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The Man who makes no Mistakes, Does Not usually make anything – E.J. Phelps

You have to worry about an organisation who uses the word 'Toil' as an acronym for 'Time Off in Lieu'! - refer list of Prison acronyms attached.

For Edd, who thinks I've forgotten about him, but nothing could be further from the truth! You are an amazing friend, thank you for everything!
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AA   Administrative Assistant 

Abscond  If they go missing from an open prison or work           party on ROTL

ACCT  Assessment, Care in Custody Teamwork

Adjudication  Disciplinary hearing for a prisoner

AO    Administrative Office

ASP   Additional Support Protocol

Association  Period of time when prisoners can mix socially under supervision

AWOL  Absent With Out leave

BME   Black And Minority Ethnic

Benchmarking Prison costs unit, new core day, staffing level, and         new approach to regime provision

BDG   Business Development Group

Butler Trust  Awarding body for recognition to prison staff and         partners

C&R   Control & Restraint (an approved physical control         of a prisoner)

Canteen  Prison shop where prisoners can purchase goods         with earnings

Categorisation(cat) Classification of prisoners based upon security risk

CCF   Core Competency Framework (staff role is          matched to ccf)

CM   Custodial Manager

CAN   Certified Normal Accommodation

Contracted out Prisons run by private companies

CSL   Civil Service Learning

CRC   Community Rehabilitation Companies responsible         for “through the gate services”

DDC   Deputy Director of Custody. 

DG   Director General

DSPD  Dangerous and Severe Personality Disorder           programme

Dynamic security A whole security approach to provide safe and           secure environment

Earnings  Prisoner pay

EDP   Establishment Delivery Plan

EIP   Establishment Implementation Plan

E-list  Escape list (prisoners likely to attempt escape)

EO   Executive Office

ETS   Enhanced Thinking Skills

Estate  Refers to the whole prison estate.

F20S2  Self-harm form

F&S   Fair and Sustainable. Process that reviewed job           roles

Flexi   Flexible working hours

FOI   Freedom Of Information.

GALIPS  Staff support network for Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual           and Transgender (LGBT) NOMS staff

Governing Governor The Governor in charge of the establishment

GOoD  Good Order or Discipline 

HCC   Health Care Centre

HDC   Home Detention Curfew (tagging)

HMCIP  Her Majesty’s Chief Inspector of Prisons

HMP  Her Majesty’s Prison or Her Majesty’s Pleasure

HMYOI  Her Majesty’s Young Offender Institution (18 – 21 year olds)

HOLS  Head of Learning & Skills

HON  Home Office Notice

IEP   Incentives and Earned Privileges

IR   Incident reports

IIP   Investors in People

IMB   Independent Monitoring Board

IPP   Integrated Planning Process

JA   Justice Academy

JSAC  Job simulation assessment centre

KPT   Key Performance Targets

LP   Learning Path

MAPPA  Multi Agency Public Protection Arrangements

MDT / VDT  Mandatory Drug Testing / Voluntary Drug Testing

Minors  Minor reports

MOJ   Ministry of Justice

MSL   Minimum Staffing Level

NACRO  National Association for the Care and            Resettlement of Offenders

NOMIS  National Offender Management Information           System

NOMS  National Offender Management Service 

NPS   National Probation Service

NTS   Notice to Staff

NWOW  New Ways Of Working

NWAO  North West Area Office

OASyS  Offender Assessment System – IT based          programme

OBPs  Offending Behaviour Programmes

OMU  Offender Management Unit

OP CAP  Operational Capacity of a Prison (number of           prisoners)

OSG  Operational Support Grade

PCS   Public and Commercial Services Union

PEO   Physical Education Office

PGA   Prison Governors’ Association

PO   Principal Officer or Probation Office

POA   Prison Officers Association

POOTY  Prison Officer of the Year

Pop Man  Population Management

PSI   Prison Service Instruction

PSJS  Prison Service Job Specification

PSO   Prison Service Order

PSMB  Prison Service Management Board

PSP   Public Sector Prisons

PSPI  Public Sector Prison Industries

Quantum  Prison Service Information Technology System

Regime Monitoring A collection of information describing the extent of         activities on prisons

RESPECT  Support network for black and ethnic minority staff

RESPOND  Racial equality for Staff and Prisoners programme

Roll   Number of prisoners in an establishment

ROTL  Release on Temporary Licence

Rule 45  Prisoners removed from association for own           protection

SAU   Safe Accommodation Unit

SDR   Service Delivery Requirement

SEG   Segregation Unit

SLA   Service level Agreement

SMT   Senior Management Team

SO   Senior Office

SPDR   Staff Performance & Development Record

SPO   Senior Probation Office

TAB   Tracking Anti-Social Behaviour

TOIL   Time off in lieu

TUPE  Transfer of undertakings (protection of            Employment Regs 1981)

VO   Visiting Order

Whitley   Council Discussion and negotiating body          comprising of Trade Unions and Management

WLB   Work Life balance

YOI   Young Offender Institution
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Preface
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I’d had a pretty good idea that this time I wasn’t going to be granted bail from the start. Everything from the past 16 months had been building to this point, and now it had all come crashing down around my ears. In some ways I was resigned to my fate. In actual fact, I had not been living for the past few months, rather going through the motions and waiting for whatever was going to happen. I was tired, disenfranchised, and sick of the daily drudge of dealing with utter cunts who had no thought for anyone else but themselves.

I’d been pushed and pulled from pillar to post, attacked on all sides – everyone wanted a piece of me;  I had been pursued by clients who wanted the best product for the best price, hangers on who wanted drugs for free, suppliers who wanted me to move huge volumes of gear for the highest profit they could extract from me, not to mention the Police who were constantly hovering like scavengers around a rubbish tip, persistently harassing me, eager to catch me out and prove to the world that they were winning the ‘war on drugs’!  All of the above were quite capable of exacting violence, verbal and physical abuse if they didn’t get their own way, as I’d often discovered, to my own detriment. I’d so far lost five teeth, been gang raped at gun point, had a knife held to my throat at more than one occasion, and was living in an environment where I would constantly have to think about safeguarding my possessions, least they be pilfered by my so called friends.

I had been trying desperately to pull myself out of this downwards spiral, but the harder I tried, the deeper I sank, so now, as I sat on the stairs outside my apartment waiting for the police to sift through the contents of my life, I could almost feel a sense of relief wash over me that the game was finally over. I was horrified at the idea of going to prison, and petrified at the thought of what would happen to me once there, but at least it would give me an escape from the constant demands from all sides that I was fielding on a daily basis. I was tired of everything! I’d given up the daily grind of even the most basic tasks such as shopping or cleaning, and had recognised that I no longer even bothered to take any pride in my own appearance, something I had been particularly vain about in the past. Physically, I was also in pain – my feet were so red and sore that I could hardly even walk on them, my back ached, I had severe stomach cramps and  a constant headache from lack of sleep. 

Every time the phone rang or there was a knock on the door, a feeling of dread came over me. Where once I had been extremely vivacious and outgoing, I now wanted to hide away from the world. I had grown sick of constantly entertaining people who lied to me and stole from me on a daily basis, sick of trying to conceal the bruises and cuts I sustained whenever my suppliers came and realised I hadn’t sold as many drugs as they wanted me to. I had got myself into a situation where I could not escape, no matter how hard I tried. I couldn’t leave the country, as the Police had my passport, although even that had long since expired by now. I couldn’t even leave the area, as I was on bail and although my tag had been removed just prior to Christmas, I was still on a door stop curfew, which meant that the Police could arrive at any time during the evening and if I was not behind my door, I would be subject to breach of bail conditions, and bail would immediately be revoked. I had tried to move house three times, and on each attempt, I had been found and severely dealt with by my suppliers. Hell, even the loathsome clients I had hoped to lose in the move, by omitting to inform them of my new address and deleting them from my phone, had somehow managed to find me, and I now faced a torrent of abuse from them at excluding them from my circle on influence. Something had to give!
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I was resigned to the outcome before it was even confirmed. After the somewhat short, but now rather familiar ride to Holborn in the back of the police van and the inevitable procedure that followed, I again found myself locked away in the bleak Met Police Lock-up overnight, awaiting Saturday morning court. Again I'd been provided with a poor peoples solicitor, as I'd kicked my incredibly expensive, incredibly corrupt and incredibly ineffectual one to the curb, so would have to start the entire procedure all over again. The fellow who served me this time was a youngish looking black guy with a shock of dreadlocks, but frankly it didn't matter what he looked like, or even in fact whether he was there or not, because the advice had been the same – no comment to everything, and by now I could have handled that on my own. 

At this point I wasn't frightened at all about the procedure, having been through everything on numerous occasions over the past six months. I was however, petrified at the thought of prison, how I would cope with it, what they would do to me in there, and whether I would even make it out alive! One hears stories from others about what goes on, but generally those who have been inside don't like to talk too much about it, and anyway, to date, I only knew one other person who had been incarcerated before, and that was Jay, my drug dealer, and he had changed the subject whenever it had been brought up in the past, so I was completely flying blind, not knowing what to expect, and I suspected that many of the tales I had heard in the past had in fact been either bragging or old wives tales, but I guessed I ws about to find out either way!

Next day in court played out exactly as I'd expected, and frankly was a complete blur, so overcome with worry was I at the prospect of years behind bars, and in fact almost the only words I managed to remember from the entire hearing was the Judge saying that as this was a second offence, committed whilst on bail, that I would be looking at years, rather than months. By 2pm I was again handcuffed and bundled into the 'sweat-box', the name they used to refer to the armoured vans used by Serco and G4S to transport prisoners to and from facilities across the country. So named because each prisoner is detained in a 60cm x 60cm square aluminium cubicle with a hard seat, and no air circulation so as I was to find out on numerous occasions throughout my ordeal, you would soon be sweating like an animal, no matter what time of year it was, on any journey over about quarter of an hour in length. Fortunately the distance to HMP Pentonville was less than five minutes around the corner from Highbury Corner Court where I was remanded, but what I was spared in travel distance, I made up for in worry and anxiety at what was to come, so by the time I arrived the result was the same.

One by one we were led into a bare, grey, gloss painted room with graffiti etched into its walls, dust and grime all over everything, and an old analogue TV mounted on a precarious bracket in the corner, which had obviously not been operable for a good many moons! I know all this because I used the time sitting there to studiously avoid the looks from any of the other inmates lined up along the wall beside me awaiting a similar fate, unsure what the protocol was, and frankly unwilling to find out. About the only person I can recall was an uber-tall black guy, clad in shiny blue disco trousers and a full length fur coat, who paced endlessly up and down in front of the wall of reinforced glass windows which looked out into an equally dirty, dull and depressing hallway where we were spasmodically being called from and led down, further into the depths of the prison bowels.

Finally it was my turn to be led away down the corridor to a steel covered desk where all my personal belongings were upended from my bag and displayed for the three prison officers in attendance to see.

'Oh look! Everything matches!' one cried out in amazement. I failed to see the relevance. Obviously the police had already removed anything of interest, including the drugs I'd had packaged ready for delivery to a couple of clients on my way to lunch with friends, my mobile phones which I had expected, but I noted with alarm that my wallet was missing too, in fact all that was left were my keys, two sets, my cigarette case, and sunglasses case, all Louis Vuitton, and my SJ Du Pont Gold lighter, along with my Cartier Tank watch, so yes, I guess they did match. These of course were all prohibited items and were therefore going to be sent away to the prison storage facility, and my cigarettes were also not allowed as the packet was already open, so they disappeared as well. Next I was moved into an open fronted cubicle and asked to surrender my clothing on item at a time, which was shaken out and the pockets checked before being handed back to me. 

'Drop your underwear and give em a flick' one of them instructed while the rest looked on. If I was ever under any doubt that my freedom and basic civil liberties had been rescinded, after this exercise I was now under no illusions. Obviously I'd not been shy in dropping my pants in front of a crowd of similarly sexually charged boys continuously over the past twelve months at any of the countless naked, drug fuelled sex orgies I'd conducted in my flat, in my intoxicated state, but now, stone cold sober, having to do it to order was a far different kettle of fish! Humiliated doesn't even begin to describe how I felt, but I supposed I would have to get used to this treatment from now on! Next they assigned me a bundle of prison issue grey tracksuits, polyester socks and oversized cotton boxer shorts, and I was herded into another holding room, re-united with all the others who had been processed before me, and handed a microwaved box of cardboard chilli and rice – By then the clock on the wall showed that it was 4pm so I guessed this was dinner!

After a short wait, I was called again, and escorted through to see the nurse, where another raft of questions ensued – the same old police routine regurgitated. 

'Are you on any medication?'

‘Do you have a history of depression, anxiety, or mental health issues?'

'Have you ever had any thoughts of suicide?’

These had already been answered, and frankly were totally superfluous, apart from the first one, but even then it didn't matter because I soon learned I would not be allowed them anyway. I had begged the police to retrieve my false teeth, but this had been met with mirth. I'd recently spent a considerable sum of money in finally having mine overhauled after many years without dental attention, and whilst waiting for the gums to settle sufficiently to enable implants and porcelain caps to be fitted, they had provided me with dentures as I only had six teeth left on the top and eight on the bottom. I also had tablets for the ongoing problems with my throat, where I had been due to meet the consultant in two days time for a biopsy for suspected throat cancer, so this was of grave concern as well, but I was quickly told they could not provide the medication, and I would not be keeping the appointment. 

Although I either wasn't aware of it at the time, I was already suffering from depression and anxiety, particularly when placed in this situation, but of course having heard stories of inmates being sedated and isolated in custody to deal with these 'issues' there was no way I would have admitted it and subjected myself to that, and yes, I had absolutely contemplated suicide over the past few months, and at this present moment I certainly couldn't rule it out, but I'd be damned if I would tell them that either – If I was going to do it, I would make sure I did it well and succeeded – If I was going to do it, I didn't need them to try and 'save' me! 

I also had another problem – I was due at the Coroners Court for the hearing for the guy who had died in my sitting room some months earlier, presumably of a GBL overdose. I'd been summoned as a witness obviously, and was told It was imperative that I attended. This was not going to happen now either, as the hearing was tomorrow, and apparently according to Prison protocol, they can't schedule outside appointments where the prisoner knows in advance, in case they attempt to gain assistance in breaking out along the way. This was particularly laughable, as since the time of my arrest, I had not been allowed to talk to anyone on the phone, so no-one knew where I was, and certainly no-one knew I was about to give evidence to the Coroners Court the next day! Still, I reasoned, what were they going to do if I didn't show up? Arrest me?

I told the nurse all my other health issues, and was told not to worry, they would take care of it all, then they ushered me through to another room where an enormous black man in another grime ridden, gloss painted, steel clad 'office' asked me if I smoked and gave me half an ounce of tobacco, a lighter and a pack of rizla papers. What was I supposed to do with that? I had never rolled a cigarette in my entire life! Not having ever been a pot smoker, I didn't even know how to roll a joint! I normally only ever smoked Cartier or Davidoff cigarettes, and usually once a week I would take myself off to the tobacconist in the basement at Selfridges and stock up on them as well as my weekly pack of Davidoff cigarillos. I could also get new flints and gas for my Du Pont lighter at the same time. I detested roll-ups, and thought the habit vulgar and common, but at the time I was so nervous and worried about everything, that I needed tobacco to take my mind off everything around me. I settled down to teach myself to roll, managing to spill most of the tobacco over the desk and floor, but it kept me busy for half an hour.

Finally they came and one by one escorted us to cells on A wing, which was daunting to say the least, although I shouldn't have been too surprised as in reality when I thought about it, it looked exactly as the images I'd seen in the newspaper or on television, every time a prison story had been reported in the past five years. The cells themselves however were a different story. The door clanged open and I was deposited in a room about 10ft long by 8ft wide, with a set of bunks along one wall and two small desk like tables along the other, followed by a wall about 4ft high which screened the toilet and hand basin – well, I say screened... It may have stopped anyone who looked in through the narrow glass observation panel in the door from watching you while you took a shit, but there was no privacy from the fellow on the top bunk should he choose to look! 

My cell mate was a huge black guy of about 60, from Jamaica, although he had lived in Britain for almost his entire life. He was quick to regale me with stories of his conviction. He was a heroin dealer, but had not been arrested for drugs. Instead he'd had a client who hadn't paid, so he and a couple of mates had been driving over to this fellows house to “cut 'im up wit da machete, mun,”

When the police had stopped them for speeding, searched the car and found the machete, hidden in his shirt down his back, so he had been charged with holding a prohibited weapon, and sentenced to 28 days prison. He reckoned he'd had a lucky escape, although he was worried about his stash. Evidently he was also a carpenter by trade, and had been renovating a clients kitchen, so had concealed some £50k worth of gear under the floorboards of the house whilst he worked there, however now he had been away for three weeks and had not found anyone he could trust to go back to the premises and collect it. I envied him. If this was the worst of his problems, he was in a far better place than me!

Actually he wasn't as bad as I'd first thought. He soon gave me a running commentary on how things were run here, what the routine was and what to expect regarding food, hygiene and lock-up times, which was lucky really, because apart from dumping me in the cell with a complete stranger who could have been an axe murderer for all I knew – and almost was, the Prison officers hadn't told me any of this. I learnt that there were manual jobs available where you could earn money, and also education courses which also entitled you to a payment, although neither was going to make you rich, in fact it was barely enough to pay for an ounce of tobacco a week, and the way I was wasting it due to my lack of rolling skills, I would need at least two! He showed me a copy of the education course list and most of it appeared to be fairly basic English and maths, but that was really the least of my problems. They had given me a phone pin, and told me that if I needed to ring anyone, I would have to do it that afternoon before I'd been locked up, but the only phone available was in the holding room where we had eaten our dinner, and it hadn't been working, so by now it was Saturday night, and no-one knew where I was. I needed to get hold of Tom, and organise for him to go and collect all my belongings, as at this point in time I wasn't even sure that the flat was locked! 

By 5.30pm we were locked up for the night. My cellmate asked if I minded if he prayed on the floor in front of the toilets it was the only area big enough to lay out his prayer mat. Frankly, compared to what I'd imagined might happen to me in here, praying was a relief. By 10pm he was finished and soon fell asleep on the top bunk, but I knew that it would be many hours before I could even contemplate retiring, so I sat down with a couple of pieces of scrap paper, and started to make a list of all the contents of the flat. Next, I made another one of all the people who owed me money, and then re- arranged them in order of how likely I was to get it out of them. I knew that most of the people that I'd been dealing with had been low-life scum, and had refused credit to them, but there were a handful who I had rightly or wrongly called friends, and now that I was in here without the benefit of being able to prepare for it, I would have to rely on these people to pay up, so that I could survive! I then made another list of all the contents of the storage shed I'd been renting around the corner in St John's Wood. If I was brutally honest with myself, I would have to start to make some plans to have all these arrangements wound up, and someone would have to dispose of all the excess assets I had lying around the district because it looked like I was going to be here for quite some time. Besides, giving myself something to do kept my mind off the horror of where I was, and what might become of me – I seemed to be in a bit of a daze at the time, and couldn't quite believe what had happened. Eventually I couldn't keep my eyes open any longer, and fell into a troubled sleep. 

I woke with a start at 9am as the cell door clanged open. My B, My flatmate was off to church. I would have gone too, in order to get out the hideous cell for an hour or so, but as I wasn't on the list, I wasn't allowed. Evidently the pastor would be around to talk to me, and I could put my name down if I decided to go next week. Left again to my own devices, I spent the morning revising my lists and making others, this time of names of possible people I might ask to help me out, with the number of chores which were on my next list to be carried out in the coming weeks. This was all well and good, but I still hadn't been able to get hold of anyone on the telephone anyway, and now I would have to wait until my numbers had been added to my pin, and God only knew how long that would take. 

Mr B arrived back at around 11.30am, and then half an hour later we were unlocked for lunch – just enough time to walk down to the servery, line up while our orders were read out, collect it and walk back to the cell. As I had only just arrived, I was on default so got what they had spare, from the looks of it. Lunch was a fry up, and not exactly a culinary delight, but certainly better than I had thought it would be! Maybe things wouldn't be as difficult in here as I thought. After lunch as we were locked up all afternoon, My thoughts turned to washing and showering. I hadn't had a shower since midday Friday, and by the looks of it, I would be waiting a while longer! My B had said that they usually opened the shower room for an hour or so every second day, and two landings would have to jockey to get a spot, but on weekends it was never open. He had quite openly told me that he had given up, and would have a shower when he got home a week later, as it was too difficult to manage in here. I had been used to a shower at least once a day, quite often twice, so I was damn sure I wasn't going to wait until I got out of here – that could be months, or even years away! I'd been in the same clothes for two days continuously too, so as much as I hated the idea of my prison issue garb, and in the absence of a shower, I decided I would at least feel a little fresher in a clean tracksuit and underwear. I probably looked horrendous, I couldn't tell because there was no mirror, but then I reasoned, there was no one so far in here worth looking pretty for! 

We didn't have a television either. My predecessor had sold it to another inmate for a bag of 'spice'! My B had asked the officers repeatedly for anther one, but apparently the answer had been the same on each occasion 

'Not our problem, there are none spare, you'll have to wait until you're moved to another wing.' So far Mr B had been on this wing for the past three weeks, and it looked like he would be here until he was discharged a week later, so it also looked like there would be no television for the foreseeable future. 

Monday morning dawned and I awoke early, keen to get things sorted and find out what was in store for me over the coming weeks and months. 'Mr B' had a maths class scheduled for the morning, however as yet, I had no idea what was to happen with my day. Eight o'clock struck and a deafening siren rang out across the wing, followed by someone screaming out 'free-flow'. Apparently the doors were open for 20 minutes or so to enable inmates to travel from their cells to their places of work or education. Mr B was off, and I was left standing in the doorway, with no idea what to do. Before long an officer came along and handed me a strip of paper. I was to see the sexual health nurse. Evidently they wanted to take some blood tests and screen me for Hep B. I had already told them I had been inoculated for hep A and B, but that didn't seem to matter. I had no idea where to go but that didn't matter either. 

'Down the end of the landing, turn left' He bellowed at me, looking at me as if I was demented. I followed his advice and knocked on the door, and waited. 

'What the hell are you doing hanging around here?' another one demanded Evidently I was just supposed to open the door and go straight in. Who knew?  I was at my wits end. I had no idea what to do or where to go, with no one to point me in the right direction. There was always someone bellowing whenever I was out of my cell, but as disgusting as it was, the best option seemed to be just to stay there and not venture out. Anyway, once inside the sexual health clinic they were much friendlier, The nurse told me to sit down while she prepared everything, then fastened a tourniquet, pulled out a needle and tried, without success to take my blood. I must confess, my arms were a bit of a mess, but I had become so used to self medicating by now that I could normally hit a vein within 3,5 seconds, in fact, after about four attempts, I even volunteered to find it for her, but of course that was not allowed! Eventually they decided to get me back later in the week when the doctor was in, and try again with him, so I was allowed to go. 

Just then another siren went off, sounding a bit like those blasts you hear on movies when submarines are in trouble, and the word 'lock-down' blared across the loud speakers. Again I had no idea what was happening, but the nurse was quick to point out that I would now need to stay here until a full head count had been done, as there was either someone missing, or there was an 'incident' somewhere on the wing. She made me a cup of coffee, and we sat chatting about what I had been doing on the outside. Not the drug fucked orgies, but the writing and film stuff, and she was fascinated, only stopping to ask 'What on earth are you doing in here?' This was a question I would ask myself numerous times over the coming months, and only served at this point to illustrate how incredibly stupid and foolhardy I had been! After about half an hour, an officer came running into the clinic, before yelling, 

'What the hell are you doing in here?' It seems they had been looking for me! I was the 'incident'. I was promptly escorted back to my cell and locked up again until lunchtime. Before long another officer opened the cell door 

'Where the fuck were you?' He demanded 'They wanted you for education assessment!' 

'No one had told me, and even if they had, I wouldn't have known where to go anyway,!' I replied. Frankly I'd had enough of being treated like an idiot! 

'Can you try not to sound so fucking superior? With an attitude like that you can fuck off!' As he slammed the cell door again and stormed off. I would gladly fuck off! Idiot! Where did he think I could fuck off to? 

I was in despair at how I would ever get used to this place – there was no rhyme nor reason to anything they did. I would have thought that being on an induction wing they would show you where everything was, and how everything was supposed to happen, but clearly that was not the case. Lunch was served at 11.45, and I'm afraid the quality had slipped from Sunday's fare. Potatoes which looked OK, but had obviously been boiled without being washed because they tasted not only of dirt, but of rotten potato blight as well. These were accompanied by a rather weak looking stew or curry or something, the taste was indecipherable. Wet and brown with bits floating in it, was the only way to describe it, but I didn't manage to eat it. Two mouthfuls of potato and I started heaving my guts out, so I made do with the 3 slices of bread which came with it. 

The following afternoon was torturous. My B had nothing scheduled for the afternoon, so he spent the entire time until dinner, pacing up and down the cell. On top of this he had developed a nervous twitch and his lips started flapping together which made an annoying hollow clapping sound, relentlessly! I tried concentrating on my lists again, but it was too much so I lay on my bunk staring at the ceiling, wondering how the hell I was ever going to extricate myself from this mess. I had another more immediate problem as well. My case had been bound over for the crown court on the 5th of March, approximately a month away, and I was without legal counsel. The little guy with the dreads who had represented me in the police station, had given me the details for his boss, but as I still had no access to a telephone, I couldn't call them. I decided I would have to write a letter, but at present I didn't have anything on which to write it. It seemed the further into this mess I got, the less chance there was of ever getting out of it! 

I was jolted from my thoughts by the door clanging open again, this time to a tall skinny woman who called my name and then took me outside onto the landing to ask me some more questions.

'Where do you live?'

'Marital status?'

'Have you ever been a victim of domestic abuse?'

'Are you on medication for depression?'

'What's your occupation?'

' Do you have a drug or alcohol problem?'

I had no idea where these questions were leading? Who was this woman? And why the hell should I tell her all the intimate details of my life? For all I knew she would be around to my house while I was in here, and clean the place out? When I asked her she muttered something about providing assistance for dealing with family issues on the outside, but I didn't need help with family – I didn't have any family in Britain, what I really needed was access to a phone, help in engaging a lawyer, and someone to tell me exactly how everything in here worked so that I wasn't constantly running up against brick walls all the time! 

Interestingly though, the Drug and alcohol question got me thinking about drugs for the first time since my arrival, and I realised that I couldn't in fact be addicted to crystal meth, as I'd been told I was, because until this woman had mentioned it, I hadn't even given it a backwards glance, which only served to prove my point, that it wasn't in fact 'highly addictive' as all the do-gooders made out, but rather a bloody good excuse for bad behaviour! Throughout the whole ordeal over the past twelve months I had been convinced that I could give it up if I'd wanted to, but that was just the point – I hadn't wanted to. And now I came to think of it, I would have loved a long, cold Gin and Tonic, and a nice, big, fat line of coke to top it off!

I'd started to get bored with everything now. Left alone with too much time on my hands I started to think about things which I shouldn't have been. I'd completed all the lists I needed, and for the moment had drawn a blank on where to source paper and a pen to write letters to all my friends and acquaintances whose addresses I remembered. My thoughts then started to turn towards how I could have run the drugs operation better, how I could have foiled the police for a while longer, and how I could have got away with it, or rather how I would get away with it when I set up again after I was finally released from this hell hole. I was still angry with the police, because they had acted so superior about how they had managed to capture me, and disrupt one of the biggest drugs cartels in London, when in actual fact, it was only a one man affair, there were no great import processes, In fact it was most likely not me they were after at all, but the guys above me who had been forcing me to sell their shit, under penalty of violence and abuse for some months. The reason I had got caught, I realised now was that because I had only started off intending to deal a little to my friends in order to fund my fun, but also to make a little bit of pocket money in the short term, I hadn't given any thought to how the operation was set up, and how big it would grow!

Because initially it had just been friends, I had allowed them to collect from my apartment, which had meant that I had to have a supply of everything on the premises. I had started off very carefully, however things had very quickly spiralled out of control and within the space of just a few short months I had a database of some 3000 clients, so in a sense I had set myself on a path of destruction from the word go. Later on in the proceedings when I had been getting away with it for some months, and had been entertaining a string of boys who had beat a path to my door every day for months on end I had become ambivalent to all precaution, and in fact had become rather sloppy, however the very fact that I'd been caught was testament to the fact that I hadn't been running the 'sophisticated and elaborate affair' that the idiotic police had been claiming, and I wondered whether if I told the solicitor this, it might in fact form quite a robust defence, coupled with the fact that I had been under duress to sell huge volumes of the stuff, in order to escape harm for me and those around me. Surely if I told the truth, the judge would be more lenient, as just by the sloppiness of the way I had been caught, surely they must see that I was no professional at the game! 

Once I was finally released though things would take on a whole new shape and form. Gone would be the store of product in my flat. I would set up a delivery system during the day using keypad storage padlocks, which I had already sourced from china, and that way I would be able to deliver in advance and then give them the pin code when they paid the money, and I was damned sure there would be absolutely no credit! To date I was owed some £14,000 if one included the money that had been stolen from me by one of my ex-clients, and one of my ex-employees. Just in little people alone around the district and my so called friends, I was owed some £2,700 which I was pretty sure could be accessed fairly readily, as they were all good for it, but again It got back to the point that I needed access to the bloody phone, and my two phone numbers had still not been added to my pin, however, when they were, I would be ready, with all my lists in place.
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Moving House
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I was moving! I wasn't sure if it was a good thing or a bad thing, but on Tuesday morning when an officer opened the door soon after Mr B had gone to class and asked me if I wanted to move, I nearly bit her hand off in my eagerness! I'd put up with incessant chanting and praying until about midnight, then the constant flap, flap, flapping of his gums for the next two hours after that, and finally when I had just been about to drift off to sleep, he had got up and started chanting again! I'd had enough. The only wing on which they had space was non-smoking, but that didn't worry me either. I had no money to buy tobacco anyway, as the Police had confiscated any cash I'd had on me, and my half ounce had long since gone, and without any way of contacting anyone, I had no chance of getting money sent in, and anyway, that was a feat in itself! In this day and age, it was astounding to me, but in order to receive money, ones friends or family had to send it in via post office money order by mail to the prison who would then process it within three days of receipt. Once it was on your spends account, you then had to wait until Sunday to fill out a canteen form with your order, submit the form on Sunday night and then wait until the following Friday for delivery, so all in all, if I was lucky, I would get my next pack of tobacco in three weeks, providing I could even contact anyone to send cash in the first place! It seemed like a perfect opportunity to give up completely! D wing it was, and they would be back in half an hour to collect me. I packed up my meagre belongings within five minutes flat, and sat waiting until they returned.

D wing was the same as A wing, only longer! Pentonville is built in a classic Victorian star shaped design, with five radial arms, each about 200 metres in length, five storeys high and staircases at each end and in the middle, each wing could house about 200 inmates. This wing had been newly 'renovated' which meant they had made two cells out of three, installing a toilet and handbasin in each cell in a separate room to the side, which offered a little more privacy for ones ablutions, however even though there was ample room at the other end of each 'bathroom', they had omitted to install showers in them which could have been done with a minimum of effort, but as I was to find out over and over with Her Majesty’s Prison Service, just because it could be done, didn't mean it would be! Meanwhile showers were high on my agenda as I had now not had access to one in five days! I had however managed to have a 'Pommy shower' using a ripped up piece of old towel I'd found lying under my bunk, which basically meant rinsing the most urgent parts with cold water from the hand basin. Nevertheless I was rather keen to get under a hot shower sooner rather than later!

––––––––
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THE OFFICER LED ME to three cells before finally finding one that had a spare bed. Evidently her list had not been updated for a number of days. She deposited me in the cell and turned to leave before a rather thin wiry looking bloke came running down the landing gesticulating wildly with his hands and yelling out to the officer 

'No, no ,no, you can't put him in there! You know that's a smoking cell?' It didn't worry me, but patently it did him. After a few further exchanges It was decided that I would be left there until after the lunchtime lock-up, by which time they would have decided where to put me.

Bill turned out to be a nice guy. Over lunch whilst we were locked up together we started chatting and it turned out his first wife had been from New Zealand, so he regaled me stories of the trips he had been on there, when visiting his children. We then got into why we were here, and I learnt that he had been on remand for almost 12 months already, with no sign of trial in sight. I was appalled that this was allowed to happen. Obviously without knowing the full ins and outs of his case, I had no idea how complex it was, but if he was as innocent as he claimed to be, it was shocking that he should be incarcerated, without trial for months on end for something he didn't do, and what would happen to him once he did get his day in court, if he was found innocent? Would he be entitled to compensation? Probably not!

After lunch they came for me again and this time I was moved up to the top floor. The officer opened the door to admit me, then locked it again and walked off. It was filthy! There were used bread and breakfast cereal wrappers all over the floor, a rickety table in the corner supported a plastic kettle and a few Styrofoam cups in various stages of live culture growth. The bunks looked like they were the originals from 1892, and squeaked and shook when I tried to climb up to the top. Next to the bunk was an upturned box which served as a bedside table for my now absent cellmate to hold his Q'uran and ashtray, along with the assortment of marijuana roaches which were lined up beside them. There were empty 'Black Mambo' spice packs on the floor beside his bed, and another box full of breakfast cereal packs and two minute noodles. The bathroom was putrid, the sink was blocked and full of a foul, acrid smelling yellowish brown liquid, and the toilet bowl was black! Paper and food scraps had been discarded out the window which had a wire net covering on the outside, meaning the refuse had built up on the windowsill over many months or even years and was of a similarly pungent odour. 

On the upside, there was a rather decrepit looking old analogue television set in the opposite corner to the table, and by fiddling with the aerial socket I managed to get a weak reception for BBC1 and Channel 4 – enough at least to be able to catch up on the news of the world on the outside, as by this stage I was feeling extremely isolated from the world around me. I set to work cleaning as much as I could, not wanting to disturb my as yet anonymous cell mate's personal hoard, but I simply couldn't live in this squalor! I wasn't sure what I could do about the blocked sink and toilet, but managed to scrap the bracken liquid out of the basin using a Styrofoam cup, and pour it into the toilet at least, so it didn't smell quite so bad. At 4pm we were opened for 'association'. Having basically been locked up for 23½ hours for the past 5 days, I'd thought that this was the standard routine, so when they opened the door and left it open, I didn't quite know what to do next. It wasn't until 5 minutes later when I saw a couple of guys walking along the landing carrying towels, that I realised that I could have had a shower, had I known where they were. I grab my towel and went exploring, but by the time I'd found the shower room on the level below, there was a queue out the door, and I came to the rapid conclusion that I would need to be quicker in future. Once back in my cell I realised that someone had stolen my television set, so that was the end of my entertainment for the night. They had also called exercise at the same time, but not knowing what that was all about, I decided I was safer back in my cell, and I returned to the task of cleaning again. I didn't know anyone, apart from Bill who was down on the ground floor, and frankly I was too frightened to venture out unless I absolutely had to, and anyway I would look like an idiot standing around on my own, so this was the safer option. 

After Dinner, there was still no sign of my cellmate, and in the absence of anything better to do, I tried to lie on my bunk but it was too unstable. I was sure It was going to fall over, and wasn't sure what to do about it.  Whilst lying there pondering what to do, the door opened and a tall black guy with an afro, dressed in heavily soiled chef's whites sauntered in. Obviously he must have worked in the kitchens and that was the reason for his absence all afternoon. Ignoring me, he plonked himself down on the lower bunk and immediately reached for the ashtray and roaches.  Tearing them open he emptied their contents into a fresh rizla paper and rolled himself a joint which he then proceeded to smoke in it's entirely, lying on his bed, blowing smoke skyward. Non-smoking wing, indeed! Before long he got up and started pacing up and down the cell, stopping every so often beside the door to bang his head against the wall. I didn't even know if he knew I was there, but I wasn't about to bring myself to his attention. The pacing and head banging went on for a good half hour, before he finally settled down and laid back down on his bunk with a dull thud which shook the entire structure violently. I similarly lay there immobile, wondering how the hell I was ever going to survive in here. I got that I had broken the law and needed to be punished, but this was a fate worse than death. I was terrified that he would notice me and become further agitated than he had been, and had no idea what to do. There was an emergency button next to the door, but would that make things worse? How long would it take for someone to come to my assistance? Would they come at all? Before long there was more stirring beneath me, and I realised that he was rolling another joint. The light was still on, and outside was pitch black, but apart from knowing it was night, I had no idea of the time as I had no watch and not even the television as a guide. Another hour or so passed with more pacing, the occasional scream and more violent head banging, and then suddenly, out of nowhere, He just turned around as if in a trance, fell onto his bunk and within five minutes or so was snoring loudly, shaking the entire bunk again. Feeling extremely precarious, I knew I wouldn't sleep lying up here, so climbing down carefully to avoid waking him, I gingerly pulled my mattress off the top of the bunk and laid it down next to the door. It wasn't ideal, and I had to leave the last 18 inches or so lying up the wall, meaning I would have to sleep half sitting up, but at least the entire structure wasn't threatening to topple over with me in it. Lying down I realised I had another few problems. Under the bunk there was a party of cockroaches, obviously feasting off the unused dry food stuffs which my cell mate had thrown in the box in the corner, literally hundreds of them scurrying back and forth across the floor under the beds, and coupled with this were at least five mice popping in and out of the concrete cracks between the wall and the floor. My cell mate had been making such a racket that I either hadn't heard them or they had similar to me, been to scared to surface, but now he was comatose, they were making the most of it! I lay there crying silently, feeling exceedingly sorry for myself, and at a complete loss to know what to do.

Morning came and the door clanged open loudly, jarring me awake. Cell mate was once again dressed in his filthy chef's whites, in fact I wasn't sure he had even taken them off the night before. 

'What's he doin' down there?' asked the officer. I would have thought one look at the derelict set of bunks would have given him the answer! 

'Dunno, he was like it this morning.' I lay there with my face to the wall, pretending to be asleep. I couldn't say anything about the state of affairs with this guy still in the cell, or it would look like I was squealing. I would have to wait until after he had gone to work. It would also give me time to work out what to say!

By about 9am, after free-flow had ended, I had worked it all out in my head. I pressed the emergency button and waited. Eventually after what seemed an eternity a face appeared in the observation panel of the door.

'Whaddaya want?'

'I need to see a listener.' I replied. I had read somewhere along the way, in one of the endless waiting rooms I'd sat in over the past
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