wednes­day. I re­mind her to bring some form of iden­ti­fi­ca­tion and that she mustn't try to pass any­thing over to me, not even a let­ter.

      Mary then tells me that she's ac­cept­ed an in­vi­ta­tion to go on the To­day pro­gramme with John Humphrys. She in­tends to ask Baroness Nichol­son to with­draw her ac­cu­sa­tion that I stole mon­ey from the Kurds, so that I can be re­in­stat­ed as a D-​cat pris­on­er and quick­ly trans­ferred to an open prison. I tell Mary that I con­sid­er this an un­like­ly sce­nario.

      'She's not de­cent enough to con­sid­er such a Chris­tian act,' I warn my wife.

      'I'm sure you're right,' Mary replies, 'but I will be able to re­fer to Lyn­da Chafer's par­lia­men­tary re­ply on the sub­ject and ask why Ms Nichol­son wasn't in the House that day if she cares so much about the Kurds, or why had she not at least read the re­port in Hansard the fol­low­ing morn­ing.' Mary adds that the BBC have told her that they ac­cept I have no case to an­swer.

      'When are you go­ing on?'

      'Next Wednes­day or Thurs­day, so it's im­por­tant I see you be­fore then.'

      I quick­ly agree as my units are run­ning out. I then ask Mary to warn James that I'll phone him at the of­fice at eleven to­mor­row morn­ing, and will call her again on Sun­day evening. My units are now down to ten so I say a quick good­bye.

      I con­tin­ue my ex­plo­ration of the wing and dis­cov­er that the main As­so­ci­ation room and the servery/hot­plate dou­ble up. The room is about thir­ty paces by twen­ty and has a full-​size snook­er ta­ble which is so pop­ular that you have to book a week in ad­vance. There is al­so a pool ta­ble and a ta­ble-​ten­nis ta­ble, but no TV, as it would be re­dun­dant when there's one in ev­ery cell.

      I'm walk­ing back up­stairs when I bump in­to the hot­plate man. He in­tro­duces him­self as Dale, and in­vites me to join him in his cell, telling me on the way that he's serv­ing eight years for wound­ing with in­tent to en­dan­ger life. He leads me down a flight of stone steps on­to the low­er-​ground floor. This is an area I would nev­er have come across, as it's re­served for en­hanced pris­on­ers on­ly - the cho­sen few who have prop­er jobs and are con­sid­ered by the of­fi­cers to be trust­wor­thy. As you can't be grant­ed en­hanced sta­tus for at least three months, I will nev­er en­joy such lux­ury, as I am hop­ing to be moved to a D-​cat fair­ly quick­ly.

      Al­though Dale's cell is ex­act­ly the same size as mine, there the sim­ilar­ity ends. His brick walls are in two tones of blue, and he has nine five-​by-​five-​inch steel mir­rors over his wash-​basin shaped in a large tri­an­gle. In our cell, Jules and I have one mir­ror be­tween us. Dale al­so has two pil­lows, both soft, and an ex­tra blan­ket. On the wall are pho­tos of his twin sons, but no sign of a wife - just the cen­tre­fold of a cou­ple of Chi­nese girls, Blu-​tacked above his bed. He pours me a Co­ca-​Co­la, my first since William and James vis­it­ed me in Bel­marsh, and asks if he can help in any way.

      In ev­ery way, I sus­pect. 'I would like a soft pil­low, a fresh tow­el ev­ery day and my wash­ing tak­en care of.'

      'No prob­lem,' he says, like a banker who can make an elec­tron­ic trans­fer of a mil­lion dol­lars to New York by sim­ply press­ing a but­ton - as long as you have a mil­lion dol­lars.

      'Any­thing else? Phonecards, food, drink?'

      'I could do with some more phonecards and sev­er­al items from the can­teen.'

      'I can al­so solve that prob­lem,' Dale says. 'Just write out a list of what you want and I'll have ev­ery­thing de­liv­ered to your cell.'

      'But how do I pay you?'

      That's the easy part. Send in a postal or­der and ask for the mon­ey to be placed against my ac­count. Just make sure the name Archer isn't in­volved, oth­er­wise there's bound to be an in­ves­ti­ga­tion. I won't charge you dou­ble-​bub­ble, just bub­ble and a half.'

      Three or four oth­er pris­on­ers stroll in­to Dale's cell, so he im­me­di­ate­ly changes the sub­ject. With­in min­utes the at­mo­sphere feels more like a club than a prison, as they all seem so re­laxed in each oth­er's com­pa­ny. Jim­my, who's serv­ing a three-​and-​a-​half year sen­tence for be­ing an Ec­sta­sy couri­er (car­ry­ing pack­ages from one club to an­oth­er), wants to know if I play crick­et

      The oc­ca­sion­al char­ity match, about twice a year I ad­mit.

      'Good, then you'll be bat­ting num­ber three next week, against D wing.'

      'But I usu­al­ly go in at num­ber eleven' I protest, 'and have been known to bat as high as num­ber ten.'

      Then you'll be first wick­et down at Way­land,' says Jim­my. 'By the way, we haven't won a match this year. Our two best bats­men got their D-​cats at the be­gin­ning of the sea­son and were trans­ferred to Latch­mere House in Rich­mond.'

      Af­ter about an hour of their com­pa­ny, I be­come aware of the oth­er big dif­fer­ence on the en­hanced wing - the noise, or rather the lack of noise. You just don't hear the in­ces­sant stere­os at­tempt­ing to out-​blare each oth­er.

      At five to eight I make my way back to my cell and am met on the stairs by an of­fi­cer who tells me that I can­not vis­it the en­hanced area again as it's off lim­its. 'And if you do, Archer' he adds, I'll put you on re­port, which could mean a fort­night be­ing added to your sen­tence.'

      There's al­ways some­one who feels he has to prove how pow­er­ful he is, es­pe­cial­ly if he can show off in front of oth­er pris­on­ers - 'I put Archer in his place, didn't I?' In Bel­marsh it was the young of­fi­cer with his record book­ings. I have a feel­ing I've just met Way­land's.

      Back in my cell, I find Jules is play­ing chess against a phan­tom op­po­nent on his elec­tron­ic board. I set­tle down to write an ac­count of the day. There are no let­ters to read as no one has yet dis­cov­ered I'm in Way­land.
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      8.15 pm

      Dale ar­rives with a soft pil­low and an ex­tra blan­ket. He's dis­ap­peared be­fore I can thank him.
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      DAY 24 - SATURDAY 11 AUGUST 2001
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      5.07 am

      I've man­aged to sleep for six hours, thanks to Jules hang­ing a blan­ket from the top bunk, so that it keeps out the flu­ores­cent arc lights that glare through the bars all night. At 5.40 I place my feet on the linoleum floor and wait. Jules doesn't stir. So far no snor­ing or talk­ing in his sleep. Last night Jules made an in­ter­est­ing ob­ser­va­tion about sleep: if s the on­ly time when you're not in jail, and it cuts your sen­tence by a third. Is this the rea­son why so many pris­on­ers spend so much time in bed? Dale adds that some of them are 'gouch­ing out' af­ter chas­ing the drag­on. This can cause them to sleep for twelve to four­teen hours, and helps kill the week­end, as well as them­selves.
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      8.15 am

      The cell door is un­locked just as I'm com­ing to the end of my first writ­ing ses­sion. Dur­ing that time I've man­aged a lit­tle over two thou­sand words.

      I go down­stairs to the hot­plate hop­ing to pick up a car­ton of milk, on­ly to be told by Dale that it's not avail­able at the week­end.
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      9.00 am

      I'm first in the queue at the of­fice, to pick up a VO for Mary. In a C-​cat you're al­lowed one vis­it ev­ery two weeks. A pris­on­er can in­vite up to three adults and two chil­dren un­der the age of six­teen. The ma­jor­ity of pris­on­ers are be­tween the ages of nine­teen and thir­ty, so a wife or part­ner plus a cou­ple of young chil­dren would be the norm. As my chil­dren are twen­ty-​nine and twen­ty-​sev­en, it will be on­ly Mary and the boys who I'll be see­ing reg­ular­ly.
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      10.00 am

      I at­tend my first gym ses­sion. Each wing is al­lowed to send twen­ty in­mates, so af­ter my in­abil­ity to get on the list at Bel­marsh, I make sure that I'm at the start­ing gate on time.

      The main gym is tak­en up with four bad­minton match­es - like snook­er it's a sport that is so pop­ular in prison that you have to book a court a week in ad­vance. The weight-​train­ing room next door is packed with heav­ing and pump­ing mus­cle­men, and by the time I ar­rive, some­one is al­ready jog­ging on the one tread­mill. I be­gin my pro­gramme with some light stretch­ing be­fore go­ing on the row­ing ma­chine. I man­age on­ly 1,800 me­tres in ten min­utes, com­pared with the usu­al 2,000 I do back in the gym on Al­bert Em­bank­ment. But at least that leaves me some­thing to aim for. I man­age a lit­tle light weight train­ing be­fore the run­ning ma­chine be­comes free. I start at five miles an hour for six min­utes to warm up, be­fore mov­ing up to eight miles an hour for an­oth­er ten min­utes. Just to give you an idea how fee­ble this is, Roger Ban­nis­ter's four-​minute mile in 1952 was at fif­teen miles an hour, and I once saw Seb Coe do twelve miles an hour for ten min­utes - hold your breath - at the age of forty.

      And he was on­ly warm­ing up for a ju­do ses­sion. I end with ten min­utes of stretch­ing and a gen­tle warm down. Most of the pris­on­ers walk in­to the gym and go straight on to the heavy weights with­out both­er­ing to warm up. Lat­er they won­der why they pull mus­cles and are then out of ac­tion for the next cou­ple of weeks.

      I re­turn to my cell and try out the show­er on our wing. The wash room has four show­ers which pro­duce twice as many jets of wa­ter as those at Bel­marsh. Al­so, when you press the but­ton the wa­ter con­tin­ues to flow for at least thir­ty sec­onds be­fore you have to press it again. There are two young black lads al­ready show­er­ing who, I no­tice, keep their box­er shorts on (I lat­er learn this is be­cause they're Mus­lims). How­ev­er, one prob­lem I still en­counter is that I'm al­lowed on­ly two small, thin tow­els (three by one foot) a week. If I in­tend to go to the gym five days a week, fol­lowed by a show­er… I'll have to speak to Dale about the prob­lem.

      I give James a call at the flat and ask him to send £100 in postal or­ders to Dale at Way­land so I can buy a ra­zor, some sham­poo, a dozen phonecards as well as some ex­tra pro­vi­sions. I al­so ask him to phone Gris­ton Post Of­fice and or­der The Times and Tele­graph ev­ery day, Sun­days in­clud­ed. James says he'll ask Al­ison to call them on Mon­day morn­ing, be­cause he's go­ing on hol­iday and will be away for a cou­ple of weeks. I'll miss him, even on the phone, and it won't be that long be­fore Will has to re­turn to Amer­ica.
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      12.00 noon

      I skip lunch be­cause I need to start the sec­ond draft of to­day's script, and in any case, it looks quite ined­ible. I open a pack­et of crisps and bite in­to an ap­ple while I con­tin­ue writ­ing.
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      2.00 pm

      When the cell door is un­locked again at two o'clock, Dale is stand­ing out­side and says he's been giv­en clear­ance to in­vite me down to the en­hance­ment wing. The of­fi­cer I bumped in­to yes­ter­day must be off du­ty.

      It's like en­ter­ing a dif­fer­ent world. We go straight to Dale's cell, and the first thing he asks me is if I play backgam­mon. He pro­duces a mag­nif­icent leather board with large ivory coun­ters. While I'm con­sid­er­ing what to do with a six and a three, nev­er a good open­ing throw, he points to a plas­tic bag un­der the bed. I look in­side: a Gillette Mach3 ra­zor, two pack­ets of blades, a bar of Cus­son's soap, some shav­ing foam, a bunch of ba­nanas, a pack­et of corn­flakes and five phonecards. I think it un­wise to ask any ques­tions. I thank Dale and hand him my next shop­ping list. I as­sure him funds are on the way. We shake hands on a bub­ble and a half. He'll sup­ply what­ev­er I need from the can­teen and charge me an ex­tra 50 per cent. The al­ter­na­tive is to be starved, un­shaven or cut to rib­bons by a prison ra­zor. This ser­vice will al­so in­clude ex­tra tow­els, my laun­dry washed ev­ery Thurs­day, plus a soft pil­low, all at an over­all ex­pense of around £30 a week.

      We are once again joined by two oth­er in­mates, Dar­ren (see plate sec­tion) and Jim­my (trans­port­ing Ec­sta­sy). Dur­ing the af­ter­noon I play both of them at backgam­mon, win one and lose one, which seems ac­cept­able to ev­ery­one present. Dale leaves us to check in for work as No. 1 on the hot­plate, so we all move across to Dar­ren's cell. Dur­ing a game of backgam­mon I learn that Dar­ren was caught sell­ing cannabis, a part-​time oc­cu­pa­tion, sup­ple­ment­ing his reg­ular job as a con­struc­tion con­trac­tor. I ask him what he plans to do once he leaves prison in a year's time hav­ing com­plet­ed three years of a six-​year sen­tence. He ad­mits he's not sure. I sus­pect, like so many in­mates who can make fifty to a hun­dred thou­sand pounds a year sell­ing drugs, he'll find it dif­fi­cult to set­tle for a nine to five job.

      When­ev­er he's con­tem­plat­ing his next move, I try to take in the sur­round­ings. You can learn so much about a per­son from their cell. On the shelves are copies of the Ox­ford Short­er Dic­tio­nary (two vol­umes), the Ox­ford Book of Quo­ta­tions (he tells me he tries to learn one a day) and a dozen nov­els that are clear­ly not on loan from the li­brary. As the game pro­gress­es, he asks me if Ru­pert Brooke owned the Old Vicarage, or just lived there. I tell him that the great war po­et on­ly resid­ed there while work­ing on his fel­low­ship dis­ser­ta­tion at King's Col­lege.

      Jim­my tells me that they're plot­ting to have me moved down to the en­hanced wing as soon as I've com­plet­ed my in­duc­tion. This is the best news I've had since ar­riv­ing at Way­land. The cell door swings open, and Mr Thomp­son looks round.

      'Ah' he says, when he spots me. The gov­er­nor wants a word.'t

      I ac­com­pa­ny Mr Thomp­son to Mr Carl­ton-​Boyce's of­fice.

      He's a man of about forty, per­haps forty-​five. He wel­comes me with a warm smile, and in­tro­duces me to the se­nior of­fi­cer from C wing, which, he tells me, is where they plan to trans­fer me. I ask if they would con­sid­er me for the en­hance­ment spur, but am told the de­ci­sion has al­ready been made. I've come to re­al­ize that once the ma­chine has de­cid­ed on some­thing, it would be eas­ier to turn the QEII around than try to get them to change their col­lec­tive minds.

      Mr Carl­ton-​Boyce ex­plains that he would quite hap­pi­ly move me to C wing to­day, but with so many press sniff­ing around out­side, it mustn't look as if I am be­ing giv­en spe­cial treat­ment, so I have to be the last of my in­take to be moved. No need to ex­plain to him the prob­lem of rap mu­sic and young pris­on­ers hol­ler­ing from win­dow to win­dow all night, but, he re­peats, the press in­ter­est is ty­ing his hands.
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      4.00 pm

      I re­turn to my cell and con­tin­ue writ­ing. I've on­ly man­aged a few pages when I'm in­ter­rupt­ed by a knock on the cell door. It's a young man from across the cor­ri­dor who looks to be in his ear­ly twen­ties.

      'Can you write a let­ter for me?' he asks. No one ev­er in­tro­duces them­selves or both­ers with pleas­antries.

      'Yes, of course. Who is it to, and what do you want me to say?' I re­ply, turn­ing to a blank page on my pad.

      'I want to be moved to an­oth­er prison,' he tells me.

      'Don't we all?'

      'What?'

      'No, noth­ing, but why should they con­sid­er mov­ing you?'

      'I want to be near­er my moth­er, who's suf­fer­ing from de­pres­sion.' I nod. He tells me his name is Naz, and then gives me the name of the of­fi­cer to whom he wish­es to ad­dress the let­ter. He asks me to in­clude the rea­son his re­quest should be tak­en se­ri­ous­ly. I pen the let­ter, read­ing each sen­tence out as I com­plete it. He signs along the bot­tom with a flour­ish. I can't read his sig­na­ture, so I ask him to spell his name so I can print it in cap­itals un­der­neath - then the of­fi­cer in ques­tion will know who it's come from, I ex­plain. I place the mis­sive in an en­ve­lope, ad­dress it, and he seals it. Naz picks up the en­ve­lope, smiles and says, 'Thank you. If you want any­thing, just let me know.' I tell him I need a pair of flip-​flops for the show­er be­cause I'm wor­ried about catch­ing ver­ru­cas. He looks anx­ious­ly at me.

      'I was on­ly jok­ing,' I say, and wish him luck.
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      5.00 pm

      Sup­per. I set­tle for a lump of cab­bage and half a por­tion of chips, which is a nor­mal por­tion in your world. The cab­bage is float­ing around in wa­ter and re­minds me of school meals, and why I nev­er liked the veg­etable in the first place. While I'm wait­ing in line, Jim­my tells me that he didn't en­joy his spell of serv­ing be­hind the hot­plate.

      'Why not?' I ask.

      The in­mates nev­er stop com­plain­ing,' he adds.

      'About the qual­ity of the food?'

      'No, about not giv­ing them large enough por­tions, es­pe­cial­ly when it comes to chips.'

      When I re­turn to the cell, I find over a hun­dred let­ters stacked on the end of my bunk. Jules re­minds me that at week­ends we're banged up at around five thir­ty and will re­main locked in our cells un­til eight fif­teen the fol­low­ing morn­ing. So I'll cer­tain­ly have enough time to read ev­ery one of them. Four­teen hours of in­car­cer­ation, once again blamed on staff short­ages. Un­pleas­ant, but still a great im­prove­ment on Bel­marsh. I say un­pleas­ant on­ly be­cause when you've fin­ished your meal, you're left with dirty, smelly plas­tic plates lit­ter­ing your tiny cell all night. It might be more sen­si­ble to leave the cell doors open for an­oth­er twen­ty min­utes so that pris­on­ers can scrape the re­mains of their food in­to the dust­bins at the end of each cor­ri­dor and then wash their uten­sils in the sink. And don't for­get that in many pris­ons there are three in­mates to a cell with one lava­to­ry.

      I com­pro­mise, scrape my food in­to a plas­tic bag and then tie it up be­fore drop­ping it in the waste-​pa­per bin next to the lava­to­ry. When I look out of my cell win­dow I no­tice sev­er­al pris­on­ers are throw­ing the re­mains of their meal through the bars and out on­to the grass.

      Jules tells me that he's work­ing on a let­ter to the prin­ci­pal of­fi­cer (Mr Tin­kler) about hav­ing his sta­tus changed from C-​cat to D-​cat. He asks if I will go through it with him. I don't tell him that I'm fac­ing the same prob­lem.

      Jules is a mod­el pris­on­er and de­serves his en­hanced sta­tus. He gained this while he was at Bed­ford where he be­came a lis­ten­er. He's al­so qui­et and con­sid­er­ate about my writ­ing regime. He so ob­vi­ous­ly re­grets his in­volve­ment with drugs, and is one of the few pris­on­ers I've come across who I am con­vinced will nev­er see the in­side of a jail again. I do a small ed­ito­ri­al job on his let­ter and sug­gest that we should go over the fi­nal draft to­mor­row. I then spend the next cou­ple of hours read­ing through to­day's mail, which is just as sup­port­ive as the let­ters I re­ceived in Bel­marsh. There is, how­ev­er, one mis­sive of a dif­fer­ent na­ture that I feel I ought to share with you.

      Uni­ver­si­ty Col­lege Hos­pi­tal Lon­don

      1/8/01 4.30 pm

      My dear Lord Archer

      Many po­ets and writ­ers have writ­ten much of their best work in prison, OW­for one. How­ev­er, I can­not con­ceive of you hav­ing to spend four mis­er­able years in a max­imum se­cu­ri­ty prison. I spent 60 days in such a fa­cil­ity in Cana­da on a trumped-​up charge of dis­turb­ing the peace. I es­caped by a most de­vi­ous means.

      I can ar­range for your im­me­di­ate re­lease from bondage, how­ev­er, on­ly if you are will­ing to do­nate £15m to my char­ity foun­da­tion.

      I can be con­tact­ed any­time at 020 7— If you would like some com­pa­ny, choose three non-​crim­inal or white-​col­lar of­fend­ers to join with you,foran ap­pro­pri­ate amount.

      Yours as an artist,

      I am quite un­able to read the sig­na­ture. In the sec­ond post there is an­oth­er let­ter in the same bold red hand:

      1/8/01 5.05 pm

      Dear Ge­ofrey [sic]

      Af­ter hav­ing sealed my let­ter to you I re­al­ized that I wrote £15m in­stead of £1.5m So just to re­as­sure you, I'm not an id­iot, I re­peat my of­fer to spring you and a few oth­er trust­wor­thy bud­dies!

      Yours in ev­ery greater art,

      Again, I can­not read the sig­na­ture.
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      DAY 25 - SUNDAY 12 AUGUST 2001
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      5.56 am

      Wo­ken by voic­es in the cor­ri­dor, two of­fi­cers, one of them on a walkie-​talkie. They open a cell door and take a pris­on­er away. I will find out the de­tails when my door is un­locked in a cou­ple of hours' time.
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      6.05 am

      Write for two hours.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      8.15 am

      Break­fast.  Sug­ar  Puffs  (prison  is­sue),  long-​life  milk  (mine, be­cause it's Sun­day). Beans on burnt toast (prison's).
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      10.00 am

      I go to the li­brary for the first time and sign up. You are al­lowed to take out two books, a third if your of­fi­cial work is ed­uca­tion. The li­brary is about the same size as the weight-​lift­ing room and, to be fair, just as well stocked. They have ev­ery­thing from Gra­ham Greene to Stephen King, I, Claudius to Har­ry Pot­ter.

      How­ev­er, al­though Forsyth, Gr­isham, Fol­lett and Jil­ly Coop­er are much in ev­idence, I can find none of my books on the shelves. I hope that's be­cause they are all out on loan. Lif­ers of­ten tell me they've read them all - slow­ly - and in some cas­es sev­er­al times.

      I take out a copy of The Glass Bead Game by Her­mann Hesse, which I haven't read in years, and Fa­mous Tri­als se­lect­ed by John Mor­timer. Nat­ural­ly I have to fill in an­oth­er form, and then my choic­es are stamped by the li­brary or­der­ly - a pris­on­er - to be re­turned by 26 Au­gust. I'm rather hop­ing to have moved on by then.

      Kevin, the pris­on­er who stamps my li­brary card, tells me that all my books were re­moved from the shelves the day they found out I was be­ing trans­ferred to Way­land.

      'Why?' I ask.

      'Di­rect or­der from the num­ber one gov­er­nor. It seems that Bel­marsh in­formed her that the pris­on­ers were steal­ing your books, and if they could then get you to Sign them, the black-​mar­ket price is a thou­sand pounds.'

      I be­lieve ev­ery­thing ex­cept the thou­sand pounds, which sounds like a tabloid fig­ure.
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      10.30 am

      I check my watch, leave the li­brary and quick­ly make my way across to the chapel on the oth­er side of the cor­ri­dor. There is no of­fi­cer stand­ing by the en­trance. It sud­den­ly hits me that I haven't been searched since the day I ar­rived. I'm a cou­ple of min­utes late, and won­der if I've come to the wrong place, as there are on­ly three oth­er pris­on­ers sit­ting in the pews, along with the chap­lain. John Fram­ling­ton is dressed in a long, black gown and black cape with crim­son pip­ing, and wel­comes me with lit­er­al­ly open arms.

      The chapel is very im­pres­sive, with its wood-​pan­elled walls and small oils de­pict­ing the life of Christ. The sim­ple al­tar is cov­ered in a cloth dis­play­ing a white cross with splash­es of gold. There is al­so a large wood­en cross hang­ing from the wall be­hind the al­tar. The seat­ing con­sists of six rows of twen­ty wood­en chairs set in a semi­cir­cle rem­inis­cent of a small am­phithe­atre. I take a seat in the third row as a group of men and wom­en all dressed in red T-​shirts en­ters by the back­door. They as­sem­ble their mu­sic on stands while a cou­ple strap on gui­tars and a flautist prac­tis­es a few notes. She's very pret­ty. I won­der if it's be­cause it's my twen­ty-​fifth day in prison. But that would be an un­gal­lant thought. She is pret­ty.

      By ten forty-​five the con­gre­ga­tion has swelled to sev­en, but we are still out­num­bered by the nine-​strong choir. The pris­on­ers are all seat­ed to the right of the al­tar while the choir is stand­ing on the left. A man, who ap­pears to be the group's lead­er, sug­gests we move across and join him on their side of the chapel. All sev­en of us du­ti­ful­ly obey. I've just worked out why the con­gre­ga­tion at Bel­marsh was over two hun­dred, week in and week out, while at Way­land it's down to sev­en. Here you are al­lowed to stroll around the build­ings for long pe­ri­ods of time, so if you wish to make con­tact with some­one from an­oth­er wing, it's not all that dif­fi­cult. In Bel­marsh, chapel was a rare op­por­tu­ni­ty to catch up with a friend from an­oth­er block, re­lay mes­sages, pass on drugs and oc­ca­sion­al­ly even pray.

      The chap­lain then walks up to the front, turns and wel­comes us all. He be­gins by in­tro­duc­ing Shine who, he tells us, are a lo­cal group that per­form for sev­er­al church­es in the dio­cese.

      We all join in the first hymn, 'He Who Would Valiant Be', and Shine turn out to be rather good. De­spite our de­plet­ed num­bers, the ser­vice still swings along. Once the chap­lain has de­liv­ered the open­ing prayer, he comes and sits amongst the con­gre­ga­tion. He doesn't con­duct any oth­er part of the ser­vice, as that has been left in the ca­pa­ble hands of the lead­er of Shine. Next we sing 'Amaz­ing Grace', which is fol­lowed by a les­son from Luke, read by an­oth­er mem­ber of the group. Fol­low­ing an­oth­er hymn we are ad­dressed by the lead­er of Shine. He takes his text from the first read­ing of the Good Samar­itan. He talks about peo­ple who walk by on the oth­er side when you are in any trou­ble. This time I do thank God for my fam­ily and friends, be­cause so few of them have walked by on the oth­er side.

      The ser­vice ends with a bless­ing from the chap­lain, who then thanks the group for giv­ing up their time. I re­turn to my cell and write notes on ev­ery­thing I have just ex­pe­ri­enced.
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      12.09 pm

      I call Mary in Grantch­ester. How I miss my week­ends with her, strolling around the gar­den at the Old Vicarage: the smell of the flow­ers and the grass, feed­ing the fish and watch­ing stu­dents idly punt­ing on the Cam. Mary briefs me on what line she in­tends to take on the To­day pro­gramme, now that the For­eign Of­fice and the KDP (Kur­dish Demo­crat­ic Par­ty) have con­firmed how the mon­ey for the Kurds was raised and dis­tribut­ed. I try to think how Ms Nichol­son will spin her­self out of this one.

      Mary re­minds me that she can't come to see me un­til she re­ceives a VO. I con­firm I sent her one yes­ter­day. She goes on to tell me that her own book, Pho­to­con­ver­sion Vol­ume One: Clean Elec­tric­ity from Pho­to­voltaics (ad­vance sales 1,229, price £110), has been well re­ceived by the aca­dem­ic world.

      We fin­ish by dis­cussing fam­ily mat­ters. Al­though I've come to the end of my twen­ty units, I don't tell her that I am in pos­ses­sion of an­oth­er two phonecards as that might cause trou­ble for Dale, es­pe­cial­ly if the con­ver­sa­tion is be­ing taped. I promise to call her again on Tues­day, and we agree a time. Just in case you've for­got­ten, the calls are al­ways one way: OUT.

      My next call is to James, who is giv­ing a lunch par­ty for ten friends at our apart­ment in Lon­don. I do miss his cook­ing. He tells me who's sit­ting round my ta­ble and what they are eat­ing: Roque­fort, fig and wal­nut sal­ad, spaghet­ti, and ice cream, fol­lowed by Brie, Stil­ton or Ched­dar. This will be ac­com­pa­nied by an Aus­tralian red and a Cal­ifor­ni­an white. I be­gin to sali­vate.

      'Din­ner' yells an of­fi­cer, and I quick­ly re­turn to the re­al world.
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      12.20 pm

      Lunch: Chi­nese stir-​fried veg­eta­bles (they may have been stirred, but they are still glued to­geth­er), an ap­ple, sup­ple­ment­ed by a Mars bar (30p), and a glass of Evian. Guests: pre-​se­lect­ed.
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      1.00 pm

      I join Dale on the en­hanced wing. I grab Dar­ren's Sun­day Times, and read very slow­ly while Dale and Jim­my play backgam­mon. The lead sto­ry is the al­leged rape of a girl in Es­sex by Neil and Chris­tine Hamil­ton. This is more graph­ical­ly de­scribed in Dale's News of the World, and the im­plau­si­ble sto­ry is mem­orable for Chris­tine Hamil­ton's ob­ser­va­tion, 'If I want­ed to do that sort of thing, it would be in Kens­ing­ton or Chelsea, not Es­sex.'

      We play sev­er­al games of backgam­mon, dur­ing which time the as­sem­bled gath­er­ing ques­tions me about the con­test for the To­ry par­ty lead­er­ship. Dar­ren (mar­ijua­na on­ly) is a fan of Michael Por­tillo, and asks how I feel. I tell him that I think it might have been wise of the 1922 Com­mit­tee to let all three can­di­dates who reached the sec­ond round - Clarke 59, Dun­can Smith 54 and Por­tillo 53 - be pre­sent­ed to the par­ty mem­ber­ship. Leav­ing Michael out is bound to cre­ate some bad feel­ing and may even cause trou­ble in the fu­ture. It's quite pos­si­ble that the mem­ber­ship would have re­ject­ed Por­tillo in any case, but I feel that they should have been al­lowed the op­por­tu­ni­ty to do so.

      Dale (wound­ing with in­tent) is a huge fan of Mar­garet Thatch­er, while Jim­my (Ec­sta­sy couri­er) vot­ed for John Ma­jor. 'A de­cent bloke' he says. It's some­times hard to re­mem­ber that I may be sit­ting in a room with an armed rob­ber, a drug deal­er, a mil­lion-​pound fraud­ster, and heav­en on­ly knows who else. It's al­so worth men­tion­ing that when it comes to their 'oth­er world', they nev­er dis­cuss any­thing in front of me.
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      3.00 pm

      Ex­er­cise: I take the long walk around the perime­ter of the prison -  about half a mile - and sev­er­al in­mates greet me in a more friend­ly fash­ion than they did on my first out­ing last Thurs­day. The first per­son to join me is a man who is ob­vi­ous­ly on drugs. Un­like William Keane - do you re­mem­ber him from Bel­marsh? - I can't tell which drug he's on just by look­ing at his skin. His name is Dar­rell, and he tells me that his orig­inal sen­tence was for ten years. His crime: cut­ting some­one up in a pub with a bro­ken bot­tle. He was nine­teen at the time. I take a sec­ond look. He looks about forty.

      Then why are you still here?' I ask, as­sum­ing he will ex­plain that he's serv­ing a sec­ond or third sen­tence for an­oth­er of­fence. 'Once I end­ed up in prison, I got hooked on drugs, didn't I?' 'Did you?'

      'Yeah, and I'd nev­er tak­en a drug be­fore I came in. But when you're giv­en a ten-​year sen­tence and then banged up for twen­ty-​two hours a day with pris­on­ers who are al­ready on sk­ag, you sort of fall in with it, don't you? First I was caught smok­ing cannabis so the gov­er­nor added twen­ty-​eight days to my sen­tence.'

      Twen­ty-​eight days for smok­ing cannabis? But…'

      'I then tried co­caine and fi­nal­ly moved on to hero­in. Ev­ery time I got caught, my sen­tence was length­ened. Mind you, I've been clean for over a year now, Jeff. I've had to be, oth­er­wise I'm nev­er go­ing to get out of this fuckin' shit­hole, am I?'

      'How long has it been?'

      Twen­ty-​one years. I'm forty-​one, and over half my sen­tence has been added be­cause of be­ing caught tak­ing drugs while in­side.'

      I'm try­ing to take this in when we're joined by a burly old­er man of around my height, who looks Mid­dle East­ern. Dar­rell slips qui­et­ly away, which I fear means trou­ble. The new man doesn't both­er with any small talk.

      'How would you like to make fifty grand a week while you're still in prison?'

      'What do you have in mind?' I ask in­no­cent­ly, be­cause he doesn't look like a pub­lish­er.

      'I've got a lor­ry-​load of drugs stuck on the Bel­gian bor­der wait­ing to come in­to this coun­try, but I'm a lit­tle short of cash at the mo­ment. Put up fifty grand and you'll have a hun­dred by this time next week.' I quick­en my pace and try to lose him, but with­in sec­onds he's caught me up. There would be no risk for you,' he adds, slight­ly out of breath. 'We take all the risk. In any case, no one could pin it on you, not while you're still in jail.'

      I stop in my tracks and turn to face him. 'I hate drugs, and I de­test even more those peo­ple who ped­dle them. If you ev­er try to speak to me again, I will re­peat this con­ver­sa­tion, first to my so­lic­itor and then to the gov­er­nor. And don't imag­ine you can threat­en me, be­cause they would be on­ly too hap­py to move me out of here, and my bet is your sen­tence would be dou­bled. Do I make my­self clear?'

      I have nev­er seen a more fright­ened man in my life. What he didn't know was that I was even more ter­ri­fied than he was. I couldn't for­get the pun­ish­ment met­ed out in Bel­marsh for be­ing a grass - hot wa­ter mixed with sug­ar thrown in your face - or the man with the four ra­zor-​blade scars ad­min­is­tered in the show­er. I quick­ly leave the ex­er­cise yard and go back to my cell, pull the door closed, and sit on the end of the bed, shak­ing.
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      4.00 pm

      When Jules re­turns, I'm still shak­ing. I go off in search of Dale.

      'I know that bas­tard' says Dale. 'Just leave him to me.'

      'What does that mean?' I ask

      'Don't ask.'

      'I have to. I'm try­ing not to cause any trou­ble.'

      'He won't trou­ble you again, that I guar­an­tee.' He then rais­es his twen­ty-​sev­en-​stone frame from the end of the bed and de­parts.
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      4.30 pm

      As­so­ci­ation: I emerge from the en­hanced wing with two Mars bars, hav­ing played a cou­ple of games of backgam­mon with Dar­ren. I be­come aware of the most in­cred­ible up­roar em­anat­ing from the games room. Am I about to ex­pe­ri­ence my first ri­ot? I glance anx­ious­ly round the door to see a group of West In­di­ans play­ing domi­noes. Ev­ery time they place a domi­no on the ta­ble, it's slammed down as if a judge were try­ing to bring a row­dy court­room to or­der. This is fol­lowed by scream­ing de­light more nor­mal­ly as­so­ci­at­ed with Lara scor­ing a cen­tu­ry at Sabi­na Park. The of­fi­cer on du­ty, Mr Nut­bourne, and the oth­er in­mates play­ing snook­er, pool and ta­ble ten­nis don't seem at all dis­turbed by this. I stroll across to join the dozen or so West In­di­ans and de­cide to watch a cou­ple of games. One of them looks up from the ta­ble, and shouts, 'You wan­na try your luck, man?'

      'Thank you,' I re­ply, and take a seat va­cat­ed by one of the play­ers.

      A West In­di­an with grey­ing hair di­vides the domi­noes be­tween the four of us and we each end up with sev­en pieces. The play­er on my right is able to be­gin the game as he has a dou­ble six. He places his prize with a thump in the mid­dle of the ta­ble, which is fol­lowed by shouts and screams from the as­sem­bled gath­er­ing. The game pro­gress­es for four rounds with­out any play­er fail­ing to place a domi­no on the end of the line. Dur­ing the next round the play­er on my left doesn't have a three or six, so pass­es and, as I have a six, I place my domi­no qui­et­ly on the ta­ble. I no­tice the broth­ers are be­com­ing a lit­tle less noisy. By this time a large crowd has gath­ered round un­til on­ly two of us are left with one domi­no; I have a five and a four, but it is my op­po­nent's turn. If he's go­ing to win, he has to hit, and hit now. The broth­ers fall al­most silent. Can the play­er on my left thwart me and win the game? I pray for the sec­ond time that day. He has nei­ther a four nor a one, and pass­es with­out a mur­mur. I try des­per­ate­ly to keep a pok­er face, while hold­ing my last domi­no in the palm of my hand. A for­est of black eyes are star­ing at me. I qui­et­ly place my four next to the four on the right-​hand end and so much bed­lam breaks out that even Mr Nut­bourne de­cides to find out what's go­ing on. I rise to leave.

      'An­oth­er game, man? An­oth­er game?' they de­mand.

      'How kind of you' I say, 'but I must get back to my writ­ing. It's been a plea­sure to play you.' This is fol­lowed by much slap­ping of hands. I de­part quick­ly, aware that if I were to play a sec­ond round, the myth would be shat­tered. Frankly I know noth­ing of the sub­tleties of the game, hav­ing just brought a new mean­ing to the phrase 'be­gin­ner's luck.
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      5.45 pm

      Sup­per. When I reach the hot­plate, Dale takes my plas­tic bowl and, just as Tony al­ways did at Bel­marsh, de­cides what I shall be al­lowed to eat. He se­lects a veg­etar­ian quiche, a few let­tuce leaves care­ful­ly ex­tract­ed from a large bowl and a toma­to. I will no longer have to think about what to eat as long as Dale's on du­ty.
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      6.00 pm

      Jules and I are banged up again un­til eight to­mor­row morn­ing. Four­teen hours in a cell sev­en paces by three, just in case you've for­got­ten. As it's Sun­day, there are no let­ters await­ing me, so I just go over my script be­fore re­turn­ing to Her­mann Hesse.
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      9.00 pm

      Jules and I watch Meg Ryan and Kevin Kline in French Kiss, which has us both laugh­ing, but then we are a cap­tive au­di­ence.
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      10.54 pm

      I set­tle my head on my new soft pil­low. It isn't goose down, or even duck feath­er - just foam rub­ber - but I know lux­ury when I feel it.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      DAY 26 - MONDAY 13 AUGUST 2001
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      6.03 am

      Yes­ter­day's ear­ly morn­ing com­mo­tion in the cor­ri­dor turned out to be a pris­on­er need­ing med­ica­tion and the as­sis­tance of a Lis­ten­er. He had pressed the emer­gen­cy call but­ton. There's one in ev­ery cell next to the door which, when pressed, il­lu­mi­nates a small red light in the cor­ri­dor, while an­oth­er flash­es up in the main of­fice. It is known by the in­mates as room ser­vice, al­though prison or­ders state that it must be used on­ly in emer­gen­cies, oth­er­wise you will be placed on re­port. I couldn't find out why the pris­on­er need­ed the help of a Lis­ten­er, but as it was his first night at Way­land, it could have been for any num­ber of rea­sons. Re­mem­ber­ing my first night, I can on­ly sym­pa­thize. I write for two hours.
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      8.15 am

      Break­fast. Sug­ar Puffs (mine), milk (theirs). One egg on a slice of toast (theirs), a sec­ond slice of toast (theirs), mar­malade (mine).
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      10.00 am

      Banged up for two hours, which I plan on us­ing to work on the sec­ond draft of this morn­ing's script. That's as­sum­ing there are no in­ter­rup­tions - there are two.
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      10.49 am

      The cell door is un­locked by Mr New­port, who wants to talk to Jules about his ap­pli­ca­tion for a change of sta­tus from C-​cat to D-​cat. Jules ex­plains that he has writ­ten his rea­sons in a let­ter so that they (the au­thor­ities) will have all the rel­evant de­tails on record. Mr New­port glances over the two pages and promis­es to ar­range an in­ter­view with Mr Stainthor­pe, the clas­si­fi­ca­tions of­fi­cer. The cell door is banged shut.
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      11.09 am

      The cell door is opened a sec­ond time. On this oc­ca­sion it's Mr Nut­bourne, who says, 'Now tell me, Jef­frey' (the first of­fi­cer to call me by my Chris­tian name) 'do you want the good news or the bad news?'

      'You de­cide,' I sug­gest.

      'You won't be go­ing to C wing af­ter all, be­cause we're go­ing to move you down to join your friends on the en­hanced cor­ri­dor.'

      'So what's the bad news?' I ask.

      Un­for­tu­nate­ly, a cell won't be avail­able un­til 29 Au­gust, when the next pris­on­er on that cor­ri­dor will have com­plet­ed his sen­tence.'

      'But you could still put me in a sin­gle cell on an­oth­er part of the block.'

      'Don't push your luck,' he says with a grin, be­fore slam­ming the door closed.
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      12 noon

      Lunch: soup (mine­strone) and a piece of brown bread (fresh). Couldn't face the meat pie. Heav­en knows what an­imal's in­side it..
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      2.00 pm

      Gym: I'm the first to set foot in the gym, on­ly to find that the run­ning ma­chine has bro­ken down. Damn, damn, damn.

      I warm up and stretch for a few min­utes be­fore do­ing ten min­utes on the row­er. I man­age 1,909 me­tres, a vast im­prove­ment on yes­ter­day. A lit­tle light weight train­ing be­fore mov­ing on to a bi­cy­cle, the like of which I have nev­er seen be­fore. I can't get the hang of it un­til Mr Maid­en comes to my res­cue and ex­plains that once you've set the speed, the ped­dles just re­volve un­til you stop them. He sets the pace at thir­ty kilo­me­tres per hour, and leaves me to get on with it. I sweat away for ten min­utes, and then re­al­ize I don't know how to turn it off. I shout to Ev­erett (GBH) for help - a black man who I sat next to dur­ing the domi­noes en­counter - but he just grins, or sim­ply doesn't un­der­stand my predica­ment. When my scream­ing goes up a deci­bel, Mr Maid­en fi­nal­ly comes to my res­cue. He can't stop laugh­ing as he shows me which but­ton I have to press to bring the ma­chine to a halt. It's marked STOP - in red. I fall off the bike, ex­haust­ed, which caus­es much mirth among the oth­er pris­on­ers, es­pe­cial­ly the domi­noes play­ers. I use the rest of my time ly­ing on a rub­ber mat re­cov­er­ing.

      As the pris­on­ers be­gin to make their way back to their cells - no gates, no search­es - I'm called to Mr Maid­en's of­fice. Once his door is closed and no oth­er pris­on­er can over­hear, he asks, Would you like to join the staff on Fri­day morn­ing to as­sist with a spe­cial needs group from Dere­ham Adult Train­ing Cen­tre?'

      'Of course I would,' I tell him.

      Jim­my is the on­ly oth­er pris­on­er who present­ly helps that group, so per­haps you should have a word with him.'

      I thank Mr Maid­en and re­turn to my cell. I don't im­me­di­ate­ly take a show­er as I am still sweat­ing from the bi­cy­cle ex­pe­ri­ence, so I use the time to call my PA, Al­ison. I tell her I need more A4 pads and pens be­cause I'm cur­rent­ly writ­ing two to three thou­sand words a day. I al­so need stamped en­velopes ad­dressed to her - large A4 size for the manuscript and slight­ly small­er ones so I can turn round my dai­ly post­bag. Al­ison tells me that be­cause of the sack­fuls of let­ters I am re­ceiv­ing both in prison and at the of­fice, as well as hav­ing to type two scripts at once, she's putting in even longer hours than when I was a free man.

      'And to think that you were wor­ried about los­ing your job if I were to end up in jail,' I re­mind her. Just wait un­til I get my hands back on my nov­el. You'll be work­ing week­ends as well.'

      Al­ison con­firms that the last five chap­ters of Bel­marsh have ar­rived safe­ly, thanks to the co­op­er­ation of Roy, the cen­sor. No such prob­lem at Way­land, where you just drop your en­ve­lope in a post­box and off it goes. I re­mind her that I need the Bel­marsh script back as soon as pos­si­ble, to go over it once again be­fore I let Jonathan Lloyd (my agent) read it for the first time. My fi­nal re­quest is to be put through to Will.

      He's in Cam­bridge with Mary.'

      Al­though I check to see how many units are left on the phonecard, I haven't need­ed to wor­ry about the prob­lem late­ly as Dale seems to be able to ar­range an end­less sup­ply of them.

      I di­al Cam­bridge and catch Mary, who is just leav­ing to chair a meet­ing at Ad­den­brooke's Hos­pi­tal, where she is deputy chair­man. Af­ter a few words, she pass­es me over to Will. He is full of news and tells me Mum has been prepar­ing in her usu­al dili­gent way for the To­day in­ter­view. Since he spoke to me last, Andy Bearpark, who cov­ered Kur­dish af­fairs at the Over­seas De­vel­op­ment Ad­min­is­tra­tion dur­ing the rel­evant time, con­firms he has been con­tact­ed by KP­MG re­gard­ing the au­dit. Will feels the po­lice will be left with lit­tle choice but to com­plete their ini­tial re­port quick­ly and re­in­state my D-​cat. I thank him, par­tic­ular­ly for the sup­port he's giv­ing his moth­er. I then tell him that I've fin­ished the Bel­marsh sec­tion of the di­aries and ask if he's found time to read the odd chap­ter.

      'I just can't face it, Dad. It's bad enough that you're there.' I tell him that I have al­ready de­cid­ed that there will be three vol­umes of the prison di­ary: Hell, Pur­ga­to­ry and Heav­en, with an epi­logue called 'Back to Earth'. This at least makes him laugh. As I'm telling him this, Jim­my pass­es me in the cor­ri­dor and I turn to ask if he could spare me a mo­ment. He nods, and waits un­til I fin­ish my con­ver­sa­tion with Will.

      Jim­my has al­so heard that I may be join­ing them on the en­hanced wing, but won­ders if Nut­boume's in­for­ma­tion came from on high.

      'Ex­act­ly my thoughts,' I tell him. I then men­tion that Mr Maid­en has in­vit­ed me to join them in the gym on Fri­day morn­ing to as­sist with the spe­cial needs group. I'm sur­prised by his re­ac­tion.

      'You jam­my bas­tard,' says Jim­my. 'I had to wait a cou­ple of years be­fore I was in­vit­ed to join that shift, and you get asked af­ter four days.' Fun­ni­ly enough I hadn't thought of it as a perk, but sim­ply as do­ing some­thing worth­while.

      Jim­my in­vites me down to his cell for a drink, my on­ly chance of hav­ing a Di­et Coke. We're joined by Ja­son, who spot­ted me in the cor­ri­dor. Ja­son hands me a pair of slip­pers and a wash bag, which are nor­mal­ly on­ly is­sued to en­hanced pris­on­ers.

      'You jam­my bas­tard,' re­peats Jim­my, be­fore he starts go­ing on about his weight. Jim­my is six foot one, slim and ath­let­ic (see plate sec­tion). He trains ev­ery day in the gym and is known by the in­mates as Brad Pitt.

      'More like Arm Pitt' says Ja­son.

      Jim­my smiles and con­tin­ues to grum­ble, 'I need to put on some weight.'

      'I like you as you are, dar­ling,' Ja­son replies.

      I de­cide this is an ide­al op­por­tu­ni­ty to ask them how drugs are smug­gled in­to prison. Both throw out one-​lin­ers to my myr­iad ques­tions, and be­tween them con­tin­ue my ed­uca­tion on the sub­ject.

      Of the six ma­jor drugs - cannabis, speed, Ec­sta­sy, co­caine, crack co­caine and hero­in - on­ly cannabis and hero­in are in dai­ly de­mand in most pris­ons. Each wing or block has a deal­er, who in turn has run­ners who han­dle any new pris­on­ers when they ar­rive on the in­duc­tion wing. It's known as Drug In­duc­tion. This is usu­al­ly car­ried out in the yard dur­ing the long ex­er­cise break each morn­ing. The price ranges from dou­ble the street val­ue to as much as a ten­fold mark-​up de­pend­ing on sup­ply and de­mand; even in prison free en­ter­prise pre­vails. Pay­ment can be made in sev­er­al ways. The most com­mon cur­ren­cy is phonecards or to­bac­co. You can al­so send in cash to be cred­it­ed to the deal­er's ac­count, but most deal­ers don't care for that route, as even the dumb­est of­fi­cer can work out what they're up to. The pre­ferred method is for the re­cip­ient of the drugs to ar­range for a friend to send cash to the deal­er's con­tact on the out­side, usu­al­ly his girl­friend, wife or part­ner. Just as there is a can­teen list of prices taped to the wall out­side the main of­fice, so there is an ac­cept­ed but, un­print­ed list, of avail­able drugs in any prison. For ex­am­ple, the price of five joints of cannabis would work out at around £10 or five phonecards; a short line of co­caine would cost about £10, while hero­in, a joey or a bag, which is about half a gram, can cost as much as £20.

      Next we dis­cuss the big­ger prob­lem of how to get the gear in­to prison. Ja­son tells me that there are sev­er­al ways. The most ob­vi­ous is via vis­its, but this is not com­mon as the pun­ish­ment for be­ing caught usu­al­ly fits the crime, for both the vis­itor and the pris­on­er. If you are caught, you au­to­mat­ical­ly lose your vis­its and the use of phonecards. For most pris­on­ers this is their on­ly life­line to the out­side world. Few, oth­er than des­per­ate hero­in ad­dicts, are will­ing to sac­ri­fice be­ing able to see their fam­ily and friends once a fort­night or speak to them reg­ular­ly on the phone. So most deal­ers re­vert to oth­er safer meth­ods be­cause were they to be caught twice, they not on­ly lose the right to a phonecard as well as a vis­it, but will be charged with the of­fence and can ex­pect to have time added to their sen­tence.

      'What are the oth­er meth­ods?' I ask.

      'You can ar­range to have gear thrown over the wall at a des­ig­nat­ed time so it can be picked up by a gar­den­er or a lit­ter col­lec­tor. Helps to sup­ple­ment their sev­en pounds a week wages,' Ja­son ex­plains. 'But home leave or town vis­its are still the most com­mon source of drugs com­ing in. A clever couri­er can earn some ex­tra cash pri­or to be­ing re­leased.'

      'Mind you,' adds Jim­my, 'if you're caught bring­ing gear in, not on­ly do you lose all your priv­ileges, but you can be trans­ferred to an A-​cat with time added to your sen­tence.'

      'What about by post?' I ask.

      'Send­ing in a ball­point pen is a com­mon method,' Ja­son says. 'You half fill the tube with hero­in and leave the bot­tom half full of ink, so that when the screws re­move the lit­tle cap on the bot­tom they can on­ly see the ink. They could break the tube in half, but that might mean hav­ing to re­place as many as a hun­dred biros a week. But the most com­mon ap­proach still in­volves brown en­velopes and un­der­neath stamps.'

      'En­velopes?' I ask.

      'Down the side of most large brown en­velopes is a flap. If you lift it care­ful­ly you can place a line of hero­in along the in­side and care­ful­ly seal it back up again. When it comes in the post it looks like junk mail or a cir­cu­lar, but it could be hid­ing up to a hun­dred quid's worth of sk­ag.'

      'One pris­on­er went over the top re­cent­ly,' says Jim­my. 'He'd been en­hanced and put on the spe­cial wing. One of our priv­ileges is that we can hang cur­tains in our cell. When his se­lect­ed cur­tains ar­rived, prison staff found the seams were weighed down with hero­in. The in­mate was im­me­di­ate­ly locked up in seg­re­ga­tion and lost all his priv­ileges.'

      'And did he al­so get time added to his sen­tence?'

      'No,' Ja­son replies. 'He claimed that the cur­tains were sent in by his co-​de­fen­dant from the orig­inal tri­al in an at­tempt to stitch him up.' I like the use of the words 'stitch him up' in this con­text. 'Not on­ly did he get away with it,' con­tin­ues Jim­my, 'but the co-​de­fen­dant end­ed up be­ing sen­tenced to five years. Both men were as guilty as sin, but nei­ther of them end­ed up in jail for the crime they had com­mit­ted,' Jim­my adds. Not the first time I've heard that.

      'But you can al­so have your priv­ileges tak­en away and time added if you're caught tak­ing drugs,' Ja­son re­minds me.

      True' says Jim­my, 'but there are even ways around that. In 1994 the gov­ern­ment brought in manda­to­ry drug test­ing to catch pris­on­ers who were tak­ing il­le­gal sub­stances. But if you're on hero­in, all you have to do is pur­chase a tube of smok­er's tooth­paste from the can­teen and swal­low a mouth­ful soon af­ter you've tak­en the drug.'

      'How does that help?' I ask.

      'If they ask for a urine sam­ple' ex­plains Dar­ren, 'smok­er's tooth­paste will cloud it, and they have to wait an­oth­er twen­ty-​four hours be­fore test­ing you again. By the time they con­duct a sec­ond test, a cou­ple of gal­lons of wa­ter will have cleared any trace of hero­in out of your sys­tem. You may be up all night pee­ing, but you don't lose your priv­ileges or have time added.'

      'But that's not pos­si­ble with cannabis?' I ask.

      'No, cannabis re­mains in your blood­stream for at least a month. But it's still big busi­ness what­ev­er the risk, and you can be fair­ly cer­tain that the deal­ers nev­er touch any drugs them­selves. They all have their mules and their sell­ers. They end up on­ly tak­ing a small cut, and are rarely caught.'

      'And some of them even man­age to make more mon­ey in­side prison than they did out­side' adds Ja­son.

      The call for tea is bel­lowed down the cor­ri­dor by an of­fi­cer. I close my notepad, thank Ja­son for the slip­pers and wash bag, not to men­tion the tu­to­ri­al, and re­turn to my cell.
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      5.00 pm

      Sup­per: veg­etar­ian pie and two pota­toes. If I be­come en­hanced, I will be al­lowed to have my own plate plus a mug or cup sent in, not to men­tion cur­tains.
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      6.00 pm

      Write for just over an hour.
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      7.15 pm

      Watch Sue Bark­er and Roger Black sum up the World Ath­let­ics Cham­pi­onship, which has been a dis­as­ter for Britain. One gold for Jonathan Ed­wards in the triple jump and a bronze for Dean Macey in the de­cathlon. The worst re­sult for Britain since the games be­gan in 1983, and that was fol­low­ing such a suc­cess­ful Olympics in Syd­ney. I'm al­most able to con­vince my­self that I'm glad I was pre­vent­ed from at­tend­ing.
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      8.00 pm

      Read through my let­ters. Just over a hun­dred to­day.
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      9.00 pm

      Jules and I watch a mod­ern ver­sion of Great Ex­pec­ta­tions with Robert De Niro and Gwyneth Pal­trow. If I hadn't been in prison, I would have walked out af­ter fif­teen min­utes.

      I be­gin to read Fa­mous Tri­als se­lect­ed by John Mor­timer. I start with Rat­ten­bury and Stones, the prob­lem of a younger man falling in love with an old­er wom­an. Now that's some­thing I haven't ex­pe­ri­enced. I fall asleep around eleven.
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      DAY 27 - TUESDAY 14 AUGUST 2001
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      6.18 am

      Over­slept. Af­ter a night's rain, the sun is peep­ing through my four-​bar win­dow. I write for a cou­ple of hours.
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      8.20 am

      Break­fast: two Weet­abix, one hard-​boiled egg and a piece of toast.
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      10.56 am

      I've been writ­ing for about an hour when the cell door is opened; Mr Clarke tells me that as part of my in­duc­tion I must at­tend a meet­ing with a rep­re­sen­ta­tive from the BoV (Board of Vis­itors). Ev­ery­thing has an acronym nowa­days.

      Nine pris­on­ers as­sem­ble in a wait­ing room op­po­site Mr New­port's of­fice. There are eleven com­fort­able chairs set in a semi­cir­cle, and a low ta­ble in the mid­dle of the room. If there had been a few out-​of-​date mag­azines scat­tered on the ta­ble, it could have passed for a GP's wait­ing room. We have to hang around for a few min­utes be­fore be­ing joined by a man in his late fifties, who looks like a re­tired so­lic­itor or bank man­ag­er. He's about five foot nine with grey­ing hair and a warm smile. He wears an open-​neck shirt and a pair of grey flan­nels. I sus­pect that the on­ly oth­er time he's this ca­su­al­ly dressed is on a Sun­day af­ter­noon.

      He in­tro­duces him­self as Kei­th Flintcroft, and goes on to ex­plain that the Board is made up of six­teen lo­cal peo­ple ap­point­ed by the Home Of­fice. They are not paid, which gives them their in­de­pen­dence.

      'We can see the gov­er­nor or any of­fi­cer on re­quest, and al­though we have no pow­er, we do have con­sid­er­able in­flu­ence. Our main pur­pose,' he con­tin­ues, 'is to deal with pris­on­ers' com­plaints. How­ev­er, our au­thor­ity ends when it comes to an or­der of the gov­er­nor. For ex­am­ple, we can­not stop a pris­on­er be­ing placed in seg­re­ga­tion, but we can make sure that we are sup­plied with de­tails of the of­fence with­in a pe­ri­od of sev­en­ty-​two hours. We can al­so read any writ­ten ma­te­ri­al on a pris­on­er with the ex­cep­tion of their le­gal pa­pers or med­ical records.'

      Mr Flintcroft comes over as a thor­ough­ly de­cent bloke, a man who ob­vi­ous­ly be­lieves in giv­ing ser­vice to the lo­cal com­mu­ni­ty. Just like so many thou­sands of cit­izens up and down the coun­try he ex­pects lit­tle re­ward oth­er than the sat­is­fac­tion of do­ing a worth­while job. I be­lieve that if he felt a pris­on­er was get­ting a rough deal, he would, with­in the lim­its of his pow­er, try to do some­thing about it.

      He ends his ten-​minute chat by say­ing, 'You'll find that we spend a lot of our time roam­ing around the prison. You can't miss us be­cause we wear these dis­tinc­tive buff-​coloured name badges. So feel free to come and talk to us when­ev­er you want to - in com­plete con­fi­dence. Now, are there any ques­tions?'

      To my sur­prise, there are none. Why doesn't any­one men­tion the state of the cells on the in­duc­tion wing com­pared with the rest of the prison? Why, when there is a painter on each wing, who I ob­serve work­ing ev­ery day, isn't there one to spruce up the in­duc­tion wing? Do they leave the wing in a filthy con­di­tion so that when in­mates are moved to an­oth­er part of the prison they'll feel it's an im­prove­ment, or is it that they just can't cope with the turnover of pris­on­ers? Ei­ther way, I would like to tell Gov­er­nor Kate Caw­ley (I've dis­cov­ered the gov­er­nor's name on a no­tice board, but haven't yet come across her) that it's de­grad­ing, and a blip in an oth­er­wise well-​run prison. Why are the in­duc­tion pris­on­ers locked up for such long hours while the rest of the in­mates are giv­en far more free­dom? And why… And then it hits me. I am the on­ly per­son in that room who hasn't been through this pro­cess be­fore, and the oth­ers ei­ther sim­ply don't give a damn or can't see the point of it. They are most­ly hard­ened crim­inals who just want to com­plete their sen­tence and have as easy a time as pos­si­ble be­fore re­turn­ing to a life of crime. They be­lieve that the likes of Mr Flintcroft will make ab­so­lute­ly no dif­fer­ence to their lives. I sus­pect that the likes of Mr Flintcroft have, over the years, made a great deal of dif­fer­ence to their lives, with­out their ev­er re­al­iz­ing or ap­pre­ci­at­ing it.

      Once Mr Flintcroft ac­cepts that there are go­ing to be no ques­tions, we all file out and re­turn to our cells. I stop and thank him for car­ry­ing out his thank­less task.
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      12 noon

      Mr Chap­man tells me I have a large par­cel in re­cep­tion, which I can pick up af­ter din­ner (lunch).
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      12.15 pm

      Lunch: spam frit­ters, two pota­toes and a glass of Evian. HELP! I'm run­ning out of Evian.
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      12.35 pm

      I re­port to re­cep­tion and col­lect my par­cel, or what's left of it. It orig­inal­ly con­sist­ed of two books: Alan Clark's Di­aries, and The Div­ing Bell and the But­ter­fly by Jean-​Do­minique Bau­by, which has been sent in by An­ton, one of James's clos­est friends. They're ac­com­pa­nied by a long let­ter about the lat­est bust-​up with his girl­friend (I do love the young - on­ly their prob­lems ex­ist) and, from Al­ison, a dozen writ­ing pads, two pack­ets of liq­uid-​point pens and six books of first-​class stamps. Mr Chap­man ex­plains that I can keep the long let­ter from An­ton, but ev­ery­thing else will be placed in my box at re­cep­tion and re­turned to me on­ly when I'm trans­ferred or re­leased.
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      3.15 pm

      I have be­come so ac­cus­tomed to prison life that I not on­ly re­mem­ber to take my gym card, but al­so a tow­el and a bot­tle of wa­ter to my af­ter­noon gym ses­sion. The run­ning ma­chine still isn't work­ing, so I'm back to ten min­utes on the row­er (1,837 me­tres - not very im­pres­sive) fol­lowed by a light weight-​train­ing ses­sion and ten min­utes on the bike, which I now know how to turn on and, more im­por­tant­ly, turn off.

      Ev­erett (GBH) leaves his 240-pound bench press, and asks if he can have a swig of my Evian. I nod, as I don't think there's much of an al­ter­na­tive. A mo­ment lat­er his black weight-​lift­ing part­ner - taller and wider - strolls across and takes a swig with­out ask­ing. By the time I've fin­ished stretch­ing, the bot­tle is emp­ty.

      Once I'm back on my wing I try to take a show­er, but the door is locked. I look through the tiny win­dow. It's all steamed up, and two pris­on­ers are bang­ing on the door try­ing to get out. I can­not be­lieve that it is prison pol­icy to lock them in and me out. I hang around for about ten min­utes with a cou­ple of oth­er pris­on­ers be­fore an of­fi­cer even­tu­al­ly ap­pears. I tell him I'd like to have a show­er.

      'You've missed your chance.'

      'I didn't have a chance,' I tell him. It's been locked for the past ten min­utes.'

      'I've on­ly been away for a minute, maybe two,' he says.

      'I've been stand­ing here for near­ly ten min­utes,' I po­lite­ly point out.

      If I say it's one minute, it's one minute,' he says.

      I re­turn to my cell. I now feel cold and sweaty. I sit down to write.
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      6.00 pm

      Sup­per. A bowl of thick, oily soup is all I can face. Back in my cell I pour my­self half a mug of black­cur­rant juice. The on­ly lux­ury left. At least I'm still los­ing weight.
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      6.30 pm

      Ex­er­cise: I walk around the perime­ter fence with Jim­my and Dar­ren. Just their pres­ence stops most in­mates from giv­ing me a hard time.
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      7.00 pm

      I fi­nal­ly man­age a show­er. I then put on a prison track­suit, grey and bag­gy, but com­fort­able. I de­cide to call Mary. There is a queue for the phone as this is the most pop­ular time of day. When it's my turn, I di­al the Old Vicarage on­ly to find that the line is en­gaged.

      I spot Dale hang­ing around in the cor­ri­dor, ob­vi­ous­ly want­ing to speak to me. He tells me that the mon­ey hasn't ar­rived. I as­sure him that if it isn't in the morn­ing post, I'll chase it up. I try Mary again - still en­gaged. I go back to my cell and pre­pare my desk for an evening ses­sion. I check my watch. It's 7.55 pm. I'll on­ly have one more chance. Back to the phone. I call Cam­bridge. Still en­gaged. I re­turn to my cell to find an of­fi­cer stand­ing by the door. I'm banged up for an­oth­er twelve hours.
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      8.00 pm

      I read through to­day's script and then pre­pare out­line notes for the first ses­sion to­mor­row, to the ac­com­pa­ni­ment of two West In­di­ans hol­ler­ing at each oth­er from cells on op­po­site sides of the wing. I re­mark to Jules that they seem to be shout­ing even loud­er than usu­al. He re­signed­ly replies that there's not a lot you can do about win­dow war­riors. I won­der. Should I push my luck? I go over to the win­dow and sug­gest in a po­lite but firm voice that they don't need to shout at each oth­er. A black face ap­pears at the op­po­site win­dow. I wait for the usu­al di­atribe.

      'Sor­ry, Jeff,' he says, and con­tin­ues the con­ver­sa­tion in a nor­mal voice. Well, you can on­ly ask.
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      DAY 28 - WEDNESDAY 15 AUGUST 2001
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      6.04 am

      I wake, on­ly to re­mem­ber where I am.
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      8.15 am

      Break­fast: when I go down to the hot­plate to col­lect my meal, Dale gives me a nod to in­di­cate that the mon­ey has ar­rived.
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      8.30 am

      Phone Mary to be told that she's do­ing the To­day pro­gramme with John Humphrys to­mor­row morn­ing and will be vis­it­ing me on Fri­day with Will. As James is on hol­iday, she sug­gests that the third place is tak­en by Jonathan Lloyd. He wants to dis­cuss my new nov­el, Sons of For­tune, and the progress of the di­ary. As I am al­lowed on­ly one vis­it a fort­night, this seems a sen­si­ble com­bi­na­tion of busi­ness and plea­sure, al­though I will miss not see­ing James.

      Phone Al­ison, who says she'll have fin­ished typ­ing Vol­ume One - Bel­marsh: Hell­by Wednes­day (70,000 words) and will post it to me im­me­di­ate­ly. She re­minds me that from Mon­day she will be on hol­iday for two weeks. I need re­mind­ing. In prison you for­get that nor­mal peo­ple go on hol­iday.

      When I re­turn to my cell, I find David (whisky boot­leg­ger) sweep­ing the cor­ri­dor. I tell him about my wa­ter short­age. He of­fers me a large bot­tle of di­et lemon­ade and a di­et Robin­sons black­cur­rant juice in ex­change for a £2 phonecard, which will give him a 43p prof­it. I ac­cept, and we go off to his cell to com­plete the trans­ac­tion. There is on­ly one prob­lem: you are not al­lowed to use phonecards for trad­ing, be­cause it might be thought you are a drug deal­er. Each card has the pris­on­er's sig­na­ture on the back of it, not un­like a cred­it card (see plate sec­tion).

      'No prob­lem,' says David (he nev­er swears). 'I can re­move your name with Fairy Liq­uid and then re­place it with mine.'

      'How will you get hold of a bot­tle of Fairy Liq­uid?'

      'I'm the wing clean­er.'

      Sil­ly ques­tion.
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      10.00 am

      My pad-​mate Jules has be­gun his ed­uca­tion course to­day (life and so­cial skills) so I have the cell to my­self. I've been writ­ing for on­ly about thir­ty min­utes when my door is un­locked and I'm told the prison pro­ba­tion of­fi­cer wants to see me. I re­call Tony's (ab­scond­ing from Ford Open Prison) words when I was at Bel­marsh: Don't act smart and find your­self on the wrong side of your pro­ba­tion of­fi­cer, be­cause they have con­sid­er­able sway when it comes to de­cid­ing your pa­role date.'

      I'm es­cort­ed to a pri­vate room, just a cou­ple of doors away from Mr Tin­kler's of­fice on the first-​floor land­ing. I shake hands with a young la­dy who in­tro­duces her­self as Lisa Da­da. She is a blonde of about thir­ty and wear­ing a V-​neck sweater that re­veals she has just re­turned from hol­iday or spent a long week­end sit­ting in the sun. Like ev­ery­one else, she asks me how I am set­tling in. I tell her that I have no com­plaints oth­er than the state of my cell, my rude in­tro­duc­tion to rap mu­sic and win­dow war­riors. Lisa be­gins by ex­plain­ing that she has to see ev­ery pris­on­er, but there isn't much point in my case be­cause her role doesn't kick in un­til six months be­fore my pa­role. 'And as I'm mov­ing to Sur­rey in about two months' time,' she con­tin­ues, 'to be near­er my hus­band who is a prison of­fi­cer, you may well have moved to an­oth­er es­tab­lish­ment long be­fore then, so I can't do much more than an­swer any ques­tions you might have.'

      'How did you meet your hus­band?' I ask.

      That's not the sort of ques­tion I meant,' she replies with a grin.

      'He must be Nige­ri­an.'

      'What makes you think that?'

      'Da­da. It's an Ig­bo tribe name, the tribe of the lead­ers and war­riors.'

      She nods, and says, We met in prison in cir­cum­stances that sound as if they might have come from the pages of one of your nov­els.' I don't in­ter­rupt. 'I had a pris­on­er who was due to be re­leased in the morn­ing. The evening be­fore, he was phon­ing his wife to ar­range what time she should pick him up, but couldn't hear what she was say­ing be­cause of the noise com­ing from a TV in a near­by cell. He popped his head round the door and asked if the in­mate could turn the vol­ume down, and was told to 'Fuck off'. In a mo­ment of anger he dropped the phone, walked in­to the cell and took a swing at the man. The in­mate fell back­wards on­to the stone floor, cracked open his head and was dead be­fore they could get him to a hos­pi­tal. The first prison of­fi­cer on the scene called for the as­sailant's pro­ba­tion of­fi­cer, who hap­pened to be me. We were mar­ried a year lat­er.'

      'What hap­pened to the pris­on­er?' I ask.

      'He was charged with manslaugh­ter, plead­ed guilty and was sen­tenced to three years. He served eigh­teen months. There was clear­ly no in­tent to mur­der. I know it sounds sil­ly,' she adds, 'but un­til that mo­ment, his record was un­blem­ished.'

      'So your hus­band is black. That can't have been easy for you, es­pe­cial­ly in prison.'

      'No, it hasn't, but it helps me find a com­mon thread with the dread­locks.'

      'So what's it like be­ing a thir­ty-​some­thing blonde pro­ba­tion of­fi­cer?' I ask

      It's not al­ways easy,' she ad­mits. 'Six­ty per cent of the pris­on­ers shout at me and tell me that I'm use­less, while the oth­er forty per cent burst in­to tears.'

      'Burst in­to tears? That lot?' I say, thumb­ing to­wards the door.

      'Oh, yes. I re­al­ize it's not a prob­lem for you, but most of them spend their lives hav­ing to prove how ma­cho they are, so when they come to see me it's the one chance they have to re­veal their true feel­ings. Once they be­gin to talk about their fam­ilies, their part­ners, chil­dren and friends, they of­ten break down, sud­den­ly aware that oth­ers might well be go­ing through an even more dif­fi­cult time out­side than they are locked up in here.'

      'And the shouters, what do they imag­ine they're achiev­ing?'

      'Get­ting the rage out of their sys­tem. Such a dis­ci­plined regime cre­ates pent-​up emo­tions, and I'm of­ten on the re­ceiv­ing end. I've ex­pe­ri­enced ev­ery­thing, in­clud­ing ob­scene lan­guage and ex­plic­it de­scrip­tions of what they'd like to do to me, while all the time star­ing at my breasts. One pris­on­er even un­zipped his jeans and start­ed mas­tur­bat­ing. All that for twen­ty-​one thou­sand a year.'

      'So why do you do it?'

      'I have the oc­ca­sion­al suc­cess, per­haps one in ten, which makes it all seem worth­while when you go home at night.'

      'What's the worst part of your job?'

      She paus­es and thinks for a mo­ment. 'Hav­ing to tell a pris­on­er that his wife or part­ner doesn't want him back just be­fore they're due to be re­leased.'

      'I'm not sure I un­der­stand.'

      'Many long-​term pris­on­ers phone their wives twice a week, and are even vis­it­ed by them once a fort­night. But it's on­ly when their sen­tence is draw­ing to a close and a pro­ba­tion of­fi­cer has to vis­it the mat­ri­mo­ni­al home that the wife con­fess­es she doesn't want her hus­band back. Usu­al­ly be­cause by then they are liv­ing with an­oth­er man - some­times their hus­band's best friend.'

      'And they ex­pect you to break the news?'

      'Yes,' she replies. 'Be­cause they can't face do­ing it them­selves, even on the phone.'

      'And is there any par­tic­ular set of pris­on­ers you don't like deal­ing with? The pae­dophiles, mur­der­ers, rapists, drug deal­ers, for ex­am­ple?'

      'No, I can han­dle all of them' she says. 'But the group I have no time for are the bur­glars.'

      'Bur­glars?'

      They show nei­ther re­morse nor con­science. Even when they've stolen per­son­al fam­ily heir­looms they tell you it's all right be­cause the vic­tim can claim it back on in­sur­ance.' She glances at her watch. I'm meant to be ask­ing you some ques­tions,' she paus­es, 'not that the usu­al ones ap­ply.'

      'Try me,' I sug­gest. Lisa re­moves a sheet of pa­per from a file and reads out the list­ed ques­tions.

      'Are you mar­ried?, Are you liv­ing with your wife?, Have you any chil­dren?, Do you have any oth­er chil­dren?, Are any of them in need of as­sis­tance or fi­nan­cial help?, Will you be re­turn­ing to your fam­ily when you are re­leased?, When you are re­leased, do you have any in­come oth­er than the nine­ty pounds the State pro­vides for you?, Do you have some­where to sleep on your first night out of prison?, Do you have a job to go to, with a guar­an­teed source of in­come?' She looks up. 'The pur­pose of the last ques­tion is to find out if you're like­ly to com­mit an of­fence with­in hours of leav­ing prison.'

      'Why would any­one do that?' I ask.

      'Be­cause, for some of them, this is the on­ly place that guar­an­tees three meals a day, a bed and some­one to talk to. You've got a good ex­am­ple on your wing. Out last month, back in­side this month. Robbed an old la­dy of her bag and then im­me­di­ate­ly hand­ed it back to her. He even hung around un­til the po­lice ar­rived to make sure he was ar­rest­ed.'

      I think I know the pris­on­er she's re­fer­ring to, and make a men­tal note to have a word with him. Our hour is draw­ing to a close, so I ask if she will stick with it.

      'Yes. I've been in the ser­vice for ten years and, de­spite ev­ery­thing, it has its re­wards. Mind you, it's changed a lot dur­ing the last decade. When I first joined, the mot­to em­bla­zoned on our notepa­per used to read, Ad­vise, As­sist and Be­friend. Now it's En­force­ment, Re­ha­bil­ita­tion and Pub­lic Pro­tec­tion; the re­sult of a mas­sive change in so­ci­ety, its new-​found free­dom and the cit­izen's de­mands for safe­ty. The pub­lic doesn't be­gin to un­der­stand that at least thir­ty per cent of peo­ple in prison shouldn't be locked up at all, while sev­en­ty per cent, the pro­fes­sion­al crim­inals, will be in and out for the rest of their lives.'

      There's a knock on the door. My hour's up, and we haven't even touched on the prob­lem of drugs. Mr Chap­man en­ters car­ry­ing two bun­dles of let­ters. Lisa looks sur­prised.

      'That's on­ly the first post' Mr Chap­man tells her.

      'I can quite be­lieve it,' she says. 'My par­ents send their best wish­es. My fa­ther want­ed you to sign one of his books, but I told him it would be most un­pro­fes­sion­al.' I rise from my place. 'Good luck with your ap­peal,' she adds, as we shake hands. I thank her and re­turn to my cell.
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      12 noon

      Lunch: mac­aroni cheese and di­et lemon­ade. I hate lemon­ade, so I spend some con­sid­er­able time shak­ing the bot­tle in an ef­fort to re­move the bub­bles. I have a con­sid­er­able amount of time.
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      1.45 pm

      Mr Chap­man warns me that I will not be able to go to the gym this af­ter­noon as I have to at­tend a CARAT (Coun­selling, As­sess­ment, Re­fer­ral, Ad­vice and Through-​care) meet­ing on drugs. This is an­oth­er part of my in­duc­tion. De­spite the fact I've nev­er touched a drug in my life, I can't af­ford to miss it. Oth­er­wise I will nev­er be moved from this filthy, dank, noisy wing. Nat­ural­ly I com­ply.
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      2.00 pm

      I try to pick up my books and notepads from re­cep­tion on­ly to be told by Mr Mean­well (a man who reg­ular­ly re­minds me 'Mean­well is my name, and mean well is my na­ture') that I can't have them be­cause it's against prison reg­ula­tions. All notepads and pens have to be pur­chased from the can­teen and all books or­dered through the li­brary, who buy them di­rect from Wa­ter­stone's.

      'But in Bel­marsh they al­lowed me to have two notepads, two pack­ets of pens and any num­ber of books I re­quired sent in, and they're a max­imum-​se­cu­ri­ty prison.'

      'I know,' says Mean­well with a smile. 'It's a damn sil­ly rule, but there's noth­ing I can do about it.'

      I thank him. Many of the se­nior of­fi­cers know on­ly too well what's sen­si­ble and what isn't, but are wor­ried that if I re­ceive what could be con­strued as spe­cial treat­ment it will be all over the tabloids the fol­low­ing morn­ing. The rule is en­forced be­cause books, pads and pens are sim­ply an­oth­er way to smug­gle in drugs. How­ev­er, if I'm to go on writ­ing, I'll have to pur­chase these items from the can­teen, which means I'll need to cut down on Spam and Weet­abix.
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      2.40 pm

      I've been writ­ing for about an hour when I am called to the CARAT meet­ing. Once again, eleven of us as­sem­ble in the room with the com­fort­able chairs. The CARAT rep­re­sen­ta­tive is a young la­dy called Leah, who tells us that if we have any drug-​re­lat­ed prob­lems, she is there to ad­vise and help. Leah re­minds me of Mr Flintcroft, al­though she's push­ing an even larg­er boul­der up an even steep­er hill.

      I glance around the room at the oth­er pris­on­ers. Their faces are blank and re­signed. I'm prob­ably the on­ly per­son present who has nev­er tak­en a drug. The one com­ment Leah makes that catch­es the pris­on­ers' at­ten­tion is that if they were to have a pe­ri­od on D wing, the drug-​free wing, it might even help with their pa­role. But be­fore Leah can fin­ish her sen­tence a rip­ple of laugh­ter breaks out, and she ad­mits that it's pos­si­ble there are even more drugs on D wing than on A, B or C. Drug-​free wings in most pris­ons have that rep­uta­tion.

      When Leah comes to the end of her eight-​minute dis­course and in­vites ques­tions, she is greet­ed with si­lence, the same si­lence Mr Flintcroft ex­pe­ri­enced.

      I leave, feel­ing a lit­tle more cyn­ical. Drugs are the biggest prob­lem the Prison Ser­vice is cur­rent­ly fac­ing, and not one pris­on­er has a ques­tion for the CARAT rep­re­sen­ta­tive, let alone at­tempts to en­gage her in se­ri­ous de­bate. How­ev­er, I am re­lieved to ob­serve that two in­mates re­main be­hind to have a pri­vate con­ver­sa­tion with Leah.
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      6.00 pm

      Kit change. Once a week you re­port to the laun­dry room for a change of sheets, pil­low­cas­es, tow­els and gym kit. I now have six tow­els and in­clude four of them in my week­ly change. They are all re­placed, de­spite each pris­on­er on­ly be­ing al­lowed two. How­ev­er, they won't re­place my sec­ond pil­low­case be­cause you're al­lowed on­ly one. I can't un­der­stand the log­ic of that.

      You're meant to wash your own per­son­al be­long­ings, but I have al­ready hand­ed over that re­spon­si­bil­ity to Dar­ren, who is the en­hanced wing's laun­dry or­der­ly. He picks up my bag of wash­ing ev­ery Thurs­day, and re­turns it lat­er that evening. He asks for no rec­om­pense. I must con­fess that the idea of wash­ing my un­der­pants in a sink shared with some­one else's dirty cut­lery isn't ap­peal­ing.
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      6.30 pm

      Sup­per. Un­wor­thy of men­tion.
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      7.00 pm

      Ex­er­cise. I walk round the perime­ter of the yard with Dar­ren and an­oth­er in­mate called Steve. Steve was con­vict­ed of con­spir­acy to mur­der. He is an ac­coun­tant by pro­fes­sion, well spo­ken, in­tel­li­gent and in­ter­est­ing com­pa­ny. His sto­ry turns out to be a fas­ci­nat­ing one. He was a se­nior part­ner in a small suc­cess­ful firm of ac­coun­tants. He fell in love with one of the oth­er part­ners, who was al­ready mar­ried to a col­league. One night, on his way home from work, Steve stopped at a pub he reg­ular­ly fre­quent­ed. He knew the bar­man well and told him that giv­en half a chance he'd kill the bas­tard (mean­ing his girl­friend's hus­band). Steve thought noth­ing more of it un­til he re­ceived a phone call from the bar­man say­ing that for the right price it could be ar­ranged. The phone call was be­ing taped by the po­lice, as were sev­er­al oth­ers that fol­lowed. It was lat­er re­vealed in court that the bar­man was al­ready in trou­ble with the po­lice and re­port­ed Steve in the hope that it would help have the charges against him dropped. It seems the key sen­tence that mat­tered was, 'Are you cer­tain you want to go ahead with it?' which was re­peat­ed by the bar­man sev­er­al times. 'Yes,' Steve al­ways replied.

      Steve and his girl­friend were ar­rest­ed, plead­ed guilty and were sen­tenced to sev­en years. She cur­rent­ly re­sides at High-​point, while he has gone from A- to B- to C-​cat sta­tus in a cou­ple of years (record time), and is now liv­ing on the en­hanced wing at Way­land with D-​cat sta­tus. He doesn't want to move to an open prison be­cause Way­land is near his home. He is al­so the prison's chief li­brar­ian. I have a feel­ing that you'll be hear­ing more about Steve in the fu­ture.

      On the cir­cuit round the perime­ter we are joined by the pris­on­er I shared a cell with on my first night, Chris (stab­bing with a Stan­ley knife). He tells me that the News of the World have been in touch with his moth­er and will be print­ing a sto­ry on Sun­day. He tries to as­sure me that he has had no con­tact with them and his moth­er has said noth­ing.

      'Then it will on­ly be three pages,' I tell him.

      When I re­turn to my cell, Jules is look­ing wor­ried. He's al­so heard that Chris will be fea­tured in the News of ike World this Sun­day. Chris told him that a lot of his friends and as­so­ciates don't even know he's in jail, and he doesn't want them to find out. He at­tends ed­uca­tion class­es twice a day and wants the chance to start a new life once he's been re­leased. I just don't have the heart to tell him that the News of the World have ab­so­lute­ly no in­ter­est in his fu­ture.
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      10.00 pm

      We watch the news. Still more Au­gust storms. At 10.30 Jules switch­es chan­nels to Al­ly McBeal while I try un­suc­cess­ful­ly to sleep. I'm not sure which is more dis­tract­ing, the TV in our cell, or the rap mu­sic em­anat­ing from the oth­er side of the block.
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      DAY 29 - THURSDAY 16 AUGUST 2001
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      5.50 am

      I wake from a dream in which I had been us­ing the most foul lan­guage when talk­ing to Mary. I can't ex­plain it. I write for a cou­ple of hours.
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      8.00 am

      I plug in Jules's ra­dio so that I can hear Mary's in­ter­view with John Humphrys. I shave while the news is on, and be­come more and more ner­vous. It's al­ways the same. I am very anx­ious when William screens one of the doc­umen­taries he's been work­ing on, or James is run­ning the 800 me­tres, and es­pe­cial­ly when­ev­er Mary has to give a talk that lay peo­ple might ex­pect to un­der­stand. She's first on af­ter the news and han­dles all of John Humphrys' ques­tions in that qui­et aca­dem­ic way that could on­ly im­press an in­tel­li­gent lis­ten­er. But I can tell, even af­ter her first re­ply, just how ner­vous she is. Once Mary has dealt with the Kurds and Baroness Nichol­son, Humphrys moves on to the sub­ject of how I'm get­ting on in jail. That was when Mary should have said, 'My agree­ment with you, Mr Humphrys, was to dis­cuss on­ly mat­ters aris­ing from the Kurds.' Once Mary failed to point this out, he moved on to the tri­al, the ap­peal and the sen­tence. I had warned her that he would. He has no in­ter­est in keep­ing to any agree­ment made be­tween her and the pro­duc­er. And that's why he is such a sharp in­ter­view­er, as I know from past ex­pe­ri­ence.
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      9.30 am

      I call Mary, who feels she was dread­ful and com­plains that John Humphrys broke the BBC's agree­ment and once the piece was over she told him so. What does he care? She then tells me that the CEO of the Red Cross, Sir Nicholas Young, was in­ter­viewed lat­er, and was un­com­pro­mis­ing when it came to any sug­ges­tion that one pen­ny raised for the Kurds in the UK had not been ac­count­ed for. He went on to point out that I had noth­ing to do with ei­ther the col­lect­ing or dis­tri­bu­tion of any monies. I sug­gest to Mary that per­haps the time has come to sue Baroness Nichol­son. Mary tells me that the lawyer's first pri­or­ity is to have my D-​cat re­in­stat­ed so I can be moved to an open prison be­fore we is­sue the writ. Good think­ing.

      'Don't waste any more of your units' she says. 'See you to­mor­row.'
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      9.50 am

      Dis­as­ter. Dar­ren reap­pears with my wash­ing. All fresh and clean, but the dry­er has bro­ken down for the first time in liv­ing mem­ory. I take the wet clothes back to my cell and hang the T-​shirts on the end of the bed, my un­der­wear from an open cup­board door and my socks over the sin­gle chair. The sun is shin­ing, but not many of its rays are reach­ing through the bars and in­to my cell.
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      10.00 am

      To­day is the first day of the fourth test match against Aus­tralia, and Hus­sain is back as cap­tain. He said that al­though we've lost the Ash­es (3-0), En­glish pride is now at stake. I write for an hour and then turn on the tele­vi­sion at eleven to see who won the toss. It's been rain­ing all morn­ing. Of course it has; the match is at Head­in­gley (Leeds). I switch off the tele­vi­sion and re­turn to my script.
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      11.40 am

      I've been writ­ing for over an hour when the cell door is un­locked. The gov­er­nor would like a word. I go to the in­ter­view room and find Mr Cari­ton-​Boyce and Mr Tin­kler wait­ing for me.

      Mr Cari­ton-​Boyce looks em­bar­rassed when he tries to ex­plain why I can't have any writ­ing pads and pens or Alan Clark's Di­aries. I make a small protest but on­ly so it's on the record. He then goes on to tell me that I will not be mov­ing to C block af­ter all. They've had a re-​think, and I'll be join­ing the adults on the en­hanced spur, but - and there is al­ways a but in prison - as no one is be­ing re­leased un­til 29 Au­gust, I'll have to stay put un­til then.

      I thank him, and ask if my room-​mate Jules can be moved to a sin­gle cell, as I fear it can't be too long be­fore the News of the World will do to him ex­act­ly what they've done to ev­ery oth­er pris­on­er who has shared a cell with me. This shy, thought­ful man will end up be­ing de­scribed as a drug baron, and he doesn't have any way of fight­ing back.

      Gov­er­nor Carl­ton­rBoyce nods. Promis­es are nev­er made in prison, but he does go as far as say­ing,' The next thing on my agen­da is cell dis­per­sal, be­cause we have eight more pris­on­ers com­ing in to­mor­row.' I thank him and leave, aware that's about the biggest hint I'll get.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. Dale pass­es me two lit­tle sealed box­es, rather than the usu­al sin­gle por­tion, and winks. I was down on to­day's menu for num­ber three - veg­etable stew - but when I get back to my cell, I dis­cov­er the oth­er box con­tains mush­room soup. So I linger over the soup fol­lowed by veg­etable stew. It's not Le Caprice - but it's not Bel­marsh ei­ther.
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      1.15 pm

      I'm told that as part of my in­duc­tion I must re­port to the ed­uca­tion de­part­ment and take a read­ing, writ­ing and nu­mer­acy test. When I take my seat in the class­room and study the forms, it turns out to be ex­act­ly the same test as the one set at Bel­marsh. Should I tell them that I took the pa­pers on­ly two weeks ago, or should I just get on with it? I can see the head­line in the Mir­ror: Archer Re­fus­es to Take Writ­ing Test. It would be fun­ny if it wasn't ex­act­ly what the Mir­ror would do. I get on with it.
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      3.15 pm

      Gym. It's cir­cuit-​train­ing day, and I man­age about half of the set pro­gramme - known as the dirty dozen. The young­sters are good, but the star turns out to be a forty-​five-​year-​old gyp­sy, who is cov­ered in tat­toos, and serv­ing an eleven-​year sen­tence for drug deal­ing. He's called Min­nie, and out-​runs them, out-​jumps them, out-​lifts them, out-​press­es them, and isn't even breath­ing heav­ily at the end. He puts me to shame; I can on­ly hope that the young­sters feel equal­ly hu­mil­iat­ed.
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      4.20 pm

      I'm back in time for a show­er. David (whisky boot­leg­ger) is stand­ing by my door. He tells me that he's writ­ten the out­line for a nov­el and wants to know how to get in con­tact with a ghost­writ­er. This is usu­al­ly a sur­ro­gate for are you avail­able? I tell him ex­act­ly what I tell any­one else who writes to me on this sub­ject (three or four let­ters a week): go to your lo­cal li­brary, take out a copy of The Writ­ers' and Artists' Year­book and you'll find a sec­tion list­ing agents who han­dle ghost­writ­ers. I as­sume that will keep him qui­et for a few days.
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      4.41 pm

      David re­turns clutch­ing a copy of The Writ­ers' and Artists' Year­book and shows me a page of names. I glance down the list but none is fa­mil­iar. I have come across on­ly a hand­ful of agents over the years - Deb­bie Owen, George Green­field, Deb­orah Rodgers, Jonathan Lloyd and Ed Vic­tor - but there must be at least an­oth­er thou­sand I've nev­er heard of. I sug­gest that as my agent is vis­it­ing me to­mor­row, if he se­lects some names, I'll ask Jonathan if he knows any of them.
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      4.56 pm

      David re­turns with the list of names writ­ten out on a sin­gle sheet of pa­per. He hands over a Di­et Coke. He's what Si­mon Hef­fer would de­scribe as 'a prop­er gent'.
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      6.00 pm

      Sup­per. Veg­etable pie, two boiled pota­toes and a lump of pe­tits pois, mak­ing un seul pois.

      I switch on the TV. Aus­tralia are 241 for 3, and Ponting is 144 not out. To­geth­er with Waugh, they've put on 170.1 switch off. Why did I ev­er switch on?

      Af­ter sup­per, I go down to the As­so­ci­ation room to find Dale (wound­ing with in­tent) and Jim­my (trans­port­ing Ec­sta­sy tablets) play­ing snook­er for a Mars bar. It's the first time I've seen Jim­my beat­en at any­thing, and what's more, he's be­ing thrashed by a far su­pe­ri­or play­er. It's a sub­ject I know a lit­tle about as I was Pres­ident of the World Snook­er As­so­ci­ation be­fore I was con­vict­ed. Jim­my whis­pers in my ear, 'Dale beats ev­ery­one, but like any hun­gry an­imal, he has to be fed at least twice a day. We take it in turns to hand over a Mars bar. It's a cheap way of keep­ing him un­der con­trol.' In case you've for­got­ten, Dale is six foot three and weighs twen­ty-​sev­en stone.

      Af­ter the game is over, the three of us join Dar­ren in the ex­er­cise yard. Dale man­ages on­ly one cir­cuit be­fore head­ing back in, ex­haust­ed, while the three of us car­ry on for the full forty-​five min­utes. Dur­ing the sec­ond cir­cuit, I tell them about Derek, who did the draw­ing of my cell (Bel­marsh), and ask if they know of any artists in Way­land. Jim­my tells me that there is a bril­liant (his word) artist on C block. I ask if he will in­tro­duce me.

      'Be warned, he's weird,' says Jim­my, 'and can be very rude if he takes against you.'

      I tell Jim­my that I've been deal­ing with artists for the past thir­ty-​five years and I've nev­er met one who could be de­scribed as nor­mal. It's all part of their ap­peal.

      'I feel like a drink,' says Dar­ren as the evening sun con­tin­ues to beat down on us. 'Know any­one who's got some hooch?' he asks Jim­my.

      'Hooch?' I say. 'What's that?'

      They both laugh, a laugh that sug­gests I still have much to learn. 'Ev­ery block,' says Dar­ren, 'has a hot­plate man, a clean­er, a tea-​boy and a painter. They're all ap­point­ed by the screws and are paid around twelve pounds a week. Ev­ery block al­so has a drug deal­er, a hair­cut­ter, a clothes-​wash­er and a brew­er. C block has the best brew­er - for a two-​pound phonecard, you can get half a litre of hooch.'

      'But what's it made of?'

      The in­gre­di­ents are nor­mal­ly yeast, sug­ar, wa­ter and or­ange juice. It's hard­er to pro­duce dur­ing the sum­mer months be­cause you need the hot pipes that run through your cell to be boil­ing in or­der to fer­ment the brew, so it's al­most im­pos­si­ble to get de­cent hooch in Au­gust.' 'What's it taste like?'

      'Aw­ful, but at least it's guar­an­teed to get you drunk,' says Jim­my. 'Which kills off a few more hours of your sen­tence, even if you wake up with one hell of a hang­over.'

      'If you're des­per­ate,' Dar­ren adds, 'fresh or­ange juice is still on the can­teen list.'

      'How does that help?'

      'Just leave it on your win­dow ledge in the sun for a few days, and you'll soon find out.'

      'But where can you hide the hooch once you've made it?'

      'We used to have the per­fect hid­ing place,' Dar­ren paus­es, 'but un­for­tu­nate­ly they dis­cov­ered it.'

      Jim­my smiles as I wait for an ex­pla­na­tion. 'One Sun­day morn­ing,' Dar­ren con­tin­ues, 'the num­ber one brew­er on our spur was found roam­ing around ine­bri­at­ed. When breathal­ysed, he reg­is­tered way above the lim­it. The drug squad were called in, and ev­ery cell on the spur was stripped bare, but no al­co­hol of any kind was dis­cov­ered. His hid­ing place would have re­mained a mys­tery if a small fire hadn't bro­ken out in the kitchen. An of­fi­cer grabbed the near­est fire ex­tin­guish­er and point­ed it in the di­rec­tion of the blaze, on­ly to find that the flames leapt even high­er. An im­me­di­ate halt was called by the chef who for­tu­nate­ly un­der­stood the ef­fects of ethanol, oth­er­wise the prison might have been razed to the ground. A full en­quiry was held, and three in­mates were shipped out to dif­fer­ent B-​cats the fol­low­ing morn­ing, 'on sus­pi­cion of pro­duc­ing hooch'.'

      'In fact,' said Dar­ren, 'It wasn't hooch they were guilty of brew­ing. This par­tic­ular strain of neat al­co­hol had been made by fil­ter­ing met­al pol­ish through six slices of bread in­to a plas­tic mug in the hope of re­mov­ing any im­pu­ri­ties.'

      I feel sick, with­out even hav­ing to sam­ple the brew.

      Jim­my goes on to point out that not on­ly are some in­mates brighter than the of­fi­cers, but they al­so have twen­ty-​four hours ev­ery day to think up such schemes, while the screws have to get on with their job.

      'But the best hooch I ev­er tast­ed,' said Dar­ren, 'had a se­cret in­gre­di­ent'

      'And what was that, may I ask?'

      'Mar­mite. But once the screws caught on to how much yeast it con­tained, they took it off the can­teen list' He paus­es. 'So now we just steal the yeast from the kitchen.'

      'Damn,' I said. 'I like Mar­mite; it was on the Bel­marsh can­teen list.'

      'I don't think that's a good enough rea­son, my lord, to be trans­ferred back to Bel­marsh,' says Dar­ren. 'Mind you,' he adds, 'per­haps I should have a word with the gov­er­nor, now it's known that you are par­tial to it'

      I kick him gen­tly up the back­side as an of­fi­cer is pass­ing in the op­po­site di­rec­tion.

      'Did you see that, Mr Chap­man? Archer is bul­ly­ing me.' 'I'll put him on re­port, and he'll be back in Bel­marsh by the end of the week,' Mr Chap­man promis­es.

      We laugh as we con­tin­ue on the perime­ter cir­cuit. How­ev­er, I point out how easy it is to make an ac­cu­sa­tion, and how long it takes to re­fute it. It's been a month since Em­ma Nichol­son ap­peared on News­night in­sin­uat­ing that I had stolen mon­ey in­tend­ed for the Kurds, and it will prob­ably be an­oth­er month be­fore the po­lice con­firm there is no case to an­swer.

      'But just think about that for a minute, Jef­frey. If it hadn't been for that bitch Nichol­son, you would nev­er have met Jim­my and me, who have not on­ly added great­ly to your knowl­edge of prison life, but en­abled a fur­ther vol­ume to be writ­ten.'

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      7.30 pm

      One of the of­fi­cers says there's a pack­age for me in the of­fice. I'm puz­zled as I've al­ready had my mail for to­day, and reg­is­tered let­ters are al­ways opened in front of two of­fi­cers, around eleven each morn­ing. When I walk in, he makes a point of clos­ing the of­fice door be­fore he hands over a copy of Alan Clark's Di­aries, a pad and a book of stamps. Some­one else who con­sid­ers the reg­ula­tions damned stupid.

      He goes on to say that my wife will be searched when she vis­its the prison to­mor­row. We're all em­bar­rassed about it,' he adds, 'but it will be no worse than at an air­port. But per­haps it might be wise to let her know. By the way, the press are still hang­ing about hop­ing to catch her when she ar­rives.' I thank him and leave.
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      8.00 pm

      I read a few pages of the Clark Di­aries, which I en­joy ev­ery bit as much a sec­ond time. I al­so en­joyed Alan's com­pa­ny, and will nev­er for­get a din­ner par­ty he gave at Salt­wood just be­fore the gen­er­al elec­tion in 1997. Alan posed the ques­tion to his guests, 'What do you think the ma­jor­ity will be at the next elec­tion?' Most of the as­sem­bled gath­er­ing thought Labour would win by over a hun­dred. The on­ly dis­senter was Michael Howard, who was Home Sec­re­tary at the time. He put up a bold de­fence of John Ma­jor's ad­min­is­tra­tion, and told his fel­low guests that he felt it was still pos­si­ble for the Con­ser­va­tives to win the next elec­tion. Alan told him that if he re­al­ly be­lieved that, he was liv­ing in cloud cuck­oo land. I don't know to this day if Michael was sim­ply be­ing loy­al to the prime min­is­ter. Al­though I can tell you that, like John Ma­jor, he is one of those peo­ple who doesn't cross over to the oth­er side of the road when you're in trou­ble.
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      10.00 pm

      Sud­den­ly feel very hun­gry - eat a bowl of corn­flakes and a Mars bar. Check my clothes - still not dry. I don't both­er with an­oth­er of John Mor­timer's great tri­als. Feel I have enough mur­der­ers sur­round­ing me with­out hav­ing to read about them.
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      6.09 am

      The first thing I no­tice when I wake is that my Mach3 ra­zor has dis­ap­peared. The wash basin is next to the door. In fu­ture, af­ter I've shaved, I'll have to hide it in my cup­board. It would have to be stolen on the day Mary is vis­it­ing me; I want to be clean shaven but I don't want to cut my­self to rib­bons with a prison ra­zor. It al­so re­minds me that, be­cause I hadn't ex­pect­ed to be con­vict­ed, I've been wear­ing my Longines watch for the past month, and I must hand it over to my son dur­ing the vis­it this af­ter­noon.
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      8.15 am

      Break­fast. Be­fore I go down to the hot­plate, I ex­tract a let­ter from yes­ter­day's mail that is in Span­ish. Dale has told me that one of the servers on the hot­plate hails from Colom­bia, so he should be able to trans­late it for me. His name is Ser­gio, and he usu­al­ly stands qui­et­ly on the end of the line, hand­ing out the fruit. I pass the mis­sive across to him, and ask if we could meet lat­er. He nods, and hands me a ba­nana in re­turn.
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      9.00 am

      To­day's in­duc­tion is ed­uca­tion, once again held in the room with the com­fy chairs. For the first time the oth­er pris­on­ers show some in­ter­est. Why? Be­cause this is how they'll earn their week­ly wage. The head of ed­uca­tion in­tro­duces her­self as Wendy. She must be in her fifties, has curly grey hair, wears a flow­ery blouse, white skirt and sen­si­ble shoes. She has the air of a head­mistress. Wendy wheels a lit­tle pro­jec­tor up to the front, and be­gins a slide show. Us­ing the white brick wall as a back­drop, she shows us what her de­part­ment has to of­fer. The first slide re­veals five op­tions:

      Ba­sic skills

      En­glish as an ad­di­tion­al lan­guage

      So­cial and life skills

      Busi­ness skills

      Art, craft and de­sign

      'Ed­uca­tion,' Wendy points out, 'is part-​time (one ses­sion a day), so you can on­ly earn sev­en pounds thir­ty-​five per week.' The oth­er pris­on­ers don't take a great deal of in­ter­est in this slide, but im­me­di­ate­ly perk up when the sec­ond chart flash­es on to the wall. VT and CIT train­ing cours­es:

      Brick­lay­ing

      Plumb­ing

      Elec­tri­cal in­stal­la­tion

      Paint­ing and dec­orat­ing

      Weld­ing

      Mo­tor me­chan­ics

      Light ve­hi­cle body re­pair

      In­dus­tri­al clean­ing

      Com­put­er ap­pli­ca­tion

      The week­ly pay for any one of these cours­es is al­so £7.35, but does give you a ba­sic train­ing for when you re­turn to the out­side world.

      When the fi­nal slide comes up, most of the in­mates be­gin lick­ing their col­lec­tive lips, be­cause this of­fers not on­ly re­al earn­ing pow­er, but a po­si­tion of re­spon­si­bil­ity plus perks. The ex­tra mon­ey guar­an­tees a more sub­stan­tial can­teen list each week (ex­tra to­bac­co) and even the op­por­tu­ni­ty to save some­thing for when you are re­leased. The slide re­veals:

      Plas­tic re­cy­cling £10.15 per week

      Ra­tion pack­ing £9.35

      Gar­den­ing (one of the most sought-​af­ter jobs, with a long wait­ing list) £9.00

      Gen­er­al clean­er £6.70

      Works £8.50

      Kitchen £8.50

      Stores (very pop­ular, longer wait­ing list than the MCC) £10.00

      Chapel £8.00

      Drug re­ha­bil­ita­tion unit £6.70

      Be­fore she can turn back to face her au­di­ence, the ques­tions come thick and fast. Wendy points out that most of these jobs al­ready have wait­ing lists, even wash­ing-​up, as there are far more pris­on­ers than jobs. Wendy han­dles the ques­tions sym­pa­thet­ical­ly, with­out giv­ing any­one false hopes of be­ing of­fered one of these more re­mu­ner­ative po­si­tions.

      Her fi­nal task is to hand round more forms to be filled in. My fel­low in­mates grab them, and then take some time con­sid­er­ing their op­tions. I put a cross next to 'pot­tery' in the ed­uca­tion box, but add that I would be hap­py to do a cre­ative writ­ing course, or teach oth­er pris­on­ers to read and write. Wendy has al­ready point­ed out that the ed­uca­tion de­part­ment is un­der­staffed. How­ev­er, she tells me that such an ini­tia­tive would re­quire the gov­er­nor's ap­proval, and she'll get back to me. I re­turn to my cell.
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      11.00 am

      I re­port to the gym to as­sist with the spe­cial needs group. They are about thir­ty in num­ber, and I've been put in charge of four of them: Alex, Rob­bie, Les and Paul. Three head straight for the row­ing ma­chines, while Alex places him­self firm­ly on the tread­mill. He sets off at one mile an hour and, with coax­ing and pa­tience (some­thing I don't have in abun­dance), he man­ages two miles an hour. I have rarely seen such de­light on a com­peti­tor's face. This, for Alex, is his Olympic gold medal. I then sug­gest he moves on to the step ma­chine while I try to tempt Paul off the row­er and on­to the run­ning ma­chine. I have to give him sev­er­al demon­stra­tions as to how it works be­fore he'll even ven­ture on, and when he fi­nal­ly does, we start him off at half a mile an hour. By us­ing sign lan­guage - hands wav­ing up and down - we in­crease his speed to one mile an hour, I next try to show him how to use the plus and mi­nus but­tons. He con­quers this new skill by the time he's walked half a mile. While I teach him how to op­er­ate the ma­chine, he teach­es me to be pa­tient. By the time he's done a mile, Paul has mas­tered the tech­nique com­plete­ly, and feels like a king. I feel pret­ty good too.

      I look around the room and ob­serve the oth­er pris­on­ers - mur­der­ers, drug barons, armed rob­bers and bur­glars, gain­ing just as much from the ex­pe­ri­ence as their charges.

      Our fi­nal ses­sion brings all the group to­geth­er in the gym where we play a game that's a cross be­tween crick­et and foot­ball, called catch­ball. A plas­tic ball is bowled slow­ly along the ground to a child (I must re­mem­ber that though they think like chil­dren, they are not), who kicks it in the air, and then takes a run. If they are caught, they're out, and some­one else takes their place. One of the play­ers, Rob­bie, catch­es al­most ev­ery­thing, whether it flies above his head, at his feet, or straight at him. This is al­ways greet­ed with yelps of de­light.

      By eleven thir­ty, we're all ex­haust­ed. The group are then ush­ered out of a es­pe­cial door at the side of the gym. The boys shake hands and the girls cud­dle their favourite pris­on­er. Carl, a hand­some West In­di­an, gets more cud­dles than any of us (they see no colour, on­ly kind­ness). As they leave to go home, they en­quire how long you will be there, and thus I dis­cov­er why pris­on­ers with longer sen­tences are se­lect­ed for this par­tic­ular re­spon­si­bil­ity. I make a bold at­tempt to es­cape with the group, who all laugh and point at me. When we reach the wait­ing bus, Mr Maid­en fi­nal­ly calls me back.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. I can't re­mem­ber what I've just eat­en be­cause I'm glued to the morn­ing pa­pers. Mary is giv­en rave re­views right across the board - dozens of col­umn inch­es prais­ing the way she han­dled John Humphrys.

      Lord Long­ford's re­port­ed dy­ing words, 'Free Jef­frey Archer', get a men­tion in al­most ev­ery col­umn. I didn't know Frank Long­ford well, but en­joyed his wife's re­ply to Roy Plom­ley on Desert Is­land Discs:

      Plom­ley: 'La­dy Long­ford, have you ev­er con­sid­ered di­vorce?'

      La­dy Long­ford: 'No, nev­er. Mur­der sev­er­al times, but di­vorce, nev­er.'

      I have a feel­ing Mary would have giv­en rough­ly the same re­ply.
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      2.00 pm

      I am watch­ing the Aus­tralians leave the field - they were all out for 447 - when the cell door is un­locked and I'm told to re­port to the vis­itors' area. I switch off the TV and head out in­to the cor­ri­dor. How un­like Bel­marsh. I even have to ask the way. 'Take the same route as you would for the gym,' says Mr Chap­man, but then turn right at the end of the cor­ri­dor.'

      When I ar­rive, the two du­ty of­fi­cers don't strip search me, and show no in­ter­est in my watch, which is se­cret­ed un­der my shirt­sleeve. For vis­its, all pris­on­ers have to wear striped blue prison shirts and blue jeans.

      The vis­itors' room is about the same size as the gym and is filled with sev­en­ty small round ta­bles, each sur­round­ed by four chairs - one red, three blue. The red chair and the ta­ble are bolt­ed to­geth­er so there is al­ways a gap be­tween you and your vis­itor. This is to pre­vent easy pass­ing of il­lic­it con­tra­band. The pris­on­er sits in the red seat, with his back to the of­fi­cers. In the mid­dle of each ta­ble is a num­ber. I'm four­teen. There is a tuck shop on the far side of the room where vis­itors can pur­chase non-​al­co­holic drinks, choco­late and crisps. The one pris­on­er trust­ed to han­dle cash in the shop is Steve (con­spir­acy to mur­der, li­brar­ian and ac­coun­tant) - would-​be mur­der­er he may be, thief he is not. Once ev­ery pris­on­er has been seat­ed, the vis­itors are al­lowed in.

      I watch the dif­fer­ent pris­on­ers' wives, part­ners, girl­friends and chil­dren as they walk through the door and try to guess which ta­ble they'll go to. Wrong al­most ev­ery time. Mary's about fifth through the gate. She is wear­ing a long white dress which shows off that glo­ri­ous mop of dark hair. Will is on­ly a pace be­hind, fol­lowed by my agent and close friend, Jonathan Lloyd. He and Will take a seat near the door, so that Mary and I can have a lit­tle time to our­selves.

      Mary brings me up to date with what's hap­pen­ing at the Red Cross. Their CEO, Sir Nicholas Young, has been most sup­port­ive; no fence-​sit­ter he. Be­cause of his firm state­ments Mary feels con­fi­dent that it won't be long be­fore I am moved on to an open prison. She al­so feels that the Prison Ser­vice and the po­lice have been put in an em­bar­rass­ing po­si­tion, and will fall back on claim­ing that they had no choice but to fol­low up Nichol­son's ac­cu­sa­tion. The Red Cross may even con­sid­er tak­ing le­gal ac­tion against her. The lawyers' ad­vice is, if they do, we should re­main on the side­lines. I agree. She beck­ons to Will who comes over to join us.

      Will tells me that he's been mon­itor­ing ev­ery­thing, and al­though it's tough for me, they are both work­ing dai­ly on my be­half. I con­fess that there are times in the dead of night when you won­der if any­one is out there. But I re­al­ize when it comes to back-​up, there can't be a pris­on­er alive with a more sup­port­ive fam­ily. When Will's com­plet­ed his re­port, Jonathan is fi­nal­ly al­lowed to join us, while Will goes off to pur­chase six Di­et Cokes and a bot­tle of High­land Spring. (Three of the Cokes are for me.)

      Jonathan has trav­elled up to Way­land to dis­cuss my lat­est nov­el. He al­so wants an up­date on the di­aries. I'm able to tell him that Bel­marsh is com­plet­ed (70,000 words) al­though I still need to read it through once again, but hope to have it on his desk in about two weeks' time.

      We dis­cuss sell­ing the news­pa­per rights sep­arate­ly, while al­low­ing my pub­lish­er a 10 per cent top­ping right on the three vol­umes, as they've been so good to me in the past. But we all agree that noth­ing should hap­pen un­til we know the out­come of my ap­peal, both for con­vic­tion and sen­tence.

      Once Jonathan feels his busi­ness is com­plete, he re­tires once again, so that I can spend the last half hour with Mary and Will. When we're alone, we re­cap on all that needs to be done be­fore we meet again in a fort­night's time. At least I now have enough phonecards to keep in reg­ular touch.

      Steve comes across to clear our ta­ble - it's the first time Mary has met some­one con­vict­ed of con­spir­acy to mur­der. This tall, el­egant man 'looks more like a com­pa­ny sec­re­tary than a would-​be mur­der­er' is her on­ly com­ment. 'You prob­ably pass a mur­der­er on the street once a week,' I sug­gest.

      'Time for vis­itors to leave,' an­nounces a voice be­hind me. I un­strap my Longines watch to ex­change it for a twen­ty-​dol­lar Swatch I pur­chased in a rash mo­ment at Wash­ing­ton air­port. Will is fac­ing the two of­fi­cers, who are seat­ed on a lit­tle plat­form be­hind me. He nods, and we both put on our new watch­es.

      'All vis­itors must now leave,' re­peats the of­fi­cer po­lite­ly but firm­ly. We be­gin our long good­byes and Mary is among the last to de­part.

      When I leave the room, the of­fi­cer asks me to take off my shoes, which he checks care­ful­ly, but doesn't ask me to re­move any­thing else, in­clud­ing my socks. He shows no in­ter­est in my watch and nods me through.
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      4.17 pm

      Back in my cell, I find my can­teen or­der has been left on the end of the bed. Hip, hip, and my clothes are fi­nal­ly dry, hooray. As I un­pack my wares, Dale ar­rives with back-​up pro­vi­sions.
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      6.00 pm

      Sup­per. Beans and chips ac­com­pa­nied by a large mug of Volvic.
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      7.00 pm

      Ex­er­cise. Dale joins Jim­my, Dar­ren and me as we walk around the yard, and man­ages all three cir­cuits. On the last one, he spots the artist he told me about yes­ter­day. He is sit­ting in the far cor­ner sketch­ing a pris­on­er. An in­mate is lean­ing up against the fence in what he as­sumes is a mod­el's pose. We walk across to take a look. The draw­ing is ex­cel­lent, but the artist im­me­di­ate­ly de­clares that he's not hap­py with the re­sult. I've nev­er known an artist say any­thing else. As he's more than ful­ly oc­cu­pied, we agree to meet to­mor­row evening at the same time.

      When I re­turn to the wing, Ser­gio (hot­plate, Colom­bian) asks me if I would like to join him in his cell on the en­hanced spur. He's kind­ly trans­lat­ed the let­ter from the Span­ish stu­dent; it seems that the young man has just fin­ished a bach­elor's de­gree and needs a loan if he's to con­sid­er go­ing on to do a doc­tor­ate. I thank Ser­gio, and pen a note on the bot­tom of the let­ter, so that Al­ison can re­ply.

      'Lock up,' bel­lows an of­fi­cer. Just as I'm about to de­part, Ser­gio asks, 'Can we talk again some­time, as there's some­thing else I'd like to dis­cuss with you?' I nod, won­der­ing what this qui­et Colom­bian can pos­si­bly want to see me about.
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      DAY 31 - SATURDAY 18 AUGUST 2001
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      6.21 am

      Had a bad night. There was an in­take of young pris­on­ers yes­ter­day af­ter­noon, and sev­er­al of them turned out to be win­dow war­riors. They spent most of the night let­ting ev­ery­one know what they would like to do to Ms Webb, the young wom­an of­fi­cer on night du­ty. Ms Webb is a charm­ing, uni­ver­si­ty-​ed­ucat­ed wom­an who is on the fast-​track for pro­mo­tion. Dar­ren told me that when­ev­er a new group of pris­on­ers comes in, they spend the fast twen­ty-​four hours sort­ing out the 'peck­ing or­der'. At night, Way­land is just as un­civ­ilized as Bel­marsh, and the of­fi­cers show no in­ter­est in do­ing any­thing about it. Af­ter all, the gov­er­nor is sound asleep in her bed.

      At Bel­marsh I was moved in­to a sin­gle cell af­ter four days. In Way­land I've been left for eleven days among men whose ev­ery sec­ond word is 'fuck', some of whom have been charged with mur­der, rape, grievous bod­ily harm and drug push­ing. Let me make it clear: this is not the fault of the prison of­fi­cers on the ground, but the se­nior man­age­ment. There are pris­on­ers who have been in­car­cer­at­ed in Way­land for some time and have nev­er once seen the gov­er­nor. I do not think that all the of­fi­cers have met her. Thaf s not what I call lead­er­ship.

      One of yes­ter­day's new in­take thought it would be clever to slam my door closed just af­ter an of­fi­cer had un­locked it so that I could go to break­fast. He then ran up and down the cor­ri­dor shout­ing, 'I locked Jef­frey Archer in, I locked Jef­frey Archer in.' Luck­ily, on­ly a few of the pris­on­ers are this mo­ron­ic, but they still make ev­ery­one else's life un­bear­able.
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      8.15 am

      Break­fast. One look at the lumpy, pow­dered scram­bled egg and a toma­to swim­ming in wa­ter and I'm off. As I leave, Ser­gio sug­gests we meet in his room at 10.30.  I nod my agree­ment.
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      9.00 am

      Sat­ur­day is a dread­ful day in prison. It's the week­end and you think about what you and your fam­ily might have been do­ing to­geth­er. How­ev­er, be­cause we are 'un­locked' dur­ing the day, but 'banged up' in the ear­ly evening, there is al­ways a queue out­side my cell door: pris­on­ers want­ing let­ters writ­ten, queries an­swered, or on the scrounge for phonecards and stamps. At least no one both­ers to ask me for to­bac­co. So on a Sat­ur­day, my on­ly chance of a clear two hours to write are be­tween six and eight in the morn­ing, and six and eight at night.
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      10.00 am

      I call Chris Bee­tles at his gallery. It's the open­ing of his Cat Show, - these ones are in frames not cages - so I don't waste a lot of his time, and promise I'll call him back on Mon­day.

      On my way back to the cell I pass Dar­ren in the cor­ri­dor and stop to ask him about Ser­gio, whose cell is three doors away from his.

      'A re­al gen­tle­man,' says Dar­ren. 'Keeps him­self to him­self. In fact I don't know much more about him now than I did when he ar­rived at Way­land a year ago. He's a Colom­bian, but he's one of the few pris­on­ers who nev­er touch­es drugs. He doesn't even smoke. You'll like him.'
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      10.30 am

      When I ar­rive at Ser­gio's cell he checks his watch as if he as­sumed I'd be on time. If the Archer the­ory is cor­rect - name­ly that you can tell ev­ery­thing you need to know about a pris­on­er from his cell - then Ser­gio is a neat and tidy man who likes ev­ery­thing in its place. He of­fers me his chair, while he sits on the bed. His En­glish is good, al­though not flu­ent, and it quick­ly be­comes clear that he has no idea who I am, which helps con­sid­er­ably.

      When I tell him I'm a writ­er, he looks in­ter­est­ed. I promise to have one of my books (Span­ish trans­la­tion) sent in. An hour pass­es be­fore he tells me any­thing about him­self. He makes it clear, as if he wants the world to know, that Colom­bians fall in­to two cat­egories: those who are in­volved in drugs and those who are not. He and his fam­ily come in­to the lat­ter group, and he seems gen­uine­ly pleased when I tell him that I have an aver­sion to drugs that is bor­der­ing on the man­ic.

      His fam­ily, he tells me, have no idea he's in jail. In fact his week­ly call to Bo­go­ta ac­counts for al­most his en­tire in­come. He's di­vorced with no chil­dren, so the on­ly peo­ple he has to fool are his broth­er, his sis­ter and his par­ents. They be­lieve he has a re­spon­si­ble job with an im­port/ex­port com­pa­ny in Lon­don. He will re­turn to Bo­go­ta in five weeks' time. There is no need for him to pur­chase a plane tick­et, as he will be de­port­ed. Were he ev­er to re­turn to Britain, he would im­me­di­ate­ly be ar­rest­ed, put back in jail, and would re­main locked up un­til he had com­plet­ed the oth­er half of his eight-​year sen­tence. He has no plans to come back, he tells me.

      The con­ver­sa­tion drifts from sub­ject to sub­ject, to see if we can find any­thing of mu­tu­al in­ter­est. He has a great knowl­edge of emer­alds, cof­fee and ba­nanas - three sub­jects of which I know vir­tu­al­ly noth­ing, oth­er than their colour. It's then I spot a pho­to­graph of him with, he tells me, his moth­er and sis­ter. A huge smile comes over my face as he re­moves the pic­ture from the shelf to al­low me a clos­er look.

      'Is that a Botero?' I ask, squint­ing at the paint­ing be­hind his moth­er. He can­not hide his sur­prise that I should ev­er have heard of the mae­stro.

      'Yes it is,' he says. 'My moth­er is a friend of Botero.'

      I al­most leap in the air, as I have long dreamed of adding a Botero to my art col­lec­tion in Lon­don or my sculp­ture col­lec­tion in Grantch­ester. In fact Chris Bee­tles and I trav­elled to Cal­abria two years ago to vis­it the great man at his foundry. Ser­gio quick­ly re­veals that he knows a con­sid­er­able amount about Latin Amer­ican art, and names sev­er­al oth­er artists in­clud­ing Manzu, Rivera and Be­tan­court. He has met Botero, and his fam­ily are friends of Manzu. I tell him I would love to own one of their works, but both artists are way out of my price range, par­tic­ular­ly Botero, who is con­sid­ered to be the Pi­cas­so of South Amer­ica. The French think so high­ly of him that they once held an ex­hi­bi­tion of his sculp­tures along the Champs-​El­ysees; the first time a for­eign­er has been so hon­oured.

      'It's just pos­si­ble I could find one of his works at a price you could af­ford.'

      'How is that pos­si­ble?' I ask.

      Ser­gio then ex­plains to me at great length what he calls the 'Colom­bian men­tal­ity'.

      'To start with, you have to ac­cept that my coun­try­men on­ly want to deal in cash. They do not trust banks, and do not be­lieve in cheques, which is why they reg­ular­ly al­ter­nate be­tween be­ing rich and pen­ni­less. When they are wealthy, they buy ev­ery­thing in sight - jew­ellery, yachts, cars, hous­es, paint­ings, wom­en, any­thing; when they are poor they sell ev­ery­thing, and the wom­en leave them. But Colom­bians have no fear of sell­ing,' he con­tin­ues, 'be­cause they al­ways be­lieve that they will be rich again… to­mor­row, when they will buy back ev­ery­thing, even the wom­en. I know a trad­er in Bo­go­ta,' he con­tin­ues, 'who bought a Botero for a mil­lion dol­lars, and five years lat­er sold it for two hun­dred thou­sand cash. Give me time and I'll come up with a Botero at the right price,' he paus­es, 'but I would ex­pect some­thing in re­turn.'

      Am I about to find out if Ser­gio is a con artist, or as Dar­ren sug­gest­ed, 'a re­al gen­tle­man'?

      'I have a prob­lem,' he adds. 'I have been in jail for four years, and when I fin­ish half my sen­tence I will be de­port­ed.' I'm try­ing to write notes as he speaks. 'I will be put on a plane with­out any presents for my three nephews and niece.' I don't in­ter­rupt. Would it be pos­si­ble for you to get me three Manch­ester Unit­ed shirts for the nephews - sev­en, ten and eleven years old - and a Li­on King out­fit for my eight-​year-​old niece?'

      'Any­thing else?' I ask.

      'Yes, I need a suit­case, be­cause all I have is a HMP Way­land plas­tic bag, and,' he hes­itates, 'I al­so need twen­ty pounds in phonecards so I can call Bo­go­ta and not wor­ry about be­ing cut off'

      'Is that it?'

      He hes­itates once more. 'I would like one hun­dred pounds put in my prison ac­count so I can pick up one or two things for my fam­ily at the air­port. I don't want them to won­der why I don't have any presents for them.'

      I con­sid­er his re­quests. For risk cap­ital in­vest­ment of around £200 I would have an out­side chance of own­ing a Botero I can af­ford. I nod to show that I agree to his terms.

      'If you do this for me' he adds, 'I will tell you more. In fact I have al­ready told you more in an hour than I have any oth­er pris­on­er in four years.' He then writes down the name and ad­dress of a con­tact in Lon­don and says, 'Give her the suit­case, the T-​shirts and the one hun­dred pounds, and she will send them on to me at Way­land. That way you won't be in­volved.'
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      11.44 am

      I phone a friend who used to work in the T-​shirt busi­ness, and pass on the or­der for Manch­ester Unit­ed T-​shirts and a Li­on King out­fit. He sounds in­trigued, but doesn't ask any ques­tions. I then call my driv­er at home and ex­plain that the items are to be de­liv­ered to a flat in north Lon­don, along with £100 in cash. 'Con­sid­er it done' he says.
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      11.51 am

      I cross the cor­ri­dor to Dale's room and tell him I need twen­ty pounds' worth of phonecards.

      'Just like that, my lord?'

      'Just like that' I re­ply. 'Put it on my ac­count and I'll have the mon­ey sent through to you.'

      He opens a draw­er and re­moves ten £2 cards and pass­es them across. 'You've wiped me out' he says.

      'Then get back to work, be­cause I have a feel­ing I'm go­ing to need even more next week.'

      'Why? Are you call­ing Amer­ica?'

      'Right idea. Wrong con­ti­nent'

      I leave Dale and re­turn to Ser­gio's room. I hand over the ten phonecards and tell him that the oth­er items will all have been de­liv­ered by this time to­mor­row. He looks as­ton­ished.

      'How for­tu­nate that you are sent to this jail, just as I am leav­ing.'

      I con­fess that I hadn't seen it quite that way, and re­mind him that we have a deal.

      'One Botero, at a price you can af­ford, with­in a year,' he con­firms. 'You'll have it by Christ­mas.'

      When I leave him to re­turn to my cell, I re­mem­ber just how much I miss deal­ing, whether it's for £200 or £2 mil­lion. I once watched Jim­my Gold­smith bar­gain­ing for a backgam­mon board with a street trad­er in Mex­ico. It took him all of forty min­utes, and he must have saved ev­ery pen­ny of £10, but he just couldn't re­sist it.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. I de­vour a plate of Princes ham (49p) sur­round­ed by prison beans while I watch Eng­land avoid the fol­low on.
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      2.00 pm

      I head for the li­brary - closed, fol­lowed by the gym - can­celled. So I'll have to set­tle for a forty-​five-​minute walk around the ex­er­cise yard.
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      3.00 pm

      The man who was sketch­ing the por­trait of an­oth­er pris­on­er yes­ter­day is wait­ing for me as Dar­ren, Jim­my and I walk out in­to the yard. He in­tro­duces him­self as Shaun, but tells me that most in­mates call him Sketch. I ex­plain that I want a por­trait of Dale (wound­ing with in­tent), Dar­ren (mar­ijua­na on­ly), Jim­my (Ec­sta­sy couri­er), Steve (con­spir­acy to mur­der) and Jules (drug deal­ing) for the di­ary; a sort of mon­tage. He looks ex­cit­ed by the com­mis­sion, but warns me that he'll have to get on with it as he's due to be re­leased in three weeks' time.

      'Any hope of some colour?' I ask.

      'Fol­low me,' he says. We troop across rough grass lit­tered with rub­bish and un­eat­en food to end up out­side a cell win­dow on the ground floor of C wing. I stare through the bars at paint­ings that cov­er al­most all his wall space. There's even a cou­ple on the bed. I'm left in no doubt that he's the right man for the job.

      'How about a pic­ture of the prison?' he sug­gests.

      'Yes,' I tell him, 'es­pe­cial­ly if it's from your win­dow, be­cause I have an al­most iden­ti­cal view two blocks over.' (See plate sec­tion.)

      I then ask him how he would like to be paid. Shaun sug­gests that as he is leav­ing soon, it may be eas­ier to send a cheque di­rect­ly to his home, so his girl­friend can bank it. He says he'd like to think about a price overnight and dis­cuss it with me dur­ing ex­er­cise to­mor­row; I'm not al­lowed to vis­it his cell as he re­sides on an­oth­er block so we can on­ly talk through his barred win­dow.
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      5.00 pm

      Sup­per: veg­etable stir-​fry and a mug of Volvic.

      I've ne­go­ti­at­ed two art deals to­day, so I feel a lit­tle bet­ter. Be­cause the li­brary was closed and I have fin­ished The Glass Bead Game, I have noth­ing new to read un­til it opens again to­mor­row. I spend the rest of the evening writ­ing about Ser­gio.
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      DAY 32 - SUNDAY 19 AUGUST 2001

      'tal­is­man of my ex­is­tence. I seem to be the on­ly thing that doesn't move.'

      When I reach the hot­plate Dale gives a curt nod, a sign he needs to see me; Ser­gio al­so nods. I leave the hot­plate emp­ty-​hand­ed, bar a slice of toast and two ap­point­ments. I re­turn to my cell and eat a bowl of my corn­flakes with my milk.
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      5.59 am

      First peace­ful night in weeks. Yes­ter­day I vis­it­ed the three pris­on­ers with noisy stere­os and the two in­mates who go on shout­ing at each oth­er all through the night. But not be­fore I had been asked to do so by sev­er­al oth­er pris­on­ers on the spur. I got two sur­pris­es: first­ly, no one was will­ing to ac­com­pa­ny me - they were all hap­py to point out which cells they were in, but no more than that. The sec­ond sur­prise was that all of the trans­gres­sors, with­out ex­cep­tion, re­spond­ed favourably to my cour­te­ous re­quest with ei­ther, 'Not me, gov,' or, 'Sor­ry, Jeff, I'll turn it down,' and in one case. 'I'll turn it off at nine, Jeff.' In­ter­est­ing.
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      8.15 am

      Break­fast. A pris­on­er in the queue for the hot­plate asks me if I'm mov­ing cells to­day.

      'No,' I tell him. 'What makes you think that?'

      The name card out­side your cell has dis­ap­peared, al­ways the first sign that you're on the move.'

      I laugh, and ex­plain, 'It's been re­moved ev­ery day - a sort of'
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      9.15 am

      Gym. The tread­mill is not work­ing again, so I start with the row­er and man­age 1,956 me­tres in ten min­utes. I would have done bet­ter if I hadn't start­ed chat­ting to the in­mate on the next row­er. All across his back is tat­tooed the word MON­STER, though, in truth, he's soft­ly spo­ken and, when­ev­er I've come across him in the cor­ri­dor, friend­ly. I ask what his re­al name is.

      'Mar­tin,' he whis­pers, 'but on­ly my moth­er calls me that. Ev­ery­one else calls me Mon­ster.' He's man­aged 2,470 me­tres in ten min­utes de­spite chat­ting to me.

      He tells me that in Jan­uary, when he ar­rived at Way­land, he weighed sev­en­teen and a half stone. He is a taxi driv­er from Es­sex and ad­mits that it was easy to put on weight in that job. Now he tips the scales at thir­teen stone five pounds, and his girl­friend has to vis­it him ev­ery two weeks just to make sure that she'll still rec­og­nize him when he's re­leased. He was sen-​tenced to three years for trans­port­ing cannabis from one Il­ford club to an­oth­er.

      About a third of the men in this prison have been con­vict­ed of some crime con­nect­ed with cannabis, and most of them will say, I re­peat say, that they would nev­er deal in hard drugs. In fact, Dar­ren goes fur­ther and, snarling, adds that he would try to dis­suade any­one who did. If cannabis were to be le­gal­ized - and for most of the well-​re­hearsed rea­sons, I re­main un­con­vinced that it should - the price would fall by around 70 per cent, tax rev­enues would be enor­mous and prison num­bers would drop overnight.

      Many young pris­on­ers com­plain, 'It's your lot who are smok­ing the stuff, Jeff. In ten years' time it won't even be con­sid­ered a crime.' Jim­my ad­mits that he couldn't meet the de­mand from his cus­tomers, and that he cer­tain­ly nev­er need­ed to do any push­ing. Dar­ren adds that al­though he and Jim­my cov­ered rough­ly the same ter­ri­to­ry in Ip­swich they hadn't come across each oth­er un­til they end­ed up in jail, which will give you an idea of just how large the mar­ket is.

      Just in case you've for­got­ten, I'm still in the gym. Mon­ster leaves me to join Dar­ren and Jim­my on the bench press, where he man­ages to pump ten reps of 250 pounds. I al­so turn to the weights where I achieve ten curls at 50 pounds. This is fol­lowed by a spell on the bi­cy­cle, where I break the world record by ped­dling three miles in twelve min­utes and fifty-​four sec­onds. Pity it's the world record for run­ning.

      Mr Maid­en, the se­nior gym in­struc­tor, rein­tro­duces me to the medicine ball, which I haven't come in con­tact with since I left school. I place the large leather ob­ject be­hind my head, raise my shoul­ders as in an or­di­nary sit-​up, and then pass it up to him. He then drops it back on top of me. Sim­ple, I think, un­til I reach my fifth at­tempt, by which time I'm ex­haust­ed and Mr Maid­en is un­able to hide his mirth at my dis­com­fort. He knows on­ly too well that I haven't done this ex­er­cise for over forty years, and what the re­sult would be.

      'We'll have you do­ing three sets of fif­teen with a minute in­ter­val be­tween sets be­fore you're re­leased,' he promis­es.

      'I hope not,' I tell him, with­out ex­pla­na­tion. I then car­ry out a fif­teen-​minute warm down and stretch­ing as my train­er in Lon­don (Karen) would have de­mand­ed. At the end of the ses­sion

      I am first at the gate, be­cause I'll have to be in and out of the show­er fair­ly quick­ly if I'm to get to the li­brary be­fore the doors are locked.
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      10.21 am

      Jog to my cell, strip, show­er, change, jog to the li­brary. Still sweat­ing, but noth­ing I can do about it. Steve (con­spir­acy to mur­der) is on du­ty be­hind the desk in his po­si­tion as chief li­brar­ian. Be­cause Steve's the se­nior Lis­ten­er, he's al­lowed to wear his own clothes and is of­ten mis­tak­en for a mem­ber of staff. I re­turn Fa­mous Tri­als and take out Twen­ty-​one Short Sto­ries by Gra­ham Greene.
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      10.50 am

      Once I've left the li­brary I walk straight across the cor­ri­dor to the chapel and dis­cov­er there are thir­ty wor­ship­pers in the con­gre­ga­tion this week. From their dress, the ma­jor­ity must come from the lo­cal vil­lage. The black man sit­ting next to me, who was among the sev­en pris­on­ers who at­tend­ed last week, tells me it's the biggest turnout he's ev­er seen. This week a Methodist min­is­ter called Mary con­ducts the ser­vice, ac­com­pa­nied by an An­gli­can vicar called Val. Mary's ser­mon is top­ical.

      She talks about the World Ath­let­ics Cham­pi­onships and her feel­ings for those com­peti­tors who did not achieve what they had set out to do, but for many of them there will be an­oth­er chance. I have now at­tend­ed four con­sec­utive church ser­vices, and the min­is­ter al­ways pitch­es the mes­sage at what he or she imag­ines will be of in­ter­est to the in­mates. Each time they have failed to treat us as if we might just be nor­mal hu­man be­ings.

      Peo­ple who have not been to prison tend to fall in­to two cat­egories. The ma­jor­ity who treat you as if you're a 'con­vict on the run' while the mi­nor­ity treat you as if you are in their front room.

      Af­ter the bless­ing, we gath­er in an ante-​room for cof­fee and bis­cuits with the lo­cals. No need to de­scribe them as they don't dif­fer great­ly from the kind of parish­ioners who at­tend church ser­vices up and down the coun­try ev­ery Sun­day morn­ing. Av­er­age age dou­ble that of the pris­on­ers. At twelve we are sent back to our cells. No search. Un­ac­com­pa­nied.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. I haven't had a chance to speak to Dale or Ser­gio yet, so I fix ap­point­ments with Dale at 2 pm and Ser­gio at 3 pm. I leave the hot­plate with a por­tion of mac­aroni lib­er­al­ly cov­ered in cheese.

      While we are wait­ing in the long queue, Dar­ren tells me when it used to be al­most all mac­aroni with lit­tle sign of any cheese. No­body thought to com­ment about this, un­til it be­came clear that the al­lo­ca­tion of cheese was be­com­ing small­er and small­er as each week passed. Still no one did any­thing about it, un­til one week, when there was vir­tu­al­ly no cheese, the of­fi­cer on du­ty at last be­gan to show some in­ter­est. The first thing he dis­cov­ered was that the same cook had been on for the pre­vi­ous four Sat­ur­days and Sun­days, so the fol­low­ing week­end he kept an eye on that par­tic­ular in­mate. He quick­ly dis­cov­ered that on Sat­ur­day night the pris­on­er in ques­tion was re­turn­ing to his cell with a lump of cheese the size of a pil­low (5kg). It was when three loaves of bread al­so went miss­ing the same evening that the of­fi­cer de­cid­ed to re­port the in­ci­dent to the gov­er­nor. The fol­low­ing Sat­ur­day night a team of of­fi­cers raid­ed the pris­on­er's cell hop­ing to find out what he was up to. They dis­cov­ered that he was run­ning a very suc­cess­ful busi­ness pro­duc­ing Welsh rarebit, which, when toast­ed, was passed from cell to cell through the bars of his lit­tle win­dow.

      'And damn good they were,' adds Jim­my, lick­ing his lips.

      'How did he man­age to toast them?' I de­mand­ed.

      'On ev­ery wing there is a com­mu­nal iron, which al­ways end­ed up in Mario's cell on a Sat­ur­day evening,' ex­plained Dar­ren.

      'How much did the chef charge?'

      Tor two nights' sup­ply, a two-​pound phonecard.'

      'And how did they pun­ish him?'

      The iron was con­fis­cat­ed, and Mario de­mot­ed to wash­er-​up, with twen­ty-​one days added to his sen­tence. But they had to re­in­state him af­ter a cou­ple of months be­cause so many in­mates com­plained about the stan­dard of cook­ing drop­ping dur­ing the week­ends. So he was brought back, and af­ter an­oth­er six months they al­so for­got about the twen­ty-​one-​day added sen­tence.

      'And what is Mario in for?' I ask.

      Tax eva­sion - three years - and the fraud squad need­ed to be just as sharp to dis­cov­er what he was up to then,' says Dar­ren as we leave the hot­plate. I make a men­tal note to make sure I meet him.
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      2.00 pm

      Dale wants to talk to me about my can­teen list for next week and has set an up­per lim­it of £20. 'Oth­er­wise the screws will be­come sus­pi­cious,' he ex­plains. £20 will be quite enough as I'm still cred­it­ed each week with £12.50 from my own ac­count.

      Dale's al­so solved my writ­ing pad prob­lem, be­cause he's some­how got his hands on three A4 pads, for which he charges me £4 I would hap­pi­ly pay £10 as I'm down to twen­ty pages of my last pad, but this new sup­ply should last me a month.
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      5.00 pm

      I call Mary at Grantch­ester, but there is no re­ply. I try Lon­don but on­ly get Al­ison's voice on the an­swer ma­chine. I for­got she's away on hol­iday. In any case, it's Sun­day.
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      5.45 pm

      Sup­per. The ham looks good, but I'm down for the veg­etar­ian dish and you can't change your mind once you've signed the week­ly menu sheet Dale thinks about giv­ing me a slice, but as my bete noire is on du­ty be­hind the hot­plate, he doesn't risk it. Ev­ery Sun­day you are giv­en a meal sheet which ro­tates on a four-​week cy­cle (see op­po­site); you fill in your se­lec­tion from a list post­ed out­side the main of­fice, giv­ing the kitchen ad­vance no­tice of how much they will have to or­der of each item. Can't com­plain about that.
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      6.00 pm

      Banged up for the next four­teen hours. I be­gin The Base­ment Room by Gra­ham Greene. His de­scrip­tion of mi­nor char­ac­ters is breath­tak­ing in its sim­plic­ity and the sto­ry, al­though com­plex, still de­mands that you turn the page. I con­sid­er it a re­flec­tion on the No­bel Com­mit­tee, not Mr Greene, that he has nev­er won the prize for lit­er­ature.
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      DAY 33 - MONDAY 20 AUGUST 2001
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      5.54 am

      Wake and won­der how long it will take the po­lice to close their file on the Kurds and al­low me to be trans­ferred to an open prison. I heard a sto­ry yes­ter­day about a pris­on­er who want­ed to do it the oth­er way round. He put in an ap­pli­ca­tion to be trans­ferred from a D-​cat open prison to a C-​cat - a more se­cure en­vi­ron­ment with a tougher regime. His rea­sons seem strange but, I'm told, are not un­com­mon.

      He was serv­ing a twen­ty-​two-​year sen­tence for mur­der. Af­ter five years, they moved him from an A-​cat to a B-​cat, which is a lit­tle more re­laxed. Af­ter a fur­ther twelve years they trans­ferred him to Way­land. At Way­land he be­came an en­hanced pris­on­er with all the priv­ileges that af­fords. He was al­so chief gar­den­er, which al­lowed him to be out of his cell for most of the day and gave him an in­come of more than £30 a week. In his own world he want­ed for noth­ing, and the gov­er­nor con­sid­ered him to be a mod­el pris­on­er.

      Af­ter twen­ty years he was grant­ed D-​cat sta­tus as part of his prepa­ra­tion for re­turn­ing to the out­side world. He was trans­ferred to Ford Open Prison in Sus­sex to be­gin his re­ha­bil­ita­tion.

      He last­ed at Ford for less than a month. One Sat­ur­day af­ter­noon he ab­scond­ed and turned him­self in at the lo­cal po­lice sta­tion a few hours lat­er. He was ar­rest­ed, charged with at­tempt­ing to ab­scond and sent back to Way­land, where he re­mained un­til he had com­plet­ed his sen­tence.

      The gov­er­nor at the time couldn't re­sist ask­ing him why he'd ab­scond­ed. He replied that he couldn't han­dle the re­spon­si­bil­ity of mak­ing his own de­ci­sions. He al­so missed not hav­ing a prop­er job and the or­dered dis­ci­pline of the Way­land regime. But most of all he missed the high walls that sur­round­ed the prison be­cause they made him feel safe from all those peo­ple on the out­side.

      With less than six months to go be­fore the end of his sen­tence, he was found in his cell with a piece of sil­ver pa­per from a KitKat wrap­per, a few grams of hero­in and a light­ed match. He had even pressed the emer­gen­cy but­ton in­side his cell to make cer­tain that he was caught. The gov­er­nor wasn't sure what to do, be­cause he knew on­ly too well that the pris­on­er had nev­er tak­en hero­in in twen­ty years. On­ly six weeks were added to his sen­tence and he was re­leased a few months lat­er. With­in a month of leav­ing prison, he com­mit­ted sui­cide.
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      8.15 am

      Break­fast. I have a Shred­ded Wheat and think of Ian Both­am. This is dou­bly ap­pro­pri­ate be­cause it's twen­ty years ago this week that he scored 149 at Head­in­gley and, with the as­sis­tance of Willis and Dil­ly, de­feat­ed Aus­tralia, de­spite Eng­land hav­ing to fol­low on. In to­day's match, Aus­tralia lead by 314, and I as­sume Adam Gilchrist will soon de­clare, as they've al­ready won the se­ries and Eng­land have on­ly scored more than 300 in a fi­nal in­nings against Aus­tralia once in the last hun­dred years.
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      9.11 am

      One of the prison chap­lains vis­its me. She bears a mes­sage from Michael Adie, who un­til re­cent­ly was the Bish­op of Guild­ford. Michael and I first met in 1969 when he was Vicar of Louth and I was the Mem­ber of Par­lia­ment for that beau­ti­ful con­stituen­cy. He was a more nat­ural friend for Mary, hav­ing gained a first-​class hon­ours de­gree in math­emat­ics at Cam­bridge. Michael wants to vis­it me and has dis­cov­ered that a bish­op can see a pris­on­er with­out it af­fect­ing his quo­ta of fort­night­ly vis­its.

      I sug­gest to Mar­garet, the prison chap­lain, that for Michael to make the long jour­ney to Nor­folk is typ­ical of his gen­er­ous spir­it, but it might be wis­er to wait and find out which D-​cat prison they are go­ing to trans­fer me to. I feel sure it will be near­er Lon­don and he could then vis­it me there. She kind­ly agrees to re­lay that mes­sage back to him.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. When I reach the hot­plate, Dale looks anx­ious and whis­pers that he has to see me ur­gent­ly.

      I re­turn to my cell, flick on the tele­vi­sion to find that Eng­land are 12 for 2 and an Aus­tralian vic­to­ry now looks cer­tain. All we can hope for now is a draw. The un­tu­tored Jules thinks Eng­land can still win. Bless him. Af­ter all, he has on­ly tak­en to watch­ing crick­et be­cause he's stuck in the same cell as me.
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      2.00 pm

      Gym. I com­plete my usu­al pro­gramme and feel I'm just about back to the lev­el of fit­ness I was be­fore be­ing sen­tenced. I leave the ex­er­cise room to check up on what's hap­pen­ing in the main hall, where I find a vol­ley­ball match in progress. So many pris­on­ers want to join in that they are play­ing one team on and one team off. By the end of the game, I ac­cept the fart that I can no longer hope to play at this lev­el, and ap­point my­self ref­er­ee. With­in a minute, I've giv­en a penal­ty point be­cause a pris­on­er swears fol­low­ing one of my de­ci­sions. A near ri­ot breaks out and it's sev­er­al min­utes be­fore I can get the game start­ed again. What then fol­lows is a close, well-​fought match with­out an­oth­er swear word ut­tered. When I blow the fi­nal whis­tle, the play­ers on both sides all turn to face me, and swear as one.
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      3.20 pm

      Af­ter a show­er, I sit in my tiny cell and watch Eng­land fight their way back to 107 for 2. Jules is still con­vinced Eng­land can win. Dale vis­its me in my cell soon af­ter Jules has dis­ap­peared off to ed­uca­tion. Dale warns me that he's been in­ter­viewed by a se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cer. Al­though they have no proof, they are fair­ly sure that the five £20 postal or­ders he re­ceived last week came from me, and they've warned him that if any fur­ther monies ma­te­ri­al­ize that can­not be ac­count­ed for, they'll set up a full en­quiry. We both agree that pay­ments will have to cease, and with it my week­ly sup­plies. Help!
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      3.50 pm

      The same of­fi­cer in­ter­views me thir­ty min­utes lat­er, say­ing he has rea­son to be­lieve I have been send­ing mon­ey in to an­oth­er pris­on­er. The of­fi­cer could not have been more rea­son­able, and adds that if it oc­curs again, it could great­ly harm my chances of re­gain­ing D-​cat sta­tus. It is then that he asks me if I am be­ing bul­lied and pay­ing some­one to pro­tect me. I burst out laugh­ing. The of­fi­cer ob­vi­ous­ly feels that Dale, at six foot three and twen­ty-​sev­en stone, is my paid min­der.

      I make it clear that no one is bul­ly­ing me, and I don't re­quire any pro­tec­tion, but if I do he will be the first per­son to hear about it. The last thing I need is to jeop­ar­dize my D-​cat, or be beat­en up.

      I re­turn to my cell to find Eng­land are 207 for 3 at tea and Butch­er is play­ing out of his skin. Even Mc­Grath is be­ing reg­ular­ly dis­patched to all parts of the ground. Could Jules be right?
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      4.30 pm

      Ex­er­cise. I go out in­to the yard ev­ery day now, not just be­cause I need the ex­er­cise but to pick up sto­ries from the pris­on­ers on dif­fer­ent wings. Many of them are pro­fes­sion­al crim­inals, while oth­ers are just stupid or lazy. The most dan­ger­ous and fright­en­ing are a com­bi­na­tion of all three. How­ev­er, a mi­nor­ity are bright; but for the cir­cum­stances of their up­bring­ing many of them might well have held down re­spon­si­ble po­si­tions. Dar­ren agrees with me, but point­ing to an in­mate a few paces ahead of us, adds, 'But not in his case.'

      'Why?' I ask. 'Who's he?'

      That's Dum­bo,' he says, but of­fers no fur­ther ex­pla­na­tion un­til we have passed him and he is well out of earshot.

      'In De­cem­ber last year,' Dar­ren con­tin­ues, 'Dum­bo was un­em­ployed and fac­ing the prospect of a dis­tinct­ly un-​mer­ry Christ­mas. His wife said she'd had enough, and told him to go out and get some mon­ey and she didn't care how. Dum­bo dis­ap­peared off to the town's largest toy store, where he shoplift­ed a repli­ca gun. He then walked across the road, held up the lo­cal chemist and de­part­ed with four­teen hun­dred pounds in cash. He re­turned home, hand­ed over the mon­ey to his wife, con­fi­dent that she would feel he'd done a good day's work. But af­ter count­ing the notes, she told him that it wasn't enough and to go and get some more. Hold your breath,' said Dar­ren, 'Dum­bo once again leaves his home, re­turns to the high street, walks back in­to the same chemist shop with the in­ten­tion of re­peat­ing the hold-​up, on­ly to find two po­lice of­fi­cers in­ter­view­ing the pro­pri­etor. Dum­bo was ar­rest­ed on the spot, ac­com­pa­nied to the near­est po­lice sta­tion, charged and lat­er sen­tenced to eight years for rob­bery while in the pos­ses­sion of a firearm.'

      No nov­el­ist would dare to con­sid­er such a plot.
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      5.15 pm

      When I re­turn to my cell, Jules is glued to the tele­vi­sion. Butch­er is still at the crease. We both watch as Jules's pre­dic­tion comes true and Eng­land sweep to a fa­mous vic­to­ry - Butch­er, hav­ing scored the win­ning run, is 173 not out. This is an in­nings he will not be the on­ly per­son to re­mem­ber for the rest of his life.

      I feel I should point out that Jules is ev­ery bit as ex­cit­ed as I am. A con­vert. A week ago he couldn't un­der­stand a draw, let alone what a fol­low on was, now he can't wait for next Thurs­day to watch the fifth and fi­nal test. I do hope he doesn't ex­pect them all to end like this.
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      5.45 pm

      Sup­per. I'm tuck­ing in­to my beans and chips when Mr Mean­well un­locks the cell door and asks to have a pri­vate word with me. He doesn't speak again un­til we are in his of­fice and the door is closed.

      'You were lucky to have got away with it this time, but don't do it again,' he warns me. 'If you do, it could hold up your D-​cat for months. And if you're think­ing of do­ing any­thing with Ser­gio, wait un­til he's com­plet­ed his sen­tence.' I'm im­pressed by how well-​in­formed Mr Mean­well is.
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      DAY 34 - TUESDAY 21 AUGUST 2001
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      6.11 am

      Slept well, write for two hours.
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      8.15 am

      Break­fast. It's Rice Crispies again. It's tak­en me un­til the mid­dle of the sec­ond week to work out that it's Shred­ded Wheat on Mon­day, Rice Crispies on Tues­day, corn­flakes on Wednes­day. Noth­ing changes. Ev­ery­thing is by rote.
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      10.00 am

      My in­duc­tion seems to have run its course. How­ev­er, I re­main on the in­duc­tion wing as I wait for a sin­gle cell to be­come va­cant I am made aware of this be­cause the cy­cle has be­gun again: a new group of pris­on­ers is be­ing seen by a mem­ber of the Board of Vis­itors. I peer through the lit­tle mesh win­dow in the door; it's not Mr Flintcroft this time, but a looka­like.
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      10.15 am

      Ed­uca­tion. I pull on my new­ly sup­plied prison reg­ula­tion heavy brown boots as I pre­pare for my first pot­tery les­son. Once I've left the spur I have to ask sev­er­al of­fi­cers and in­mates the way to the Art Cen­tre, which turns out to be on the oth­er side of the prison.

      When I fi­nal­ly lo­cate it, the first per­son I see on en­ter­ing the room is Shaun, who sits in the cor­ner of the large square work­shop work­ing on an ab­stract pas­tel. He greets me with a smile. The next per­son I spot is a la­dy who I as­sume must be our tu­tor. She's around five foot six, dark-​haired and dark-​eyed with a warm smile. She in­tro­duces her­self as Anne.

      The first task Anne sets me is to read a pot­tery book and see if I come across any ob­ject I'd like to recre­ate. I try to tell her about my lack of tal­ent in this area, but she just smiles. I be­gin to read the book as she moves on to Roger, a jol­ly West In­di­an (bank rob­ber), who is do­ing a sculp­ture of the Vir­gin Mary. She then goes across to Ter­ry (bur­glar), who is mould­ing his piece of clay in­to a li­on. I am en­grossed in my book when Anne re­turns, ac­com­pa­nied by a large lump of clay. She al­so has a thin wood­en stick that looks like a knife with­out a han­dle, which is num­bered four. She glances down at the page I've reached to see a head and shoul­ders fig­ure of a man. With the help of the wood­en knife, she carves chunks off the square put­ty to start form­ing the shoul­ders, and then leaves me to be­gin my first at­tempt at fig­ura­tive sculp­ture.

      As I turn my at­ten­tion to the head and neck, I get in­to con­ver­sa­tion with Shaun who is rub­bing his fin­gers in­to the pas­tel to try and give his pic­ture a blurred 'Turneresque' look. While he chats away about which artists in­flu­ence him, I sub­tly try to steer the con­ver­sa­tion off art and find out why he is in prison, quite ex­pect­ing him to claim that he's an­oth­er vic­tim of drugs.

      'No, no, no,' he says. 'Forgery.' My ears prick up. 'Paint­ings?' I ask.

      'No,' he replies. 'Much as I'd like to be a Keat­ing or Elmyr Ho­ry, it's more mun­dane than that - John Lewis gift vouch­ers.' I laugh. 'So how were you caught?'

      'I was grassed up by my mate who got ner­vous and turned Queen's ev­idence. He got off while I end­ed up with thir­teen months in prison.'

      Thir­teen months? That's a strange sen­tence.' 'I was giv­en twelve months for the forgery and an ex­tra month for not turn­ing up to the first hear­ing.'

      'How much did you get away with?' I ask ca­su­al­ly. 'Can't tell you that,' he re­sponds. 'But I ad­mit­ted to a cou­ple of grand.'

      'And you'll be out in three weeks, so how long have you served?'

      'Just over four months.'

      'So you haven't that long to car­ry out my com­mis­sion.' He turns back to his sketch pad and flicks over a few pages. Be re­veals half a dozen sketch­es of five fig­ures in dif­fer­ent pos­es  and asks which one I would pre­fer. 'Which one do you pre­fer?'

      'Num­ber three,' he says, plac­ing his thumb on the sketch.  I nod my agree­ment as Anne reap­pears by my side.

      I see what you mean by lack of tal­ent,' she says, and bursts out laugh­ing at my fee­ble ef­fort of a head and shoul­ders, which makes like a cross be­tween ET and a Botero. Roger (bank rob­ber) and Ter­ry (bur­glar) come across to find out what's caus­ing such

      'You should have start­ed with a pot, man,' says Roger, 'and not tried to ad­vance so quick­ly.' He's al­ready iden­ti­fied my biggest fail­ing.

      With­out warn­ing, two of­fi­cers march in and be­gin to car­ry out a search. I as­sume it must be to check on the num­ber of wood­en knives and wire used for slic­ing the put­ty. But no, I'm told lat­er it was for drugs. The work­shops are ev­ident­ly a com­mon place for deal­ers to con­duct their busi­ness.

      On the way back to my cell I get lost again, but Shaun ac­com­pa­nies me to A wing and tells me that he has come up with a con­cept for the cov­er of Way­land (see plate sec­tion). I had al­ways as­sumed that a graph­ic de­sign­er would do the cov­er of the book, but the idea of a fel­low pris­on­er car­ry­ing out the com­mis­sion is very ap­peal­ing. I al­so ad­mire Shaun's en­ter­prise in spot­ting the op­por­tu­ni­ty. As we part at the T-​junc­tion be­tween our two blocks, we agree to meet up dur­ing af­ter­noon ex­er­cise to con­tin­ue the dis­cus­sion.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. Dale's mush­room soup plus a veg­etable frit­ter.
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      2.14 pm

      I call my so­lic­itor to try to find out the lat­est on the Sim­ple Truth in­ves­ti­ga­tion. The po­lice have been sup­plied with all our doc­uments plus a de­tailed re­port from the Red Cross. De­tec­tive Chief Su­per­in­ten­dent Per­ry, who's in charge of the case, is sym­pa­thet­ic, but says he must fol­low up all Baroness Nichol­son's ac­cu­sa­tions. To DCS Per­ry a day is noth­ing; to me it's an­oth­er four­teen hours locked in a cell.
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      5.00 pm

      Sup­per: Chi­nese stir-​fry and veg­eta­bles. An orig­inal recipe served up in one blob, and cer­tain­ly not cooked by any­one who orig­inat­ed from the Ori­ent.
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      6.00 pm

      No evening gym be­cause there is a crick­et match be­tween A and D blocks (the drug-​free wing known as junkies' par­adise). I am go­ing over my script for the day when Jim­my ap­pears out­side my cell door.

      You're bat­ting at num­ber five, my lord,' he says, look­ing down at his team sheet.

      'What?' I say. 'The last game I played was for David Frost's eleven against the Lords Tav­ern­ers and on that oc­ca­sion I was dean bowled first ball.'

      'Who was the bowler?' he asks.

      'Im­ran Khan,' I re­ply.

      The Pak­istani fast bowler?' he asks in dis­be­lief.

      'Yes, but he was bowl­ing slow leg breaks at the time.'

      'You're still bat­ting num­ber five. Re­port to the top cor­ri­dor in five min­utes.'

      I change in­to a track­suit, place a bot­tle top in the gap in my door and run to the gate to find Dar­ren wait­ing for me.

      'Like the new Swatch,' he says. 'What hap­pened to the Longines?'

      I tell him of my il­lic­it trans­fer of the watch to Will dur­ing the last fam­ily vis­it.

      The screws will have spot­ted it,' Dar­ren as­sures me, 'and they would have been on­ly too hap­py to see that par­tic­ular watch leave the prison. Think of the trou­ble it would have caused them if some­one had stolen it. Be warned, they don't miss much.'

      'By the way,' adds Dar­ren, 'one of the guys on our wing is be­ing trans­ferred to­mor­row, so this may be your chance to get off the in­duc­tion spur.'

      My heart leaps at the news. I try to find out more de­tails as we con­tin­ue our stroll through a gate and out on­to a large open field that is sur­round­ed by a high fence topped with ra­zor wire.

      Jim­my wins the toss and elects to bat. Now, for those of you who un­der­stand the game of crick­et, HM pris­ons keep to a set of laws that even the MCC have no ju­ris­dic­tion over. They may or may not give you a bet­ter in­sight in­to prison think­ing:

      (a) Both sides have ten overs each.

      (b) Each over is nine balls and you nev­er change ends.

      (c) Each side must play five bowlers who can bowl two overs each, but not con­sec­utive­ly.

      (d) There are no bound­aries and you have to run ev­ery run.

      (e) The side with the high­est score is the win­ner.

      (f) The um­pire's de­ci­sion is fi­nal.

      While the oth­er side takes to the field, Dale and Carl pad up for A block. I look in the equip­ment trol­ley, hop­ing I will find a box and a hel­met. At the age of six­ty-​one I don't fan­cy fac­ing a twen­ty-​two-​year-​old West In­di­an bowler from Brix­ton who thinks it would be fun to put me in hos­pi­tal with no fear of be­ing ar­rest­ed for it. I can't be­lieve my eyes: bats, pads, hel­mets, guards, box­es and gloves that are far su­pe­ri­or to any­thing I've ev­er seen at any club game.

      Our open­ers are both back in the pavil­ion by the end of the first over with the score at 6 for 2. We may well have first-​class equip­ment, but I quick­ly dis­cov­er that it does lit­tle for our stan­dard of crick­et. Our num­ber four lasts for three balls so in the mid­dle of the third over I find my­self walk­ing out to join Jim­my.

      D Block boo me all the way to the crease, bring­ing a new mean­ing to the word 'sledg­ing'. How­ev­er, there is worse to come be­cause the West In­di­an I re­ferred to ear­li­er is lick­ing his lips in an­tic­ipa­tion. Hell, he's fast, but he's so de­ter­mined to kill me that ac­cu­ra­cy is sac­ri­ficed and his nine-​ball over is ex­tend­ed to thir­teen, with four wides. Af­ter an­oth­er cou­ple of overs (don't for­get, nine balls each), Jim­my and I ad­vance hap­pi­ly on to 35 for 4. That is when my cap­tain de­cides to try and launch the ball over the prison fence and ends up hav­ing his mid­dle stump re­moved.

      I fear nei­ther Neville Car­dus nor E. W. Swan­ton could have done jus­tice to our progress from 35 for 4 to 39 all out. All you need to know is that the West In­di­an is back on for his sec­ond over, and dur­ing the next nine balls he takes five wick­ets at a cost of four runs. I leave the pitch 11 not out, hav­ing not faced a ball since my cap­tain re­turned to the pavil­ion (bowlers don't change ends). But all is not lost be­cause when A block takes to the field - thanks to our de­mon quick­ie Vin­cent (manslaugh­ter) - three of our op­po­nents are back in the pavil­ion by the end of the first over, for a to­tal of on­ly five runs.

      The sec­ond bowler is our West In­di­an. He is robbed with two dropped catch­es and a plump LBW, or I felt so from cov­er point. When he comes off, D block have on­ly reached 9 for 2, but then prison rules de­mand that we ren­der up our third bowler. On his ar­rival, the game is quick­ly ter­mi­nat­ed as the ball is pep­pered ruth­less­ly around the pitch. D block reach the re­quired to­tal with no fur­ther loss of wick­ets and five overs to spare.

      On the way back to our cells, the D block cap­tain says, 'Not bad, Jeff, even though you played like a fuck­ing pub­lic school cunt.' In prison you have to prove your­self ev­ery day.

      Once we're back in­side the block, I tell Jim­my that I may be join­ing him on the en­hanced spur.

      'I don't think so, Jeff,' he replies. The man who's leav­ing us is our wing clean­er, and I think they've of­fered his cell to David (whisky boot­leg­ger), the clean­er on your wing.' My heart sinks. 'Your best bet is to move in­to David's cell, and stay there un­til an­oth­er one comes free.'
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      8.00 pm

      I re­turn to my cell, but un­for­tu­nate­ly there's no time for a show­er be­fore we're all banged up. I'm tired, sweaty, and even aching a lit­tle, hav­ing used mus­cles I don't nor­mal­ly press in­to ac­tion in the gym. I'm al­so hun­gry, so I open a tin of Princes ham (49p) and a pack­et of crisps (27p).
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      9.00 pm

      Jules watch­es The Bill, while I con­tin­ue to read Gra­ham Greene's The Man With­in. I fall asleep won­der­ing if this is to be my last night in a dou­ble cell.
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      DAY 35 - WEDNESDAY 22 AUGUST 2001
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      6.04 am

      Wake. Fan­ta­size about the pos­si­bil­ity of a sin­gle cell. Write for two hours.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      8.15 am

      Break­fast Corn­flakes and one slice of toast. Dale is miss­ing from be­hind the hot­plate.
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      10.00 am

      I spot Dale in the cor­ri­dor. He tells me he's re­signed from his job at the hot­plate. He's sick of get­ting up thir­ty min­utes be­fore the rest of us just to be abused by in­mates who nev­er feel their serve of chips is large enough.

      I see my name is chalked up on the black­board out­side the of­fice to re­port to the SO, Mr Mean­well. I go straight to the e. He has a reg­is­tered let­ter for me, and slits it open. He a two-​sid­ed typed mis­sive which he hands over, but ; no in­ter­est in read­ing. While he checks in­side the en­vel-​I for drugs, mon­ey, even stamps, I be­gin to read the let­ter, and af­ter on­ly a para­graph, pass it back to Mr Mean­well. When he pe­rus­es it, a look of dis­be­lief comes over his face. The writ­er wants to bor­row £10,000 to in­vest in 'an im­pos­si­ble to lose deal' and he's will­ing to split the prof­its fifty-​fifty.

      'How of­ten do you get one of these?' he asks.

      Two or three times a week,' I con­fess, 'ask­ing for sums for as lit­tle as fifty pounds right up to a mil­lion for yet an­oth­er 'im­pos­si­ble to lose deal'.'

      'By the way,' he says as he hands me the emp­ty en­ve­lope, 'you may be mov­ing to­day.' By the way, by the way, by the way - so ca­su­al for him, so im­por­tant to me. 'One of the chaps on the en­hanced spur is be­ing trans­ferred to a prison near­er his home and we're al­lo­cat­ing his cell to an in­mate who will take over his re­spon­si­bil­ities as clean­er. Once that's been sort­ed out, - Mr Mean­well is old enough still to in­clude the word 'out' - 'we'll move you in­to his cell. I did think of send­ing you straight to the en­hanced spur,' he ad­mits, 'but there were two rea­sons not to. First, the spur needs a clean­er and you wouldn't be my first choice for that par­tic­ular job, and sec­ond, I want you on the qui­eter side where it's not pos­si­ble for oth­er pris­on­ers to peer through your win­dow dur­ing ex­er­cise.'

      Once I leave Mr Mean­well, I go in search of David (whisky boot­leg­ger and spur clean­er). I find him at­tached to the in­dus­tri­al clean­er whirring around the floor of the in­duc­tion cor­ri­dor. He in­vites me along to his present cell on the first floor which, com­pared to my one up, one down on the in­duc­tion wing, is the dif­fer­ence be­tween Fawl­ty Tow­ers and the Ritz.
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      11.00 am

      Ex­er­cise. Dur­ing the first cir­cuit I'm asked by Chris (bur­glary) if I'll spon­sor him for a half marathon in aid of the NSPCC. I agree to £1 a mile, as long as it comes out of my pri­vate fi­nances and not my can­teen ac­count. Oth­er­wise I'll be with­out food and bot­tled wa­ter for sev­er­al weeks. He as­sures me that the au­thor­ities will al­low that, so I sign up. He sticks with us for half a cir­cuit, by which time I've learnt that he's the type of bur­glar our pro­ba­tion of­fi­cer, Lisa Da­da, so de­spis­es. He's twen­ty-​sev­en years old and has spent eight of the last ten years in jail. He sim­ply con­sid­ers bur­glary a way of life. In fact, his part­ing words are, 'I'm out in six weeks' time, Jeff, but don't wor­ry, your house is safe.' I re­al­ize those of you who have nev­er been to jail may find this strange, but I now feel more sym­pa­thy for some of the mur­der­ers in Bel­marsh than I do for pro­fes­sion­al bur­glars.

      It was some­time lat­er that I be­gan to pon­der on how he could run thir­teen miles with­out oc­cu­py­ing half the lo­cal con­stab­ulary to make sure he didn't es­cape. I'll ask him to­mor­row.

      Ja­son (con­spir­acy to black­mail) joins us on the sec­ond cir­cuit and con­grat­ulates me on be­ing moved to a sin­gle cell.

      'It hasn't hap­pened yet,' I re­mind him.

      'No, but it will this af­ter­noon.'

      Prison has many sim­ilar­ities to the out­side world. One is that you quick­ly dis­cov­er who ac­tu­al­ly knows what's go­ing on and who on­ly picks up fag ends. Ja­son knows ex­act­ly what's hap­pen­ing.

      'Of course, if you want to,' Ja­son adds, 'you can al­ways get your­self trans­ferred to an­oth­er prison.'

      'And how would I man­age that?'

      'Write your­self a note and drop it in the com­plaints box. You don't even have to sign it. It's known as 'the grass box'.'

      'And what would I have to sug­gest?'

      'Archer is of­fer­ing me drugs and I can't re­sist much longer, or Archer is bul­ly­ing me and I'm near break­ing point. If they be­lieve it, you'd be trans­ferred the same day. In fact your feet wouldn't even touch the ground.'
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      12 noon

      Lunch. The hot­plate seems emp­ty with­out the mas­sive frame of Dale dom­inat­ing pro­ceed­ings. It looks as if Ser­gio has been pro­mot­ed to No. 1 in his place, be­cause he now stands next to the du­ty of­fi­cer and hands out the dish­es ac­cord­ing to whether you're one, two, three (veg­etar­ian) or four.

      Three,' Ser­gio says, with­out even glanc­ing at the list, and then care­ful­ly se­lects my dish. The trans­fer of pow­er has in no way af­fect­ed me.
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      1.45 pm

      Gym. The tread­mill is work­ing again so I'm al­most able to car­ry out a full pro­gramme. With the new medicine ball ex­er­cise I'm up to fif­teen, with a one-​minute break, but af­ter a fur­ther nine I'm ex­haust­ed and grate­ful when Mr Maid­en blows the five-​minute whis­tle so I can warm down. As we leave, ev­ery­one else picks up their as­signed gym card be­fore dis­ap­pear­ing back to their cells. I no longer have a gym card. It's been stolen ev­ery day since I ar­rived, and the man­age­ment have giv­en up both­er­ing to-​is­sue me with a new one.
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      3.30 pm

      I come out of the show­er to find Ms Webb wait­ing for me.

      'When the in­duc­tion wing is banged up at four o'clock,' she says, 'I'll leave your door open be­cause we're go­ing to move you across to num­ber two cell on the far spur.'

      I think about throw­ing my arms round Ms Webb, but as I on­ly have a tow­el cov­er­ing me, I feel sure she would put me on re­port, so I sim­ply say, Thank you.'

      Once I'm dressed, I place all my be­long­ings in­to the Bel­marsh plas­tic bag in prepa­ra­tion for the move to the oth­er side of the block. I am packed and ready to leave long be­fore four.

      This will be my eighth move in five weeks.
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      4.06 pm

      David (whisky boot­leg­ger) is wait­ing for me in his old cell. It's  typ­ical of his good man­ners that he has left the room spot­less.

      Now that I have an ex­tra cup­board, it takes me near­ly an hour to de­cide where ev­ery­thing should go. Al­though the cell re­mains the reg­ula­tion five paces by three, it sud­den­ly feels much larg­er when you no longer have to share the cramped space with an­oth­er pris­on­er. No more hav­ing to keep out of some­one else's way. No more tele­vi­sion pro­grammes I don't want to watch. No more hav­ing to check whose slip­pers you've put on, that you're us­ing your own tooth­paste, soap, even lava­to­ry pa­per. No more

      There's a knock on the cell door and Dar­ren, Jim­my, Ser­gio and Steve make an en­trance.

      'It's a house-​warm­ing par­ty,' Dar­ren ex­plains, 'and, like any good par­ty, we come bear­ing gifts.'

      Ser­gio has three five-​by-​five-​inch steel mir­rors, the reg­ula­tion size. He fix­es them on the wall with prison tooth­paste. I can now see my head and up­per body for the first time in five weeks.

      Steve sup­plies - can you be­lieve it - net cur­tains to hide my barred win­dow, and at night tone down the glare of the flu­ores­cent lights. Jim­my has brought all the para­pher­na­lia need­ed - board, Blu-​tack, etc. - to at­tach my fam­ily pho­tos to the wall.

      Lad Dar­ren de­mands a roll of drums be­fore he will re­veal his gift, be­cause he's come up with ev­ery pris­on­er's dream: a plug. No longer will I have to shave in my ce­re­al bowl.

      'Any­thing else you re­quire, my lord?' Steve en­quires.

      'I'm out of Evian.'

      For the first time the vis­it­ing team ad­mits de­feat. A sur­vey has been car­ried out and it's been dis­cov­ered that I am the on­ly pris­on­er on the block who pur­chas­es bot­tled wa­ter from the can­teen.

      'So, like the rest of us,' says Dar­ren, 'if you want more wa­ter, you'll have to turn on the tap.'

      'How­ev­er,' adds Ser­gio, 'now that I'm num­ber one on the hot­plate,' he paus­es, 'you will be able to have an ex­tra car­ton of milk from time to time.'

      What more could a man ask for?
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      7.00 pm

      I read over to­day's script in my silent cell and when I've fin­ished edit­ing I place the six pages in one of my new draw­ers. Ev­ery ten days the sheets are trans­ferred to a large brown en­ve­lope (30,000 words) and sent off to Al­ison to type up.

      I set­tle down on my bed to watch A Touch of Frost. David Ja­son is as con­sis­tent as ev­er, but the script is too flim­sy to sus­tain it­self for two hours, so I switch off the tele­vi­sion and, for the first time in ten days, al­so the light, climb in­to my sin­gle bed and sleep. Good­bye, win­dow war­riors, may I nev­er hear from you again.
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      DAY 36 - THURSDAY 23 AUGUST 2001
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      5.18 am

      I wake, de­pressed about two mat­ters. When I phoned Mary last night, she told me that the Red Cross have asked KP­MG to au­dit the Sim­ple Truth cam­paign, be­cause some of their larg­er donors  have been mak­ing waves and they want to dose the sub­ject  once and for all. Tony Mor­ton-​Hoop­er wrote to the po­lice, point­ing out that this in­ter­nal au­dit has noth­ing to do with my in­volve­ment with the cam­paign. Mary and Tony are do­ing ev­ery­thing they can to get the po­lice to ad­mit that the whole en­quiry is a farce and that Ms Nichol­son's ac­cu­sa­tions were made with­out a shred of ev­idence. De­spite their ef­forts I have a feel­ing the po­lice will not close their en­quiry un­til they've con­sid­ered his re­port, so it could now be months be­fore my D-​cat is re­in­stat­ed.

      I'm al­so de­pressed be­cause the To­ry par­ty seems to have bro­ken out in­to civ­il war, with Mar­garet Thatch­er say­ing it will be a dis­as­ter if Ken Clarke wins, and John Ma­jor declar­ing that if IDS be­comes lead­er well be in Op­po­si­tion for an­oth­er decade.

      Six years so far.
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      6.00 am

      I write for two hours.
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      8.15 am

      Af­ter break­fast, Dar­ren picks up my laun­dry, and warns me that the tum­ble dry­er is still not func­tion­ing.
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      9.00 am

      Banged up for an­oth­er two hours be­cause the staff are hav­ing their fort­night­ly train­ing ses­sion in the gym. I'm told their ac­tiv­ities range from first-​aid lessons to self-​de­fence (se­cure and pro­tect), from check­ing through the lat­est Home Of­fice reg­ula­tions to any race re­la­tions prob­lems, plus fire train­ing, HIV re­ports and like­ly sui­cide can­di­dates. One good thing about all this is that the tax pay­er is saved hav­ing to fund my pot­tery class (£1.20).
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      11.00 am

      I watch Nas­sar Hus­sain lose the toss for the four­teenth time in a row. I must ask Mary what the odds are against that

      I walk out in­to the ex­er­cise yard just be­fore the gates are closed at five past eleven. Jim­my points to Mario (not his re­al name) who is walk­ing a few paces ahead of us. I hope you can re­call Mario's scam. While work­ing on the hot­plate he stole al­most all the cheese. He then made Welsh rarebit, at a phone-​card for two, us­ing an iron as the toast­er. Mario was caught cream­ing off near­ly half a mil­lion a year from his fash­ion­able Lon­don restau­rant with­out both­er­ing to pay any tax on his wind­fall. Al­though I have nev­er fre­quent­ed Mario's es­tab­lish­ment, I know it by rep­uta­tion. There can be no doubt of the restau­rant's suc­cess, be­cause it was one of those rare places that do not ac­cept cred­it cards - on­ly cash or cheques.

      While we stroll round the yard - Mario's not in­to pow­er walk­ing - he ex­plains that ap­prox­imate­ly half of his in­come was in cash, the rest cheques or ac­counts. How­ev­er, the tax­man had no way of find­ing out what ac­tu­al per­cent­age was cash, un­til two tax in­spec­tors vis­it­ed the restau­rant as din­ers. From care­ful ob­ser­va­tion they con­clud­ed that near­ly half the cus­tomers were pay­ing cash, where­as Mario's tax re­turn showed a mere 10 per cent set­tled the bill this way. But how could they prove it? The in­spec­tors paid cash them­selves and re­quest­ed a re­ceipt. What they couldn't know was that Mario de­clared all the bills where the cus­tomer asked for a re­ceipt, which he then en­tered in his books. Bills for which no re­ceipts were giv­en were de­stroyed and the cash then pock­et­ed.

      The tax­men couldn't be­come reg­ular cus­tomers (their mas­ters wouldn't al­low such an ex­trav­agance) and were there­fore un­able to prove any wrong­do­ing. That was un­til a young, new­ly qual­ified ac­coun­tant joined the In­land Rev­enue and came up with an in­ge­nious idea as to how to en­snare Mario. The fresh-​faced youth found out which laun­dry the restau­rant used and over the next three months had the table­cloths and nap­kins count­ed. There were 40 per cent more table­cloths than bills and 38 per cent more nap­kins than cus­tomers.

      Mario was ar­rest­ed and charged with fal­si­fy­ing his ac­counts. He plead­ed guilty and was sen­tenced to two years. He will be re­turn­ing to his restau­rant lat­er this year hav­ing, in an­swer to cus­tomers' en­quiries, tak­en a 'sab­bat­ical' in his na­tive Flo­rence.

      They've got it all wrong, Jef­frey,' Mario says. The likes of you and me shouldn't be in jail mix­ing with all this riff-​raff. They should have fined me a mil­lion pounds, not paid out thir­ty-​five thou­sand to ac­com­mo­date me for a year. My reg­ulars are livid with the po­lice, the courts and the In­land Rev­enue.' His fi­nal words are, 'By the way, Jef­frey, do you like buck rarebit?'
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      12 noon

      Lunch. Among the many things Mario briefed me on was how to se­lect the best dai­ly dish from the week­ly menu. You must on­ly choose dish­es that are made with fresh in­gre­di­ents grown on the premis­es and not bought in. As from next week there will be vari­ations from my usu­al veg­etar­ian fare.
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      2.00 pm

      I read the morn­ing pa­pers. Mar­garet and John have placed their cut­lass­es back in their sheaths and both have fall­en silent - for the time be­ing. The press are de­scrib­ing the lead­er­ship con­test as the most ac­ri­mo­nious in liv­ing mem­ory, and one from which the par­ty may nev­er re­cov­er. Read­ing this page a cou­ple of years af­ter the event will give us all the ben­efit of hind­sight. Is it pos­si­ble that the par­ty that gov­erned for the longest pe­ri­od of time dur­ing the twen­ti­eth cen­tu­ry will not hold of­fice in the twen­ty-​first? Or will Tony Blair sud­den­ly look fal­li­ble?
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      3.15 pm

      Gym. It's the over-​fifties' spin­ning ses­sion - noth­ing to do with pol­itics. Don't kid your­self - it's agony. Forty-​five min­utes with an in­struc­tor shout­ing, 'On the straight', 'Up the slope', Hill climb­ing', Taster, faster. I fall off the bike at four o'clock and Dar­ren al­most car­ries me back to my cell.
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      5.30 pm

      Aus­tralia are 208 for 1 and look­ing as if they could score 700. I leave the crick­et to get some loo pa­per from the store. This must be col­lect­ed be­tween 8.15-8.30 am or 5.30-6.00 pm; one roll per per­son, per week. As I come out of the store room, I no­tice my name is chalked up on the black­board to see the SO. I go straight to Mr Mean­well's of­fice. He has sev­er­al reg­is­tered let­ters for me, in­clud­ing one from some ladies in Northamp­ton, who have sent me a laven­der cake.

      'I'm afraid you're not al­lowed to have it un­til you move pris­ons or have com­plet­ed your sen­tence,' Mr Mean­well ex­plains.

      'Why not?' I ask.

      'It could be laced with al­co­hol or drugs,' he tells me.

      As I leave the SO's of­fice, I spot a new pris­on­er with his right arm in a sling. I go over to have a chat: in­juries usu­al­ly mean sto­ries. Was he in a fight? Was he hit by a prison of­fi­cer? Did he fall or was he pushed? It turns out to be an at­tempt­ed sui­cide. He shows me his wrist which dis­plays three long, jagged scars form­ing a tri­an­gle which have been sewn up like a rough tear in a Turk­ish car­pet. I stare for about a sec­ond at the crude, mauve scars be­fore I have to turn away. Lat­er, I'm re­lieved to dis­cov­er that Jim­my re­act­ed in the same way, though he tells me that if you re­al­ly want to kill your­self, you  don't cut across the artery. 'You on­ly do that when you're look­ing for sym­pa­thy,' he adds, 'be­cause the screws will al­ways get there in time. But one long slash up the arm will sev­er the artery, and youH die long be­fore they can reach you.'

      'Nev­er­the­less,' I say, 'that's some cry for help.' 'Yes, his fa­ther had a heart at­tack last week, and he's just ar­rived back from the fu­ner­al.'

      'How many sui­cides have there been at Way­land while you've been here?' I ask Jim­my.

      There was one about six weeks ago,' he replies. 'You'll al­ways know when one takes place be­cause we're banged up for the rest of the day. No one is al­lowed to leave their cell un­til the body has been re­moved from the prison. Then an ini­tial re­port has to be writ­ten, and be­cause so many of­fi­cers be­come in­volved, in­clud­ing the gov­er­nor, it nev­er takes less than three hours. This prison's pret­ty good,' he adds. 'We on­ly get about one sui­cide a year. In Nor­wich, where I be­gan my sen­tence, it was far high­er, more like one a month. We even had a pris­on­er sit­ting up on the roof with a noose round his neck, say­ing he'd jump un­less the gov­er­nor dealt with his com­plaint.'

      'Did he jump?'

      'No, they gave in and agreed to let him at­tend his moth­er's fu­ner­al.'

      'But why didn't they agree to that in the first place?'

      'Be­cause last time they let him out, he flat­tened a screw with one punch and tried to es­cape.'

      'So the gov­er­nor gave in?'

      'No, the gov­er­nor re­fused to see him, but he did al­low the pris­on­er to at­tend the fu­ner­al, dou­ble-​cuffed.'

      'Dou­ble-​cuffed?'

      'First they cross the pris­on­er's wrists be­fore hand­cuff­ing him. Then they hand­cuff him to two of­fi­cers with two sep­arate pairs of hand­cuffs, one on ei­ther side.'

      Thank God they didn't do that to me when I at­tend­ed my moth­er's fu­ner­al.

      It's an irony that an hour lat­er, when go­ing through my mail, I find a ra­zor-​blade pa­per at­tached to the top of one of my let­ters, with the mes­sage 'Just in case you've had enough.' The blade it­self had been re­moved by an of­fi­cer.
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      6.00 pm

      Ex­er­cise. Shaun (forgery) has be­gun to work on an out­line draw­ing of the mon­tage. His first mod­el is Dale (wound­ing with in­tent), who is stand­ing on the grass in the sun, arms fold­ed - not a nat­ural mod­el (see plate sec­tion). Dale scowls as we pass him, while a few of the oth­er pris­on­ers shout ob­scen­ities.
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      8.00 pm

      Noth­ing worth watch­ing on tele­vi­sion, so I fin­ish Gra­ham Greene's The Man With­in.
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      10.00 pm

      I re­move the new­ly washed clothes from all over my bed, where I had laid them out to dry. They are still wet so I hang them from ev­ery oth­er avail­able space - cup­board doors, the sink, my chair, even the cur­tain rail.

      I fall asleep, still wor­ry­ing about the KP­MG re­port and how long it will take for the po­lice to agree that there is no case to an­swer. By the time you read this, Way­land will be a thing of the past. But for now, it re­mains pur­ga­to­ry.
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      DAY 37 - FRIDAY 24 AUGUST 2001
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      6.08 am

      I draw my new­ly ac­quired cur­tains to al­low the ris­ing sun to en­ter my cell. I dis­cov­ered dur­ing ex­er­cise yes­ter­day evening that they used to be­long to Den­nis (VAT fraud). No one knows how much of the 17.5 per cent he re­tained for him­self, but as he was sen­tenced to six years, we have to as­sume it was sev­er­al mil­lions.

      Den­nis ap­plied for pa­role af­ter two and a half years, hav­ing been a mod­el pris­on­er. He heard noth­ing, so as­sumed that his re­quest had been turned down. Yes­ter­day, at 8 am, they opened his cell door and told him to pack his be­long­ings. He was be­ing re­leased with­in the hour. The or­der had come from the Home Of­fice the week be­fore but, as his pro­ba­tion of­fi­cer was on leave, no mes­sage had got through. Den­nis had to bor­row a phonecard - against prison reg­ula­tions - to ask his wife to come and pick him up. He caught her just as she was leav­ing for work, oth­er­wise he would have been stand­ing out­side the gates all day. That is how I in­her­it­ed the fine net cur­tains which now adorn my cell, and when I leave they will be passed on to the new res­ident. I just hope I'm giv­en a lit­tle more no­tice.

      Jim­my was al­so let out yes­ter­day, but on­ly for the day. He has just a few weeks left to serve be­fore his re­lease date, so they al­low him out once a month on a town vis­it, from 9 am to 3 pm. This is part of the re­ha­bil­ita­tion pro­gramme for any D-​cat pris­on­er. Jim­my has been a D-​cat, but res­ident in a C-​cat prison, for over three months. He doesn't want to move to an open prison be­cause he's com­ing to the end of his sen­tence and his fam­ily lives lo­cal­ly.

      Yes­ter­day Jim­my vis­it­ed Dere­ham. He was ac­com­pa­nied by an of­fi­cer who, for rea­sons that will be­come clear, I shall not name. At lunchtime the of­fi­cer gave Jim­my a fiv­er to buy them both some fish and chips (Dere­ham prices) while he went to the bank to cash a cheque. Jim­my col­lect­ed the fish and chips, strolled over to the Na­tion­al West­min­ster and wait­ed out­side for the of­fi­cer. When he didn't ap­pear, Jim­my be­gan lunch with­out him. Af­ter the last chip had been de­voured, Jim­my be­gan to wor­ry about what had hap­pened to his guard. He went in­to the bank, but couldn't see him, so ran out and quick­ly head­ed to­wards Lloyds TSB, a hun­dred yards away. As he turned the cor­ner, he saw the of­fi­cer run­ning down the street to­wards him, an anx­ious look on his face. The two men fell in­to each oth­er's arms laugh­ing; Jim­my didn't want to be ac­cused of try­ing to es­cape on­ly six weeks be­fore his re­lease date, and the of­fi­cer would have been sacked for giv­ing a pris­on­er mon­ey to as­sist in that es­cape. Jim­my told me lat­er that he's nev­er seen a more re­lieved man in his life.

      'Where are my fish and chips?' de­mand­ed the of­fi­cer, once he had re­cov­ered.

      'I had to eat them, guv,' Jim­my ex­plained, 'oth­er­wise yours would have gone cold.' He hand­ed over fifty pence change.
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      8.00 am

      Af­ter break­fast I go in search of Stan (em­bez­zler, £21,000, eigh­teen months), the spur painter. I ask him if he'd be kind enough to come and look at my cell and see if he can rec­om­mend any way of bright­en­ing it up. I tell him I hate the white door and the black square around the basin and the black floor skirt­ing.

      'I'll see what I can do,' he says, 'but I can't promise much. We on­ly get colours that have been dis­con­tin­ued, or the ones no one else wants.'
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. I fear this en­ter­prise has proved to be a mis­take. I sim­ply don't have any tal­ent with clay. I'm go­ing to ask Wendy if I can be trans­ferred to the li­brary or ed­uca­tion. The Sun told its read­ers yes­ter­day that I had ap­plied to take Den­nis's (of cur­tain fame) job in the li­brary. I didn't even know he worked in the li­brary, but now the Sun has put the idea in my head, I'll ask Steve (con­spir­ing to mur­der, head li­brar­ian) if there's a va­can­cy. Mean­while I go off to pot­tery and waste two hours talk­ing to Shaun (forgery). To be fair, it wasn't a com­plete waste of time be­cause he brought me up to date on his progress with the book cov­er and the mon­tage of pris­on­ers (see plate sec­tion). I al­so dis­cov­er more about his crime.

      What I hadn't ap­pre­ci­at­ed was that the forged John Lewis gift vouch­ers were not used sim­ply to pur­chase ar­ti­cles from the store. Oh, no, Shaun is far brighter than that. He dis­cov­ered that if you buy an item and present your gift vouch­er, the as­sis­tant will hand back the change in cash. Shaun al­so found out that if you pur­chase some­thing for £1,000 (and he saw Chris Eu­bank buy­ing a tele­vi­sion with gen­uine vouch­ers) and re­turn the item an hour lat­er, they don't re­im­burse you with vouch­ers. Once again, they hand over cash.

      Armed with this in­for­ma­tion, Shaun ac­quired a map of Eng­land (kind­ly sup­plied by a help­ful as­sis­tant) show­ing ev­ery John Lewis out­let in the coun­try. He then be­gan to trav­el the land, cash­ing vouch­ers in each town he passed through. He was fi­nal­ly caught when his co-​con­spir­ator pan­icked, went to the po­lice and grassed on him (Shaun's words).

      I won­der what Shaun will turn his mind to once he's re­leased. I on­ly men­tion this be­cause when the con­ver­sa­tion changed to the clash be­tween Ken Clarke and Iain Dun­can Smith, Shaun added a piece of knowl­edge to the eu­ro de­bate which nei­ther of the can­di­dates seems to have grasped.

      'Have you ev­er seen a eu­ro note?' Shaun asked.

      'No, I haven't,' I ad­mit­ted.

      It's Monopoly mon­ey and will be quite easy to re­pro­duce. From 1 Jan­uary it will be le­gal ten­der in sev­en­teen coun­tries across Eu­rope, and I'll bet most of the shops don't have any way of iden­ti­fy­ing a fake. Some­one's go­ing to make a for­tune.'

      I re­call that Shaun has on­ly three more weeks of his sen­tence to serve.
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      11.15 am

      I re­turn to my cell and find I have a beige door, a neat blue square around my basin and cream skirt­ing. I go in search of Stan, and present him with a phonecard - val­ue: £2; worth: in­es­timable.
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      11.30 am

      I call Paula (Al­ison is on hol­iday) and dis­cov­er to my great re­lief that the last ten days' text of this script have ar­rived. It doesn't bear think­ing about hav­ing to rewrite those 30,000 words. You may well ask why I didn't make a copy. Be­cause there isn't a copi­er avail­able. Then why don't I hand the pa­pers over to my wife af­ter a vis­it? Be­cause it's against the reg­ula­tions. My on­ly chance is to re­ly on the Post Of­fice, and it hasn't let me down yet.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. I mourn­ful­ly watch the test match while eat­ing my veg­etable soup. Aus­tralia are pil­ing on the runs at a rate of four an over.
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      3.00 pm

      Ex­er­cise. Jim­my is chat­ting about his girl­friends, and don't for­get this is a man who had three wom­en come to see him at his last vis­it. At some time, he tells me, he's slept with all three of them - not at the same time, he's not kinky, just healthy - and what's more they didn't leave scratch­ing each oth­er's eyes out. Nev­er­the­less, this brings me on to a taboo sub­ject I haven't yet men­tioned: sex or the lack of it - un­less you are a ho­mo­sex­ual. Dar­ren re­minds us that in Swe­den and Hol­land they al­low con­ju­gal vis­its, which I can't see hap­pen­ing in this coun­try for many years. The cur­rent so­lu­tion is to put a no­tice on the mes­sage board (see op­po­site) and hope the prob­lem will go away. It will be in­ter­est­ing to see which comes first: the le­gal­iza­tion of cannabis or con­ju­gal vis­its.

      OF­FEN­SIVE AND OB­SCENE MA­TE­RI­AL STATE­MENT OF POL­ICY

      1.    At HMP Way­land we feel that it is im­por­tant that we pro­vide an en­vi­ron­ment with­in which vis­itors, staff and pris­on­ers are able to work and vis­it with­out be­ing caused of­fence by the dis­play of any ma­te­ri­al.

      2.    Our aim is to en­sure that the dig­ni­ty of all staff, vis­itors and pris­on­ers is re­spect­ed. It is the du­ty of all staff to help to en­sure that our  en­vi­ron­ment  re­mains  free  from  the   dis­play  of  po­ten­tial­ly of­fen­sive ma­te­ri­al.

      3.    There­fore the pub­lic dis­play of any ma­te­ri­al that is po­ten­tial­ly of­fen­sive will not be per­mit­ted in any part of the Prison.

      TYPES OF MA­TE­RI­AL THAT WILL BE RE­STRICT­ED:

      4.    Any sex­ual­ly ex­plic­it ma­te­ri­al, eg mag­azines of a porno­graph­ic na­ture which are avail­able from newsagents, will be al­lowed in pos­ses­sion but must not be on dis­play.

      5.    'Page 3' type pic­tures can be placed on pris­on­ers' no­tice­boards, but pic­tures show­ing full nu­di­ty can­not. Pho­tographs, art­work and oth­er ma­te­ri­al may be dis­played on no­tice­boards pro­vid­ing it con­forms to the cri­te­ria out­lined above.

      6.    All man­agers have a du­ty to en­sure that their ar­eas re­main free from the dis­play of any po­ten­tial­ly of­fen­sive ma­te­ri­al.  This ap­plies to all ar­eas, in­clud­ing of­fices, rest rooms and oth­er 'staff on­ly' ar­eas.

      Af­ter two weeks of walk­ing round the perime­ter of Way­land prison, I can now spot evil, fear, help­less­ness and sad­ness at thir­ty paces. But even I am puz­zled by a crouch­ing man who al­ways sits alone in the same place ev­ery day, hud­dled up against the fence. He can't be much more than thir­ty, per­haps thir­ty-​five, and he rarely moves from his soli­tary po­si­tion. I ask Dar­ren about him.

      Trag­ic,' he says. 'Al­is­tair is one of your lot - pub­lic school, fol­lowed by uni­ver­si­ty, where he grad­uat­ed as a hero­in ad­dict. If he doesn't kick the habit, he'll be in prison for the rest of his life.'

      'How can that be pos­si­ble?' I ask.

      'Sim­ple. He reg­ular­ly gets caught in­ject­ing him­self, and al­ways ends up with a few more months be­ing added to his sen­tence. In fact, even on the day he was sent down, he was found with a nee­dle in his arm. Some­how, and it must have been be­fore the judge passed sen­tence or soon af­ter he was tak­en down, he man­aged to stuff a nee­dle cov­ered in cel­lo­phane, a plunger and ten grams of hero­in wrapped in a con­dom up his back­side. He then took a lax­ative so that he could emp­ty his bow­els as soon as he ar­rived at Bel­marsh, Once they'd banged him up that evening - and don't for­get there's a lava­to­ry in ev­ery cell - he in­ject­ed him­self with hero­in and passed out. At the nine o'clock flap check the night of­fi­cer found him ly­ing on the floor with a nee­dle stuck in his arm and sev­er­al grams of hero­in sprin­kled on the floor be­side him. He must be one of the few pris­on­ers who has man­aged to have time added to his sen­tence be­fore break­fast the fol­low­ing morn­ing.'

      I look at the trag­ic, hunched-​up fig­ure and won­der if prison is the right an­swer.
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      6.00 pm

      Sup­per. I can't re­mem­ber what I eat, but I do re­call find­ing two ex­tra car­tons of milk on my win­dow sill. Ser­gio is ex­er­cis­ing his au­thor­ity as the new No. 1 on the hot­plate.
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      DAY 38 - SATURDAY 25 AUGUST 2001

      'Bi­en, gra­cias,y to?'

      'No, tu, tu, tu.'

      'Tu, tu, tu:

      'Bueno. We must meet lat­er to­day,' Ser­gio adds, 'for an­oth­er les­son.' At least ten pris­on­ers stand­ing in the queue, and three of­fi­cers be­hind the hot­plate, as­sume I am sim­ply learn­ing Span­ish, as we have no wish for them to find out what we're re­al­ly up to. But more of that lat­er.
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      5.11 am

      I wake and think about how I would be spend­ing the Au­gust bank hol­iday week­end if I were not in prison. I al­so be­gin to con­sid­er whether there are any ad­van­tages to be­ing in jail. Cer­tain­ly, in­car­cer­ation is some­thing to be added to one's ex­pe­ri­ences, par­tic­ular­ly as it has come at a pe­ri­od in life when I felt I was mark­ing time. I've al­so had to stretch my­self - un­for­tu­nate pun. But I've al­ready reached a stage where I am gain­ing lit­tle from the ex­pe­ri­ence. As I could be stuck here for a while longer, it might be wise to have an es­cape plan - es­cape of the mind.

      I've al­ready com­plet­ed Bel­marsh: Hell, and have penned 44,000 words of Way­land: Pur­ga­to­ry. I can't wait to get to heav­en, when­ev­er and wher­ev­er that might be.
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      8.15 am

      'Buenos dias,' I say to Ser­gio as he pass­es me a boiled egg and a slice of toast.

      'Buenos dias,' he re­peats. 'Co­mo es­tas tu?'

      I con­cen­trate.' Yo es­toy bi­en, gra­cias.'

      'Bi­en, gra­cias, y tu?'
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      10.00 am

      Gym. I com­plete a full pro­gramme for the first time since be­ing con­vict­ed. I've lost over half a stone and feel a lot fit­ter.

      I'm about to take a show­er when Mr King tells me that the gov­er­nor wants a word. I've so far seen three peo­ple who claim the ti­tle of gov­er­nor, and none of them has been Ms Caw­ley, the No. 1 gov­er­nor. Am I about to meet her? No. On this oc­ca­sion it's a Mr Greenacre, whom I've al­so nev­er come across be­fore. He in­forms me, 'You will be re­ceiv­ing a vis­it from a se­nior of­fi­cer at Bel­marsh' - sure­ly they can't be send­ing me back there, is my first re­ac­tion - 'as they are in­ves­ti­gat­ing the theft of a chap­ter of your book.' You will re­call that Trevor Ka­vanagh of the Sun, doyen of po­lit­ical ed­itors, re­turned those stolen sev­en pages to Mary. He is well aware of the law of copy­right.

      It is clear that the cul­prit must have been an of­fi­cer as no pris­on­ers at Bel­marsh have ac­cess to a pho­to­copi­er. No one else could have un­locked my cell door, re­moved the script, pho­to­copied and re­turned it and then sent a copy on to the Sun.

      Of course, the deputy gov­er­nor is on­ly go­ing through the mo­tions. They have no way of find­ing out which of­fi­cer was hop­ing to make a quick buck. The prob­lem the Prison Ser­vice is fac­ing is that Trevor will nev­er re­veal his source.

      Back to the vis­itor from Bel­marsh. Mr Greenacre tells me to ex­pect a se­nior se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cer to in­ter­view me on Tues­day morn­ing, which means that, with luck, I'll miss pot­tery. I'll brief you ful­ly next Tues­day.
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      11.00 am

      Ex­er­cise. My legs are still aching from the gym ses­sion, so I find it quite hard to main­tain the pace of Jim­my (twen­ty-​nine) and Dar­ren (thir­ty-​five) as they march round the perime­ter of the jail, but I'm damned if I'm go­ing to ad­mit it. They are chat­ting away about an un­usu­al use of mir­rors. Ev­ery cell has a five-​by-​five-​inch steel mir­ror screwed to the wall. Jim­my is telling us about two West In­di­an pris­on­ers who be­tween them raised enough mon­ey to pur­chase a ghet­to blaster and a pair of loud speak­ers. He de­scribes how they went about ar­rang­ing to lis­ten to the same mu­sic in two dif­fer­ent cells.

      The first pris­on­er lev­ered his thin steel mir­ror off the wall and in­sert­ed a coil of wire through one of the tiny holes in a cor­ner. Ev­ery evening, af­ter the nine o'clock flap check, he would slip the mir­ror un­der his door, then in one move­ment, slide it across the cor­ri­dor un­til it reached the door op­po­site. Af­ter a few days, he could per­form this skill as pro­fi­cient­ly as any bas­ket­ball play­er dunk­ing a ball through a hoop.

      The sec­ond pris­on­er then took the wire and at­tached it to his speak­er so that both men could lis­ten to the same mu­sic em­anat­ing from one source. In­ge­nious but - I'm told by any­one who lived with­in a mile of the jail - un­nec­es­sary, be­cause on a still evening you could have danced to the mu­sic in Freis­ton town hall.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. Eng­land are 200 for 3 and putting up a spir­it­ed fight. Dur­ing the lunch in­ter­val I vis­it Ser­gio in his cell. He wastes no words, im­me­di­ate­ly in­form­ing me that he has spo­ken to his broth­er in Bo­go­ta. He al­ways sounds like a man who has on­ly ten units left on his phonecard. Of course, he may turn out to be a con man who has no in­ten­tion of try­ing to find a Botero.

      In any case noth­ing can be done un­til Ser­gio has com­plet­ed his sen­tence. He is due to be de­port­ed on 27 Septem­ber, a month from to­day, by which time we ex­pect to have worked out a plan to pur­chase a Botero. Win or lose, I'll keep you briefed.
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      3.00 pm

      I have my hair cut by Matt (ar­son for in­sur­ance, failed to con­vince Corn­hill or the ju­ry, and was sen­tenced to three years). Matt has the rep­uta­tion of be­ing the best bar­ber in the prison. In fact sev­er­al prison of­fi­cers al­so have their hair cut by him. In his last prison, while serv­ing time for a pre­vi­ous of­fence, Matt en­rolled on a hair-​styling course, so now he's a se­mi-​pro­fes­sion­al. He has all the prop­er equip­ment, and with­in mo­ments of sit­ting on a chair in the cor­ri­dor out­side his cell, I'm in no doubt about his skill. I need to look neat and tidy for Fri­day, when Mary and William hope to vis­it me again. I haven't for­got­ten that Mary com­ment­ed on the length of my hair when she last came to Way­land.

      When Matt's fin­ished the job he even pro­duces a sec­ond mir­ror so I can see the back of my head. He's not Daniel Her­sh­eson, but for ten units of a phonecard he's a pret­ty good im­ita­tion.
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      6.00 pm

      At close of play Eng­land are 314 for 8 af­ter a grit­ty 124 not out by Ram­prakash as­sist­ed by Gough, who was cling­ing in there help­ing to avoid an­oth­er fol­low on. The two of them en­ter the pavil­ion need­ing an­oth­er 31 runs to make Aus­tralia bat again.

      A cou­ple of years ago Dar­ren Gough asked me to con­duct the auc­tion at his Lon­don tes­ti­mo­ni­al din­ner at the Dorch­ester. As a huge fan of Dar­ren's, I hap­pi­ly agreed. When the event fi­nal­ly ma­te­ri­al­ized it fell in the mid­dle of my tri­al. Mr Jus­tice Potts made it clear to my silk that I should not hon­our the agree­ment, even though my name was al­ready print­ed in the pro­gramme. Af­ter all, it might in­flu­ence the ju­ry in­to be­liev­ing that I am a char­ita­ble man, and I sus­pect that was the last thing Mr Jus­tice Potts would have want­ed.

      I'm feel­ing pret­ty low, so de­cide to use the oth­er ten units left on my card to phone Mary. There's no re­sponse. I can't get in touch with William or James as they are both abroad. I sit on the end of my bed and re­call the words of La Rochefou­cauld: Ab­sence di­min­ish­es mediocre pas­sions and in­creas­es great ones, as the wind ex­tin­guish­es can­dles and fans fire.
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      DAY 39 - SUNDAY 26 AUGUST 2001
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      6.16 am

      Sun­day is al­ways the longest day in prison. Way­land is short-​staffed and there is noth­ing for in­mates to do oth­er than watch wall-​to-​wall tele­vi­sion. In Bel­marsh, chapel was a respite as it got you out of your cell, but in Way­land you're out of your cell with­out any­thing to keep you oc­cu­pied. Mind you, I'd much rather be in Way­land than locked up in Bel­marsh for twen­ty-​two hours a day. I write for a cou­ple of hours.
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      8.20 am

      Break­fast. While I'm wait­ing in the queue for the hot­plate, I get talk­ing to a West In­di­an who is on my land­ing. He asks if he can have my Times and Sun­day Times when I've fin­ished with them. I agree to his re­quest if, in re­turn, he will show me how to clean my cell floor. I on­ly men­tion this be­cause the West In­di­ans keep the clean­est cells. They are not sat­is­fied with sweep­ing out the dust and dirt, but spend hours buff­ing up the linoleum floor un­til you can see your face in it. Al­though I show­er, shave and put on fresh clothes ev­ery day, as well as make my bed and have ev­ery­thing in place be­fore the cell door is opened at 8 am, I nev­er look as smart or have as clean a cell as any of the West In­di­ans on my spur.
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      9.30 am

      On my way to the li­brary I slip in be­hind a man who fright­ens me. He has an evil face and is one of those pris­on­ers who is proud to de­scribe him­self as a ca­reer crim­inal. He is a bur­glar by pro­fes­sion, and I'm some­what sur­prised to see him head­ing off to­wards the li­brary with a pile of glossy, cof­fee-​ta­ble books un­der his arm. I try to make out the ti­tles on the spines while we're on the move: The En­cy­clopae­dia of An­tiques, Know Your An­tiques and An­tiques in a Mo­dem Mar­ket.

      'Are you in­ter­est­ed in an­tiques?' I ask in­no­cent­ly.

      'Yeah, I'm mak­ing a care­ful study of them.'

      'Are you hop­ing to work in the an­tiques trade when you've com­plet­ed your sen­tence?'

      'I sup­pose you could say that,' he replies. 'I'm sick of nick­ing 'em on­ly to find out they're fuckin' worth­less. From now on I'll know what to fuckin' look for, won't I?'

      You would think that af­ter five weeks of mix­ing with crim­inals, night and day, I couldn't still be tak­en by sur­prise. It serves to re­mind me again of Lisa Da­da's words about de­spis­ing bur­glars, not to men­tion my own naivety.
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      10.00 am

      In the li­brary I get talk­ing to an old­er pris­on­er called Ron (ABH). Most in­mates tell me they nev­er want to re­turn to prison, es­pe­cial­ly the old­er ones who have served long sen­tences. But, time and again, they'll add the rid­er, 'That doesn't mean I won't, Jeff. Get­ting a job when you have a crim­inal record is vir­tu­al­ly im­pos­si­ble, so you stay on the dole, un­til you slip back in­to a life of crime.'

      It's a vi­cious cir­cle for those who leave prison with their statu­to­ry £90, NFA (no fixed abode) and lit­tle prospect of work. I don't know the an­swer, al­though I ac­cept there is lit­tle you can do for peo­ple who are gen­uine­ly evil, and not much for those who are con­gen­ital­ly stupid. But the first-​of­fence pris­on­ers who want a sec­ond chance of­ten leave prison on­ly to find that for the rest of their lives the work door is slammed in their face.

      I ac­cept that per­haps on­ly around 20 per cent of pris­on­ers would be worth spe­cial treat­ment, but I would like to see some­one come up with a so­lu­tion for this par­tic­ular group, es­pe­cial­ly the first-​time of­fend­ers. And how many of you read­ing this di­ary can hon­est­ly say you've nev­er com­mit­ted a crime? For ex­am­ple:

      (a)   Smoked cannabis (5 mil­lion), crack co­caine (300,000), hero­in (250,000)

      (b)   Stolen some­thing - any­thing

      (c)   Fid­dled your ex­pens­es

      (d)   Tak­en a bus or train and not paid for the tick­et

      (e)   Not de­clared your full in­come to the tax­man

      (f)    Been over the al­co­hol lim­it when driv­ing

      (g)   Driv­en a ve­hi­cle with­out tax or in­sur­ance

      (h) Brought in some­thing from abroad and not paid im­port tax

      I have re­cent­ly dis­cov­ered that those very peo­ple who com­mit such crimes of­ten turn out to be the most sanc­ti­mo­nious hyp­ocrites, in­clud­ing one lead­ing news­pa­per ed­itor. It's the tru­ly hon­est peo­ple who go on treat­ing one de­cent­ly, as I've found from the thou­sands of let­ters I've re­ceived from the gen­er­al pub­lic over the past few weeks.
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      10.45 am

      Chapel. We're back to a con­gre­ga­tion of eleven. The ser­vice is Holy Com­mu­nion, and I'm not sure I care for the mod­ern ver­sion. I must be get­ting old, or at least old-​fash­ioned.

      The ser­vice is con­duct­ed by John Fram­ling­ton, re­splen­dent in a long white robe to go with his white beard and head of white hair. He must be well in­to his sev­en­ties and he looks like a prophet. A lo­cal Sal­va­tion Army of­fi­cer preach­es the ser­mon, with the theme that we all make mis­takes, but that does not mean that we can­not be saved. Once he has de­liv­ered his mes­sage, he joins John to dis­pense the bread and wine to his lit­tle flock. Dur­ing the singing of the last hymn, John walks off down the aisle and dis­ap­pears. We are all left lit­er­al­ly stand­ing, not quite sure what to do next. A fe­male face peeps out from be­hind the or­gan, and de­cides to con­tin­ue play­ing. This brave lit­tle ges­ture is re­ward­ed by ev­ery­one re­peat­ing the last verse. When we've de­liv­ered the fi­nal line of 'O Blessed Je­su, Save Us' John comes run­ning back down the aisle. He turns to face his con­gre­ga­tion, apol­ogizes, bless­es us and then dis­ap­pears for a sec­ond time. He's a good man, and it's gen­er­ous of him still to be giv­ing his time ev­ery Sun­day for such a mot­ley crew as us.
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      11.45 am

      When I re­turn to my spur af­ter chapel, I find that it has been locked off and we are un­able to get in­to our cells. A small crowd is gath­er­ing at the en­trance of the spur, and I am in­formed by Dar­ren that our cells are be­ing searched for phonecards. It seems that one of the pris­on­ers has shaved off the sil­ver lin­ing on the top of his card as this al­lows him to have a longer pe­ri­od for each unit. Not a great crime you might con­sid­er, re­mem­ber­ing that we're in a den of thieves. But what you won't re­al­ize is that the next per­son who makes a phone call will find that BT au­to­mat­ical­ly re­trieves those stolen units. Re­sult: the next pris­on­er will be robbed blind.

      The next in­mate on the phone that morn­ing turned out to be a vol­uble West In­di­an called Carl (GBH) who, when his last ten units were gob­bled up in sec­onds, nev­er stopped eff­ing and blind­ing all the way to the PO's of­fice. The spur was closed down in sec­onds, and Carl had un­wit­ting­ly giv­en the 'prison search team' an ex­cuse to go through ev­ery­one's per­son­al be­long­ings.

      When the gate to the cells is even­tu­al­ly un­locked, a team of three of­fi­cers comes out car­ry­ing a sack­ful of swag. My bet is that the of­fend­ing phonecard is not among their tro­phies, but sev­er­al oth­er il­lic­it goods are. I re­turn to my cell to find that noth­ing of mine has been touched. Even my script lies in ex­act­ly the same place as I left it. I take this as a com­pli­ment.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. Eng­land have pro­gressed to 40 for 1, but the omi­nous­ly dark clouds that ap­pear over Way­land are al­so, it seems, un­paid vis­itors at the Oval. I turn my at­ten­tion to the Sun­day pa­pers. The Sun­day Mir­ror, that bas­tion of ac­cu­ra­cy, tells its read­ers that I de­fend­ed my­self from an­oth­er in­mate with a crick­et bat. I gave you a full ball-​by-​ball sum­ma­ry of that match, and the on­ly thing I tried to threat­en - and not very suc­cess­ful­ly - was the ball. The ar­ti­cle then goes on to say that I am pay­ing pro­tec­tion mon­ey to a pris­on­er called Matthew McMa­hon. There is no in­mate at Way­land called Matthew McMa­hon. They add that pay­ment is made with £5 phonecards. There are no £5 phone-​cards. The fun­ny thing is that some in­mates are shocked by this: they had as­sumed the pa­pers re­port­ed ac­cu­rate­ly, and it wasn't un­til I took up res­idence that they re­al­ized how in­ac­cu­rate the press can be.
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      2.00 pm

      Ex­er­cise. We are al­lowed out for an hour, rather than forty-​five min­utes, which is a wel­come bonus. As we walk round, I get teased by a lot of pris­on­ers who say they are will­ing to pro­tect me if I'll give them a £5 phonecard. Some ask how come you have a £5 phonecard when the rest of us on­ly have £2 phone-​cards. Oth­ers add that I can hit them with my crick­et bat when­ev­er I want to. I con­fess that this wouldn't be so amus­ing if Jim­my and Dar­ren were not ac­com­pa­ny­ing me. Cer­tain­ly, be­ing the butt of ev­ery­one's hu­mour in­side, as well as out­side, be­gins to tell on one. Jim­my has al­so read the sto­ry in the Sun­day Mir­ror and what wor­ries him is who to be­lieve in the lat­est row be­tween Ken Clarke and Iain Dun­can Smith con­cern­ing im­mi­gra­tion. I tell Jim­my that on­ly one thing is cer­tain: al­though the re­sult of the lead­er­ship elec­tion will not be an­nounced for an­oth­er two weeks (12 Septem­ber), 70 per cent of the 318,000 elec­torate have cast their votes, and I as­sure him that IDS is al­ready the next lead­er of the To­ry par­ty.

      'Can I risk a bet on that?' asks Dar­ren.

      'Yes, if you can find any­one stupid enough to take your wa­ger.'

      The spur book­ie is of­fer­ing 1-3 on Dun­can Smith.'

      Those are still good odds, be­cause you can't lose un­less he drops down dead.'

      The book­ie or Iain Dun­can Smith?' asks Jim­my. 'Ei­ther' I re­ply.

      'Good,' says Dar­ren. Then I'll put three Mars bars on Dun­can Smith as soon as we get back to the spur.'
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      4.00 pm

      I vis­it Ser­gio in his cell to be giv­en a les­son on emer­alds. I'll let you know why lat­er. Ser­gio takes his time telling me that emer­alds are to Colom­bia what di­amonds are to South Africa. When he's fin­ished his tu­to­ri­al, I ask him if it would be pos­si­ble for his broth­er to find an emer­ald of the high­est qual­ity. He looks puz­zled.

      'What sort of price do you have in mind?' he asks.

      'Around ten thou­sand dol­lars,' I tell him.

      He nods. 'I'll see what I can do.' He looks at his watch and adds, 'I'll speak to my broth­er im­me­di­ate­ly.'
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      5.00 pm

      Sun­day sup­per is al­ways a bag of crisps and a lemon mousse. How­ev­er, this evening we are of­fered two lemon mouss­es be­cause, I note, the sell-​by date on the lid is 25 Au­gust.
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      7.00 pm

      At last there's some­thing worth watch­ing on tele­vi­sion. Vic­to­ria and Al­bert with a cast to kill for. Nigel Hawthorne, Di­ana Rigg, Pe­ter Usti­nov, Jonathan Pryce, David Suchet, John Wood and Richard Briers.

      It on­ly serves to re­mind me how much I miss live the­atre, though at times I feel I'm get­ting enough dra­ma at the The­atre Roy­al, Way­land.
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      DAY 40 - MONDAY 27 AUGUST 2001
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      6.08 am

      Forty days and forty nights, and, like Our Lord, I feel it's time to come out of the wilder­ness and get on with some work, de­spite the fact it's a bank hol­iday. I write for two hours.
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      8.15 am

      Break­fast. Corn Pops (for a change), UHT milk, a slice of bread and mar­malade. I stare at the gol­ly on the jar. I read yes­ter­day in one of the pa­pers that he's no longer po­lit­ical­ly cor­rect and will be re­placed by a char­ac­ter cre­at­ed by Roald Dahl and il­lus­trat­ed by Quentin Blake. I like gol­ly, he's been a friend for years. As a man with­out an ounce of prej­udice in him, I am bound to say I think the world has gone mad.
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      9.00 am

      I call Mary, who is fu­ri­ous with the Home Of­fice. Win­ston Churchill has writ­ten to the Home Sec­re­tary, David Blun­kett, ask­ing why I'm still in a Cat­ego­ry C jail, and Win­ston has re­ceived a re­ply from Stephen Har­ri­son, David Blun­kett's pri­vate sec­re­tary, sug­gest­ing that La­dy Archer 'is sat­is­fied that this is the best that can be hoped for'. Home Of­fice of­fi­cials ob­vi­ous­ly don't lis­ten to the To­day pro­gramme, or read any news­pa­pers. It doesn't au­gur well for jus­tice be­ing done to those pris­on­ers who do not have a sup­port­ive fam­ily. Mary will write to Mar­tin Narey to­day and put the record straight. My so­lic­itor has not yet re­ceived a re­ply from DCS Per­ry. Per­haps he's still on hol­iday. She's al­so writ­ten to the gov­er­nor of Way­land - al­so no re­ply. Thank God I'm not locked up in Rus­sia.

      Now I'm no longer on the in­duc­tion spur, I'm al­lowed to have my own plate, bowl and mug. Mary promis­es to dis­patch all three to­day. I can't wait to be rid of the grey plas­tic set, even if they won't al­low me to re­place the plas­tic knife, fork and spoon. Mary tells me that the let­ters of sup­port are still pour­ing in, and says she'll send a se­lec­tion for me to read, plus a list of friends who want to vis­it me in prison. She con­firms that she and William are hop­ing to vis­it me on Fri­day.
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      9.15 am

      A block are play­ing C block at foot­ball, and Jim­my (cap­tain of ev­ery­thing) asks if I'd like to be lines­man, know­ing it will get me out of my cell for at least an hour. How con­sid­er­ate, I tell him, but I don't know the rules, and I feel sure that there's more to it than just putting your flag in the air when the ball goes out. For­tu­nate­ly, one of our re­serves is ful­ly pro­fi­cient in the laws of the game, and runs up and down the line be­hind me, mak­ing me look quite com­pe­tent.

      The first play­er I have to ad­ju­di­cate off­side is Jim­my, who makes no protest and im­me­di­ate­ly rais­es his arm. The true char­ac­ter of a per­son can­not be hid­den on a play­ing field.

      By half-​time we are two down. How­ev­er, in the sec­ond half, we pull one back and just be­fore the fi­nal whis­tle, Carl (GBH, phonecard prob­lem) thumps in a blin­der from twen­ty yards to lev­el the score. As he is in the next cell to me, I can ex­pect sev­er­al graph­ic re­plays in the cor­ri­dor, with the yardage be­com­ing longer by the day.
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      12.15 pm

      Lunch: Toad-​in-​the-​hole (veg­etar­ian sausage) and peas.
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      3.00 pm

      Ex­er­cise. We've man­aged about two cir­cuits when Dar­ren, Jim­my and I are joined by what can on­ly be de­scribed as a gang of yobs, whose lead­er is a stock­ily built youth of about five foot six, with two rings in his nose and one in each ear. From what I can see of his neck, arms and chest, it doesn't look as if there's any­where left on his body to nee­dle an­oth­er tat­too. As soon as he opens his mouth ev­ery oth­er word is fuck­ing-​this and fuck-​ing-​that. I'm no longer shocked by this, but I am sur­prised by the smell of al­co­hol on his breath. My usu­al ap­proach when faced with this sit­ua­tion is to an­swer any ques­tion qui­et­ly and cour­te­ous­ly. I've heard enough sto­ries about pris­on­ers be­ing knifed in the yard over the slight­est provo­ca­tion to do oth­er­wise. But as there are no ques­tions, just abuse hurled at me and my wife, there's not much I can say in re­ply. Jim­my and Dar­ren close in, not a good sign, but af­ter an­oth­er cir­cuit, the young thug and his gang of four back off and go and sit against the fence and glare at us.

      The Home Of­fice could do worse than in­vite Dar­ren to sit on one of their com­mit­tees and ad­vise them on prison pol­icy. He is, af­ter all, far bet­ter in­formed than Stephen Har­ri­son, and there­fore the Home Sec­re­tary. Af­ter a spell in Borstal, and two terms in prison, Dar­ren would be a con­sid­er­able as­set to the drugs de­bate. He adds that when he was first sent to jail, some fif­teen years ago, about 30 per cent of pris­on­ers smoked can­na-​bis and on­ly about 10 per cent were on hero­in.

      'And to­day?' I ask.

      'Around twen­ty to thir­ty per cent are still on cannabis, with ap­prox­imate­ly the same per­cent­age, if not more, on hero­in. And while the present reg­ula­tions are in place, there's no hope of deal­ing with the prob­lem. On­ly last week, a pris­on­er out on his first town vis­it re­turned with five hun­dred pounds' worth of hero­in stuffed up his back­side, and ev­ery ad­dict in the prison knew about his cache with­in the hour. They were, if they could af­ford it, smok­ing and jab­bing them­selves all night.'

      'But sure­ly the pris­on­er in ques­tion, not to men­tion his cus­tomers, will be caught?'

      The drugs unit in­ter­viewed him the fol­low­ing morn­ing. They couldn't prove any­thing, but it's the last town vis­it he'll make be­fore he's re­leased - on the grounds of 'rea­son­able sus­pi­cion'.'

      'More fool him,' says Jim­my, who goes out on a town vis­it once a month. 'Some of them will do any­thing—' The group of yobs de­cide to re­join us, so I have to face an­oth­er bar­rage of abuse. I some­times wish Mr Jus­tice Potts could do just one cir­cuit with me, but it's too late, my case was his last, and he was clear­ly de­ter­mined to go out with a bang. When we're called back in, I'm not un­hap­py to re­turn to the peace and safe­ty of my cell.
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      4.07 pm

      Ser­gio turns up to tell me the de­tails of a con­ver­sa­tion he's had with his broth­er in Bo­go­ta.

      To­mor­row my broth­er will trav­el to the green moun­tains and se­lect an emer­ald' de­clares Ser­gio. He will then have it val­ued and in­sured. He will al­so send one gold neck­lace (18 carat). They sell at a tenth of the price they charge in Eng­land. I as­sure him that, if I de­cide to buy it, I will make a pay­ment di­rect to bis bank the day af­ter he has been de­port­ed. This means he has to put a great deal of trust in me, which he seems hap­py to do. He ac­cepts that the trans­ac­tion can­not take place while both of us are still in jail. If he's suc­cess­ful, I'll have more con­fi­dence in his claim that he can pro­duce a Botero at a sen­si­ble price.
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      10.00 pm

      Dar­ren lends me his copy of The Pris­ons Hand­book - a sort of Re­lais & Chateaux guide of jails in Eng­land and Wales. I ac­cept Mr Mean­well's opin­ion that once my D-​cat has been re­in­stat­ed, I should ap­ply for Spring Hill in Buck­ing­hamshire, which is the best-​lo­cat­ed open prison for both Lon­don and Cam­bridge.
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      5.00 pm

      Dar­ren and I play a cou­ple of games of backgam­mon, and I'm thank­ful to have found some­thing I can beat him at. He takes re­venge by com­plet­ing The Times cross­word be­fore sup­per.
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      6.00 pm

      Sup­per: beans on toast and an ex­tra lemon mousse stamped with yes­ter­day's sell-​by date.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      7.00 pm

      I watch the con­clud­ing episode of Vic­to­ria and Al­bert, ev­ery mo­ment of which I thor­ough­ly en­joy.
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      DAY 41 - TUESDAY 28 AUGUST 2001
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      6.00 am

      I write for two hours.
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      8.13 am

      Break­fast. It's Shred­ded Wheat again. Eat one, save one.
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. I take my new book, Arts and Artists, along to my class to while away the two-​hour pe­ri­od. It doesn't seem to both­er any­one that I'm not work­ing on a sculp­ture as long as I'm study­ing some medi­um of art.

      Shaun ap­pears to be de­pressed, which could be noth­ing more than the melan­choly of an artist lost in his thoughts. Af­ter an hour of paint­ing, he opens his sketch book to re­veal an ex­cel­lent draw­ing of a Way­land land­scape (fair­ly bleak) and an­oth­er of a prison door. Then he con­fides why he is so low. Pro­ba­tion have de­cid­ed not to let him out two months ear­ly on a tag be­cause he failed to ap­pear in court. How­ev­er, this two-​month hold-​up will pose some prob­lems for both of us. The qual­ity of the pa­per, pen­cils, pas­tels and oils that are avail­able at Way­land are ob­vi­ous­ly not up to pro­fes­sion­al stan­dards, so it may be­come nec­es­sary to en­list the help of a mem­ber of the art de­part­ment to pur­chase the ma­te­ri­als he needs. Shaun will have to se­lect some­one who be­lieves in his tal­ent, and more im­por­tant­ly, he needs to trust me enough to be­lieve I will pay him back af­ter he's been re­leased in Novem­ber. A mem­ber of staff tells me lat­er that Shaun is the most tal­ent­ed pris­on­er they have come across since they start­ed work­ing in pris­ons. Our con­ver­sa­tion is in­ter­rupt­ed by a se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cer who says I'm want­ed in re­cep­tion.
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      10.12 am

      A se­nior of­fi­cer from Bel­marsh is wait­ing for me in the room with the com­fort­able chairs. The gov­er­nor of Bel­marsh has put her in charge of the in­ves­ti­ga­tion in­to the theft of sev­en pages of my di­ary. You will re­call that Trevor Ka­vanagh, the Surfs po­lit­ical ed­itor, hand­ed the script over to Mary, who in turn passed the sev­en hand­writ­ten pages on to my lawyer.

      The of­fi­cer tells me that she has been in the Prison Ser­vice for near­ly twen­ty years, and adds that she isn't on a white­wash ex­pe­di­tion. She makes it clear from the out­set that the sev­en pages of script could not have been stolen by a pris­on­er, as they wouldn't have had ac­cess to a pho­to­copi­er. She goes even fur­ther and ad­mits that they have nar­rowed the like­ly cul­prit down to one of two of­fi­cers.

      She then hands me a pho­to­copy of my first sev­en pages, and af­ter read­ing on­ly a few lines I re­call how dis­traught I was at Bel­marsh. I con­firm that I had writ­ten these pages when I was in the med­ical cen­tre on my first day, but I have no way of know­ing when they were re­moved or re­turned, or by whom. I on­ly re­call leav­ing the cell once in the first twen­ty-​four hours, and that was for a forty-​five-​minute break in the ex­er­cise yard. She nods, as if she not on­ly knows when I left my cell, but ex­act­ly how many min­utes I was out of the room.

      'You were then es­cort­ed across to B block to be­gin your in­duc­tion. Did you have the script with you at the time?'

      Yes, I post­ed the pages to my PA ev­ery three or four days, but not be­fore they were checked by Roy the cen­sor, who I didn't meet un­til the third day, so it can't have been him.'

      'No, it cer­tain­ly wasn't Roy,' she replied, 'be­cause the Sun re­ceived the ma­te­ri­al the fol­low­ing morn­ing. And in any case, Roy's bright enough to un­der­stand the law of copy­right. Who­ev­er did this must have been sur­prised and dis­ap­point­ed that the Sun wouldn't touch it.'

      She leaves af­ter about an hour, promis­ing to let me know the out­come of her in­ves­ti­ga­tion.
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      12.15 pm

      Lunch: veg­etable soup and a choco­late wafer. Ser­gio slips me a ba­nana.
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      2.00 pm

      In or­der to make up my five lessons a week, I have to at­tend an ed­uca­tion class on a Tues­day af­ter­noon.

      The Ed­uca­tion De­part­ment is sit­uat­ed next to the li­brary, and once I've signed in, I re­port to room one as in­struct­ed. I en­ter a class­room con­tain­ing twen­ty small desks set out in a U-​shape fac­ing a teach­er. Her name is Ms Jo­ce­lyn Rim­ming­ton, and she looks as if she's been plucked straight out of an Eve­lyn Waugh nov­el. Her job is a dif­fi­cult one, and I watch her car­ry it out with con­sum­mate skill and in­ge­nu­ity. She has eight charges, in­clud­ing me. The pris­on­er she's talk­ing to is learn­ing ba­sic En­glish so he can take a plumb­ing ex­am. The in­mate on his right is read­ing Chaucer as part of an A lev­el course, and on his left is an in­mate who is learn­ing to read and write. The re­main­ing four pris­on­ers are prepar­ing for GCSE En­glish. Ms Rim­ming­ton moves slow­ly and me­thod­ical­ly from desk to desk, an­swer­ing each and ev­ery ques­tion thrown at her un­til she reach­es me.

      Wendy tells me that you're in the mid­dle of writ­ing an­oth­er book.'

      'Yes, I am,' I re­ply.

      'And she thinks the best thing would be for you to car­ry on with it, un­til we de­cide what to do with you.'

      I don't de­mur; af­ter all, what's the point of telling this charm­ing la­dy that I would pre­fer to do some­thing more pro­duc­tive. It's ob­vi­ous that ei­ther Wendy Sergeant, who is head of the de­part­ment, or those above her, lack the imag­ina­tion of the ed­uca­tion de­part­ment at Bel­marsh, who had me con­duct­ing a cre­ative writ­ing class be­fore the end of my first week.
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      5.00 pm

      Sup­per. I eat very lit­tle be­cause the on­ly gym ses­sion I can at­tend to­day is at six o'clock.
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      6.00 pm

      Gym. Com­plete a full ses­sion, main­ly be­cause half the reg­ulars are out play­ing foot­ball. To­day is the fi­nal tri­al be­fore they se­lect the team for the first match on Sun­day. As I can­not be present at Lord's for the one day fi­nal be­tween Som­er­set and Le­ices­ter­shire, I'll have to set­tle for Way­land ver­sus RAP Meth­wold.
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      7.30 pm

      Af­ter a long press, press, press-​but­ton show­er, 1 re­turn to the cell and dry my­self with a mean lit­tle rough green tow­el. Ser­gio knocks on the door, walks in, plonks him­self on the end of the bed and with­out any pream­ble, starts to give me an­oth­er lec­ture on emer­alds.

      'Sev­en­ty per cent of the world's emer­alds come from Colom­bia,' he pro­claims. 'Over twen­ty thou­sand stones change hands in Bo­go­ta ev­ery day. The emer­ald is sec­ond on­ly in pop­ular­ity and val­ue to the di­amond, and its size is mea­sured in the same way (carat). The very finest stones,' he con­tin­ues, 'are known as 'drops of oil' be­cause if you stare in­to the cen­tre of the stone, you can see what ap­pears to be just that. We must make sure that ours is at least four carats, and that the drop of oil is there for all to see.

      'For one stone, the price can range ac­cord­ing to qual­ity' con­tin­ues Ser­gio, 'from a few hun­dred dol­lars to sev­er­al mil­lions.' He an­tic­ipates the stone his broth­er se­lects could be on its way to Lon­don as ear­ly as next week. Be­cause Ser­gio went to the same school as the niece of the own­er of 'the moun­tain', he hopes his broth­er will be able to deal di­rect, cut­ting out any mid­dle­men. As his broth­er doesn't know that Ser­gio is en­sconced in an En­glish jail, I won­der why he isn't puz­zled by the fact that he can't call back. I don't ask.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      8.00 pm

      Pot­tery fol­lowed by an in­ter­view with the la­dy from Bel­marsh, fol­lowed by ed­uca­tion, fol­lowed by the gym, fol­lowed by Ser­gio and his lec­ture on emer­alds, in­ter­spersed with three writ­ing ses­sions. I'm ex­haust­ed.

      I fall asleep ful­ly dressed dur­ing the Ten O'Clock News. When I wake, it's just af­ter eleven. I un­dress, use the loo, climb in­to my tiny bed, and fall asleep a sec­ond time.
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      DAY 42 - WEDNESDAY 29 AUGUST 2001
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      5.19 am

      I have now un­der­gone the same three-​week in­duc­tion cy­cle at HMP Way­land as I did at Bel­marsh. My rou­tine, com­pared with my life out­side, is far more reg­iment­ed, con­form­ing to a dai­ly pat­tern, and then a week­ly one. So I have de­cid­ed, as from to­day, to com­ment on­ly on high­lights, rather than sim­ply re­peat the numb­ing rou­tine with which you must now be fa­mil­iar.
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      6.00 am

      I write for two hours and then eat the oth­er Shred­ded Wheat cov­ered in milk sup­plied by Ser­gio.
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      9.00 am

      Paul, one of the tu­tors, brings in a set of slides to the art class, and gives us a lec­ture on the Im­pres­sion­ists. I am stunned that Shaun, such a tal­ent­ed artist, has nev­er heard of Pis­sar­ro or Sis­ley. He al­so ad­mits that he has vis­it­ed a gallery on­ly two or three times in his life. The slide show is so pop­ular with the oth­er pris­on­ers that Paul promis­es to bring in ex­am­ples of oth­er artists next week when he will in­tro­duce us to Magritte, Rothko and Warhol, amongst oth­ers.
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      12 noon

      Af­ter lunch, I go to the gym. When I've fin­ished my pro­gramme, I jump on the scales to dis­cov­er that I'm still los­ing weight - near­ly a stone since I've been in prison. Just as I'm leav­ing, the foot­ball coach calls me in­to his of­fice and asks if I would at­tend the first fix­ture of the sea­son on Sun­day, and write a match re­port for the prison mag­azine. I read­ily agree, on­ly re­lieved he didn't in­vite me to play.
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      4.00 pm

      Ser­gio joins me in my cell to tell me the lat­est on the emer­ald hunt be­fore con­tin­uing with his tu­to­ri­al. The ma­jor­ity of emer­alds mined in Colom­bia come from one moun­tain that has been owned by the same fam­ily for gen­er­ations. Most of the stones that come out of Colom­bia are ex­port­ed to Japan, but Ser­gio is hop­ing, when he re­turns to Bo­go­ta, to start di­vert­ing some of these gems to Eu­rope. He is be­com­ing more am­bi­tious ev­ery day.

      He al­so in­forms me that trad­ing in emer­alds is ev­ery bit as dan­ger­ous as deal­ing in drugs. Ev­ery day eight he­li­copters fly back and forth from the moun­tain to Bo­go­ta air­port with four armed guards on each and an­oth­er twen­ty pri­vate po­lice wait­ing for them on the run­way. On the moun­tain there are 300 work­ers and 100 armed guards. A peas­ant (his de­scrip­tion) can earn as much as $50,000 a year if, and he re­peats if, he is lucky enough to dig up any high-​qual­ity gems.

      'But what about theft?' I ask. How do they deal with that?' 'One or two of the work­ers are stupid enough to con­sid­er steal­ing the odd stone, but they quick­ly dis­cov­er that there is no judge or ju­ry on the moun­tain.'

      'So how do they dis­pense jus­tice?'

      'In­stant­ly,' he replies. 'One of the guards shoots the cul­prit in front of the oth­er work­ers, who then bury him.'

      'But you could swal­low a stone, and then sell it in Bo­go­ta, where you've al­ready told me that twen­ty thou­sand emer­alds change hands in the mar­ket­place ev­ery day.'

      'True,' Ser­gio replies. 'But you will still be caught, be­cause the fam­ily has over a hun­dred spot­ters in the mar­ket, night and day. If a deal­er ev­er trad­ed with a thief, they would im­me­di­ate­ly be cut off from their source of sup­ply. And in time the thief will have to re­turn to the moun­tain if he hopes to go on trad­ing. In any case, the work­ers know they will have a far high­er stan­dard of liv­ing than their fel­low coun­try­men as long as they re­main em­ployed on the moun­tain.'

      'But they could take the gems abroad and make a for­tune?' 'Most peas­ants,' says Ser­gio, 'have nev­er trav­elled fur­ther than the next vil­lage, and none of them speaks any­thing but moun­tain Span­ish, which even I can't un­der­stand. Even the own­er of the moun­tain can still on­ly con­verse in his na­tive tongue and would nev­er con­sid­er leav­ing Colom­bia. It is on­ly be­cause of my four years in an En­glish jail,' con­tin­ues Ser­gio, 'that it's now pos­si­ble for me to act as a go-​be­tween and con­sid­er the ex­port busi­ness. And you now al­so have an ad­van­tage, Jef­frey, be­cause your ri­vals can­not eas­ily buy or sell paint­ings from Colom­bia.' I raise an eye­brow. 'I am be­ing de­port­ed in four weeks' time, and can nev­er re­turn to Britain un­less I am will­ing to risk com­plet­ing the re­main­ing four years of my sen­tence.' 'An en­ter­pris­ing deal­er could al­ways fly to Bo­go­ta.' 'Not wise,' says Ser­gio. 'Fair-​haired, blue-​eyed peo­ple are not wel­come in Bo­go­ta, and es­pe­cial­ly not on the moun­tain.' He goes on to ex­plain: 'It would be as­sumed that you are an Amer­ican, and your chances of mak­ing it back to the air­port would be about as good as a peas­ant caught steal­ing.' No won­der it's a closed mar­ket.

      My tu­to­ri­al comes to an end when an of­fi­cer bel­lows, 'Lock up.' I run out of Ser­gio's cell to re­turn to the re­al world, be­cause I need the five min­utes to join the queue and change my sheets, pil­low­case, tow­els and gym kit. Don't for­get it's Wednes­day, and if you don't get to the laun­dry room be­fore they close, you have to wait an­oth­er week.
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      8.00 pm

      When I get back to my cell I find a bi­og­ra­phy of Os­car Wilde by Sheri­dan Mor­ley await­ing me on my bed. I had asked Steve (con­spir­acy to mur­der, chief li­brar­ian) to re­serve this book for me. Noth­ing like a per­son­al de­liv­ery ser­vice.

      I be­come so en­grossed in Wilde's life that I miss the Ten O'clock News. I have reached Os­car's first tri­al by the time I put the book down. I must save the sec­ond tri­al for to­mor­row night.

      Not a bad day, but please don't think, even for one mo­ment, that it's there­fore been a good one.
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      DAY 43 - THURSDAY 30 AUGUST 2001
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      8.45 am

      I ar­rive for my pot­tery class to find it's been can­celled be­cause the teach­er hasn't turned up. Shaun tells me this is a reg­ular oc­cur­rence, and he seems to be the on­ly per­son who is dis­ap­point­ed be­cause he was hop­ing to fin­ish a paint­ing. It gives me an­oth­er cou­ple of hours to write, while the oth­er pris­on­ers are hap­py to go off to the gym or their cells while still be­ing paid £1.40.
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      10.45 am

      I hear a cry of 'li­brary' bel­lowed down the cor­ri­dor and, as I've just come to the end of an­oth­er chap­ter of Os­car Wilde, de­cide to take a break and re­turn Arts and Artists. I now know my way around the li­brary and go straight to the art shelves. I se­lect a book en­ti­tled Leg­endary Gems­by Er­ic Bru­ton and add a nov­el by Robert God­dard.

      When I re­turn to my cell I find my laun­dry is wait­ing in a neat pile, washed and dried. I look up to see Dar­ren stand­ing on my chair, clip­ping up a new cur­tain rail.

      'Let me warn you' he says as he climbs back down off the chair, 'you can't hang your­self from a prison cur­tain rail.'

      'I hadn't giv­en the idea much thought, but why not?' I ask, open­ing my note­book.

      'Be­cause it just clips on, so if you at­tached a noose to the rail and then jumped off the chair, you'd land on the floor wrapped up in your cur­tain.'

      'So how can I hang my­self?' I de­mand.

      'You should have done it at your re­mand prison' Dar­ren replies.

      'I'm not sure I un­der­stand.'

      'Most re­mand pris­ons are of a Vic­to­ri­an vin­tage, and have high-​lev­el barred win­dows mak­ing the job that much eas­ier.'

      'But I was on­ly there for a few days.'

      There are more hang­ings in the first few days in jail than at any oth­er time.'

      'Why?'

      'Of­ten the psy­cho­log­ical im­pact of en­ter­ing prison for the first time caus­es deep de­pres­sion, and that's when a pris­on­er sees sui­cide as the on­ly way out.'

      'So it's less com­mon once you've been trans­ferred?'

      'Yes, but I knew a pris­on­er who still found an orig­inal way to kill him­self.' I con­tin­ue to scrib­ble away. He was in a cell with a one-​up and one-​down, and when his room-​mate went to work and he was left alone for the rest of the morn­ing he stood the bed up on its end, so that the rail was about sev­en feet from the ground. He used his belt as a noose, and at­tached it to the top rail­ing. He then climbed on top, placed his hands in the back of his jeans, rolled off the bed and hanged him­self. On the ta­ble they found a let­ter from his girl­friend say­ing she couldn't wait for three years. If you want to kill your­self, you can al­ways find a way,' Dar­ren adds mat­ter of fact­ly. 'Each year the Prison Ser­vice pub­lish­es statis­tics on how many in­mates com­mit sui­cide. There were nine­ty-​two in 2001' says Dar­ren, just be­fore he leaves to con­tin­ue his rounds. 'How­ev­er, what they don't tell you is how many peo­ple die, or com­mit sui­cide with­in six months of be­ing re­leased.' I slow­ly un­pack my wash­ing and stack it on the nar­row shelves while I con­sid­er what Dar­ren has just told me.
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      2.00 pm

      Af­ter lunch I pick up Leg­endary Gems and turn to the chap­ter on emer­alds. Ev­ery­thing Ser­gio has told me dur­ing the past ten days is ver­ified by the au­thor, which gives me more con­fi­dence in Ser­gio. How­ev­er, two cru­cial ques­tions re­main: does Ser­gio have the right con­tacts and can he re­place the mid­dle­men? I am pleased to see that Lau­rence Graff war­rants three men­tions in the di­amond chap­ter.

      To date I haven't men­tioned Lau­rence Graff (of Graff's of Bond Street, Madi­son Av­enue and Monte Car­lo), but I'm rather hop­ing he will agree to val­ue the gem for me. Lau­rence and I first met at a char­ity func­tion many years ago when I was the auc­tion­eer. Since then he and his wife, Anne-​Marie, have told me many sto­ries about the di­amond trade which have found their way in­to my books. It was Lau­rence who gave me the idea for the short sto­ry 'Cheap at Half the Price'.
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      3.00 pm

      Jim­my rush­es in­to my cell with a large grin on his face. He scowls at Dar­ren's new cur­tain rail, im­me­di­ate­ly aware of who must have sup­plied it.

      'I am the bear­er of glad tid­ings,' he says. 'A pris­on­er on our spur will be leav­ing to­mor­row morn­ing, a week ear­li­er than orig­inal­ly planned. He keeps the clean­est cell on the block. He's even dec­orat­ed it, and best news of all, it's on the qui­et side of the spur, so you'd bet­ter have a word with Mean­well be­fore some­one else grabs it.'

      I'm just about to go off in search of Mr Mean­well, when Jim­my adds, 'He's off to­day, but he's back on to­mor­row morn­ing at 7.30, and don't for­get you've got the spe­cial needs group at 8.45, so you'd bet­ter see him straight af­ter break­fast.' Dar­ren walks in, livid to find Jim­my sit­ting on the end of my bed. He's ob­vi­ous­ly picked up the same piece of in­for­ma­tion and had hoped to be the first to im­part it.

      'I think you'll find my in­for­ma­tion was as wel­come as your cur­tain rail,' sug­gests Jim­my smug­ly.

      'On­ly if his lord­ship ends up get­ting David's cell,' says Dar­ren, well aware that I am play­ing them against each oth­er. Still, like two chil­dren, they find the chal­lenge ir­re­sistible.
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      7.00 pm

      Af­ter sup­per, Ser­gio re­veals good news. Hav­ing vis­it­ed the moun­tain, his broth­er has se­lect­ed a 4-carat emer­ald at a cost of $10,000.

      'If my con­tact con­firms that its shop val­ue is twen­ty thou­sand, then I'll buy it,' I tell him. 'If not…' Ser­gio looks up and frowns. 'Pur­chase the emer­ald,' I con­tin­ue, 'and have it sent to Lon­don. I'll need prop­er cer­ti­fi­ca­tion, but if my val­uer says he can sell me a stone of the same qual­ity at the same price or cheap­er, it will all have been a waste of your time, and I'll re­turn the stone to Colom­bia at my ex­pense.'

      'My whole rep­uta­tion rests on this one stone?' Ser­gio asks.

      'You've got it,' I tell him.
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      DAY 44 - FRIDAY 31 AUGUST 2001
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      8.21 am

      Break­fast. I eat my ce­re­al out of a chi­na bowl, my toast on a plate and drink my milk from a mug. Mary has se­lect­ed the plate and bowl from the Bridge­wa­ter col­lec­tion and the beaker - a gar­ish ob­ject cov­ered in the Amer­ican stars and stripes - was a gift Will brought back from the States.

      When I've fin­ished my break­fast I fill my wash­basin with hot wa­ter and Fairy Liq­uid, al­low­ing my new­ly ac­quired trea­sures to soak while I go off in search of Mr Mean­well. The block's se­nior of­fi­cer has been off for two days, so was un­aware that David had been re­leased six days ear­ly, and that his cell on the en­hanced wing has sud­den­ly be­come avail­able. He'll let me know what he's de­cid­ed lat­er to­day.

      I re­turn to my cell and find a gath­er­ing of West In­di­ans in the cor­ri­dor. They've come to say farewell to a pris­on­er who is leav­ing this morn­ing, hav­ing served six years of a nine-​year sen­tence for armed rob­bery - his first of­fence.

      Most of you read­ing this will have al­ready formed a pic­ture of him in your mind, as I would have done on­ly a cou­ple of months ago. A young black thug who's bet­ter off locked up, and who will prob­ably beat up some oth­er in­no­cent per­son the mo­ment he's re­leased and be back in prison with­in a year.

      In fact, he is thir­ty-​two years old, five foot eight, slim and good-​look­ing. He was the one who po­lite­ly asked if he could read my news­pa­pers ev­ery evening. And he has used his six years pro­duc­tive­ly. First to pass his GC­SEs (five) and two years lat­er A lev­els in En­glish and His­to­ry.

      No soon­er has he de­part­ed than Jules ap­pears in the cor­ri­dor car­ry­ing a plas­tic bag full of his world­ly goods. He is tak­ing over Steve's cell. He tells me that the past week has not been a hap­py one be­cause he's had to share our old cell with a hero­in ad­dict who was in­ject­ing him­self two, some­times three times a day.
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      8.45 am

      On Fri­day morn­ings the gym is tak­en over by the spe­cial needs group. They're an en­thu­si­as­tic bunch who, de­spite their prob­lems, bring a range of skills and bound­less en­er­gy to ev­ery­thing they do. Les per­forms well on the row­ing ma­chine (1,000m in ten min­utes), while Rob­bie en­joys lift­ing weights and Paul prefers to run. But when it comes to the game of catch­ball that we al­ways play at the end of any ses­sion, Rob­bie can catch any­thing that comes his way. He could, and would, hap­pi­ly field in the slips for Eng­land.

      All of them are chat­ter­box­es, and de­mand an­swers to their end­less ques­tions. Do you have a fa­ther? Do you have a moth­er? Do you have any broth­ers or sis­ters? Are you mar­ried? Do you have any chil­dren? By the end of the hour's ses­sion, I am phys­ical­ly and men­tal­ly ex­haust­ed, and full of ad­mi­ra­tion for their car­er, Ann, who spends ev­ery wak­ing mo­ment with them.

      At the end of the ses­sion, I watch them leave, chat­ting, laugh­ing and - I hope - hap­pi­er. There, but for the grace of God…
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      2.54 pm

      Mr Nut­bourne opens the cell door. 'You're mov­ing again, Jef­frey,' he says. 'You've been al­lo­cat­ed David's old cell on the en­hanced spur.' He winks.

      Thank you,' I re­ply, and pre­pare for my ninth move in six weeks. The whole pro­cess takes less than an hour, be­cause on this oc­ca­sion I'm as­sist­ed by a lo­cal re­moval com­pa­ny: Dar­ren, Ser­gio and Jim­my Ltd.

      My new cell is on the ground floor with the en­hanced pris­on­ers. Num­ber sev­en­teen is op­po­site Dar­ren's cell, who has Steve (con­spir­acy to mur­der and li­brar­ian) on one side, and Jim­my (Ec­sta­sy couri­er, cap­tain of ev­ery­thing) on the oth­er. The of­fi­cers de­scribe it as the grown-​up spur, and per­son­al­ly se­lect who will be al­lowed to re­side there. To have made it in three weeks is con­sid­ered quite an achieve­ment, al­though Dar­ren man­aged it in four days.

      The cells are ex­act­ly the same size as in any oth­er part of the prison, but the ta­ble on which I'm now work­ing is far larg­er (four feet by two). I al­so have an ex­tra cup­board for my pos­ses­sions, which seem to grow as each day pass­es, not un­like when you're on hol­iday.
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      5.00 pm

      Once I've com­plet­ed my move, I join Dar­ren and Ser­gio for a walk in the ex­er­cise yard. I stop halfway round to watch Shaun sketch­ing Dale. He is still prov­ing to be a rest­less mod­el, but de­spite this Shaun is pro­duc­ing a good like­ness of him.
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      6.00 pm

      Af­ter sup­per I call Mary (my new spur has a phone of its own, which any self-​re­spect­ing es­tate agent would de­scribe as 'an added ameni­ty'). She's full of news, some good, some not so good. The po­lice con­firm that they will not be pre­sent­ing their re­port on the Sim­ple Truth un­til they've read the find­ings of the KP­MG re­port. This won't be hand­ed in to the Red Cross for at least an­oth­er two, per­haps three weeks. Mary tells me that the po­lice re­ply to Tony Mor­ton-​Hoop­er's let­ter was not un­help­ful, and she hopes that once the KP­MG re­port is fin­ished, it will on­ly be a mat­ter of days be­fore they move me to an open prison.

      I use the re­main­der of my twen­ty units catch­ing up with all things do­mes­tic, par­tic­ular­ly what is hap­pen­ing at the Old Vicarage. When the phonecard flicks out, in­di­cat­ing I have on­ly thir­ty sec­onds left, I promise to call again on Sun­day. Don't for­get, I no longer have an end­less source of cards.

      As soon as I re­place the re­ceiv­er, Ser­gio takes over the phone. He has the ad­van­tage of be­ing able to hold a con­ver­sa­tion in a lan­guage no one else on the spur can eaves­drop on, but the dis­ad­van­tage of need­ing at least five phonecards ev­ery time he di­als home.
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      6.50 pm

      When Ser­gio has fin­ished his call, he joins me in my cell. Now that we're on the same spur, it's no longer nec­es­sary for me to try and pre­tend I'm learn­ing Span­ish - he's just an­oth­er pris­on­er from across the cor­ri­dor.

      Ser­gio's broth­er has se­lect­ed four emer­alds for con­sid­er­ation. He con­firms they range in price from ten to fif­teen thou­sand dol­lars. Once he has made the fi­nal choice, I will await a val­ua­tion from my ex­pert. His broth­er claims that any one of the gems would re­tail on the Lon­don mar­ket at around $20,000. If this proves to be ac­cu­rate, then I'll be hap­py to pur­chase the se­lect­ed gem and give it to Mary as her Christ­mas present. Ah, you've fi­nal­ly dis­cov­ered why I'm go­ing to all this trou­ble.
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      8.15 pm

      To my de­light, I dis­cov­er that our spur is un­locked first and banged up last, giv­ing us an ex­tra few min­utes at each end of the day. What I en­joy most about be­ing be­low stairs is the si­lence, or near si­lence, com­pared with the floor above. No rap mu­sic, no win­dow war­riors and no con­ver­sa­tions shout­ed from one end of the cor­ri­dor to the oth­er. There is ac­tu­al­ly a feel­ing of com­mu­ni­ty on this spur.

      I don't both­er to turn on the TV this evening as I am to­tal­ly en­grossed in Robert God­dard's Caught in the Light. I fall asleep ful­ly dressed. It's been an ex­haust­ing day.
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      DAY 45 - SATURDAY 1 SEPTEMBER 2001

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      8.15 am

      The first day of a new month. Af­ter break­fast, I ar­range with Locke (GBH), the spur painter, to have my new cell re­dec­orat­ed in his spare time. As the tar­iff has to be agreed in to­bac­co, and as I have no idea of the go­ing rate, Dar­ren (mar­ijua­na on­ly) has agreed to act as my works man­ag­er for the trans­ac­tion.

      Once Locke has in­spect­ed my cell, he an­nounces it will first need an un­der­coat of white, which will take him two, two-​hour ses­sions. Dar­ren agrees the price on a dai­ly ba­sis. To­mor­row he will add a coat of cream, and on Mon­day the cell door, the win­dow ledge and frame plus the square around the wash basin will be paint­ed beige. As far as I can work out, the painter will re­ceive one pound's worth of Gold­en Vir­ginia (his choice) a day.

      So the whole job will cost me £3 - which, Dar­ren as­sures me, is the go­ing rate. The paint, how­ev­er, will be sup­plied by Her Majesty's tax pay­ers. Please note that it was Mar­garet Thatch­er who taught me nev­er to say gov­ern­ment; 'Gov­ern­ments don't pay tax­es, Jef­frey, on­ly tax pay­ers do.'

      Locke asks me to va­cate my cell while the un­der­coat is be­ing rolled on be­cause once my bed, ta­ble and small cup­board have been pulled away from the walls and left in the cen­tre of the room, there will on­ly be enough space for one per­son.

      I cross the cor­ri­dor to join Ser­gio in his cell, where we hold a board meet­ing. Overnight, Ser­gio has typed out six­teen ques­tions which he needs an­swered be­fore he speaks to his broth­er again. For ex­am­ple: do I want to pay the full in­sur­ance cost? - Yes. Do I want the gold neck­lace to be 9, 14 or 18 carat? - 18 carat. Will I have to pay im­port tax when the chain and emer­ald land in Lon­don? - Don't know, but I'll find out

      Once Ser­gio has asked all his ques­tions and writ­ten out the an­swers neat­ly in Span­ish, we move on­to item num­ber two on the agen­da.

      I've re­ceived a let­ter from Chris Bee­tles, who has car­ried out con­sid­er­able re­search in­to which South Amer­ican artists have a world­wide mar­ket. He re­ports that Christie's and Sothe­by's have two Latin Amer­ican sales a year, both held in New York. With the ex­cep­tion of Botero, who has re­cent­ly passed $2 mil­lion for an oil, on­ly Lamand Tamayo reg­ular­ly fetch­es $100,000 or more un­der the ham­mer. Ser­gio reads the let­ter slow­ly and places it in his file.
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      11.00 am

      Ex­er­cise. It's Dar­ren's turn to be sketched by Shaun, and he's prov­ing a bit of a pri­ma don­na. He's a very pri­vate man who doesn't keep any pho­tographs of him­self. He's still grum­bling about his par­tic­ipa­tion as we walk out in­to the yard. We are greet­ed by Shaun, who is hold­ing a large art pad in his right hand, and a cou­ple of pen­cils in his left.

      Dar­ren re­luc­tant­ly agrees to pose, but on­ly on two con­di­tions. That the draw­ing is car­ried out on the far side of the yard, where few in­mates will see him dur­ing their per­am­bu­la­tions. He al­so in­sists that if he doesn't like the re­sult, he will be left out of the fi­nal mon­tage. I don't have a lot of choice, so I agree. I can on­ly hope that Shaun will make such a good job of the pre­lim­inary sketch that Dar­ren will be con­vert­ed to the whole idea.

      Jim­my and I go off for a cir­cuit while Shaun be­gins his task. While we stroll round the perime­ter, the talk among the in­mates is on­ly of foot­ball. Eng­land are play­ing Ger­many tonight, and Way­land are play­ing Meth­wold to­mor­row. Some of the pris­on­ers ty­ing on the grass against the fence wish Jim­my, our cap­tain, good luck, while an­oth­er sug­gests that he couldn't score in a broth­el.

      By the end of the third cir­cuit, a like­ness is ap­pear­ing on Shaun's sketch pad, but I have no way of know­ing how Dar­ren will re­act. He can be so per­verse at times.

      By the time we've com­plet­ed two more cir­cuits, the of­fi­cers in the yard are be­gin­ning to herd us back to our blocks. We stop to look at Shaun's ef­fort. Dar­ren joins us to see the out­line im­age for the first time. It's good, and he knows it. He nods his grudg­ing ap­proval, but fi­nal­ly gives the game away when, as we stroll back in­to A block, he asks, If that's on­ly a sketch be­fore Shaun does the fi­nal por­trait, can I have it for my moth­er?' (See (date sec­tion.)
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      12 noon

      Stand­ing in the lunch queue I dis­cov­er from Dums­day (who, Jim­my told me a few days ear­li­er, had adopt­ed an in­jured crow) that his crow died ear­ly this morn­ing, de­spite his sit­ting up all night try­ing to feed it a boiled egg. I re­turn to my cell and eat lunch stand­ing in the mid­dle of the room with the smell of fresh paint all around me. I sur­vey my £3 in­vest­ment. Locke has made a good start.
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      2.00 pm

      The spur is get­ting worked up about the match this evening be­tween Eng­land and Ger­many, which is a World Cup qual­ify­ing game. I am in­vit­ed to pull the name of an Eng­land play­er out of a plas­tic cup, and should my se­lec­tion score the first goal, I'll win nine Mars bars. I draw Ger­ard who, Jim­my as­sures me, has a good chance of scor­ing. I read in this morn­ing's Times that Eng­land haven't won a match on Ger­man soil since 1965. But I don't pass on this in­for­ma­tion to a foot­ball-​mad spur. I glance out of my win­dow to see five rab­bits eat­ing the left-​over food the pris­on­ers have thrown out of their cell. As we are hemmed in be­hind a twen­ty-​foot fine-​meshed wire fence, I won­der how the rab­bits get in­to the prison. I'll make en­quiries.
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      6.00 pm

      On a Sat­ur­day, we're banged up af­ter sup­per but, as I've men­tioned, the en­hanced spur goes last so we can roam the cor­ri­dors un­til six thir­ty - an ex­tra thir­ty min­utes. I check my TV list­ings in The Times to find that the foot­ball is on BBC 1, but clash­es with Jane Austen's Per­sua­sion on BBC 2. I elect to watch Per­sua­sion while the rest of the spur set­tles down to fol­low the match. I'm con­fi­dent that, if Eng­land score, the whole prison will let me know.

      Just as Miss El­liot meets Cap­tain Went­worth for the first time, the spur erupts with cheer­ing and shout­ing. I quick­ly switch chan­nels and watch a re­play of Michael Owen scor­ing for Eng­land, which means I've lost a Mars bar. I switch back and con­tin­ue my vig­il with Miss El­liot who, be­cause of her fa­ther's fi­nan­cial prob­lems, has had to move from the fam­ily's mag­nif­icent coun­try home to a small­er res­idence in Bath. I be­come deeply en­grossed in the dra­ma of lost love when there is an­oth­er erup­tion of cheer­ing. I switch over to find Eng­land have scored a sec­ond goal on the stroke of half-​time. I dis­cov­er that the score is 2-1 in Eng­land's favour, so I must have missed the Ger­man goal. It was ob­vi­ous­ly greet­ed by my fel­low in­mates in to­tal si­lence.

      I turn back to Per­sua­sion to find that Cap­tain Went­worth is flirt­ing (the oc­ca­sion­al glance) with our hero­ine, the one we want him to mar­ry. There is an­oth­er roar. I can't be­lieve it, and switch across to find our oth­er hero, Michael Owen, has scored again, and Eng­land are now lead­ing three goals to one. No soon­er have I switched back than there is a fur­ther roar, so I re­turn to watch a re­play of Owen com­plet­ing his hat-​trick, giv­ing Eng­land an un­be­liev­able 4-1 lead.

      I flick over to Jane Austen and dis­cov­er that the hand­some Cap­tain Went­worth could be about to mar­ry the wrong girl, but then - an ex­plo­sion - can it be true? I re­turn to BBC 1 to find Hes­key has scored for Eng­land and we now lead five goals to one with ten min­utes to go. Quick­ly back to Per­sua­sion where our hero and long-​suf­fer­ing hero­ine have be­come en­gaged. No sug­ges­tion of sex, not even a kiss. Long live Jane Austen.
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      10.00 pm

      I fin­ish the Robert God­dard book and then climb in­to my bed which is still in the mid­dle of the room. I fall asleep to the smell of fresh paint and the sound of my fel­low in­mates re­liv­ing ev­ery one of those five Eng­land goals.
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      10.00 am

      Af­ter writ­ing for a cou­ple of hours and hav­ing break­fast, I re­port to the gym in my new ca­pac­ity as foot­ball cor­re­spon­dent for the Prison News.

      The Way­land team meet in the chang­ing room where they are hand­ed their kit: a light blue shirt, dark blue shorts, blue socks, shin pads and a pair of foot­ball boots. As with the crick­et match last week, the team are far bet­ter equipped than most am­ateur club sides, and once again all at the tax pay­ers' ex­pense. All four blocks al­so have their own strip (A block's is yel­low and black). I as­sume this is nor­mal prac­tice for ev­ery prison across the coun­try.

      Once the team has changed, and very smart they look, we're joined by our coach, Gary, who de­liv­ers an un­usu­al team talk. Be­cause the play­ers have been se­lect­ed from four dif­fer­ent blocks and pris­on­ers come and go ev­ery week, some of them haven't even met be­fore. The first thing the eleven men and three subs have to do is to an­nounce their names and the po­si­tions they'll be play­ing in. You may well con­sid­er that this is an in­su­per­able bar­ri­er for any team, but not so, be­cause the op­po­si­tion al­so have sev­er­al dis­ad­van­tages to con­tend with. To start with, all of Way­land's fix­tures are played at home - think about it - and the ri­val team are not al­lowed to bring along any sup­port­ers, es­pe­cial­ly not girl­friends. And when it comes to games­man­ship, our team are in a class of their own, and the of­fi­cers are just as bad.

      The op­po­si­tion side are met at the gates by snif­fer dogs be­fore be­ing searched. The play­ers are then es­cort­ed to the chang­ing rooms, ac­com­pa­nied by the boos of pris­on­ers from all four blocks. And if that isn't enough to con­tend with, they then have to deal with our cap­tain, Jim­my.

      Now Jim­my is all charm and bon­homie as he ac­com­pa­nies the op­po­si­tion side from the chang­ing room on­to the pitch. But he does con­sid­er it noth­ing less than his du­ty to in­form the vis­itors that they should keep a wary eye on Pre­ston, Way­land's main strik­er.

      'Why?' asks the op­pos­ing team cap­tain in­no­cent­ly.

      'He's in for a dou­ble mur­der - chopped his par­ents' heads off while they were asleep.' Jim­my paus­es. 'Even we don't like him. He's al­ready got a twen­ty-​five-​year sen­tence, and as he's on­ly done three, the oc­ca­sion­al bro­ken leg doesn't seem to wor­ry him too much, es­pe­cial­ly as he's on­ly like­ly to get a yel­low card.'

      The truth is that our main strik­er is in for break­ing and en­ter­ing (rather ap­pro­pri­ate) but by the time Jim­my has reached the pitch, the Meth­wold team is con­vinced that if Han­ni­bal Lecter were at Way­land he would be rel­egat­ed to the subs bench.

      The first half is a sham­bles; the ball goes up and down the pitch with lit­tle speed and even less pur­pose. Way­land are try­ing to get to know each oth­er, while Meth­wold still aren't sure if they dare risk the oc­ca­sion­al tack­le. It's 0-0 when the whis­tle blows for half-​time, and frankly no one de­served to score.

      The sec­ond half is a com­plete con­trast as I'm made aware of the oth­er ad­van­tage Way­land has: fit­ness. All of our team spend at least an hour ev­ery day in the gym, rather than at the lo­cal pub, and it be­gins to show. The first goal is head­ed in by Carl (GBH), af­ter an ex­cel­lent cross by our 'dou­ble-​mur­der­er1. The sec­ond is scored by Dan (armed rob­bery), an­oth­er of our strik­ers, and the third is added by Hitch (ar­son). We end up win­ning 3-0, which au­gurs well for the rest of the sea­son. Per­haps we could even win the league cup this year. But it's back to dis­ad­van­tages, be­cause three of the team, in­clud­ing Jim­my, are due to be re­leased be­fore Christ­mas, and the side we will field at the end of the sea­son will bear no re­sem­blance to the one that lined up for the open­ing en­counter.

      De­spite the team's glo­ri­ous vic­to­ry, some of the of­fi­cers are ir­ri­tat­ed by the fact that they've been made to hang around un­til we re­turn for a late lunch. With the ex­cep­tion of Mr Nut­bourne, who makes sure that the team is fed, they can't wait to get us banged up and go off du­ty.

      The re­la­tion­ship be­tween of­fi­cers and pris­on­ers is al­ways con­duct­ed on a tightrope which both sides walk ev­ery day. The of­fi­cers on du­ty that Sun­day morn­ing un­wise­ly miss an op­por­tu­ni­ty to make their own lives eas­ier. A few words of praise and al­low­ing an ex­tra minute or two in the show­er would have paid huge div­idends in the long run. In­stead, the vic­tors re­turn to their cells with shriv­elled-​up pieces of meat cov­ered in cold gravy, un­able to show­er un­til we are un­locked again in two hours' time. Of course I un­der­stand that the prison is not run for the con­ve­nience of the pris­on­ers, but here was an op­por­tu­ni­ty for the of­fi­cers to make their own life eas­ier in the long term. They botched it, with the ex­cep­tion of Mr Nut­bourne, who will get far more co­op­er­ation and re­spect from the in­mates in the fu­ture.
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      2.00 pm

      Board meet­ing. Ser­gio has talked to his broth­er in Bo­go­ta. The four emer­alds that his broth­er ini­tial­ly se­lect­ed have been short­list­ed to two and, along with a mem­ber of the fam­ily who owns the moun­tain, Ser­gio's broth­er will make the fi­nal se­lec­tion to­mor­row. He has al­so as­sured him that, whichev­er one they choose, the gem would re­tail at three times the price in a Lon­don shop. As for paint­ings, Ser­gio's school friend has told him that, through Ser­gio's moth­er, she has made an ap­point­ment with Botero's moth­er, and will re­port back by the end of the week. My heart leaps at the thought of fi­nal­ly own­ing a Botero.
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      4.00 pm

      While I do a cir­cuit with Jim­my, Shaun con­tin­ues to draw Dar­ren, who sur­pris­ing­ly now proves, un­like Dale, to be a still and pa­tient mod­el. I'm de­light­ed with the pre­lim­inary sketch­es and, more im­por­tant­ly, so is Dar­ren. While Shaun is sketch­ing, I ask Dar­ren about the rab­bits. The rab­bits, it seems, are no fools. They know when the pris­on­ers are fed, and bur­row un­der the fence to gath­er up the food thrown out of the win­dows by the in­mates af­ter lock­up. They are oc­ca­sion­al­ly joined by a fam­ily of ducks. But, and there is al­ways a but in prison, there is al­so a fox lurk­ing around, who is even more cun­ning. He al­so en­ters un­der the fence af­ter lock up, and catch­es the rab­bits while they nib­ble the food dropped from the pris­on­ers' ta­ble. The fox has al­so worked out that there is no such thing as 'The Way­land Hunt'.

      I tell Shaun that I've spo­ken to Chris Bee­tles and hope that it will re­sult in his be­ing in re­ceipt (I se­lect the words care­ful­ly) of the high­est qual­ity draw­ing pa­per, chalks, wa­ter­colours and pen­cils, so that his fi­nal ef­fort can't be blamed on his tools. He's de­light­ed.
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      6.00 pm

      Ear­ly lock up be­cause of staff short­ages. I will have to re­main in my five paces by three cell for the next four­teen hours.

      I start read­ing Jeeves. What a dif­fer­ent world Bertie Woost­er lived in. How would Bertie have coped with Way­land? I sup­pose Jeeves would have vol­un­teered to take his place.
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      DAY 47 - MONDAY 3 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      5.43 am

      I wake to the smell of fresh paint, so I feel I should bring you up to date on my re­dec­ora­tion pro­gramme. The white un­der­coat was fin­ished yes­ter­day, and while I was at pot­tery Locke (GBH, spur painter) added a coat of mag­no­lia to the walls and beige to the door, win­dow ledge and skirt­ing board.

      I have al­ways liked brick as a medi­um, but I find the sol­id block of white a lit­tle unimag­ina­tive, so dur­ing pot­tery class this morn­ing I'm go­ing to sug­gest to Shaun that he might de­sign a pat­tern for the walls, and then find out if Locke is will­ing to add 'in­te­ri­or dec­ora­tor' to his port­fo­lio. It may well cost me an­oth­er cou­ple of pounds, but I could then en­ter my cell for the Turn­er Prize.
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      9.00 am

      Dur­ing pot­tery class, Shaun be­gins to knock out a few ideas for a pat­tern on my walls, and very imag­ina­tive they are.

      He then pro­duces his sketch pad and shows me his lat­est ideas for the book cov­er. The first one is a cell door with eyes peep­ing through the lit­tle flap, while the sec­ond is a pris­on­er's card as dis­played out­side ev­ery cell. I won­der if he could some­how com­bine the two.
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      12 noon

      Af­ter lunch I make notes in prepa­ra­tion for a vis­it from William, James and David, my driv­er of fif­teen years. Once I've done this I have to learn each of the head­ings by heart, as I'm not al­lowed to take any­thing in­to the vis­itors' room. I count how many top­ics need to be cov­ered - William eight, James nine, David five. Af­ter that I'll have to re­ly on my mem­ory.
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      1.30 pm

      I show­er and shave be­fore putting on a new pair of jeans and a fresh­ly ironed, blue-​striped shirt. I have nev­er been vain, but I am far too proud to al­low the boys to see me look­ing un­kempt - and won­der­ing if prison has got the bet­ter of me.
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      2.00 pm

      As I leave the cell to join my chil­dren, Locke strolls in. I haven't yet sum­moned up the courage to tell him about my idea for fur­ther re­dec­ora­tion, and I sus­pect I'll end up leav­ing the ne­go­ti­ations to my works man­ag­er, Dar­ren.

      When I ar­rive in the vis­itors' area, I am searched for the first time in over a week, but com­pared to Bel­marsh this ex­er­cise is fair­ly cur­so­ry. I don't know if sus­pect­ed drug ad­dicts and deal­ers re­ceive dif­fer­ent treat­ment. I'm once again al­lo­cat­ed ta­ble four­teen, where I take my place in the red chair, leav­ing the three blue chairs va­cant. I look around the room that holds about sev­en­ty ta­bles, but on­ly five are oc­cu­pied by pris­on­ers. This is be­cause of the break­down of the prison com­put­er, which has thrown the vis­it­ing sched­ule in­to chaos.

      James is the first through the door, sur­prise, sur­prise, fol­lowed by William, then David. Once we have com­plet­ed the hugs and greet­ings I ex­plain that I wish to al­lo­cate the two hours ju­di­cious­ly. The first half hour I'll spend with William, the sec­ond with James and the third with David, be­fore hav­ing the fi­nal half hour with all three of them.

      While the oth­er two dis­ap­pear. Will up­dates me on the KP­MG re­port and my D-​cat re­in­state­ment. Mary has been in touch with Gillian Shep­hard, cur­rent­ly my lo­cal MP, who has promised to con­tact the gov­er­nor of Way­land and make it clear that once the po­lice have dropped their en­quiry, I ought to be moved on to an open prison as quick­ly as pos­si­ble. Mind you, the Prison Ser­vice's idea of as quick­ly as pos­si­ble…

      Will al­so re­ports that he hopes to re­turn to Amer­ica in about three weeks as he has been of­fered sev­er­al new com­mis­sions for doc­umen­taries. To his sur­prise, he's al­so been ap­proached about some work in Lon­don.

      While I try to re­call my eight points, Will briefs me about his moth­er. Mary is hold­ing up well in the cir­cum­stances, but he feels that she has prob­ably been most af­fect­ed by the whole ex­pe­ri­ence.

      I then ask if Will could do three things for me. First, give Chris Bee­tles £200 in or­der that Shaun will be in re­ceipt of the art ma­te­ri­als he needs. Sec­ond, se­lect a bowl and plate from the Bridge­wa­ter col­lec­tion and send them to Dar­ren at Way­land, a man whose kind­ness I will nev­er be able to re­pay prop­er­ly. Fi­nal­ly, I ask if he will some­how get hold of my spe­cial Staedtler liq­uid pens, be­cause— Will points to the tray in front of me, where I see he has slipped two be­hind a can of Di­et Coke. I smile, but won­der if I can get the trea­sure back to my cell with­out it be­ing con­fis­cat­ed.

      Once I've com­plet­ed my list, he brings me up to date on his so­cial life. Ten min­utes lat­er he leaves me and James takes his place.

      I spend some con­sid­er­able time brief­ing James on Ser­gio's back­ground, and ex­plain how three weeks in prison, in such in­tense cir­cum­stances, is the equiv­alent of about three months on the out­side. He nods, as he's well aware that this is on­ly back­ground be­fore I broach the re­al sub­ject. Hav­ing es­tab­lished Ser­gio's cre­den­tials, about which I tell him I have on­ly my in­stinct to go on, we then dis­cuss the sub­ject of emer­alds in great de­tail. I ex­plain for an in­vest­ment of $10,000, sub­ject to val­ua­tion, we will ac­quire one emer­ald which will ar­rive in Lon­don lat­er this week If Ser­gio turns out to have been hon­est about the emer­ald, it might then be worth get­ting him to search for a Botero.

      'If he doesn't man­age to find any paint­ings,' I add, 'then the worse case sce­nario is that Mary will end up with a rather spe­cial Christ­mas present'

      Be­cause James has in­her­it­ed his moth­er's brains and my bar­row-​boy in­stincts, there's no need to re­peat any­thing. We agree to speak again by phone to­wards the end of the week. I smile across at David and he joins us.

      Af­ter a few pre­lim­inar­ies about his wife, Sue, and whether they had a good hol­iday, I can see he's ner­vous, which has al­ways been David's way of telling me some­thing is wor­ry­ing him. I try to make it as easy as pos­si­ble for both of us.

      'Are you still think­ing of em­igrat­ing to Aus­tralia?' I ask.

      'No' he replies, 'much as I'd like to, it's near im­pos­si­ble to get on the quo­ta, un­less you have a job to go to, or rel­atives al­ready liv­ing there.'

      'I sup­pose I'll have a bet­ter chance now I've been to prison,' I sug­gest, be­fore adding, 'So what are you plan­ning to do?'

      'Sue and I are think­ing of set­tling in Turkey. We've spent our last few hol­idays there, and we like the peo­ple, the cli­mate and most of all the cost of liv­ing.'

      'So when would you want to leave?'

      In a cou­ple of months, if that's all right with you, boss?'

      I smile and tell him that's just fine. We shake hands like old friends, be­cause that's ex­act­ly what we are.

      The four of us spend the last thir­ty min­utes to­geth­er swap­ping sto­ries as if I wasn't in jail. I think I've made this ob­ser­va­tion be­fore, but if your friends could be in prison with you, it would be al­most bear­able.

      I place the pens Will smug­gled in in­to my shirt pock­et and just hope. I'm sor­ry to see the boys leave, and it's on­ly their ab­sence that re­minds me just how much I love them. The of­fi­cer who car­ries out the search checks my mouth, un­der my tongue, makes me take off my shoes, and then fin­ish­es with a Heathrow check. I es­cape - which means for the next week I'll be able to write with the im­ple­ment of my choice.
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      5.00 pm

      Af­ter sup­per I con­vene a board meet­ing in Ser­gio's cell. 'The ball is now in your court,' I tell him. 'You've se­lect­ed the emer­ald, so we're about to dis­cov­er if you're a se­ri­ous play­er or a moun­te­bank.' He has asked me to use one ex­pres­sion and one word ev­ery day that he won't have heard be­fore. He im­me­di­ate­ly looks up moun­te­bank in his Span­ish/En­glish dic­tio­nary.

      He then stands and for­mal­ly shakes my hand. The ball is now in my court,' he re­peats, 'and you're about to find out that de­spite the cir­cum­stances in which we've met, I am not a moun­te­bank.' I want to be­lieve him.
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      6.11 am

      One of the in­ter­est­ing as­pects of writ­ing this di­ary dur­ing the day, and cor­rect­ing the script of vol­ume one in the evening, is be­ing re­mind­ed just how hor­ren­dous an ex­pe­ri­ence Bel­marsh was.
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. Paul gives us a lec­ture with slides on Rothko, Man Ray, Magritte and Andy Warhol. Sev­er­al of the pris­on­ers voice an opin­ion of­ten heard about mod­ern artists, on­ly they put it more blunt­ly.

      That's fuckin' crap, why would any­one pay good mon­ey for that shit? My sev­en-​year-​old daugh­ter could knock you up one of those.'

      Nei­ther of our tu­tors, Paul nor Anne, com­ments; both are pro­fes­sion­al artists and know on­ly too well that if they could 'knock up one of those', they wouldn't be teach­ing in prison.

      Af­ter the lec­ture Shaun presents me with a pat­tern for my cell wall - un­ques­tion­ably in­flu­enced by Magritte. It's fun, but I won­der if Locke is ca­pa­ble of re­pro­duc­ing it. I'll have to dis­cuss the prob­lem with my chef de chantier, Dar­ren. Will I re­al­ly be al­lowed a sun and moon in my room?
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      2.00 pm

      Ed­uca­tion, Tues­day af­ter­noon is a bit of a farce. I have to at­tend an ed­uca­tion class to make up the statu­to­ry num­ber of lessons re­quired by a part-​time work­er - £6.50 a week - so end up sit­ting at the back of the class­room work­ing on this script.

      I've asked Wendy Sergeant (Head of the Ed­uca­tion De­part­ment) if I can teach one les­son a week of cre­ative writ­ing, as I did at Bel­marsh. Her lat­est com­ment on the sub­ject is that the pris­on­ers don't want an­oth­er in­mate teach­ing them. I find this un­like­ly be­cause at least one in­mate a day asks me to read and com­ment on some­thing they've writ­ten, so I won­der what the truth re­al­ly is. I won't both­er Wendy again as it's ob­vi­ous that some­one else has made the de­ci­sion, and she is sim­ply car­ry­ing out in­struc­tions. In fu­ture I'll just sit at the back of the class­room and con­tin­ue work­ing for my­self.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      5.00 pm

      Board meet­ing. Ser­gio re­ports that he's spo­ken to his broth­er again, and all the ar­range­ments are in place. But he has an anx­ious look on his face.

      'What's the prob­lem?' I ask.

      'I'm wor­ried about my broth­er,' he ex­plains. 'He's a civ­il ser­vant, an aca­dem­ic, not used to the way busi­ness is car­ried out in Colom­bia. It must have tak­en a great deal of courage for him to trav­el to the moun­tain where no one would give a sec­ond thought to killing you for a thou­sand dol­lars. Now we want him to hand over ten thou­sand in cash and then trans­port the emer­ald to the air­port with­out any pro­tec­tion.' Ser­gio paus­es. 'I fear for his life.'

      My first thought is that Ser­gio is try­ing to get off the hook now that he's leav­ing these shores in a few weeks' time.

      What are you sug­gest­ing?' I ven­ture.

      'Per­haps it would be wis­er to wait un­til I re­turn to Bo­go­ta, then I can han­dle the prob­lem per­son­al­ly. I fear for my broth­er's life,' he re­peats.

      Once Ser­gio is back in Bo­go­ta I will have lost all con­tact with him, not to men­tion my £200. He has claimed many times dur­ing the past three weeks that sev­er­al pris­on­ers have of­fered to trans­fer mon­ey to his ac­count in Bo­go­ta in ex­change for a reg­ular sup­ply of drugs, but he has al­ways turned them down. Has he in fact ac­cept­ed ev­ery pay­ment? Is that ac­count now in sur­plus thus guar­an­tee­ing him an easy life once he's back in Colom­bia? How­ev­er, I feel I am left with no choice but to take the high road.

      'If you're in any doubt about your broth­er's safe­ty,' I tell him, let's post­pone the send­ing of the emer­ald un­til you re­turn to Bo­go­ta.'

      Ser­gio looks re­lieved. 'I'll call him to­mor­row,' he says, 'and then I'll let you know our de­ci­sion.'

      I close the board meet­ing be­cause, giv­en the cir­cum­stances, there's not a lot more to dis­cuss.
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      6.00 pm

      Ex­er­cise. Shaun has fin­ished his pre­lim­inary sketch of Dar­ren, and is now mak­ing a fur­ther at­tempt at Dale.

      As Jim­my and I pro­ceed on our usu­al cir­cuit (there isn't a lot of choice) we pass a group of three of­fi­cers who are post­ed to keep an eye on us. One of them is a young, not unattrac­tive, wom­an. Jim­my tells me that she has a 'bit of a thing' about Mal­colm (ABH, punched a pub­li­can) who she will miss when he's trans­ferred to his D-​cat prison on Mon­day.

      'The sto­ries I could tell you about Mal­colm' says Jim­my.

      'Yes, yes,' I say, my ears prick­ing up.

      'No, no,' says Jim­my. 'I'm not say­ing a word about that man un­til I'm sure he's safe­ly en­sconced at Latch­mere House. He flat­tened that pub­li­can with one punch.' He paus­es. 'But ask me again next week.'
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      DAY 49 - WEDNESDAY 5 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      9.00 pm

      I watch Ian Richard­son on BBC 1 play­ing Dr Bell in a Co­nan Doyle dra­ma de­scribed in The Times as the fore­run­ner to Sher­lock Holmes. I will nev­er for­get his por­tray­al of the chief whip in Michael Dobbs' ex­cel­lent House of Cards. I've known sev­en chief whips in my time - Willie Whitelaw, Fran­cis Pym, Humphrey Atkins, John Wake­ham, Tim Ren­ton, Pe­ter Brooke, and Richard Ry­der - but even their com­bined tal­ents lacked the Machi­avel­lian skills of Fran­cis Urquhart, un­der whose gaze I cer­tain­ly wouldn't have dared to miss a vote.
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      11.00 pm

      I lie awake think­ing about Ser­gio. Is he a liar, just an­oth­er two-​bit con man, or is he gen­uine­ly anx­ious about his broth­er's safe­ty? On­ly time will tell.
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      5.51 am

      Locke has fin­ished paint­ing my cell, but is ner­vous about at­tempt­ing the Magritte pat­tern Shaun has de­signed for the wall. Dar­ren, as works man­ag­er, agrees that it's far too elab­orate, and should be cut down to about half the orig­inal, and even then he's not sure I'll get away with it. But as Dar­ren points out, the worst they can do is make us re­turn the paint­work to its orig­inal colour - cost, £1. So it's agreed that while I'm away at pot­tery, the re­dec­orat­ing will be­gin, and then we'll have to wait and see how the spur of­fi­cer re­acts.
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. To­day the class set­tles down to do a still-​life draw­ing. Anne, our tu­tor, and for­mer Slade grad­uate, has tak­en a lot of trou­ble in gath­er­ing to­geth­er ob­jects of in­ter­est to make the draw­ing more of a chal­lenge. She has set up in the cen­tre of the room a small card ta­ble, and placed over it a cloth with a red and white di­amond pat­tern. On the ta­ble she's placed an emp­ty wine bot­tle, a green vase and a fruit bowl. In the bowl she's care­ful­ly ar­ranged a bunch of grapes, a pineap­ple, three or­anges, two ap­ples and a peach. Paul, one of our oth­er tu­tors, has sup­plied a cheese board and a lump of Ched­dar.

      We all sit round the ta­ble in a cir­cle and at­tempt to draw what we see in front of us. Kei­th (kid­nap­per), who is sit­ting next to me, will present the piece as part of his A-​lev­el sub­mis­sion. He un­der­stands both per­spec­tive and shad­ing. I, on the oth­er hand, do not. Anne help­ful­ly points out - to ev­ery­one else's amuse­ment - that my peach is big­ger than my pineap­ple.

      Af­ter an hour, we're giv­en a ten-​minute break, when most of the pris­on­ers go off for a quick drag. Shaun and I dis­ap­pear with Anne in­to her of­fice to dis­cuss some ideas for a prison land­scape which I hope to in­clude in this book. I take up as much of her time as pos­si­ble, be­cause I can't face an­oth­er hour of still-​life draw­ing. How­ev­er, she seems keen to get back and see how the oth­ers are pro­gress­ing.

      Anne is a very easy-​go­ing per­son and I can't imag­ine her los­ing her tem­per. But when she walks back in­to the main room and sees the still-​life ta­ble, she goes berserk. All that re­mains of the orig­inal of­fer­ing is two ap­ple cores, the top of a pineap­ple, three or­ange skins, a peach stone, a grape stalk with one grape at­tached and a cheese board with just a few morsels left on it. To be fair, what is left has been ar­tis­ti­cal­ly ar­ranged, and her pupils are stu­dious­ly draw­ing the new com­po­si­tion.

      I burst out laugh­ing, and it is on­ly mo­ments be­fore Anne joins in. I am hap­py to re­port that Kei­th's fi­nal ef­fort was en­tered as part of his A lev­el sub­mis­sion, and gained high marks for orig­inal­ity.
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      2.00 pm

      Rug­by. Over fifty pris­on­ers turn out for the first train­ing ses­sion of the sea­son, which takes place on the main field ad­ja­cent to the foot­ball pitch. For an hour our coach, Andy Harley, puts us through pass­ing and han­dling skills, and it soon be­comes clear that sev­er­al pris­on­ers have nev­er played the game be­fore. For the last thir­ty min­utes, the coach se­lects two sides for a game of touch rug­by, which he asks me to ref­er­ee. He tells me that I had ref­er­eed him some years be­fore when a New­mar­ket XV vis­it­ed Cam­bridge.

      Be­cause sev­er­al of the pris­on­ers didn't know the laws of the game, I had to be fair­ly lib­er­al if I wasn't go­ing to have to blow the whis­tle ev­ery few sec­onds for some mi­nor in­fringe­ment. How­ev­er, I was left with lit­tle choice when a large black man threw the ball twen­ty yards for­ward, as if he were play­ing Amer­ican foot­ball. I blew the whis­tle and award­ed the blue side a penal­ty. He im­me­di­ate­ly bore down on me, shout­ing ex­ple­tives, while the oth­ers stood around and watched. I paced ten yards to­wards his goal line, ex­plain­ing that in rug­by you can't swear at the ref­er­ee. His lan­guage be­came riper, so I ad­vanced an­oth­er ten yards, by which time he had been joined by three of his mates who weren't much small­er. Two of the coach­es ran quick­ly on­to the field, and Mr Harley ex­plained, Jef­frey is right If you ar­gue with the ref­er­ee in rug­by, it's au­to­mat­ical­ly a penal­ty, and you'd bet­ter get used to it, be­cause when we have our first match next week, a neu­tral ref will be even stricter.' Many of the pris­on­ers look­ing on re­mained silent, as no one was sure what would hap­pen next.

      'Sor­ry, Jeff,' said the big black man, and added, 'it's just that we nev­er played it like that in Brix­ton.' He then re­joined his team.

      When I re­turned to the block, I went straight to the show­er room, and a few min­utes lat­er was joined by Jim­my.

      'I scored two goals,' he in­forms me, be­fore adding, 'I've just heard about you and Big Nes.'

      'Big Nes?'

      'Yeah, Big Nes from Block C. I've man­aged to go a whole year with­out speak­ing to him.'

      'Why?' I asked.

      'He was Brix­ton heavy­weight cham­pi­on, and I once saw him knock a pris­on­er out with a sin­gle blow, and no one was sure what the poor bas­tard had done to an­noy him.'

      'Oh Christ,' I said, shak­ing un­der the show­er, 'I'll nev­er be able to go in­to the ex­er­cise yard again.'

      'No, no,' said Jim­my, 'Big Nes is telling ev­ery­one you're his new friend.'
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      DAY 50 - THURSDAY 6 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      5.00 pm

      I col­lect my sup­per from the hot­plate, but Ser­gio avoids any eye con­tact.

      As it's Wednes­day, you have to change your sheets, blan­kets and tow­els af­ter sup­per, so I was too pre­oc­cu­pied to go in search of him. Dar­ren popped in while I was mak­ing up my bed to at­tach nine small mir­rors to the wall us­ing prison tooth­paste as an ad­he­sive. Reg­ula­tions al­low you on­ly one five-​by-​five-​inch mir­ror, so heav­en knows how Dar­ren got his hands on the oth­er eight.
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      6.00 pm

      I go in search of Ser­gio, and spot him on the phone. I re­turn to my cell think­ing he'll prob­ably vis­it me once he's fin­ished his call… he doesn't.
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      10.00 pm

      I'm ex­haust­ed and fall asleep ful­ly dressed with the TV still on. On­ly lat­er do I learn that it is an of­fence to fall asleep ful­ly dressed, for which you can be put on re­port.
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      6.57 am

      The cell is at last fin­ished and no longer smells of paint. Locke has run a day and a half over time, which is no more than one would ex­pect from any self-​re­spect­ing painter and dec­ora­tor. Dar­ren comes in to pick up my wash­ing, sighs, and de­clares the new decor re­minds him of a 1970s coun­cil house. He leaves with his nose in the air and sev­er­al bun­dles of wash­ing over his shoul­der.
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery is can­celled as once a fort­night the prison of­fi­cers car­ry out a ses­sion of in-​house - train­ing, which means we're banged up for the rest of the morn­ing. I at­tempt yes­ter­day's Times cross­word, and man­age to com­plete three clues - quid, Tur­genev and courtier. I can on­ly im­prove.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. When I go to pick up my meal from the hot­plate, Ser­gio wel­comes me with a broad grin, so I as­sume that af­ter all those phone calls he has some news. How­ev­er, I won't have a chance to meet up with him un­til af­ter I've re­turned from the gym.
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      2.00 pm

      Gym. It's cir­cuit day. I try to keep up with Min­nie the trav­el­er, and man­age to do ten press-​ups to his fif­teen, and main­tain the same ra­tio for sit-​ups, bench press­es, squats, pull ups and back rais­es, but let's face it, he's on­ly forty-​five and in the sixth year of an eleven-​year sen­tence. He's hop­ing for pa­role next year At the end of the ses­sion, Min­nie nods. He's a man of few words, and a nod is con­sid­ered a re­mark­able ges­ture for some­one he's on­ly known for a month.
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      5.00 pm

      Board meet­ing. Ser­gio be­gins by apol­ogiz­ing for not re­port­ing back last night, but he had to call Bo­go­ta six times and, in the pro­cess, went through nine­teen phonecards (£38). To fund this, he had to sell his ra­dio, a cas­sette play­er and an Adi­das track­suit. I hope I looked suit­ably guilty.

      He tells me that the pa­per­work for the emer­ald is now com­plete (in­sur­ance, reg­is­tra­tion, au­then­ti­ca­tion cer­tifi­cate, ex­port li­cence and tax) and it's ready to be shipped. His broth­er, as you will re­call, is a se­nior civ­il ser­vant and there­fore plays ev­ery­thing by the book. He has al­ready told Ser­gio that he has no in­ten­tion of los­ing his job over one small emer­ald. I feel even more guilty as I lis­ten to the rest of Ser­gio's Colom­bian re­port…
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      6.00 pm

      Dar­ren rush­es in­to my cell. 'A prob­lem,' he an­nounces. Mr Mean­well has just wit­nessed him open­ing a reg­is­tered par­cel in re­cep­tion. It turned out to be a plate and bowl sent in by my son Will. 'Pris­on­ers are not al­lowed to send in gifts for oth­er in­mates, as it might be con­strued as a bribe, in ex­change for drugs or pro­tec­tion.' Dar­ren warns me that Mr Mean­well would be call­ing for me at some point, and per­haps it might be wis­er if I were to go and 'bell the cat'. I shake my head. Mean­well is a wise old bird, and he'll work out that a plate and bowl doesn't con­sti­tute a bribe, and in any case, ev­ery­one is well aware of my views on drugs. He will al­so re­al­ize that I made no at­tempt to hide the gift. Will's name was print­ed all across the box, to­geth­er with a com­pli­ment slip from my PA, which would al­low Mr Mean­well to place the of­fend­ing plate and bowl with the rest of my con­fis­cat­ed kit down­stairs if he was at all sus­pi­cious. like Nel­son, Mean­well knows when to turn a blind eye.
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      6.15 pm

      Ex­er­cise. It's the fi­nal evening out­ing. The nights are draw­ing in and we won't be al­lowed out again af­ter six. I per­am­bu­late around the yard with Steve (not li­brar­ian Steve) who, be­cause he's a D-​cat pris­on­er, has spent the day out with his fam­ily. I ask him if he en­joyed the ex­pe­ri­ence (9 am to 3 pm).

      'Very much,' he replied, 'but on­ly thanks to some help from the po­lice.'

      The po­lice?' I re­peat.

      He ex­plains. One of the ac­tiv­ities Steve most miss­es while he's in jail is a reg­ular swim, so when­ev­er he has a day re­lease, he and the fam­ily go off to the lo­cal swim­ming pool. On this oc­ca­sion they left their Ford in the mu­nic­ipal car park, and took the chil­dren to the pool. When they re­turned, his wife couldn't find her car keys, un­til one of the chil­dren spot­ted them on the back seat. Steve ran all the way to the near­est po­lice sta­tion ex­plain­ing his dilem­ma, ex­ac­er­bat­ed by the fact that if he failed to re­turn to Way­land by three o'clock, he would au­to­mat­ical­ly lose his D-​cat sta­tus. The po­lice hap­pi­ly broke in­to his car, and even phoned Way­land to con­firm what hap­pened. Steve ar­rived back at the front gate with ten min­utes to spare.
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      DAY 51 - FRIDAY 7 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      5.39 am

      I have now been a res­ident of Way­land for a month, and Ser­gio will re­turn to Colom­bia in a cou­ple of weeks' time. So with a bit of luck he'll be de­port­ed around the same time as I'm be­ing trans­ferred to a D-​cat. But will I al­so be in pos­ses­sion of an emer­ald?
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      9.00 am

      Gym. Fri­day is spe­cial needs group, and my four new friends Alex, Rob­bie, Les and Paul shake hands with me as they come through the gate. Again all four dis­play dif­fer­ent tal­ents dur­ing the train­ing ses­sion. Les can now com­plete 1,650 me­tres on the row­ing ma­chine in ten min­utes, but can on­ly man­age one mile an hour on the tread­mill, where­as Paul can do five miles an hour on the run­ning ma­chine, but can't catch a ball. Rob­bie can catch any­thing, but hates all the ma­chines, so on­ly does weight train­ing.

      The in­struc­tors right­ly tell us to play to their strengths, which re­sults in much clap­ping and laugh­ter, along with a huge sense of achieve­ment.

      Jim­my han­dles them bet­ter than any­one. He re­mem­bers all their names (over twen­ty came this morn­ing) and they feel he's a re­al friend. He'd make a great PE teach­er, but I have a feel­ing that once he's re­leased the lure of easy mon­ey may be more at­trac­tive. He says he'll nev­er deal in drugs again, but I won­der.
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      6.00 pm

      Ex­er­cise. Can­celled be­cause it's rain­ing.
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      7.00 pm

      Ser­gio calls his broth­er in Bo­go­ta, but the line is en­gaged.
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      7.05 pm

      Ser­gio comes to my cell and con­tin­ues his tu­to­ri­al on the his­to­ry of Colom­bia. The po­lit­ical sys­tem is not un­like that of the Unit­ed States with a pres­ident, vice-​pres­ident, Sen­ate and Congress. How­ev­er, there are two big dif­fer­ences: the pres­ident and vice-​pres­ident have to come from dif­fer­ent par­ties, one con­ser­va­tive, one lib­er­al - Colom­bia's idea of democ­ra­cy - where­as in truth the pres­ident has all the pow­er. The oth­er big dif­fer­ence is that even a sen­ator re­quires four body­guards. Ser­gio tells me that one pres­iden­tial can­di­date had forty body­guards when he de­liv­ered a speech in Bo­go­ta, and was still as­sas­si­nat­ed.
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      7.20 pm

      Ser­gio tries his broth­er again. Still en­gaged.
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      7.23 pm

      Ser­gio con­tin­ues his lec­ture, ex­plain­ing that the vi­olence in his coun­try makes it nec­es­sary for any pres­iden­tial can­di­date to have an ac­com­mo­da­tion with the guer­ril­las or the Mafia or the army, or all three. We some­times for­get how for­tu­nate we are in Britain. Our politi­cians on­ly have to deal with the trade unions, the CBI - and Messrs Pax­man and Humphreys.
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      7.35 pm

      Ser­gio tries his broth­er again. Still en­gaged.
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      7.40 pm

      Ac­cord­ing to Ser­gio, the civ­il ser­vice re­mains the on­ly un­taint­ed pro­fes­sion. Al­though his broth­er is an ad­vis­er to sev­er­al min­is­ters, he doesn't need a body­guard be­cause it is ac­cept­ed that he will nev­er take a bribe from ei­ther the Mafia, the guer­ril­las or the army. The coun­try­side, he as­sures me, is beau­ti­ful and the beach­es that face both the Pa­cif­ic and the At­lantic ri­val any that can be found in Amer­ica or Eu­rope. And as for the wom­en…
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      DAY 52 - SATURDAY 8 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      6.01 am

      Since the age of twen­ty-​six, I've been lucky enough to or­ga­nize my own life, so hav­ing to fol­low the same rou­tine day in and day out, week­ends in­clud­ed, is enough to make one go stark rav­ing bonkers. If I weren't writ­ing this di­ary, and Ser­gio didn't ex­ist, they would have had to put me in a strait­jack­et long be­fore now and cart me off to the near­est asy­lum.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      9.00 am

      Gym. I put my­self through a tough work­out, and what makes it even tougher is that I'm sur­round­ed by pris­on­ers a third of my age. At the end of the ses­sion I climb on­to the scales, to find I've put on a pound in the last week. I'll have to cut down on my choco­late in­take. One of the many dis­ad­van­tages of be­ing locked up in a cell for hour up­on hour is that some­times you eat sim­ply be­cause there is noth­ing else to do (this is one of the rea­sons pris­on­ers ex­per­iment with drugs, and ad­dicts need a reg­ular fix). In fu­ture I must show more self-​con­trol. If I don't buy it, I can't eat it.

      Be­tween each ex­er­cise, ten min­utes on the tread­mill, the row­er and the bi­cy­cle, I walk a com­plete cir­cuit of the gym to get my breath back. By now I know most of the pris­on­ers and the work­outs they do, and usu­al­ly ac­knowl­edge or en­cour­age them as I stroll by. As I pass Jim­my he flex­es his mus­cles, and de­scribes him­self as a gay icon; I'm seen by the oth­er in­mates as the geri­atric icon.

      To­day I spot a six-​foot-​three West In­di­an of about twen­ty stone who's lift­ing mas­sive weights on his own, so I stop to watch him.

      'What are you fuckin' star­ing at?' he de­mands, once he's put the weights down.

      Just watch­ing,' I re­ply.

      Then fuck off. I know you talk to ev­ery­one else, but you don't fuckin' talk to me.' I can't stop laugh­ing, which doesn't seem to please him and has the of­fi­cers on edge. 'Do you want your fuckin' head knocked off?' he asks.

      'I don't think so, El­lis.' He looks sur­prised that I know his name. 'Not if you're hop­ing to be out of here in two weeks' time.' He looks even more sur­prised that I know when he's due to be re­leased. He grunts, turns his back on me and lifts 210 ki­los. In prison, what you know is ev­ery bit as im­por­tant as who you know.
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      2.00 pm

      As I cross the cor­ri­dor to join Dar­ren in his cell for a game of backgam­mon, I spot Ser­gio on the phone. He's hold­ing a stack of £2 phonecards in his left hand; by now he must have trad­ed ev­ery­thing he owns. Late­ly, his cell looks as if the bailiffs have paid a vis­it.

      Af­ter three games, I re­turn to my cell in pos­ses­sion of an­oth­er Mars bar. If I am go­ing to lose weight, I'm go­ing to have to start los­ing at backgam­mon. I glance to my left to see Ser­gio fu­ri­ous­ly beck­on­ing me.

      'I need an­oth­er phonecard' he says des­per­ate­ly. I re­move the one I al­ways car­ry in the back pock­et of my jeans and hand it over. He smiles. I re­turn to my cell, sit at my desk and wait, sens­ing a board meet­ing is im­mi­nent.
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      2.34 pm

      Ser­gio walks in, push­es the door to (if any­one en­ters your cell, of­fi­cer or in­mate, it's against reg­ula­tions to lock your­self in) and turns on the TV - a sign that means he doesn't want to be over­heard. He takes his usu­al place on the end of the bed, as be­fits the man­ag­ing di­rec­tor. He opens his A4 pad.

      'The stone takes off,' he checks his watch, 'in a cou­ple of hours.' He can't re­sist a huge grin as he keeps me wait­ing. I nod. If I were to speak, it would on­ly hold up the in­evitable rep­eti­tion of the en­tire con­ver­sa­tion he and his broth­er have just held. And who can blame him? How­ev­er, I'll skip the next forty min­utes and give you a pre­cis of what has caused such a big grin.

      Ser­gio's broth­er has in fact com­plet­ed all the pa­per­work and booked the tiny pack­age on­to a Lufthansa flight that leaves Bo­go­ta for Heathrow via Frank­furt in two hours' time (10.30 am in Bo­go­ta, 4.30 pm at Way­land). He has faxed all the rel­evant de­tails to my of­fice in Lon­don, so they'll know when and where to pick up the gem. Ser­gio paus­es at this point and waits for some well-​earned praise. He goes on to con­firm that the emer­ald has come from the Mu­zo min­ing dis­trict, fa­mous for the qual­ity of its stones. It's 3.3 carats, and cost $9,000 (moun­tain price). Now all we can do is wait un­til I find out what val­ue is placed on the emer­ald by my gem­mol­ogist. Ser­gio looks up from his notes, and adds that his broth­er would like con­fir­ma­tion that the fax has ar­rived in my of­fice.

      'Right now,' I ask, 'or when you've com­plet­ed your re­port?' be­cause I can see that he's on­ly about halfway through the pages that are cov­ered in his neat Span­ish hand. He con­sid­ers this for a mo­ment, and then says, 'No, I'll fin­ish first.

      The sec­ond piece of news,' con­tin­ues Ser­gio, turn­ing an­oth­er page, un­able to sup­press an even broad­er grin, 'is that Liana' - his for­mer school friend - 'has tracked down four Boteros in pri­vate hands. In pri­vate hands,' he re­peats with con­sid­er­able em­pha­sis. 'And they could be for sale. She will send the de­tails to your of­fice some time next week.' He checks his di­ary. That will give you twelve days to eval­uate them. Eval­uate,' he re­peats. Is that the cor­rect word?' I nod, im­pressed. 'By the time you have de­cid­ed on a re­al­is­tic price, I will be back in Colom­bia and can take over ne­go­ti­ations.' He clos­es the A4 pad.

      'I'd bet­ter call my son,' I say, aware the ball is back in my court. 'Any units left on my phonecard?' I ask, re­turn­ing to the re­al world.
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      3.17 pm

      I call James on his mo­bile and ask where he is.

      'In the car, Dad, but I'll be back at the flat in about fif­teen min­utes.' I put the phone down. Three units gone - mo­biles gob­ble units. I re­turn to my cell to tell Ser­gio I won't know if James has re­ceived the fax for an­oth­er fif­teen min­utes. This gives Ser­gio enough time to re­peat the high­lights of his ear­li­er tri­umph not un­like re­plays of Owen's hat-​trick against Ger­many.
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      3.35 pm

      I call Jamie at the flat and ask him if he's re­ceived the fax.

      'Yes' he replies, 'it ar­rived forty min­utes ago.'

      'And does it give you all the de­tails you need?'

      'Yes,' he replies.

      I put the phone down. Ser­gio leaves me as he has to re­port for his job be­hind the hot­plate. Al­though he too has to re­turn to the re­al world, that grin just doesn't leave his face.
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      4.30 pm

      Ex­er­cise. Dar­ren and I are joined by Ja­son (con­spir­acy to black­mail) on our af­ter­noon pow­er walk. We pass Shaun who is sketch­ing Jules, with whom I shared a cell for the first two weeks. He's now fin­ished Dar­ren and Dale and once he's com­plet­ed Jules, he'll on­ly have Jim­my to do, so he should have a full house by the end of the week.

      'Why do I have this feel­ing,' asks Dar­ren, 'that you con­sid­er the Prison Ser­vice has on­ly one pur­pose, and that is to cater for your ev­ery need?'

      'That's nei­ther ac­cu­rate nor fair,' I protest. 'I've tried to or­ga­nize my en­tire life around the sched­ule the Prison Ser­vice de­mands. It makes it twice as dif­fi­cult to car­ry out my usu­al rou­tines, but it has put an­oth­er per­spec­tive on the un­for­giv­ing minute.'

      'I wish I could work the sys­tem,' says Ja­son. 'They had me in for an MDT (manda­to­ry drugs test) this af­ter­noon, a la Ann Wid­de­combe.'

      'Will it prove pos­itive?' I ask.

      'No chance, I'm in the clear. What a nerve,' he adds, 'sug­gest­ing that it was 'on the grounds of rea­son­able sus­pi­cion'.'

      'Know­ing your past record,' says Dar­ren - well aware that Ja­son oc­ca­sion­al­ly dab­bles in hero­in - 'how can you be so con­fi­dent you're in the clear?'

      'Sim­ple,' Ja­son replies. 'For the past three days I've been drink­ing more wa­ter than Jef­frey, I must have been up pee­ing at least sev­en times ev­ery night.'
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      5.40 pm

      We're banged up for four­teen hours. Af­ter I've checked over the day's script, I turn to my let­ters. I am par­tic­ular­ly touched by a mis­sive from Gillian Shep­hard. She de­scribes her­self as 'your tem­po­rary MP'. She of­fers her sup­port and goes on to point out that, 'No one can sug­gest I'm af­ter your vote. Af­ter all, mem­bers of the House of Lords, con­vict­ed pris­on­ers and lu­natics are not en­ti­tled to a vote.' She con­cludes, There's on­ly one cat­ego­ry left for you to ful­fil, Jef­frey.'
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      10.00 pm

      I climb in­to bed and start to think about an aero­plane that's al­ready halfway across the At­lantic on its way to Heathrow. In its mas­sive hold there is a tiny pack­age, no larg­er than an Oxo cube, and in­side a tiny emer­ald that will ei­ther be on its way back to Bo­go­ta in a few days' time, or hang­ing on my fam­ily's Christ­mas tree come De­cem­ber.
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      DAY 53 - SUNDAY 9 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      5.39 am

      The strangest thing hap­pened last night, and I'm go­ing to have to fol­low it up to­day. How­ev­er, in or­der for you to be able to un­der­stand its sig­nif­icance, I'll first have to ex­plain the lay­out of the en­hanced spur on A block. The spur is L-​shaped, with four­teen cells on each sprig. If I look out of the win­dow to my left, I can see about five of the win­dows on the ad­join­ing sprig.

      Around eight yes­ter­day evening, just af­ter I'd fin­ished writ­ing for the day, I rose from my desk to draw the cur­tains, when I no­ticed a wom­an of­fi­cer of about twen­ty-​five years of age (I'd bet­ter not de­scribe her in de­tail) chat­ting to a pris­on­er through his win­dow. I wouldn't have giv­en it a sec­ond thought - if she hadn't still been there an hour lat­er… now I'm un­able to tell you any more at the mo­ment, be­cause I was banged up at five forty last night, and will not be let out un­til eight fif­teen this morn­ing. I shall then ap­proach the or­acle of all knowl­edge, Dar­ren, and re­port back to you to­mor­row. I have a feel­ing he'll know both the of­fi­cer and the pris­on­er and - more im­por­tant­ly - be able to throw some light on their re­la­tion­ship.

      Jim­my, Carl, Jules, Shane and I go across to the chang­ing rooms for the foot­ball match against Lak­en­heath. Af­ter last Sun­day's vic­to­ry, and two good train­ing ses­sions dur­ing the week, the team are buoyed up and ready for the en­counter.

      In my role as match re­porter, I look around the bench­es and check to make sure I know the names of ev­ery team mem­ber. The play­ers are be­com­ing quite ner­vous, and start jump­ing up and down on the spot as they wait for the ar­rival of our coach to de­liv­er his pep talk. Kevin Lloyd ap­pears a few mo­ments lat­er, a look of de­spon­den­cy on his face.

      'I'm sor­ry, lads' he says, 'but the game's off.' A vol­uble groan goes round the chang­ing room. Two of the op­po­si­tion' Kevin con­tin­ues, 'failed to bring any form of ID with them, so we couldn't let them through the gates. I would have ac­cept­ed cred­it cards, but they couldn't even sup­ply those. I am sor­ry,' Kevin re­peats, and there's no doubt he's as dis­ap­point­ed as we are.

      While the oth­ers go off for a fur­ther train­ing ses­sion, I have to re­turn to my cell.
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      11.00 am

      I call Mary, who brings me up to date on the re­in­state­ment of my D-​cat. 'KP­MG's re­port is pro­gress­ing slow­ly,' she tells me, 'and the po­lice haven't even de­cid­ed if they want to in­ter­view you.' Al­though the whole ex­er­cise is tak­ing longer than she had an­tic­ipat­ed, Mary says there is no rea­son to be­lieve that they will find Ms Nichol­son's ac­cu­sa­tions any­thing oth­er than spu­ri­ous.

      I sug­gest that she goes ahead with the Christ­mas par­ties that we al­ways hold in De­cem­ber and let Will and James act as co-​hosts. I tell her to in­vite ev­ery­one who has stood firm and ig­nore the fair-​weath­er friends (who have in fact turned out to be very small in num­ber). I add that if I'm in a D-​cat open prison by Christ­mas, I'll call up in the mid­dle of the par­ty and de­liv­er a fes­tive mes­sage over the in­ter­com.
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      4.30 pm

      I'm just about to leave for ex­er­cise when the spur of­fi­cer tells me I'm re­quired ur­gent­ly in the SO's of­fice. The word 'ur­gent­ly' sur­pris­es me, as I haven't heard it used for the past sev­en weeks.

      I join Mr King in his of­fice, and am in­tro­duced to a fe­male of­fi­cer I've nev­er seen be­fore. Am I at last to meet the gov­er­nor? No. The of­fi­cer's name is Sue Maid­en and she ex­plains that she's part of the prison's se­cu­ri­ty team. She then tells me that it has been re­port­ed to her that El­lis, who re­sides on B block, was abu­sive to me in the gym yes­ter­day. I re­peat ex­act­ly what took place. She then asks me if I want spe­cial pro­tec­tion.

      'Cer­tain­ly not,' I re­ply. 'That's the last thing I need.' She looks re­lieved.

      'I had to ask,' she ex­plains.

      That's all I need,' I re­peat. 'You on­ly have to read the sto­ry in the Sun­day Mir­ror this morn­ing about phonecards to see what the press would make of that.'

      'Un­der­stood, but we'll still have to speak to El­lis.'

      'Fine, but not at my re­quest' I make clear. She seems to ac­cept this pro­vi­so, and I de­part to find the barred gate that leads out on to the ex­er­cise yard has al­ready been bolt­ed, leav­ing me locked in­side and un­able to take my dai­ly walk around the yard.
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      5.00 pm

      I spend the forty min­utes with Ser­gio in his cell. He tells me that there is on­ly one rec­og­nized car­ri­er will­ing to fly in and out of Bo­go­ta, and then on­ly on a Thurs­day, Sat­ur­day and Sun­day. Ser­gio men­tions that it's not easy to at­tract hol­iday­mak­ers to a coun­try where there are forty mur­ders a day in the cap­ital alone. He us­es the rest of ex­er­cise time to give me a ge­og­ra­phy les­son. I am shown in Dar­ren's Times at­las (he's play­ing backgam­mon) where the emer­ald moun­tains are sit­uat­ed, as well as the ex­ten­sive oil fields in the val­leys to the east. I al­so dis­cov­er that both the An­des and the Ama­zon make en­trances and ex­its through Colom­bia.
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      6.00 pm

      I drop in­to Dar­ren's cell to have a black­cur­rant cor­dial and watch him play a game of backgam­mon with Jim­my. He tells me that my meet­ing with the se­cu­ri­ty of­fi­cer was timed so that I wouldn't be able to go out in­to the ex­er­cise yard, as they felt it might be wise for me to cool it a lit­tle. Dar­ren seems to know ev­ery­thing that's go­ing on, and I take the op­por­tu­ni­ty to tell him about my noc­tur­nal sight­ings.

      Dar­ren laughs. 'You're a peep­ing Tom,' he says. 'That has to be Mal­colm. Ma­cho Mal­colm.'

      'He's even more ir­re­sistible than me,' chips in Jim­my.

      'Do I sense a good sto­ry for the di­ary?' I ask ten­ta­tive­ly.

      'Half a dozen,' says Dar­ren, 'but not tonight be­cause we're just about to be banged up.' He can't hide his plea­sure at the thought of keep­ing me wait­ing for an­oth­er few hours.
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      8.00 pm

      Once I'm banged up, I start mak­ing ex­ten­sive notes for my phone call to Al­ison, who re­turns from New Zealand to­mor­row. I then turn to Ham­let. I am re­solved to read, or reread, the en­tire works of Shake­speare - thir­ty-​sev­en plays - by the time they trans­fer me to an open prison. If I suc­ceed, I'll move on to the Son­nets.

      Af­ter a cou­ple of acts, I switch on the TV to watch the un­for­get­table John Le Mesuri­er in Dad's Army. What a dis­tin­guished ca­reer he had, mak­ing a virtue of let­ting oth­er peo­ple take cen­tre stage. Not some­thing I've ev­er been good at.
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      DAY 54 - MONDAY 10 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      5.51 am

      To­mor­row and to­mor­row and to­mor­row…

      To­mor­row, I will need to book a call at sev­en in the evening with my son James, to find out if the emer­ald has ar­rived. I can't con­tact him to­day be­cause on Mon­day we're banged up at five-​thir­ty, and he'll still be at work in the City.

      To­mor­row… Ma­cho Mal­colm leaves for his D-​cat prison, and nei­ther Dar­ren nor Jim­my are will­ing to breathe a word about his sex life un­til he's off the premis­es. How­ev­er, I can re­port that the wom­an of­fi­cer who was spot­ted out­side Mal­colm's win­dow was to­day seen walk­ing down the cor­ri­dor with him to­wards his cell. But this is the stuff of ru­mours; to­mor­row I will be able to give you the facts as re­port­ed by Dar­ren and Jim­my. How­ev­er, Dar­ren did let slip that three wom­en were in­volved. He knows on­ly too well such a hint will keep me in­trigued for an­oth­er night.

      To­mor­row…

      As for to­day, I rise a few min­utes be­fore six and write for two hours.
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. I take a grape­fruit in­to art class, and an emp­ty jar of mar­malade for Kei­th (kid­nap­ping) as part of an­oth­er still life he's draw­ing for his A lev­el course. Kei­th didn't even take up paint­ing un­til he was sent to prison. When he comes up for pa­role in six months' time, he will leave, at the age of forty-​six, with an A lev­el. Much cred­it must go to Anne and Paul, who are ev­ery bit as proud of this achieve­ment as Kei­th him­self.

      Kei­th tells me how sor­ry he was to read about my moth­er's death, and goes on to say that he was in prison when his wife died of breast can­cer at the age of thir­ty-​nine. He then adds the poignant com­ment, 'I shall not mourn her death un­til af­ter I've been re­leased.'

      Shaun (forgery, artist) con­firms that he's giv­en up on Dale, and will now con­cen­trate on Jules, Steve and Jim­my. We dis­cuss how he'll deal with the ar­rival on Wednes­day of his cache of spe­cial draw­ing pa­per, oils, chalks and pen­cils with­out the oth­er pris­on­ers be­com­ing aware of what I'm up to. We don't want to get our smug­gler in­to any trou­ble, and we cer­tain­ly don't need any oth­er in­mates to feel en­vi­ous.

      En­vy is even more preva­lent in pris­ons than it is in the out­side world, part­ly be­cause all emo­tions are height­ened in such a hot-​house at­mo­sphere, and part­ly be­cause any lit­tle priv­ilege af­ford­ed to one, how­ev­er slight, seems so un­fair to oth­ers who are not treat­ed in the same way.

      I spend the re­main­der of the class read­ing a book on the lives of the two great fe­male Im­pres­sion­ists, Marie Lau­rencin and Berthe Morisot.
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      2.00 pm

      Gym. Once again I com­plete my pro­gramme in the al­lo­cat­ed hour. Just to give you an up­date on my progress, when I first ar­rived at Way­land four weeks ago, I man­aged 1,800 me­tres on the row­ing ma­chine, and to­day I passed 2,200 for the first time. When, and if, I ev­er get to a D-​cat es­tab­lish­ment, I can on­ly hope they have a well-​equipped gym.
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      3.42 pm

      Mr Chap­man un­locks my cell door to let me know that Mr Carl­ton-​Boyce wants to see me.

      Mr Carl­ton-​Boyce, who seems to be the gov­er­nor on my case, tells me that he can do noth­ing about the re­in­state­ment of my D-​cat un­til the po­lice con­firm that they will not be go­ing ahead with any en­quiry con­cern­ing the Sim­ple Truth ap­peal.

      'How­ev­er,' he adds, 'once that con­fir­ma­tion comes through, we will trans­fer you to an open prison as quick­ly as pos­si­ble. I am still re­ceiv­ing a pile of let­ters from the pub­lic ev­ery day,' he adds, 'but they just don't un­der­stand that my hands are tied.' I ac­cept this, but point out that it's been six weeks, and the po­lice haven't even in­ter­viewed me. He nods, and then asks me if I have any oth­er prob­lems. I say no, al­though I have a feel­ing he's re­fer­ring to El­lis and the gym in­ci­dent.
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      5.30 pm

      I call Al­ison. I make an ap­point­ment to speak to Jonathan Lloyd, my agent, at five to­mor­row and my son James at sev­en. I have to book 'time calls' be­cause, as you will re­call, no one can phone
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      5.45 pm

      Banged up for an­oth­er four­teen hours, so once I've gone over my script, I turn to my let­ters, one of which is from a jour­nal­ist.

      How flat­ter­ing the press can be when they want some­thing.
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      9.00 pm

      I watch David Starkey present the first of an en­gross­ing four-​part se­ries on the six wives of Hen­ry VI­II. I had no idea that Cather­ine of Aragon had been made re­gent and con­duct­ed a war against the Scots (Flod­den 1513) while Hen­ry was away fight­ing his own bat­tles in France, or that they were mar­ried for over thir­ty years, and of course would have re­mained to­geth­er un­til death if she had on­ly pro­duced a son. More please, Dr Starkey. I can't wait to learn about Anne Bo­leyn next week; even I know that she was the moth­er of Eliz­abeth I, but not a lot more.
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      10.00 pm

      The lead sto­ry on the news is that John Prescott's re­tal­ia­to­ry punch dur­ing the elec­tion cam­paign is to be re­ferred to the CPS. Over the past few weeks sev­er­al in­mates have point­ed out that they are serv­ing sen­tences from six months to three years for punch­ing some­one af­ter they had been at­tacked, so they're look­ing for­ward to the deputy prime min­is­ter join­ing us. I have lit­tle doubt that the CPS will sweep the whole in­ci­dent un­der the car­pet, I say when I raise the sub­ject with Dar­ren. They didn't in your case,' he re­marks.

      True, but it won't go un­no­ticed by the pub­lic that we can ex­pect two lev­els of jus­tice in Britain as long as New Labour are in pow­er. I just can't see Mr Prescott ar­riv­ing at Bel­marsh in two sweat­box­es. Per­haps I do the CPS an in­jus­tice. To­mor­row and to­mor­row and to­mor­row…
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      DAY 55 - TUESDAY 11 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      5.39 am

      I sus­pect that Tues­day Septem­ber 11th 2001 will be etched on the mem­ories of ev­ery­one in the free world as among the black­est days in his­to­ry. But I shall still re­port it as it un­fold­ed for me, in time se­quence, al­though aware that my ear­li­er re­portage may ap­pear frivolous.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      9.40 am

      Pot­tery is can­celled be­cause Anne's car has bro­ken down, so all the pris­on­ers in the art class have to re­turn to their cells (the first irony). Back on A block, ev­ery­one on my spur is shak­ing hands with Mal­colm, who is about to be trans­ferred to a D-​cat. He comes to my cell to say farewell, and hopes that I will be join­ing him soon, as he knows Spring Hill is al­so my first choice.

      'When are Group 4 col­lect­ing you?' I ask.

      They aren't,' he replies. 'Now I'm in a D-​cat and past my FLED, I can drive my­self over to Ayles­bury, and as long as I've checked in by three this af­ter­noon, no one will give a damn.'

      No soon­er has Mal­colm left the wing, than Jim­my slips in­to my cell. 'I'm ready to talk now,' he says.

      Jim­my and Mal­colm are both D-​cats (Jim­my re­mains at Way­land be­cause his home is near­by) and are the on­ly two in­mates at Way­land al­lowed to work out­side the prison walls ev­ery day. Both of them have a job main­tain­ing the grounds be­yond the perime­ter fence dur­ing the week, and at an an­imal sanc­tu­ary on Sat­ur­day morn­ings. The sanc­tu­ary is a vol­un­tary project, which con­cen­trates on help­ing an­imals in dis­tress. The work ranges from as­sist­ing lame beasts to walk or birds to fly, to hav­ing to bury them when they die.

      Ev­ery Sat­ur­day morn­ing at the sanc­tu­ary, Jim­my and Mal­colm join sev­er­al vol­un­teers from the lo­cal vil­lage. Among them one la­dy who has left Mal­colm in no doubt how she feels about him - Mal­colm has the rugged looks of a mati­nee idol, and pos­sess­es an in­or­di­nate amount of charm.

      One of the tasks none of the vol­un­teers rel­ish is hav­ing to bury dead an­imals, and Per­cy the hedge­hog was no ex­cep­tion. Ev­ery­one was sur­prised when the la­dy in ques­tion stepped for­ward and vol­un­teered to bury Per­cy. Mal­colm, gal­lant as ev­er, quick­ly agreed to ac­com­pa­ny her in­to the for­est that bor­dered the sanc­tu­ary.

      Armed with spades, they dis­ap­peared in­to the thick­et. Forty-​five min­utes lat­er they reap­peared but, Jim­my no­ticed, mi­nus their spades.

      'Where's your spade, mate?' de­mand­ed Jim­my.

      'I knew there was some­thing else we were meant to do,' Mal­colm blurt­ed out. They both charged back in­to the for­est, and Mal­colm re­turned on­ly just in time to be es­cort­ed back to the prison.

      Jim­my goes on to tell me that Mal­colm left Way­land just in time, be­cause one of the ladies who served be­hind the counter at fam­ily vis­its has al­so just signed up to join the group on Sat­ur­days at the an­imal sanc­tu­ary. Not to men­tion the fe­male of­fi­cer who I saw stand­ing out­side his cell win­dow for an hour two nights ago, who is now think­ing of ap­ply­ing for a trans­fer…

      'God knows,' says Jim­my, 'what Mal­colm will get up to in a D-​cat where the regime is far more re­laxed.'

      'Is he mar­ried?' I ask.

      'Oh yeah,' Jim­my replies. 'Hap­pi­ly.'
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      1.17 pm

      I am sit­ting on the end of my bed read­ing The Times when Dar­ren bursts in with­out knock­ing - most un­like him.

      'Switch on your TV' he says with­out ex­pla­na­tion, 'they're run­ning it on ev­ery chan­nel.'

      To­geth­er we watch the hor­rors un­fold in New York. I as­sume that the first plane must have been in­volved in some trag­ic ac­ci­dent, un­til we both wit­ness a sec­ond jet fly­ing in­to the oth­er tow­er of the World Trade Cen­ter. To be­gin with, I feel the com­men­ta­tor's com­par­ison with Pearl Har­bor is some­what ex­ag­ger­at­ed. But lat­er, when I re­al­ize the full ex­tent of the dev­as­ta­tion and loss of life, I am less sure. The re­porters have al­ready moved on to ask­ing, 'Who is re­spon­si­ble?'

      Al­though I am mes­mer­ized by this vile piece of his­to­ry as it con­tin­ues to un­fold, prison timeta­bles can­not be al­tered, what­ev­er is tak­ing place in the rest of the world. If I don't re­port to the gym by three fif­teen, they will come in search of me.
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      3.15 pm

      Much of the talk in the gym is of the car­nage in New York and its con­se­quences, al­though sev­er­al of the pris­on­ers con­tin­ue their bench press­es, obliv­ious to what's tak­ing place in the out­side world. As soon as the hour is up, I rush back to my cell to find that the Pen­tagon has been hit by a third do­mes­tic car­ri­er, and a fourth com­mer­cial plane thought to have been head­ing for the White House has crashed just out­side Penn­syl­va­nia.
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      430 pm

      For sev­er­al hours, I sit glued to the tele­vi­sion. Among the snip­pets of news of­fered be­tween the con­tin­ual re­plays of the two planes crash­ing in­to the twin tow­ers is a state­ment by William Hague; he has post­poned the an­nounce­ment of who will be the next lead­er of the Con­ser­va­tive Par­ty as a mark of re­spect to the Amer­ican peo­ple.

      The prime min­is­ter can­cels his speech to the TUC in Brighton and hur­ries back to Down­ing Street, where he makes a state­ment ful­ly sup­port­ing Pres­ident Bush, and de­scrib­ing ter­ror­ism as the new world evil.
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      7.00 pm

      The sight of in­no­cent peo­ple jump­ing out of those tow­ers and the voic­es of pas­sen­gers trapped on a do­mes­tic flight talk­ing to their next of kin on mo­bile phones will be, for me, the en­dur­ing mem­ory of this evil day. Call­ing my agent and my son James was to have been the high­light of my day. It now seems some­what ir­rel­evant.
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      DAY 56 - WEDNESDAY 12 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      5.44 am

      Yes­ter­day was dom­inat­ed by the news from Amer­ica, and what re­tal­ia­tion George W. Bush might take.

      Tony Blair seized the ini­tia­tive by call­ing a press con­fer­ence at No. 10 for 2 pm, which would be seen by the cit­izens of New York just as they were wak­ing. I don't want to ap­pear cyn­ical but, at the end of the press con­fer­ence, when the prime min­is­ter agreed to take ques­tions, did you no­tice who he se­lect­ed from a packed au­di­ence of jour­nal­ists? The BBC (An­drew Marr), ITV (John Sergeant), CNN (Robin Oak­ley), Chan­nel 4 (Eleanor Good­man), The Times (Philip Web­ster) and the Sun (Trevor Ka­vanagh). I sense Alas­tair Camp­bell's skills very much in ev­idence: on­ly the ma­jor tele­vi­sion com­pa­nies and two Mur­doch news­pa­pers. How­ev­er, to be fair, by re­call­ing Par­lia­ment, Blair looks like the lead­ing states­man in Eu­rope, and that on the day when the To­ry par­ty are plan­ning to an­nounce their new lead­er.
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      9.00 am

      Life goes on at Way­land, so I re­port to the art room for my pot­tery class. Our clan­des­tine ac­com­plice has suc­cess­ful­ly smug­gled in the spe­cial ma­te­ri­als that Shaun needs to com­plete his art work for this vol­ume.
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      11.15 am

      I call Al­ison at the of­fice for an up­date. She tells me that the pres­sure has shift­ed on­to KP­MG to de­liv­er an in­ter­im re­port, so as not to keep me wait­ing un­til they've com­plet­ed the full in­ves­ti­ga­tion which ap­par­ent­ly now in­cludes some ac­cu­sa­tions Ms Nichol­son has made against the Red Cross which have noth­ing to do with me. Can't spare any more units, as I have to speak to James tonight, so I say good­bye.
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      2.00 pm

      Foot­ball. Way­land's match against RAF Marham is, to my sur­prise, still on. Not that I ex­pect there would have been many fight­er pi­lots in the vis­itors' team. We lose 4-3, de­spite Jim­my's scor­ing two goals. Three of our team re­ceive red cards, so Way­land end­ed up with on­ly eight play­ers on the field, hav­ing led 3-2 at half-​time. By the way, all three play­ers de­served to be sent off. As soon as I re­turn to my cell, I switch on the TV.
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      4.00 pm

      Most of the Mus­lim world are swear­ing al­le­giance to Amer­ica, as they must all be fear­ful of re­tal­ia­tion. Yass­er Arafat even gives blood to prove his sol­idar­ity with the cit­izens of New York. The prime min­is­ter con­tin­ues to un­der­line his sup­port for the Unit­ed States, as he con­sid­ers the atroc­ities in New York to be an at­tack on the demo­crat­ic world. I sus­pect he views this as his Falk­lands. Let's hope it's not his Viet­nam.
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      6.00 pm

      Af­ter sup­per Ser­gio con­venes a board meet­ing. Item No. 1, he con­firms that the suit­case and con­tents have been de­liv­ered to his friend in north Lon­don. Item No. 2. The emer­ald has ar­rived in Lon­don, with all the cor­rect pa­per­work com­plet­ed. Item No. 3. A col­league of his broth­er's will be fly­ing in­to Lon­don on Sat­ur­day, bring­ing with him the gold neck­lace, a cat­alogue raisonne of Botero and four pho­tos of Botero oils that are for sale. He paus­es and waits for my re­ac­tion. I smile. It all sounds too good to be true.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      8.00 pm

      All the news pro­grammes are re­play­ing footage from ev­ery an­gle of the Amer­ican pas­sen­ger jets fly­ing in­to the twin tow­ers of the World Trade Cen­ter in New York. All the com­men­ta­tors are in no doubt that the US will seek some form of re­venge, once they can iden­ti­fy the cul­prit. Who can blame them? It's go­ing to take a very big man to over­see this whole op­er­ation. Pres­ident Kennedy proved to be such a man when he was faced with the Cuban cri­sis. I on­ly hope that George W. Bush is of the same met­tle.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      7.00 pm

      I phone James. He tells me that he's tired; he's just start­ed his new job in the City. Be­cause of the up­heaval in the Amer­ican mar­ket they ex­pect him to be at his desk by 7 am, and he doesn't leave the of­fice un­til af­ter 7 pm. How­ev­er, he con­firms over the phone that the emer­ald has ar­rived, so out of cu­rios­ity I ask him what it looks like.

      'It looks mag­ni­fi­cient, Dad,' is his sim­ple re­ply. 'But I've no idea if it's worth ten thou­sand dol­lars.'

      'When are you hop­ing to see the ex­pert?'

      'Some­time this week­end.'

      I don't ask any more ques­tions as I wish to save my re­main­ing units for Mary.

      Quite a lot seems to be hap­pen­ing this week­end. Mary will vis­it Way­land on Fri­day. liana will have news of the Botero paint­ings on Sat­ur­day. Ser­gio's friend flies in­to Lon­don on Sun­day, by which time James should have a re­al­is­tic val­ua­tion of the emer­ald. I on­ly wish I could read Mon­day's di­ary now. Don't even think about it.
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      DAY 57 - THURSDAY 13 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      6.03 am

      It was a clear cold night, and for the first time two flim­sy blan­kets were not enough to keep me warm. I had to lie very still if I was not to freeze. It re­mind­ed me of be­ing back at board­ing school. As two blan­kets are the reg­ula­tion is­sue, I shall have to speak to Dar­ren about the prob­lem. I'm pret­ty con­fi­dent he will have a re­serve stock.
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      8.15 am

      I watch break­fast tele­vi­sion while eat­ing my corn­flakes. The news com­ing out of Wash­ing­ton is that the State De­part­ment seems con­vinced that it was, as has al­ready been wide­ly re­port­ed, Osama bin Laden who or­ches­trat­ed the ter­ror­ist at­tacks. We must now wait and see how George W. Bush plans to re­tal­iate. The pres­ident's de­scrip­tion of the ter­ror­ists as 'folks' hasn't filled the com­men­ta­tors with con­fi­dence. Rudy Giu­liani, the May­or of New York, on the oth­er hand, is look­ing more like a world states­man ev­ery day. When the re­port switch­es from Wash­ing­ton to New York, I am sur­prised to ob­serve a pall of smoke still hang­ing over the city. It's on­ly when the cam­eras pan down on­to the rub­ble that one is made ful­ly aware of just how long it will be be­fore that city's phys­ical scars can be healed.
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      9.00 am

      We're banged up for an hour ow­ing to of­fi­cers' staff train­ing.
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      10.00 am

      Pot­tery. I make my way quick­ly across to the art class as I need to see Shaun, and find out if he now has all the art ma­te­ri­als he needs. I'm dis­ap­point­ed to find that he's not around, so I end up read­ing a book on the life of Pi­cas­so, study­ing in par­tic­ular Guer­ni­ca which he paint­ed in sup­port of his coun­try­men at the time of the Span­ish Civ­il War. I know it's a mas­ter­piece, but I des­per­ate­ly need some­one like Bri­an Sewell to ex­plain to me why.
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      2.00 pm

      Gym. Com­plet­ed my full pro­gramme, and feel fit­ter than I have done for years.
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      6.21 pm

      Tagged on­to the end of the news is an an­nounce­ment that Iain Dun­can Smith has been elect­ed as the new lead­er of the Con­ser­va­tive Par­ty. He won by a con­vinc­ing mar­gin of 155,935 (61 per cent) to 100,864 (39 per cent) for Ken­neth Clarke. A far bet­ter turnout than I had ex­pect­ed. Hav­ing spent years try­ing to con­vince my par­ty that we should trust our mem­bers to se­lect the lead­er, the 79 per cent turnout gives me some sat­is­fac­tion. How­ev­er, I would have to agree with Michael Brown, a for­mer Con­ser­va­tive MP who is now a jour­nal­ist with the In­de­pen­dent: a year ago you could have got odds of a hun­dred to one against a man who hadn't served in ei­ther Mar­garet Thatch­er's or John Ma­jor's gov­ern­ments - at any lev­el - end­ing up as lead­er of the To­ry par­ty in 2001.
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      10.00 pm

      I watch a spe­cial edi­tion of Ques­tion Time, chaired by David Dim­ble­by. I on­ly hope the au­di­ence wasn't a typ­ical cross-​sec­tion of British opin­ion, be­cause I was hor­ri­fied by how many peo­ple were hap­py to con­demn the Amer­icans, and seemed to have no sym­pa­thy for the in­no­cent peo­ple who had lost their lives at the hands of ter­ror­ists.

      My feel­ings went out to Philip Lad­er, the pop­ular for­mer Amer­ican am­bas­sador, as he found him­self hav­ing to de­fend his coun­try's for­eign pol­icy.

      I fall asleep, an­gry.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      DAY 58 - FRIDAY 14 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      6.17 am

      To­day is one of those days when I par­tic­ular­ly wish I were not in jail. I would like to be in the gallery of the House of Com­mons fol­low­ing the emer­gen­cy de­bate on the atroc­ities in Amer­ica, and at­tend­ing the memo­ri­al ser­vice at St Paul's.
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      12 noon

      Watch­ing tele­vi­sion this af­ter­noon, I find my­self agree­ing with al­most ev­ery­thing the prime min­is­ter says in his speech to the House. Iain Dun­can Smith re­sponds in a dig­ni­fied way, leav­ing the PM in no doubt that the Op­po­si­tion is, to quote IDS, 'shoul­der to shoul­der' on this is­sue. It is left to George Gal­loway and Tam Da­lyell to ex­press con­trary views, which they sin­cere­ly hold. I sus­pect it would take a nu­cle­ar weapon to land on their con­stituen­cies - with Osama bin Laden's sig­na­ture scrib­bled across it - be­fore they would be will­ing to change their minds.

      The ser­vice at St Paul's sees the British at their best and, like Di­ana, Princess of Wales' fu­ner­al, it strikes ex­act­ly the right note, not least by the ser­vice open­ing with the Amer­ican na­tion­al an­them and clos­ing with our own.

      I am pleased to see Phil Lad­er sit­ting amongst the con­gre­ga­tion. But it is George Carey, the Arch­bish­op of Can­ter­bury, who ris­es to the oc­ca­sion. He de­liv­ers an ad­dress that leaves no one in any doubt how he feels about the ter­ror­ists, but al­so ex­press­es the view that this is a time for cool heads to make shrewd judge­ments, rather than ma­cho re­marks de­mand­ing im­me­di­ate re­tal­ia­tion.
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      2.00 pm

      Vis­it. Mary is among the first through the door in­to the vis­itors' room.

      Her news is not good, and she doesn't try to pre­tend oth­er­wise. KP­MG are go­ing at a snail's pace, mak­ing it clear that they have no in­ter­est in my plight, and will de­liv­er their re­port when they are good and ready. They are hop­ing to in­ter­view me on Mon­day week, so it looks as if I'll be stuck at Way­land for at least an­oth­er month. I feel sure that is not what Sir Nicholas Young, the CEO of the Red Cross, in­tend­ed when he in­sti­gat­ed an in­ter­nal en­quiry, even if it will de­light Em­ma Nichol­son. Mary has so ob­vi­ous­ly done ev­ery­thing she can to ex­pe­dite mat­ters, but, as she says, it's an ac­coun­tant's du­ty to leave no piece of pa­per un­turned.

      We dis­cuss our ap­peal. Mary de­scribes it as our ap­peal, part­ly, I think, be­cause she was so of­fend­ed by Mr Jus­tice Potts aid­ing and abet­ting Mrs Pep­pi­att when she was in the wit­ness box, while in my view not af­ford­ing Mary the same cour­tesy when she was put through a sim­ilar or­deal.

      We talk about the boys, how ad­mirably they are cop­ing in the cir­cum­stances, and the fact that Will is des­per­ate to see me be­fore he re­turns to New York. Thank God he wasn't in Man­hat­tan this week. Mary re­ports that my adopt­ed sis­ter, Eliz­abeth, is alive and well. Eliz­abeth had been at work in the city when she heard the ex­plo­sion and looked out of her win­dow to see the flames belch­ing from the World Trade Cen­ter.

      There is a re­strained an­nounce­ment over the in­ter­com ask­ing all vis­itors to leave. Where did the time go? I feel guilty about Mary. I've been un­able to hide my dis­ap­point­ment about KP­MG's lack of ur­gen­cy. She couldn't have been more sup­port­ive dur­ing this ter­ri­ble time in my life, and heav­en knows what state I would be in with­out her love and friend­ship.
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      DAY 59 - SATURDAY 15 SEPTEMBER 2001

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      9.00 am

      I call David and ask him to drive to Sale in Cheshire on Mon­day and pick up a pack­age which is be­ing flown in from Colom­bia that morn­ing.
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      10.00 am

      No gym on Sat­ur­day, so I make sure I'm stand­ing by the gate when ex­er­cise is called. To my sur­prise Dale is seat­ed in the cor­ner of the yard hav­ing his por­trait fin­ished. As I pass, he mum­bles some­thing about how much trou­ble he would have been in had he failed to show up two week­ends in a row. When I re­turn to my cell af­ter forty-​five min­utes' hard walk­ing, Dar­ren tells me that we prob­ably cov­ered about three miles. I push open my heavy door to find my cell is spot­less. The room has been swept, cleaned and the floor pol­ished by Dar­ren's lat­est re­cruit, all for £1. No prob­lems with the min­imum wage at Way­land, es­pe­cial­ly when you can on­ly pay in Mars bars, to­bac­co or, if it's a big deal, a phonecard.
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      4.00 pm

      Mr Mean­well calls me in­to his of­fice to let me know that an en­ve­lope con­tain­ing the rules of backgam­mon has been opened and sent down to re­cep­tion. It will not be re­turned to me un­til I leave Way­land, as the item is on the pro­hib­it­ed list.

      'How can the rules of backgam­mon be on the pro­hib­it­ed list?' I ask.

      The rules came in book form,' he ex­plains, and shrugs his shoul­ders.

      If they had been in a mag­azine, could I have had them?' I en­quire. He nods.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      6.00 pm

      Ear­ly bang up. I chan­nel hop so I can keep watch­ing the lat­est news from Man­hat­tan. I am moved by the sight of the New York­ers on the streets ap­plaud­ing their fire­men as they drive back and forth to the World Trade Cen­ter. Amer­icans have a tremen­dous sense of pa­tri­otism and aware­ness of the coun­try they be­long to. It must have been the same in Britain dur­ing the last war.
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      DAY 60 - SUNDAY 16 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      12 noon

      Not a lot to re­port ex­cept Ser­gio is ner­vous about leav­ing. He will be de­port­ed in twelve days' time and we haven't yet re­ceived a val­ua­tion for the emer­ald. He's al­so wait­ing to hear about the sec­ond pack­age which con­tains the gold neck­lace, and can't wait to see the pho­tographs of the Boteros, as well as the cat­alogue raisonne.

      I spend a long time read­ing the pa­pers, and feel the cov­er­age of all that has tak­en place in Amer­ica this week elicit­ed the very high­est stan­dards of jour­nal­ism from the British press, not al­ways the case on a Sun­day.
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      DAY 61 - MONDAY 17 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      6.19 am

      The news is still all about New York, where May­or Giu­liani ap­pears to be em­ulat­ing his hero, May­or La Guardia. Ev­ery­thing had gone wrong for Rudy Giu­liani this year. He stood down from the Sen­ate race against Hillary Clin­ton when he was di­ag­nosed with can­cer, and he then moved his mis­tress in­to Gra­cie Man­sion to face the wrath of his pop­ular wife and the Big Ap­ple's press; in fact to quote the New York Times, 'he seems to have lost the plot'. And then, with­out warn­ing, the city he loves is at­tacked by ter­ror­ists and all the tal­ents bore­dom dis­guis­es sud­den­ly re­turn.

      When I stood for May­or of Lon­don, I spent a week in New York shad­ow­ing Giu­liani as he went about his dai­ly work, and quick­ly dis­cov­ered that he has re­al pow­er and a re­al bud­get to back it up. The truth is that Giu­liani runs New York in a way Ken Liv­ing­stone can nev­er hope to gov­ern Lon­don. Tony Blair's dream of em­ulat­ing the Amer­icans with may­ors in all our ma­jor cities would have been ad­mirable, if on­ly he al­lowed the may­or to be backed up with fi­nance and ex­ec­utive pow­er. Liv­ing­stone can huff and puff, but in the end on­ly Blair can blow the house down.
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. Out of bore­dom I be­gin, to Anne's sur­prise, to work on a flow­er­pot. Or that is what I've told my fel­low in­mates it's go­ing to be. First you take the put­ty, run a cir­cle of steel through it to cut off a small­er chunk and then roll it out to pro­duce a long thin worm-​like shape. You then twist the long thin worm in­to a cir­cle and sev­er­al long worms lat­er all placed on top of each oth­er and you have a pot, or thaf s the the­ory. An hour lat­er I have a base and five long worms. The blessed re­lease bell clangs.
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      11.30 am

      I phone Al­ison to dis­cov­er that the gold neck­lace, the book on Botero, the pho­tographs of Botero oils and a sculp­ture have all ar­rived in Cheshire via Bo­go­ta.
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      3.00 pm

      Gym. Once again I man­age 2,200 me­tres on the row­er.
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      5.15 pm

      Board meet­ing. Ser­gio has been on the phone to Bo­go­ta for the past forty min­utes. Armed with a dozen cards (£24) and the ju­di­cious use of an il­le­gal pin num­ber, he can now af­ford to spend an hour phon­ing Colom­bia. His broth­er is wait­ing to find out if I have any in­ter­est in the Boteros. I as­sure him that as soon as I've seen the pho­tographs I will make a de­ci­sion.
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      6.00 pm

      I'm writ­ing at my desk when I hear shout­ing and scream­ing in the cor­ri­dor. I leave my cell to in­ves­ti­gate, and see half a dozen pris­on­ers stand­ing out­side a cell door at the far end of the cor­ri­dor. I'm told by Dar­ren that the oc­cu­pant, Dan­ny (bur­glar) will be re­leased in the morn­ing, and some of his friends wished to give him a farewell present. Half a dozen in­mates have filled a black bin lin­er with wa­ter, and added tea bags, sug­ar, stale bread, but­ter and beans. They are now all pee­ing in­to it. They then emp­ty the con­tents on­to the hap­less pris­on­er's bed just be­fore we are due to be banged up. This en­sures that he will have to spend his fi­nal night clean­ing up the cell if he hopes to be re­leased in the morn­ing.
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      9.00 pm

      Dr Starkey con­tin­ues his ex­cel­lent se­ries on the six wives of Hen­ry VI­II. Tonight it's Anne Bo­leyn. Al­though Starkey spends the whole hour be­ing fair­ly crit­ical of the queen, one can­not but ad­mire the la­dy's last sen­ti­ment be­fore be­ing be­head­ed. Her short speech was full of grace, with no fault placed at the door of Hen­ry VI­II She can't have been all bad.
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      DAY 62 - TUESDAY 18 SEPTEMBER 2001

      Pot­tery. Car­ry on pro­duc­ing long worms for my pot, much to the amuse­ment of the oth­er pris­on­ers, all of whom show far more promise than I do. Craig (GBH) is mak­ing a horse for his moth­er, Lloyd (drugs), a heart-​shaped jew­ellery box for his girl­friend, Pe­ter (bur­glary), an­oth­er bowl for his aunt and Paul (mur­der), yet an­oth­er Christ on the cross.
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      6.00 am

      It's been a week since the ter­ror­ists struck New York and Wash­ing­ton. It now seems un­like­ly that any more bod­ies will be res­cued from be­neath the rub­ble, al­though May­or Giu­liani is a long way off giv­ing or­ders to stop the search while there's the slimmest hope that any­one might still be alive. He's lost so many fire­men, po­lice­men and city work­ers and was near­ly killed him­self that I can't see him call­ing off the search for at least an­oth­er week; this de­spite the fact that no­body oth­er than the clos­est of rel­atives be­lieves that any­one else can have sur­vived.
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      8.30 am

      Dan­ny, the pris­on­er who had his cell sacked last night, is now bid­ding farewell to ev­ery­one on the spur as he's due to be re­leased with­in the hour. He seems to bear no grudges and I watch him shak­ing hands with Jim­my who tells me lat­er that Dan­ny was prob­ably thank­ful that his de­part­ing gift wasn't phys­ical, as it was on Mel's last night. Jim­my doesn't go in­to any de­tail but does ad­mit that Mel had to spend his last few hours on the hos­pi­tal wing.
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      11.45 am

      Call Al­ison. David's picked up the pack­age from Sale and she has sent the Botero de­tails plus pho­tos to Sothe­by's for a re­al­is­tic val­ua­tion, with copies to me. She has al­so dis­patched the Botero cat­alogue raisonne as a gift to the li­brary. At least that way I will get to see the great artist's works rather than have the book con­fis­cat­ed and not re­turned un­til I am fi­nal­ly re­leased. Al­ison has hand­ed the neck­lace over to James, who awaits my in­struc­tions. Still no val­ua­tion on the emer­ald.
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      6.00 pm

      Noth­ing else worth re­port­ing to­day, ex­cept Jim­my (cap­tain of ev­ery­thing) has just re­turned from town leave, and looks as if he's had sex. Sex is al­lowed when you're on town leave. How could they stop it? Jim­my has been out so much re­cent­ly that he al­most treats Way­land like a bed and break­fast mo­tel. Still, to be fair, he'll on­ly be with us for an­oth­er three weeks. Will he leave Way­land be­fore I do?
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      DAY 63 - WEDNESDAY 19 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      6.04 am

      Things Amer­ican still dom­inate the news, as I feel sure they will for some time to come. Tony Blair has seized the ini­tia­tive and flown to Berlin and Paris for talks with the chan­cel­lor and the pres­ident. In The Times this morn­ing Pe­ter Rid­dell de­scribes him as hav­ing 'a good war', but the truth is that ev­ery­one is wait­ing to find out what George W. Bush's re­sponse will be to the Tal­iban's stonewalling.
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. I fin­ish my mas­ter­piece. My tu­tor Anne asks the rest of the class to gath­er round and help her de­cide what it is. Four opt for a flow­er­pot, three an up­side-​down hat, and one in­mate feels I should have pressed on and pro­duced an um­brel­la stand.
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      11.00 am

      An­oth­er wel­come flood of let­ters to­day, in­clud­ing one from John Ma­jor and an­oth­er from George Carey (see op­po­site). Both are hand­writ­ten and full of un­der­stand­ing and kind­ness.

      Mary tells me in her let­ter that she's been in touch with KP­MG who are do­ing a very thor­ough job and re­fus­ing to be hur­ried. David Smith, one of their se­nior part­ners, plans to come and see me next Mon­day to­geth­er with my so­lic­itor. She feels, as I have noth­ing to hide, that I should agree to the meet­ing. I had nev­er planned to do oth­er­wise.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. Ev­ery day you se­lect a num­ber from the lunch list (see op­po­site). I al­ways choose the veg­etar­ian op­tion for rea­sons I have al­ready ex­plained. As I pass Mr Shep­per­son, he calls out two which turns out to be a beef burg­er. I point out po­lite­ly that there must be some mis­take. He im­me­di­ate­ly checks the mas­ter list to dis­cov­er that the mis­take is mine. I've cir­cled two, not five. Re­sult? No lunch to­day. He makes no at­tempt to of­fer me an al­ter­na­tive be­cause all the dish­es are pre-​se­lect­ed, he ex­plains. In any case, that would set a prece­dent.

      Carl (GBH, goal scor­er) who serves the pud­dings on the end of the line, of­fers me a sec­ond or­ange and turn­ing to Shep­per­son says, 'His lord­ship has nev­er been the same since I in­tro­duced him to cannabis.' This is greet­ed by cheers from the wait­ing queue. Even Shep­per­son man­ages a smile.
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      6.00 pm

      Sup­per. This time I cir­cled the right num­ber, veg­etable hot­pot, and, be­cause Mr Chap­man is on du­ty, I end up with two por­tions.
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      DAY 64 - THURSDAY 20 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      5.59 am

      Dur­ing the past week George Bush has been crit­icized - main­ly by jour­nal­ists - for not be­ing able to string a sen­tence to­geth­er. But to­day he con­found­ed his crit­ics (me in­clud­ed) by de­liv­er­ing an el­egant and mov­ing speech to Congress. This was not on­ly well writ­ten (I read the full text as re­pro­duced in The Times), but the speech writ­er had caught his voice be­cause he de­liv­ered the text with such as­sur­ance.

      Mean­while the prime min­is­ter's tim­ing con­tin­ues to be fault­less. He flew in­to New York fol­low­ing talks with Chirac in Paris and then was driv­en straight to Ground Ze­ro. He was shown round the smoul­der­ing site by May­or Guil­iani, be­fore at­tend­ing a memo­ri­al ser­vice at St Patrick's.

      I tune in four hours lat­er to hear the pres­ident's speech to Congress on­ly to find Mr Blair now sit­ting in the pres­ident's box - Mrs Bush on one side of him and May­or Giu­liani on the oth­er. He's done more to strength­en the spe­cial re­la­tion­ship in one week than any­one since the days of Roo­sevelt and Churchill.
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      8.00 am

      Mr Clegg ar­rives out­side my door and stares in­to my cell. He in­forms me that the decor, as de­signed by Shaun, has not met with the gov­er­nor's ap­proval. The walls must be re­turned to their orig­inal colour by the end of the week. But as the gov­er­nor hasn't been seen on A block, let alone my spur, in any­one's mem­ory, this seems a lit­tle un­like­ly. How­ev­er, I go in search of Locke…
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      11.30 am

      In my post, among oth­er things, is a cat­alogue from Sothe­by's New York, for their Latin Amer­ican sale last May. I walk across to Ser­gio's cell and it's my turn to give him a tu­to­ri­al. I ex­plain how an auc­tion works, and what is meant by high and low es­ti­mates. On the right-​hand side of each page is a re­pro­duc­tion of a paint­ing or sculp­ture. On the left, the artist's name and any known prove­nance of the work.

      We im­me­di­ate­ly check out the two oils, two sculp­tures and five draw­ings by Botero. A sculp­ture of a re­clin­ing wom­an had a low es­ti­mate of $ 175,000 and sold for $ 190,000. A vast sculp­ture of a nude wom­an had a low es­ti­mate of $400,000 but on­ly man­aged $325,000, where­as an oil paint­ing of a bowl of flow­ers which had a low es­ti­mate of $225,000, sold for $425,000. The five draw­ings, rang­ing in price from $15,000 to $25,000 failed to reach the ham­mer price and were BI (bought in) per­haps be­cause the sub­ject (bull fight­ing) would not have ap­pealed to many Amer­icans.

      We then care­ful­ly check the pho­tos of Boteros that ar­rived in the morn­ing post and try to work out what their low es­ti­mate might be, and see if we can spot a bar­gain. There is a ma­que­tte of a nude wom­an for which I'm will­ing to of­fer $10,000, two small oils, $25,000 and $35,000, a large smil­ing cat, $200,000, and a mag­nif­icent por­trait en­ti­tled The Card Play­ers (see plate sec­tion) which we set­tle on at $400,000, al­though the sell­er wants a mil­lion. My bids are all low, and al­though Ser­gio will of­fer the sell­ers cash, I doubt if we'll man­age to pick up any of them as Botero is, af­ter all, an es­tab­lished in­ter­na­tion­al name. How­ev­er, as Ser­gio points out, al­though Christie's and Sothe­by's have of­fices in Brazil, Mex­ico and Ar­genti­na, they have no pres­ence in Colom­bia, which may pro­vide us with a small edge in an over­crowd­ed mar­ket. He al­so adds that Septem­ber 11th may have caused prices to fall sud­den­ly. We'll just have to wait and see if he's right.

      When 'Lock up,' is bel­lowed out, I re­turn to my cell.
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      10.30 pm

      I fall asleep dream­ing of The Card Play­ers. I even know which wall I would hang it on in Lon­don.
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      DAY 65 - FRIDAY 21 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      6.11 am

      George W. Bush and Tony Blair of­fi­cial­ly name Osama bin Laden as the man be­hind the ter­ror­ist at­tack on the twin tow­ers in New York. Al­though ships and planes are spot­ted head­ing for the Gulf, no one seems to know when any re­tal­ia­tion is like­ly to take place.

      Bush has warned the Tal­iban, give up bin Laden or we strike. The Tal­iban's re­sponse is that it would be an in­sult to Al­lah, but don't men­tion the fact that the lead­er of the Tal­iban is bin Laden's fa­ther-​in-​law. When Bush was told their re­sponse he ap­peared on TV of­fer­ing $30 mil­lion for bin Laden, dead or alive. The mo­ment I heard that I feared for the pres­ident's life.
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      9.00 am

      Gym. Alex (spe­cial needs group) does three sets of ten sit-​ups for the first time and, be­cause he can't speak, gives me a thumbs-​up sign, while Rob­bie and Les ap­plaud him. They are as yet un­aware that I will al­so ex­pect them to be­gin sit-​ups next week. One of the few ex­pe­ri­ences I shall miss when I leave Way­land (if I ev­er es­cape) will be these week­ly ses­sions.
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      10.45 am

      When I re­turn from the gym the news­pa­pers are on my bed. They are so full of news from both sides of the At­lantic that I don't dis­cov­er un­til page eleven of The Times that the CPS are not go­ing ahead with any as­sault charges against John Prescott. One or two of the in­mates mut­ter about one rule for New Labour and an­oth­er for the rest of us. A se­nior of­fi­cer is even more ap­palled by the PM's flip­pant re­mark, 'Well, that's John, isn't it?' So much for, 'We'll deal with crime and the caus­es of crime.'
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      3.00 pm

      Phone Mary, who tells me that the gov­er­nor has sent all the Prison Ser­vice pa­pers show­ing the stat­ed rea­sons for my re­cate-​go­riza­tion from D-​cat to C-​cat He wish­es it to be known that it is not the Prison Ser­vice that is hold­ing up my re­in­state­ment She has oth­er news, but not on the phone.
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      11.00 am

      Gym. 2,116 me­tres on the row­er in ten min­utes; three miles on the run­ning ma­chine in twen­ty-​five min­utes fifty-​two sec­onds; and six miles on the bike in ten min­utes, mak­ing me feel about forty-​five, un­til I see a West In­di­an re­place me on the run­ning ma­chine and do twelve mph for twen­ty min­utes. Still, he is a mere twen­ty-​three.
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      1.15 pm

      I call Chris at the gallery. He's un­hap­py about the Boteros be­cause he has on­ly black and white re­pro­duc­tions. I agree to do noth­ing un­til Sothe­by's have au­then­ti­cat­ed them and come back with a low es­ti­mate.
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      7.00 pm

      I call James. He's back in Lon­don and tells me that our ex­pert has con­firmed that the emer­ald was a good pur­chase for $10,000, al­though he isn't will­ing to place a val­ue on it. I am re­lieved to dis­cov­er that Ser­gio isn't a crook, and what's more, Mary will end up with a spe­cial Christ­mas present. I won­der where I'll be this Christ­mas?
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      12.07 pm

      To­day is dom­inat­ed by one in­ci­dent worth record­ing in de­tail, and it all be­gan while I was in my cell read­ing The Times.

      I have al­ready ex­plained that dur­ing As­so­ci­ation a group of West In­di­ans play domi­noes in the main room. The amount of noise that em­anates from each move would lead one to be­lieve that a heavy­weight box­ing con­test was tak­ing place, which is why a prob­lem aris­es when a re­al in­ci­dent oc­curs, be­cause the up­roar can hard­ly reach a high­er pitch. How­ev­er, this time the noise was ac­com­pa­nied by the ring­ing of bells and of­fi­cers run­ning from ev­ery di­rec­tion to­wards the As­so­ci­ation room. It was like be­ing back in Bel­marsh. By the time I made an en­trance, the in­ci­dent was well un­der con­trol. How­ev­er, sev­er­al of the broth­ers still wished to give me their ver­sion of events.

      It seems that one of the broth­ers had been moved from D to A block re­cent­ly, os­ten­si­bly be­cause he had been bul­lied. It seems that when he was out on a town vis­it to Nor­wich a cou­ple of weeks ago, his mates gath­ered to­geth­er a large sum of mon­ey so that he could pick up an or­der of drugs. A prob­lem arose when he re­turned that night and didn't have any of the gear with him. His ex­cuse was he didn't think he'd get the sk­ag past the guards. How­ev­er, he couldn't come up with a con­vinc­ing ex­pla­na­tion for not be­ing able to re­turn their cash. When he was found cow­er­ing in his cell with a cut be­low his eye and a bro­ken nose, the unit of­fi­cer quick­ly moved him across to our block and, they hoped, out of harm's way. How­ev­er, dur­ing ex­er­cise yes­ter­day the broth­ers on D block in­formed the broth­ers on A block how he'd stitched them up, and passed the re­spon­si­bil­ity of ex­act­ing re­venge on to them.

      Back to the Sun­day af­ter­noon game of domi­noes, where a row broke out with the cul­prit. One of the play­ers left the group, walked across to the snook­er ta­ble, picked up a ball, turned round and hurled it at him. Amaz­ing­ly, he hit the right man in the back of the head at thir­ty paces (there were eleven pris­on­ers seat­ed around the ta­ble at the time). The ball must have been pro­pelled at about sev­en­ty-​miles an hour, be­cause it split the man's head open. The pitch­er end­ed up in seg­re­ga­tion, while the vic­tim is on his way to the lo­cal hos­pi­tal. Both will ap­pear in front of the gov­er­nor lat­er this week.

      The usu­al pun­ish­ment would be twen­ty-​eight days added to both men's sen­tences, which the gov­er­nor can mete out with­out re­course to the courts and, in a case like this, an im­me­di­ate trans­fer to dif­fer­ent A- or B-​cat es­tab­lish­ments.

      I go in­to great de­tail to de­scribe this in­ci­dent sim­ply be­cause those ca­su­al­ly read­ing this di­ary might be left with an im­pres­sion that life at Way­land is al­most bear­able. It isn't. You can nev­er be sure from one mo­ment to the next if your life is in dan­ger. On this block alone there are a dozen mur­der­ers, count­less thugs and drug ad­dicts with whom I have to co-​ex­ist ev­ery day.

      I'm not un­hap­py to see my door slammed shut tonight.

      My meet­ing with KP­MG and that an an­nounce­ment is like­ly to be made in the next cou­ple of days. He con­firms that they have been ready to move me for some time, and they are on­ly wait­ing for a call from the po­lice.

      I re­turn to my cell aware that when KP­MG fi­nal­ly an­nounce their find­ings, and the po­lice con­firm that they have dropped their en­quiries, that the press cov­er­age will be about a hun­dredth of that cre­at­ed by Ms Nichol­son the day af­ter she had ap­peared on News­night
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      9.00 am

      'Bur­glars.' This is the cry that goes up from fel­low in­mates when of­fi­cers ap­pear on the spur to be­gin a 'spin' - cell search.

      I didn't get to pot­tery yes­ter­day be­cause of my le­gal vis­it, and it looks as if I'm go­ing to miss it again to­day. We've just been told to stay in our cells, as a search is about to be con­duct­ed fol­low­ing the snook­er hall in­ci­dent on Sun­day. I fail to see how a pris­on­er throw­ing a snook­er ball at an­oth­er in­mate should re­sult in the whole of A block be­ing searched two days lat­er. How­ev­er, it's Shane (GBH, gym or­der­ly) who tells me that when they 'spun' the as­sailant's cell, they found a nine-​inch blade hid­den un­der his mat­tress, and the gov­er­nor has or­dered a com­pre­hen­sive search of the whole block.

      Search­ing 112 cells takes the du­ty of­fi­cers a lit­tle over two hours. Mr Shep­per­son and a col­league spend ten min­utes in my cell on­ly to dis­cov­er that I have two more tow­els than I'm en­ti­tled to and a T-​shirt that Ser­gio has giv­en me be­cause he's leav­ing on Thurs­day. They don't com­ment on these in­dis­cre­tions as they are ob­vi­ous­ly look­ing for more im­por­tant items.

      As I hang around in my cell, I am amused to see the grass out­side is lit­tered with dif­fer­ent ob­jects that have been thrown out of the win­dows since the shout of 'Bur­glars' went up. Ap­par­ent­ly it's main­ly drugs and oth­er banned sub­stances, but de­spite a fur­ther search amongst the rub­bish, no oth­er knives or blades are dis­cov­ered.

      When the 'spin' is over, I'm told that Nigel, (GBH, race re­la­tions rep, known as the Preach­er - see plate sec­tion), has had a car­pet re­moved from his cell, and Dar­ren, two pots of sea-​green paint. An of­fi­cer con­firms that no oth­er knives were found on our spur which sur­pris­es Dar­ren, al­though he won't tell me why.

      The most com­mon ob­ject re­moved from the cells turns out to be TV re­mote con­trols. For some in­ex­pli­ca­ble rea­son, re­mote con­trols are al­lowed on­ly on D block (the drug-​free block). Re­sult? D block­ers trade their re­motes for drugs. Prison log­ic.
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      12 noon

      Ex­er­cise. Af­ter half an hour of pow­er walk­ing in the fresh air, Dar­ren and I re­turn to the block. As he strolls back through the gate, his eyes light on his two pots of sea-​green paint stand­ing in the hall­way. I'm afraid I can't re­sist it. I pick them both up and de­posit them back in his cell. He im­me­di­ate­ly hides them in the dust­bin room at the end of the cor­ri­dor, ex­plain­ing that should any of­fi­cer dis­cov­er they're miss­ing, the first cell they would search would be his, and he could end up on re­port. If he hears noth­ing for twen­ty-​four hours he'll feel it's safe to re­trieve them. So much hap­pens in prison ev­ery day, that it's not un­like a na­tion­al news­pa­per. Yes­ter­day's big sto­ry is quick­ly re­placed by some new in­ci­dent de­mand­ing the staff's im­me­di­ate at­ten­tion. Dar­ren agrees it's the first time I've been able to do some­thing for him.

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      6.00 pm

      I call Will to con­firm that he's still plan­ning to vis­it me on Fri­day. He tells me that DCS Per­ry is off sick and his deputy is un­will­ing to make a de­ci­sion while he's away. So much for jus­tice. I be­gin to think that I'll be in Way­land for the rest of my life.
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. It's Anne's birth­day. She's amused by my flow­er­pot (we've all agreed now that it is to be thought of as a flow­er­pot) and says that it must be left to dry for two weeks be­fore it can be placed in the kiln.

      An­oth­er of the tu­tors has brought in a box of crayons for Shaun. When I leave the art room an hour lat­er, I place the crayons in a plas­tic bag which, to my sur­prise, the of­fi­cers don't both­er to look in­side. I then walk out on­to the ex­er­cise yard and, in front of sev­er­al oth­er of­fi­cers, stroll across to the win­dow of Shaun's cell on C block and pass the crayons through the bars, drop­ping them on his bed. On­ly yes­ter­day we were all searched for a knife. To­day… prison log­ic. I ad­mit I'm on­ly smug­gling crayons, but you would have thought some­one might have just checked.
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      2.00 pm

      No gym be­cause it's rug­by prac­tice. Mr Harley has se­lect­ed a team of pos­si­bles v prob­ables for the first match next week, which he asks me to ref­er­ee.

      The stan­dard turns out to be far high­er than I had ex­pect­ed. An Afro-​Caribbean in­mate picks up a ball that is passed to his toes at full speed and carves his way through a bunch of thugs and mur­der­ers to score a bril­liant try un­der the posts. It augers well for next week.

      When we re­turn to the chang­ing room the young man tells me that he's nev­er played the game be­fore. How much tal­ent is there in this coun­try that we just don't find out about, let alone nur­ture?

      An­oth­er pris­on­er stand­ing next to me in the show­er is six foot nine, and was one of the sec­ond row for­wards (sur­prise, sur­prise). He's more in­ter­est­ed in talk­ing about my tri­al, which he de­scribes as a di­abol­ical lib­er­ty. As I nev­er dis­cuss my case with oth­er in­mates, I on­ly lis­ten.

      'I al­so got four years,' he said, 'for bur­glary - with five hun­dred and two, yeah, five hun­dred and two,' he re­peats, 'oth­er of­fences to be tak­en in­to con­sid­er­ation.'

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      DAY 71 - THURSDAY 27 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      8.00 am

      Ser­gio will be leav­ing for Heathrow with­in the hour. We agree that I will call him next Tues­day at 7 pm GMT, two o'clock in Bo­go­ta. He tells me that there is at least £7 left on his BT phonecard, which ought to be enough for him to let me know that he has ar­rived safe­ly and put in my of­fer for the Boteros. Could I re­al­ly get The Card Play­ers for $400,000?
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. Shaun spends two hours, with two ten-​minute breaks, draw­ing Jules's body - in a crouch­ing po­si­tion, and wear­ing his grey prison track­suit. This is his best ef­fort yet. He'll add the head next week. He now has on­ly Steve (con­spir­acy to mur­der, li­brary or­der­ly) and Jim­my (Ec­sta­sy and cap­tain of ev­ery­thing) left to draw. How­ev­er, as Steve rarely leaves the li­brary, Jim­my is out all day work­ing on the farm and Shaun is due to be re­leased in four weeks' time, this may prove a close-​run thing. I will not see the fi­nal mon­tage un­til Shaun has pre­sent­ed his port­fo­lio to my lit­er­ary agent, Jonathan Lloyd.
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      3.30 pm

      Ex­er­cise. As we cir­cum­nav­igate the yard, Dar­ren tells me about a pris­on­er who was trans­ferred to Lit­tle­hey ear­ly this morn­ing; the gov­er­nor con­sid­ered that his life might be in dan­ger if he re­mained at Way­land. He had al­ready been shipped out of Blun­der­stone Prison ear­li­er this month when it was dis­cov­ered that he was be­ing beat­en up on a reg­ular ba­sis.

      'When he ar­rived here' Dar­ren con­tin­ues, 'he claimed that he was in for punch­ing a taxi driv­er, which few of us be­lieved. It just didn't add up,' he added with­out fur­ther ex­pla­na­tion. By now we've com­plet­ed two cir­cuits and I'm none the wis­er as to what this is all about. But Dar­ren is en­joy­ing keep­ing me in sus­pense.

      The un­named pris­on­er last­ed on C block for on­ly a few days be­fore they torched his cell, and set fire to all his be­long­ings, so he was quick­ly moved to A block. But he last­ed on­ly one night be­fore a del­ega­tion of pris­on­ers paid a vis­it to the prin­ci­pal of­fi­cer (Mr Tin­kler), telling him that if the man was still on the block af­ter the week­end, they could not be re­spon­si­ble for his safe­ty. 'What is he in for?' I ask, un­able to con­tain my cu­rios­ity. 'Ah, I see I still have your at­ten­tion,' com­ments Dar­ren, 'even if I haven't learnt to cur­tail your im­pa­tience.' He paus­es dra­mat­ical­ly. 'He has com­mit­ted a crime for which his fel­low pris­on­ers would show no mer­cy.' Dar­ren cov­ers a few more yards be­fore he adds, 'He kid­napped and raped a thir­teen-​year-​old girl. So they've fi­nal­ly moved him to a prison where he will be safe, be­cause he'll on­ly be locked up with oth­er nonces.'
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      6.00 pm

      George W. Bush's first act of war is to sign an or­der freez­ing all ac­counts to which Osama bin Laden has ac­cess. It's be­ing re­port­ed on the evening news that Clin­ton at­tempt­ed to do the same thing when he was pres­ident but couldn't get Congress to back him.

      Noth­ing worth watch­ing on tele­vi­sion, so I re­turn to the works of Shake­speare. Tonight, King Lear. If on­ly the Bard had ex­pe­ri­enced a few months in prison…
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      DAY 72 - FRIDAY 28 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      9.00 am

      Gym. It's my week­ly ses­sion with the spe­cial needs group. I now have my own lit­tle class - Alex, Rob­bie, Les and Paul. We be­gin on the row­er be­fore mov­ing across to the run­ning ma­chine, and this week I ask them all to try sit-​ups. A new chal­lenge. Alex and Rob­bie man­age ten, while Les and Paul find it dif­fi­cult to do more than five. But at least they now have a week­ly tar­get.
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      12 noon

      Lunch looks dis­gust­ing, so I don't both­er. I have a vis­it to­day so I can sup­ple­ment my di­et from the can­teen.
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      2.00 pm

      Fort­night­ly vis­it. This Fri­day, my three vis­itors are my son Will and two of my dear­est friends, Chris Bee­tles and God­frey Bark­er. I've de­cid­ed to al­lo­cate the first half hour to Will, fol­lowed by twen­ty min­utes with Chris, then an­oth­er twen­ty with God­frey and then a fi­nal ses­sion with all three.

      Will starts by telling me about a call he re­ceived dur­ing the jour­ney to Way­land telling him that the KP­MG ac­coun­tants had just come out of a meet­ing with the po­lice, and had left them in no doubt that I was nev­er in­volved with the col­lect­ing or dis­tri­bu­tion of any Sim­ple Truth mon­ey do­nat­ed to the Red Cross. Will goes on to say that he can't be­lieve I'll still be at Way­land this time next week.

      Will's next piece of news is that he has a new girl­friend, but as he's re­turn­ing to Amer­ica on Thurs­day, he can't be sure if it's go­ing any­where. I'm dis­ap­point­ed. I can't wait to be a grand­fa­ther. The rest of Will's news is do­mes­tic, and af­ter thir­ty min­utes, he makes way for Chris.

      Chris ap­pears with a toast­ed cheese and toma­to sand­wich - quite the finest del­ica­cy I've eat­en for the past sev­en­ty days. I'm still not quite sure how he man­aged it.

      I be­gin by brief­ing Chris on Shaun (forgery) and the sketch­es he's work­ing on for this di­ary. As Shaun will be re­leased in three weeks' time, I've asked him to vis­it Chris at the gallery and present his port­fo­lio. Chris ex­plains that there's a rec­og­nized fee for the re­pro­duc­tion of an artist's work, but if I want to pur­chase the orig­inals, he will hap­pi­ly ne­go­ti­ate a fair price.

      We go on to dis­cuss Botero. Chris feels that as the great man has such an in­ter­na­tion­al fol­low­ing the chance of pick­ing up a cheap orig­inal, even if Ser­gio does know Botero's moth­er, seems un­like­ly. I ac­cept his judg­ment, but still feel it's pos­si­ble Ser­gio might sur­prise us. Chris shrugs his shoul­ders. When he changes the sub­ject to Tot­ten­ham Hot­spur, I quick­ly re­place him with God­frey.

      God­frey brings me a sec­ond cheese and toma­to sand­wich, not toast­ed this time.

      God­frey is a dis­tin­guished art crit­ic, aca­dem­ic and a friend of twen­ty years' stand­ing. We dis­cuss an im­por­tant mat­ter con­cern­ing Mr Jus­tice Potts and a din­ner God­frey and his wife Ann at­tend­ed a cou­ple of years ago, when the judge made re­marks about me which, if true, I be­lieve should have dis­qual­ifed him from pre­sid­ing over my case. God­frey needs to check his di­aries be­fore he can con­firm the ex­act evening the sup­per took place, and the rea­sons why Sir Humphrey made the re­marks he did. God­frey promis­es to keep Mary in­formed. Ann Bark­er serves on the Pa­role Board, and an­oth­er mem­ber of the Pa­role Board was al­so present at the din­ner. Thank God for friends who be­lieve in jus­tice.

      The fi­nal ses­sion spent with all three of them is great fun, not least be­cause Will brings me an­oth­er cheese and toma­to sand­wich. I didn't have lunch, and now I needn't both­er with sup­per. God­frey tells me that he be­lieves IDS can win the next elec­tion. Chris pours scorn on the idea, and is hap­py to stake a Mars bar on Blair, who he be­lieves has hard­ly put a foot wrong since Septem­ber 11th.

      'Let's see what he looks like in a year's time,' coun­ters God­frey.

      I can on­ly won­der where I'll be in a year's time…

      The call for vis­itors to leave comes all too soon, and I am painful­ly re­mind­ed how much I en­joy the com­pa­ny of old friends.

      When I leave to re­turn to my cell, I am stopped and made to suf­fer the hu­mil­ia­tion of a strip-​search. Two ju­nior of­fi­cers ob­vi­ous­ly think it will be fun to tell their friends at the pub tonight that they made Lord Archer take all his clothes off. Good heav­ens, they dis­cov­er I have a pe­nis just like oth­er in­mates. It spoils what had been a bet­ter day. How­ev­er, their pet­ti­ness is not typ­ical of the ma­jor­ity of of­fi­cers at Way­land.
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      6.00 pm

      Jim­my is back from four days of home leave - this is al­lowed for non-​pa­role pris­on­ers who have served a third of their sen­tence. Jim­my's sen­tence was three and a half years, mine four. Mr Jus­tice Potts un­der­stood the dif­fer­ence on­ly too well. Jim­my says he can't wait to get a good night's sleep. He's had sex with two wom­en in the past forty-​eight hours; one stupid but sexy, the oth­er an un­der­grad­uate who likes telling her friends she's sleep­ing with a con­vict. He can't de­cide which of them to com­mit to when he's re­leased in three weeks' time. Dar­ren of­fers him sage ad­vice: If you can't choose be­tween them, nei­ther can be right.'
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      10.00 pm

      For the first time since Septem­ber 11th the lead sto­ry on the Ten O'Clock News does not come from the oth­er side of the At­lantic. It still in­volves ter­ror­ists, but this time the re­port comes from North­ern Ire­land. I won­der how long the prob­lems of Osama bin Laden will re­main paramount, as one can't help re­mem­ber­ing that Sad­dam Hus­sein is still on the loose…

      I switch off the news, and con­tin­ue my Shake­speare­an marathon by turn­ing to Richard II.
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      DAY 73 - SATURDAY 29 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      9.00 am

      Jim­my now wants to es­cape. He's due to be re­leased in three weeks' time, but those four days on the out­side have giv­en him a taste for free­dom. He has no in­ten­tion of re­turn­ing to jail. It was Jim­my's first of­fence, and he swears it will be his last. I have come to ad­mire the way the Prison Ser­vice, the pro­ba­tion of­fi­cers and the pa­role board are able to as­sess which pris­on­ers are like­ly to re­of­fend and which are not. They prob­ably make mis­takes, which will guar­an­tee them un­flat­ter­ing head­lines wish­ing they had cho­sen an eas­ier pro­fes­sion. But let's at least be thank­ful some­one's will­ing to do the job.
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      11.30 am

      Dur­ing ex­er­cise Dar­ren tells me about a pris­on­er who's been shipped out this morn­ing at short no­tice. It seems that he was fast be­com­ing the No. 1 drug deal­er for the prison, and was hap­py to ex­change his wares - cannabis, co­caine and hero­in - for phonecards or to­bac­co. How­ev­er, a prob­lem arose be­cause the drug baron on C block was on­ly will­ing to sup­ply his stock for cash, paid in­to a pri­vate bank ac­count on the out­side. Let me re­mind you how this works. Pris­on­ers will in­struct a friend or rel­ative dur­ing vis­its (they con­sid­er the phone or let­ters too risky) to place mon­ey in­to an ac­count of an as­so­ciate of the prison drug deal­er, who then sup­plies the gear.

      When the drug baron on C block found his cus­tomers were mov­ing their busi­ness to the new boy on B block be­cause he didn't re­quire cash, some­thing dras­tic need­ed to be done. Yes­ter­day, while his ri­val was in the gym, he paid two oth­er in­mates (clean­ers) on B block to torch his cell. Re­sult, the pris­on­er whose cell was torched was im­me­di­ate­ly trans­ferred to an­oth­er gaol. This means that the drug baron on C block is able to con­tin­ue his evil trade and will be re­leased in a few weeks' time sup­port­ed by a healthy bank bal­ance.
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      8.00 pm

      There is rarely any­thing worth watch­ing on TV on a Sat­ur­day night, so I fin­ish off Richard II - or to be more ac­cu­rate, an as­sas­sin fin­ish­es off the poor fel­low. I last saw the play per­formed at the Bar­bi­can with Sam West in the ti­tle role. I had been look­ing for­ward to his Ham­let at Strat­ford, but it was not to be.
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      DAY 74 - SUNDAY 30 SEPTEMBER 2001
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      8.00 am

      I call Mary to be told that the po­lice are drop­ping their en­quiry hav­ing not even both­ered to in­ter­view me. Mary is think­ing of writ­ing to Baroness Nichol­son and de­mand­ing an apol­ogy. I tell her it's a waste of time as Nichol­son has nei­ther the grace nor the de­cen­cy to ad­mit she made a false ac­cu­sa­tion. Ms Nichol­son is a wealthy wom­an. It would be a no­ble ges­ture on her part were she to cov­er KP­MG's costs, rather than leave the Red Cross to foot the bill.

      Mary goes on to dis­cuss a con­ver­sa­tion she's had with God­frey. He as­sured her that he is aware of the im­por­tance of any af­fi­davit he might sign, and the ef­fect it would have on my ap­peal. She al­so con­firms that she is fly­ing to Wash­ing­ton on Thurs­day, and hopes that by the time she re­turns the fol­low­ing Tues­day, I will have been moved to an open prison.
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      10.30 am

      Chapel. The prison has ap­point­ed a new chap­lain. His name is Nick Tivey and, from his ac­cent, I can on­ly as­sume he hails from some­where in the north of these is­lands. He looks around thir­ty, and tells me that he's served in two parish­es as a priest, be­fore be­com­ing a prison chap­lain.

      His ser­mon, or chat, to the in­mates is very in­for­mal, and more ef­fec­tive for that. His theme is how Je­sus de­spised the Pharaohs (big­wigs) and much pre­ferred to mix with the sin­ners (us). Ap­plause breaks out among his con­gre­ga­tion of sev­en­teen (nine black, eight white), which has dou­bled since I last at­tend­ed chapel. He must be do­ing some­thing right if it's on­ly his sec­ond week.
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      8.00 pm

      I be­gin to read The Tem­pest and am re­mind­ed of John Wood's con­sum­mate per­for­mance as Pros­pero at Strat­ford.

      We are such stuff

      As dreams are made on, and our lit­tle life

      Is round­ed with a sleep

      But not tonight, be­cause Shane (GBH, gym or­der­ly) has his TV full on while he watch­es the Sun­day-​night box­ing. He likes to join in by of­fer­ing his opin­ion on each bout, some­times each punch, at the top of his voice. 'Prick' and 'wanker' are his more re­peat­able ex­ple­tives. The box­ing ends at 12.35 am, so I must have fall­en asleep some­time af­ter that.
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      DAY 75 - MONDAY 1 OCTOBER 2001
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      8.15 am

      I men­tion to Shane that he must have kept most of the spur awake un­til af­ter one o'clock, to which he replies, 'Let's face it, Jeff, I'm a fuckin' yob, and you'll just have to fuckin' well learn to live with it.'

    

  
    
      Purgatory - A Prison Diary Vol 2

    

    
      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. One pris­on­er knocks the trunk off an­oth­er in­mate's ele­phant and all he'll breaks loose. A lot of oaths are ut­tered as the two of them face up for a fight, while the lif­ers goad them on. Anne dis­ap­pears in­to the next room, and it's some time be­fore peace is re­stored. I dis­cov­er lat­er that both in­mates in­volved are due to be re­leased in a few weeks' time, and nei­ther would have want­ed their sen­tence ex­tend­ed. The lif­ers glow­er, dis­ap­point­ed by the lack of ac­tion.

      When the at­mo­sphere re­turns to near nor­mal, I sug­gest to the two lads that per­haps they both owe Anne (our teach­er) an apol­ogy. Two old­er pris­on­ers, both lif­ers, look on to see how the young­sters will re­act. They im­me­di­ate­ly dis­ap­pear in­to the next room and say sor­ry to Anne. She looks sur­prised. The lif­ers nod in my di­rec­tion. I make no ex­cus­es for these two louts' be­haviour, but how many of us re­al­ize just how lucky we are not to have been sub­ject­ed to an up­bring­ing where vi­olence, bad lan­guage and crime are the norm?
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      3.00 pm

      Three mem­bers of the Board of Vis­itors come to see me. They've heard I'm leav­ing in the near fu­ture, and I want­ed a chance to chat to them. The BoV are all un­paid vol­un­teers who give ser­vice with­out a great deal of thanks as both sides of the iron door are scep­ti­cal about their use­ful­ness. Al­most all the pris­on­ers de­scribe them as a com­plete waste of space, with the usu­al ad­jec­tive at­tached. This isn't ac­tu­al­ly fair; be­cause these vol­un­teers have brought about many im­prove­ments to prison life over the years, and on­ly last year con­vinced Jack Straw (Home Sec­re­tary at the time) to change his mind on a ma­jor de­ci­sion that af­fect­ed Way­land.

      I sug­gest to them that per­haps they should ap­pear more of­ten in the ex­er­cise yard. Once pris­on­ers get used to see­ing them strolling around, they may well come up and have a chat, and that might give in­mates more con­fi­dence in them. We then dis­cuss sev­er­al con­tentious is­sues, in par­tic­ular, the dai­ly gripe about be­ing banged up ear­ly on a Sat­ur­day, Sun­day and Mon­day, when we are in­car­cer­at­ed for four­teen hours at a stretch. They point out the prob­lem of staff short­ages. No one likes to ad­mit that there are on­ly four of­fi­cers on our wing at week­ends. Of­fi­cers at Way­land are cur­rent­ly owed 4,000 hours of over­time be­tween them, and I doubt if it's much dif­fer­ent in any oth­er prison.
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      DAY 76 - TUESDAY 2 OCTOBER 2001
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      9.00 am

      The new pro­ba­tion of­fi­cer asks to see me. Once I've set­tled in his of­fice, he ex­plains that he's on­ly go­ing through the mo­tions be­cause if I move to a D-​cat in the near fu­ture I won't be see­ing him again. When he learns that I'm ap­peal­ing against both con­vic­tion and sen­tence, the meet­ing comes to an abrupt halt, and I am sent back to my cell.
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      12 noon

      I phone Al­ison to dis­cov­er that Tony Mor­ton-​Hoop­er has faxed Mr Carl­ton-​Boyce (gov­er­nor in charge of move­ment) with my pref­er­ences for a D-​cat:

      Latch­mere House, Rich­mond

      Spring Hill, Buck­ing­hamshire

      Ford, Sus­sex

      Stam­ford Hill, Kent

      They all sound like mi­nor pub­lic schools.

      I know that they are un­like­ly to al­low me to trans­fer to Latch­mere House as I don't ful­fil their cri­te­ria, and Ford has al­ready turned me down on the grounds that they couldn't han­dle the press in­ter­est. The in­mates who have been to Stam­ford Hill tell me it's full of young crack­heads who will drive me to an ear­ly grave. I ex­pect there­fore to end up at Spring Hill, which Mr Mean­well has rec­om­mend­ed all along.
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      3.00 pm

      The SO (se­nior of­fi­cer) on du­ty calls me in for a pri­vate word. It seems that two pris­on­ers on C block have com­plained to the gov­er­nor that I was seen wear­ing a track­suit top dur­ing ex­er­cise, a priv­ilege en­joyed on­ly by en­hanced pris­on­ers. He will there­fore have to search my cell for the of­fend­ing ar­ti­cle, but he's rather busy at the mo­ment, so he won't be able to do so for an­oth­er thir­ty min­utes.

      The of­fend­ing ar­ti­cle is a cream Adi­das top, be­queathed to me by Ser­gio on the day he was de­port­ed. I re­turn to my cell and hand the top to Dar­ren. Af­ter I've told him about the in­ter­view, he calls in Jim­my, and be­tween them they give my cell a thor­ough go­ing over. They al­so re­move one bed­side lamp, one tin open­er and a yel­low check blan­ket, all of which I have ac­quired dur­ing the past month, and am not en­ti­tled to un­less en­hanced.

      The SO ar­rives thir­ty min­utes lat­er, ac­com­pa­nied by an­oth­er of­fi­cer and to­geth­er they search my cell. They reap­pear fif­teen min­utes lat­er, declar­ing my cell to be clean.

      I lat­er learn that the two pris­on­ers from C block who made the com­plaint are lif­ers - both in for mur­der. En­vy in pris­ons is ev­ery bit as preva­lent as it is on the out­side.
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      7.00 pm

      I call Ser­gio in Bo­go­ta and take ad­van­tage of the £7 left on his phonecard. The news is not good. None of my bids for the Boteros has been ac­cept­ed. Chris Bee­tles turned out to be right - know­ing the artist's moth­er is of no sig­nif­icance when deal­ing with a painter of in­ter­na­tion­al rep­uta­tion. 'Of­fer $500,000 for The Card Play­ers,' is my im­me­di­ate re­sponse. There is a long si­lence be­fore Ser­gio ad­mits. It's al­ready been sold for $900,000.' Beep… beep… beep… sec­onds to go. Tm sor­ry, Jef­frey, I'll keep try­ing to find you a…'

      I've nev­er heard from Ser­gio since.
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      DAY 77 - WEDNESDAY 3 OCTOBER 2001
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      8.15 am

      As we wait to be called for break­fast, the talk among the pris­on­ers in the cor­ri­dor is all about Shane (GBH, gym or­der­ly). They're fed up (not their ac­tu­al words) with the in­ces­sant noise he makes late at night and first thing in the morn­ing. I over­hear that two or three of them are plan­ning to beat him up in the show­er room af­ter he comes back from the rug­by match this af­ter­noon. I ask Dar­ren if I ought to re­port this to Mr Tin­kler.

      'No,' he says adamant­ly. 'Mind your own fuckin' busi­ness and leave it to us. But when you next see Tin­kler or Mean­well, you could men­tion what a fuckin' nui­sance Shane's be­come. Most of us would like to see him moved back up­stairs.' It's the first time Dar­ren has sworn in front of me.
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. Can­celled be­cause I have to at­tend a meet­ing with Reg Wal­ton, the sen­tence man­age­ment of­fi­cer. He seems a nice chap, if a lit­tle over­bur­dened by it all. He ex­plains that he has to fill in yet an­oth­er form if I'm to ad­vance to a D-​cat.

      'Be re­in­stat­ed' I ex­plain firm­ly, giv­ing him a brief run-​down of how I end­ed up at Way­land. He nods, and be­gins to fill in the lit­tle box­es. Here we go again.

      Once he's filled in all the lit­tle box­es he stands up, shakes my hand and wish­es me luck.

      'My wife loves your books.' He paus­es. Though I con­fess I've nev­er read one.'
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      2.00 pm

      I ref­er­ee a rug­by match be­tween Way­land and a lo­cal RAF camp. It's our first game against a vis­it­ing team, and it shows. I play the ad­van­tage law as best I can to as­sist Way­land, but the RAF still end up win­ning 39-12.
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      4.10 pm

      Mr Tin­kler says that he needs to see me fol­low­ing my in­ter­view with Mr Wal­ton. Steve tells me that he has nev­er known the two meet­ings to take place on the same day, which he takes as a sign they will be mov­ing me soon. I've come to learn what 'soon' means in prison, so I don't com­ment.
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      6.00 pm

      Shane is roam­ing around the cor­ri­dor in his dirty rug­by kit, avoid­ing the show­er room and be­ing nice to ev­ery­one. He even walks across to my cell to con­grat­ulate me on how well I ref­er­eed the match (frankly, not that well). Dar­ren lat­er tells me that Mon­ster (taxi driv­er, trans­port­ing cannabis) had warned him of his im­pend­ing doom if he doesn't re­form. Far more ef­fec­tive than a tick­ing-​off from an of­fi­cer.
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      8.00 pm

      I fin­ish The Tem­pest in peace. Shane has got the mes­sage, but for how long?
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      DAY 78 - THURSDAY 4 OCTOBER 2001
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      8.20 am

      Meet­ing with the PO, Mr Tin­kler. He tells me that he's signed my D-​cat forms, but they still have to be coun­ter­signed by my spur of­fi­cer, Mr Clegg. Mr Tin­kler leaves me in no doubt about how he feels the sys­tem has treat­ed me. I ac­cept that he and the uni­formed staff have done ev­ery­thing in their pow­er to make my in­car­cer­ation in Way­land bear­able, re­mem­ber­ing that I was nev­er meant to come here in the first place.
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      8.50 am

      Carl (GBH, servery, goal ev­ery match) comes down to our spur to say good­bye. It's al­ways in­ter­est­ing to see how the dif­fer­ent pris­on­ers re­act to some­one who's be­ing re­leased. There are those who will be leav­ing them­selves with­in weeks, even months, who hug him and shake him by the hand, while the long-​ter­mers look on sul­len­ly with en­vy in their eyes.

      My abid­ing mem­ory of Carl will be the day I put on a smart pair of brown loafers when Mary came to vis­it me, and he said, 'I've got a pair just like those, Jeff. Did you get them in Har­rods?'

      'Yes,' I replied.

      'So did I,' said Carl. 'But I'll bet you paid for yours.' As Carl leaves, Mr Clarke comes on­to the spur and wish­es him luck. 'I feel sure well be see­ing you again' he adds.
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. My pot, or how­ev­er we think of it, is dry­ing, so I watch Shaun add Jules's head to last week's shoul­ders. Jules is pleased with the re­sult and wants the orig­inal to give to his moth­er, al­ways an ex­cel­lent sign. Nor­mal­ly Shaun would charge £5 or the equiv­alent in to­bac­co, but he ex­plains to Jules that my pub­lish­ers have to see all the sketch­es first. I promise that, once they have, Jules will be sent the orig­inal. (See plate sec­tion.)

      Jules has al­ready been en­hanced, which af­fords him sev­er­al priv­ileges, in­clud­ing wear­ing his own clothes. He's re­cent­ly come down to our spur to take over Dan­ny's cell. He tells me that they've en­rolled him as a Lis­ten­er which, as I've al­ready ex­plained, is a big re­spon­si­bil­ity. His ed­uca­tion­al pro­gramme (A lev­el En­glish) is go­ing well, and when he says, 'I won't be com­ing back once I've been re­leased,' in his case, I be­lieve him.
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      3.15 pm

      Gym.  Com­plete pro­gramme in one hour, steady or slight im­prove­ment al­most ev­ery day.
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      6.30 pm

      Mr Clegg takes me through my D-​cat form and, as my spur of­fi­cer, signs me off as a mod­el pris­on­er. By that he means no drugs, no vi­olence, no oth­er charges since en­ter­ing prison. The doc­ument will now be passed on to Mr King, who in turn will send it up to Mr Carl­ton-​Boyce, who in turn…

      Mr Clegg goes on to tell me that a pris­on­er has re­port­ed him for racism. Now what­ev­er fail­ings Mr Clegg might have, be­ing a racist is not one of them. So when I re­turn to the spur, I brief Nigel (GBH), known as Preach­er (see plate sec­tion), who is the block's race re­la­tions rep­re­sen­ta­tive. He tells me that he'll speak to Mr King and try to straight­en things out.
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      8.00 pm

      Mary has flown to Wash­ing­ton for the fifti­eth birth­day of a mu­tu­al friend, so I can't call her. I be­gin Hen­ry IV, Part I.
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      DAY 79 - FRIDAY 5 OCTOBER 2001
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      9.00 am

      My lit­tle spe­cial needs group are now break­ing records ev­ery week. Alex is even join­ing in with catch­ball, which rounds off ev­ery ses­sion. Dar­ren has promised to take them over once I de­part, which is a re­lief, be­cause he's al­most as much of a mar­tinet as I am.
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      11.00 am

      Mr King tells me that my D-​cat forms have been hand­ed over to Mr Carl­ton-​Boyce. He al­so adds that Nigel has been to see him about Mr Clegg, and made it clear that no oth­er pris­on­er has ev­er de­scribed him as a racist. Mr King thanks me for my in­ter­ven­tion, ex­plain­ing that this sort of slur is hard to re­move once it's been writ­ten up on an of­fi­cer's re­port.

      'Tell Ms Nichol­son that,' I say in a mo­ment of anger.
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      12 noon

      Lunch. I have a small por­tion of beans and chips as it's can­teen day. How can I hope to lose weight with a di­et of beans and chips sup­ple­ment­ed by Cad­bury's Fruit and Nut plus crisps? I shall have to be­come the gym or­der­ly at my next prison.
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      9.00 pm

      The prime min­is­ter hints that the bomb­ing of Afghanistan is about to be­gin. He adds that the ground war that will fol­low could con­tin­ue be­yond next sum­mer. I can on­ly won­der where I'll be next sum­mer.

      Man­age Act IV of Hen­ry TV, Part I be­fore falling asleep.

      If I be not ashamed of my sol­diers, I am a soused gur­net,' de­clares Fal­staff. I have to look up gur­net.
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      DAY 8O - SATURDAY 6 OCTOBER 2OO1
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      11.00 am

      Gov­er­nor Carl­ton-​Boyce calls for me to con­firm that my D-​cat is go­ing through the sys­tem. He asks if I have any pref­er­ence as to which prison I would like to be moved to. It be­comes clear he hasn't read Tony Mor­ton-​Hoop­er's let­ter. I ex­plain that as my main res­idence is in Lon­don, any D-​cat in that area would be fine, be­cause then my fam­ily will find it eas­ier to vis­it. We dis­cuss Latch­mere House, Spring Hill and Stam­ford Hill. He says he'll check on avail­abil­ity and let me know.
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      2.30 pm

      Amaz­ing Brookes car­toon of Osama bin Laden as a poi­sonous mush­room in Na­ture Notes on the back of to­day's Times (see plate sec­tion). I call Chris Bee­tles, who rep­re­sents the car­toon­ist and ask if we should add it to the col­lec­tion.

      I have been putting to­geth­er a car­toon col­lec­tion - with Chris's help - for the past fif­teen years, which I had in­tend­ed to leave to the Palace of West­min­ster (Par­lia­ment). I'm even hav­ing sec­ond thoughts about that. The col­lec­tion com­pris­es around three hun­dred draw­ings, and in­cludes works by Beer­bohm, Vicky, Gould, Kal, Sear­le, Fur­niss, Stead­man and Scarfe, amongst many oth­ers. The col­lec­tion al­so in­cludes six­teen Brookes, but on­ly nine hang in the flat. Chris feels we should re­move Hague from the wall (an oc­to­pus sur­round­ed by suck­ers) and re­place him with bin Laden. The car­toon­ist keeps the odd gem for his pri­vate col­lec­tion, so I may not be able to ac­quire it Should you be won­der­ing, black and white, £850, colour, £1,450. Chris points out that he hasn't yet seen the quintessen­tial car­toon sum­ming up the full hor­ror of Septem­ber 11th.
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      5.00 pm

      Steve (con­spir­acy to mur­der, li­brar­ian) has just re­turned from the vis­its hall where he's been in charge of the shop. He tells me that they've had to stop sell­ing Walk­ers crisps be­cause one of the in­mates opened a pack­et and pulled out a £20 note (the com­pa­ny's lat­est pro­mo­tion­al scheme). The mon­ey was im­me­di­ate­ly im­pound­ed by a surveil­lance of­fi­cer and cred­it­ed to the pris­on­er's can­teen ac­count (no in­mate is al­lowed to be in pos­ses­sion of mon­ey for ob­vi­ous rea­sons). All box­es of Walk­ers have been re­placed with Gold­en Won­der un­til this cam­paign is over.
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      DAY 81 - SUNDAY 7 OCTOBER 2001
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      8.00 am

      Af­ter writ­ing for two hours I turn on the news to dis­cov­er that the bomb­ing of Afghanistan has be­gun in earnest. Forty strike air­craft and fifty cruise mis­siles (£750,000 each) have been de­ployed. David Frost in­ter­views ev­ery­one from Kissinger to Clin­ton, but by 9.30 am we're none the wis­er as to how the cam­paign is go­ing.
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      11.00 am

      Ex­er­cise. As Dar­ren, Jim­my and I stroll round the yard we pass an of­fi­cer I've nev­er seen be­fore be­cause he's at­tached to an­oth­er block. His name is Zac Carr, known as 'Z cars'. Jim­my tells me that he was tem­porar­ily sus­pend­ed for al­low­ing a pris­on­er to tat­too him. It's an of­fence for one pris­on­er to tat­too an­oth­er, let alone an of­fi­cer. Jim­my then de­scribes how the pris­on­er (the best tat­too artist at Way­land) goes about his craft. I lat­er ask Mr Nut­bourne if the sto­ry is true. He nods and says, 'I could tell you many more sto­ries about Z cars,' he paus­es, smiles, and adds, 'but I won't.'
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      11.45 am

      Nigel (GBH, race re­la­tions rep) walks in­to my cell to com­plain that black peo­ple aren't rep­re­sent­ed enough on TV. I sym­pa­thize with him and ask what he feels should be done about it.

      They ought to show Crime­watch sev­en nights a week,' he adds with a grin, 'be­cause that would just about even it up.' Hav­ing got a rise out of me, he leaves. I con­tin­ue writ­ing.
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      8.00 pm

      Pa­tri­cia Rout­ledge gives a mov­ing per­for­mance in Ev­ery­one's Night­mare, the true sto­ry of a wom­an who was wrong­ly con­vict­ed of mur­der­ing her moth­er and spent four years in jail be­fore her sen­tence was quashed. Once you've been con­vict­ed, it can take for­ev­er to prove your in­no­cence.
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      DAY 82 - MONDAY 8 OCTOBER 2001
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      11.00 am

      All the pa­pers have sto­ries re­port­ing that I'm about to be trans­ferred to a D-​cat. The Dai­ly Mail men­tions five pos­si­ble pris­ons, so that they can even­tu­al­ly tell their read­ers they got it right. They didn't. None of them both­er to say that the po­lice have dropped their en­quiries. I sup­pose that would be ask­ing too much.
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      12 noon

      The al­lies have bombed Kab­ul for a sec­ond night, but there is still no news as to how ef­fec­tive the on­slaught has been.
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      6.00 pm

      Write for two hours, but am un­able to con­cen­trate be­cause I know Mary is on a flight back from New York. I won't be able to speak to her un­til to­mor­row morn­ing as I'm al­ready banged up.
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      8.00 pm

      Mr Nut­bourne comes to my cell to tell me that he's off on hol­iday to Cu­ba. He as­sumes I'll have been trans­ferred by the time he re­turns and says that he's sor­ry to have met me in these cir­cum­stances, and wish­es me well for the fu­ture.
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      DAY 83 - TUESDAY 9 OCTOBER 2001
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      DAY 84 - WEDNESDAY 10 OCTOBER 2001
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      8.45 am

      Mr King tells me as I col­lect my break­fast that I will not be go­ing to Latch­mere House, so they are now try­ing Spring Hill. As Mr Carl­ton-​Boyce has not briefed me him­self but left it to the du­ty of­fi­cer, I fear this does not bode well.
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      11.00 am

      Ex­er­cise. Dar­ren and I are joined by a pris­on­er from Sin­ga­pore, who wish­es to re­main anony­mous. He tells us that he's in­side for sell­ing 'duff hero­in to a young girl, who lat­er died in hos­pi­tal. He was con­vict­ed of manslaugh­ter and sen­tenced to four years. He just thought I ought to know.
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      5.00 pm

      Jim­my has just come back from work and tells me that he saw a lif­er be­ing re­leased this morn­ing who had served over twen­ty years. He was ac­com­pa­nied by nine plas­tic bags and a dou­ble bed that he'd made in the work­shop. But he has a prob­lem. No one turned up to col­lect him, so they had to put him back in his cell overnight. Heav­en knows what they did with the dou­ble bed.
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      9.00 am

      Pot­tery. Say farewell to Anne, as I'm fair­ly sure I won't be at Way­land this time next week. She promis­es to put my pot in the kiln, and then de­liv­er it to Chris Bee­tles so that I can give it to Mary for Christ­mas.
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      2.00 pm

      Rug­by. I ref­er­ee a match against an army team from Bass­ing­bourne, which turns ug­ly in the last few min­utes of the game. Shane (GBH and gym or­der­ly) runs halfway down the pitch and thumps one of the vis­it­ing play­ers. I re­al­ize I have no choice but to send him off. I blow my whis­tle and chase af­ter him, but two of­fi­cers run on­to the field and drag him away be­fore I can reach him. He's im­me­di­ate­ly banned from par­tic­ipat­ing in any sport for two weeks. The army team beat us by 25-10, which wasn't too bad re­mem­ber­ing that we played the sec­ond half with on­ly four­teen play­ers on the field. But then I was the ref­er­ee.
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      6.00 pm

      I start read­ing Twelfth Night. I would hap­pi­ly ex­change my present abode for a wil­low cab­in.
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      DAY 85 - THURSDAY 11 OCTOBER 2001
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      8.45 am

      Gov­er­nor Carl­ton-​Boyce tells me that there is no room for me at Spring Hill, so they are now con­sid­er­ing North Sea Camp near Boston, in Lin­colnshire. I point out that it would be a round trip from Lon­don of 240 miles, and I'd nev­er be able to see my fam­ily. Carl­ton-​Boyce doesn't seem that in­ter­est­ed and sim­ply says, 'I'm just do­ing my job, and that's what I'm paid for.'
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      9.15 am

      Mrs Wendy Sergeant (head of ed­uca­tion) has heard that I'll be leav­ing im­mi­nent­ly and asks to in­ter­view me for her PhD the­sis on 'prison re­form through ed­uca­tion'. As I've on­ly been in res­idence nine weeks, and she's served the Prison Ser­vice for eleven years, I'm not sure I have a great deal to of­fer her, oth­er than to con­firm her worst fears.

      I tell her that I be­lieve ev­ery pris­on­er should leave be­ing able to read and write, and that the week­ly pay for ed­uca­tion ought to be at the same lev­el as any job in the prison. In fact, I would go fur­ther and sug­gest that it would ben­efit so­ci­ety more if pris­on­ers re­ceived a high­er in­come for agree­ing to par­tic­ipate in ed­uca­tion, rather than clean­ing their spur, or serv­ing chips.

      Wendy tells me that she con­sid­ers many peo­ple are un­suit­able for prison and should not be mix­ing with hard­ened crim­inals. She will be sug­gest­ing in her the­sis the use of halfway hous­es, es­pe­cial­ly as the pris­ons are equipped to han­dle on­ly 62,500 in­mates, with over 67,000 present­ly con­vict­ed.
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      2.00 pm

      I call Mary to warn her that I'm prob­ably be­ing trans­ferred to a prison over a hun­dred miles away from Lon­don. She tells me that Ra­mona, my so­lic­itor, has tried to phone Way­land, but the gov­er­nor is re­fus­ing to take her calls, which seems in line with her ap­par­ent pol­icy of re­main­ing anony­mous.
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      DAY 86 - FRIDAY 12 OCTOBER 2001
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      9.00 am

      I turn up at the gym and wait for my lit­tle spe­cial needs group to ar­rive. It will be the last time I'll work with them. With­out warn­ing, two drug of­fi­cers ap­pear by the side of the run­ning ma­chine and tell me that my name has come up on the com­put­er for an MDT (Manda­to­ry Drugs Test). Five names come up ev­ery day so I can't com­plain if, af­ter nine weeks, it's my turn. I'm tak­en to the med­ical cen­tre to join four oth­er pris­on­ers in a wait­ing room. Two look dis­tinct­ly furtive, while the oth­er two ap­pear quite re­laxed. When the of­fi­cer puts his head round the door he asks if any­one is ready. Like a grey­hound in the slips, I am through that gap be­fore any­one else can re­ply.

      Mr Kelvin Cross in­tro­duces him­self and then pro­ceeds to read out my rights be­fore ask­ing me to sign a green form (see over­leaf). I ask - for re­search pur­pos­es - what would hap­pen if I re­fused to give a urine sam­ple or sign the form.

      Twen­ty-​eight days would au­to­mat­ical­ly be added to your sen­tence.'

      I sign the form.

      I dis­ap­pear in­to the lava­to­ry while one of the of­fi­cers watch­es me through a glass pane. Af­ter I have hand­ed over my sam­ple, I com­ment that there is no soap in the wash basin. Mr Cross ex­plains that soap added to the urine sam­ple would cloud it, and as a fur­ther test is not per­mit­ted again for an­oth­er twen­ty-​eight days, any drugs could have cleared them­selves through your sys­tem. Can't ar­gue with that ei­ther. By the time they've fin­ished with me it's near­ly eleven. I re­turn to my cell and make notes on the MDT ex­pe­ri­ence, on­ly dis­ap­point­ed not to have been able to say good­bye to Alex, Rob­bie, Les and Paul.
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      1.00 pm

      The news is full of ri­ots in Pak­istan, an­thrax in New York and food parcels be­ing dropped on the wrong vil­lages in Afghanistan. I check my can­teen list be­fore spend­ing the af­ter­noon writ­ing.
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      DAY 87 - SATURDAY 13 OCTOBER 2001
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      2.00 pm

      Vis­it. My son James and our mu­tu­al Kur­dish friends Broosk and Nad­him have driv­en up from Lon­don to see me. The talk is most­ly po­lit­ical, and they de­scribe how it feels to live in Lon­don dur­ing the present cri­sis. Nad­him adds that he at­tend­ed the Con­ser­va­tive Par­ty con­fer­ence in Black­pool (he's a coun­cil­lor for Wandsworth) and he couldn't help com­par­ing the gath­er­ing with his first con­fer­ence in Brighton twen­ty years ago when Mar­garet Thatch­er was the prime min­is­ter.

      'Same peo­ple,' he tells me, 'they're just twen­ty years old­er.' 'You in­clud­ed,' I re­mind him.

      Nad­him's a great fan of IDS, but ad­mits his con­fer­ence speech wasn't in­spir­ing.

      James is still en­joy­ing his new job in the City and takes me through a typ­ical day. We then dis­cuss my ap­peal which doesn't now look as if it will be sched­uled be­fore the new year. The law grinds slow­ly…

      Broosk is full of news, hav­ing just land­ed two big con­tracts to dec­orate large homes in Lon­don and Nice. I first met these two young Kurds twelve years ago - 'Bean Kurd' and 'Lemon Kurd' - when they helped me or­ga­nize the Sim­ple Truth cam­paign, and they have re­mained friends ev­er since.
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      8.00 pm

      Af­ter a few games of backgam­mon with Dar­ren and Jim­my I re­turn to my cell to be banged up for an­oth­er four­teen hours. I've be­come hooked on Who Wants to be a Mil­lion­aire?. I would have failed to make more than £2,000 this week be­cause I didn't know the name of the ac­tor who plays the bar­man in Eas­tEn­ders. How­ev­er, I was able to an­swer the £4,000 ques­tion, 'Who is the cur­rent lead­er of the Con­ser­va­tive Par­ty? a) Michael Howard, b) David Davis, c) Iain Dun­can Smith, d) Ken­neth Clarke.' The fa­ther and son con­tes­tants picked David Davis. Hmm, I won­der if this is an omen or a prophe­cy?
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      DAY 88 - SUNDAY 14 OCTOBER 2001
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      11.00 am

      I'm called to the hos­pi­tal wing to fill in some forms to con­firm I'm fit to trav­el. When I re­turn to the spur, Dar­ren tells me it shows that I'm be­ing trans­ferred to­mor­row. I find this hard to be­lieve; sure­ly Mr Carl­ton-​Boyce would have warned me. I ask sev­er­al of­fi­cers, but as no one has in­formed them ei­ther, I as­sume Dar­ren must be wrong.
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      2.30 pm

      Ex­er­cise. I vis­it Shaun at his cell win­dow, and talk through what work will be re­quired for this di­ary just in case I am shipped out to­mor­row: one wa­ter­colour of the prison, one pas­tel of a cell, plus draw­ings of Dale, Jim­my, Dar­ren, Jules, Steve and Nigel. If I sud­den­ly dis­ap­pear, Shaun promis­es to de­liv­er them to my agent just as soon as he's re­leased.
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      DAY 89 - MONDAY 15 OCTOBER 2001
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      8.15 am

      Mr New­son ar­rives out­side my cell door to tell me that the Group 4 van has ar­rived and is wait­ing for me in the yard, they are ready to trans­fer me to North Sea Camp. He seemed sur­prised that I haven't been warned, I dash up­stairs to see Mr Tin­kler in his of­fice, who con­firms the news, and adds that I must start pack­ing im­me­di­ate­ly.

      'And if I don't?'

      'You'll be put on re­port and may have to stay here in­def­inite­ly, and not nec­es­sar­ily on the en­hanced wing.'

      So much for my so-​called 'spe­cial treat­ment', as reg­ular­ly re­port­ed in the press.

      I try to say good­bye to as many in­mates as pos­si­ble - Dar­ren, Jim­my, Dale, Nigel, Ja­son, Jules, Mon­ster and Steve. Dar­ren helps me pack my large plas­tic bag and then car­ries it down to the re­cep­tion area for me. There are three oth­er plas­tic bags await­ing me in re­cep­tion. They are full of presents from the pub­lic - ev­ery­thing from Bibles to tea tow­els.

      I thank Dar­ren for his kind­ness and help over the past nine weeks. He smiles, and of­fers one last piece of ad­vice.

      'Once you've set­tled in North Sea Camp, con­tact Doug. He's the hos­pi­tal or­der­ly, and can fix any­thing for you.' I try to thank Dar­ren - in­ad­equate­ly.

      The Group 4 guard who will ac­com­pa­ny me to Lin­colnshire in­tro­duces him­self as An­drew and kind­ly car­ries two of the plas­tic bags out to the van, so I don't have to make sev­er­al jour­neys. To my sur­prise, I'm to trav­el to my D-​cat in a sweat­box, as if I were a rapist or a mur­der­er. An­drew ex­plains that he has to drop off an­oth­er pris­on­er on the way, who is be­ing trans­ferred to a C-​cat near Stam­ford.

      'Why are you tak­ing some­one from one C-​cat to an­oth­er?' I en­quire.

      'We're hav­ing to move this par­tic­ular pris­on­er ev­ery few days,' An­drew ex­plains. 'He keeps telling ev­ery­one that he's a sup­port­er of Osama bin Laden, and it seems that not ev­ery oth­er pris­on­er is in favour of free­dom of speech. How­ev­er, it still re­mains our re­spon­si­bil­ity to keep him alive.'

      On the jour­ney to Stam­ford, the bin Laden sup­port­er de­mands that the ra­dio be turned up. An­drew tells him that it's quite loud enough al­ready, for which I am grate­ful, as it's a long, slow trek across Nor­folk and on to the plains of Lin­colnshire.

      I en­joy see­ing tall trees and acres of green En­glish coun­try­side, even though it's through a glass dark­ly. We ar­rive at the 'bin Laden' prison, where my co­hab­itant de­parts. He's hand­cuffed and led away. I can just glimpse him through my lit­tle win­dow. A round, colour­ful hat cov­ers his head, and a black beard ob­scures most of his face.

      We move off again, but it's an­oth­er hour be­fore I see a sign­post: North Sea Camp, one mile. I be­gin to think about start­ing all over again. I'm some­what fear­ful. Bel­marsh was hell, Way­land pur­ga­to­ry. Have I fi­nal­ly ar­rived in heav­en?

      When the van comes to a halt out­side the prison, the first thing I no­tice is that there are no perime­ter walls, no ra­zor wire, no barred gates, no arc lights, no dogs, not even any sign of a prison of­fi­cer. But when I step out of the van, I still feel the ter­ror that gripped me on the first day at Bel­marsh, and then again on my ar­rival at Way­land.

      I walk in­to re­cep­tion to be greet­ed by Reg­imen­tal Sergeant Ma­jor Daff, Roy­al Marines (Rtd).

      'We've been wait­ing for you for fuckin' months, Archer. What fuckin' took you so long?'
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