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I'm in prison!

Every morning I wake up in shock to the prison doors being unlocked.

I stare at the concrete walls, the concrete floor and the barred windows giving a glimpse of daylight, thinking - how did I end up here?

This is what my story is about, about how I ended up in prison, about my default setting.

Default setting is the setting we are born with, the setting that God provides us with no matter who your parents are, or where on earth they come from.

Much like the majority of electronic gadgets we buy. 

For an example, a cellphone comes with a factory default setting.

A setting that is provided by it's maker to ensure the phone works to a set minimum standard.

You don't accept lower than the default setting.

If something is wrong with the phone, you simply return it.

But ....... you can't return a human!!!

Once you have your new phone, it's up to you to change the settings to your liking.

You are the controller of the phone - just like a parent is the controller of a new born baby.

So you go ahead and add applications, adjust wallpapers and colors, change battery life settings, adjust brightness and font sizes (make it bigger for people who can't see very well, like me).

You eventually end up with a completely different phone to the one you brought (or have stolen like many of my cell mates have done).

"Don't be fooled! 

Bad companions ruin good character!" 

Corinthians 15:33

What caused the change to the phone?

● Outside influences - those companies that create the apps;

● Experiences - when using the phone you discover that the irritating screen saver is coming on too soon. So you adjust it to appear after 10 minutes instead;

● Learnings - you learn from other people and from the phone's help guide/instruction manual, on better settings to use on your phone;

● Accidents - dropping the phone, viruses and water damage can cause the settings to be changed.

All of these factors can change a person too, over their lifespan. 

Sometimes - in serious cases - the factory default setting has to be used.

This setting will reset everything back to the original store bought mode.

It wipes out all the changes that have been made to the phone.

Changes made by the phone itself, outside influences or its controller/maker.

This book is about how my default settings got changed throughout the 50 years of my life and how the reset option had to be pressed to restore myself back to it's default settings. 

You see, if you are too damaged like a phone, resetting is sometimes the only option.

I never wanted this book to be only about myself. 

Instead I wanted it to be a learning tool as to what can cause someone like me to be that damaged. 

Everyone's life experiences are different. 

Life experiences which mould them into who they become and who they are today.

If this book happens to help one person then I feel like it has achieved its goal.

In prison I have learnt a lot of things.

I have also done a lot of things here that I would never have done outside.

The most important thing I have done so far is that of studying the Bible.

I quote from Proverbs chapter 9, verse 9: "Anything you say to a wise man will make him wiser. Whatever you tell a righteous man will add to his knowledge."

I don't profess to be wise but what I can profess to, is that the lessons learnt and life experiences I have had, can and will make you wiser and will add to your knowledge!

Besides these blessings you're coming with. I'm really glad to hear from you Mr J. Hope you'll sleep well tonight knowing that your light still shines far beyond the horizon of those cold walls. 

Quote from Rasta a released detainee.
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The pot of oil
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For a long time in prison I was convinced gambling disorder - as defined in the DSM-5 (a manual used by mental health care professionals in the United States) - was the cause of me committing my crime for which I was sent to prison. 

In fact, on 16 January 2024, I was officially diagnosed by a clinical phychologist as having the mental illness known as gambling disorder. 

But one day after thinking long and hard about it, the realization came to me that the cause of the crime was gambling disorder, but the cause of the gambling disorder was stress. 

Stress can cause mental health problems.

If you experience lots of stress this may lead you to develop a mental health problem such as anxiety or depression. 

Stress can be relieved in many ways.

Recreational drugs or alcohol are unhealthy examples of ways to relieve your stress.

Good examples are exercise, vacations (only certain types), animals, socializing, sex, music, sport, reading and writing.

Since I have been in prison, of those good examples, reading and writing have been the only stress relieving things I could do.

Apart from the mental health problems, stress can cause other major health issues - such as high blood pressure, high cholesterol, eating disorders (either not eating, or eating too much of the wrong kind of food) and sleep apnea and other sleep disorders.

Stress can also lead to relationship problems with friends and family.

They say that having a drug addiction will eventually lead you to prison or the grave, but in my opinion stress can do the same. 

Look at the number of people that have committed crimes due to stress, or have died from a heart attack or a stroke from too much stress.

I have likened stress to oil in a pot.

The pot containing the oil is being heated on a gas burning oven top.

Everyone's default setting is to have some oil in the pot. 

That small amount of oil helps you to complete tasks and makes you feel more energized.

Through various events and traumas the oil in the pot increases in volume.

To decrease the amount of oil in the pot, you need to de-stress i.e. do things to help lower the oil level in the pot.

A problem arises when the oil fills to the top of the pot and starts bubbling over, causing a fire - which leads to either permanent damage or the whole house burning down.

So when this happens we get damaged, go to prison, or we die!!!

Let me take you through my pot of oil......
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I was born in 1971 the last of five children - a mistake, I was told.

The first addition of oil to my pot happened only hours after my birth.

I was vomiting blood.

The hospital staff had forgotten to give me the vitamin K injection.

All new born babies are given a vitamin K injection to prevent a serious disease called hemorrhagic disease of the newborn (HDN).

Without the injection it can lead to dangerous bleeding which in turn can cause brain damage or even death.

In my infancy I also suffered from ill health in the form of asthma.

I went to lots of doctors and spent a lot of my days sick in bed.

It also affected my sport life but it became a lot better when asthma pumps came into operation. 

Asthma causes obvious stress from not being able to breath. 

So oil level 🔝.

I was born and raised on a five acre plot in Putfontein, just outside Johannesburg in South Africa. 

It is the same place Charlize Theron was born and raised but unfortunately I never knew her!

The plot was a kid's haven with plenty of places to explore, lots of animals and plenty of exciting activities to do.

We had a swimming pool, a tree house and a zip-line plus home built sports fields to play cricket, tennis, golf and soccer on, as well as unusual sports like croquet and tennikoits.

We also had plenty of animals as my mom bred fox terriers and siamese cats.

There were also dangers lurking such as snakes, big hail stones and fires.

The plot had over a hundred almond trees and every so often a fire would break out and everyone in the area would assist to put it out.

It was safe and secure in those days but one time escaped criminals ran down our driveway chased by the police!

That was scary!

The one year it actually snowed, which is unheard of in this part of the world.

I remember sitting in class and the teacher shouting,” Kids it's snowing! Run outside and play!“ 

You didn't have to ask us twice to go and play in something we had never experienced before.

When I got home, my brothers were allowed outside to build a snowman but for some reason I wasn't allowed to go outside - maybe it was my illnesses?

————————
[image: image]


Walking into the prison cell I was afraid of what I was about to encounter.

It was 22 March 2023. 

The court had set my bail hearing for two days later. 

So in the meantime they sent me to St. Albans Correctional facility in Port Elizabeth, until the outcome of the hearing.

I walked through the open prison door of the cell and a hundred and twenty faces stared back at me.

Five of the faces were white like me but the rest were various shades of brown to black.

Race has never been a personal issue for me - we are all human beings no matter what our race, creed, sex or religion is, but this is South Africa, a country with a racist history like no other country on earth.

White supremacists established laws in this country so that people of color were segregated to live apart from the whites. Innocent people were sent to jail, who dared to fight against the oppression.

A white man in this country is hated by the other races for the things his white forefathers did.

Even though my Dad fought against apartheid it will have little consequence, as all that the other inmates will see is a rich racist white male!!!

I took in my surroundings:- the cell was about 140 square metres in area, with an additional bathroom section comprising of two basins, three showers, one urinal and one toilet.

The cell was built to accommodate a maximum of 40 people so clearly 120 was a bit much!

As you are reading this, you are probably thinking "Who cares? These are ruthless, murdering, thieving, raping, child molesting, low lying scum of the earth! They don't deserve any better."

But these were trial detainees. 

All those people in that cell were innocent and yet to have a fair trial.

Imagine if it was your son or daughter who was falsely accused of some crime, or setup by other evil parties.

(There will be true stories of those kind of cases later in this book).

I stood there in the doorway of the cell and opened by big mouth and shouted, "THERE IS NO WAYS I AM SLEEPING HERE. I AM GOING TO SPEAK TO THE HEAD OF PRISON!"

I was quickly told to shut up!!

I was in the quarantine cell. 

A cell where all the newcomers and first timers came to for a few days before they got assigned to a permanent cell.

I soon discovered that not all of the detainees were newcomers, but some were battled hardened gang leaders who were there to recruit and get what they could grab.

So the guy who told me to "shut up" started strip searching me and my possessions, but I had nothing of value (value being either cigarettes, money, drugs, food, expensive designer shoes, anything that could be traded for their drug of choice).

After they had finished rummaging through my stuff, I sat down in the only open space I could find.

But they were not finished with me yet!

I was called to the back of the cell to a place which is called "the stairs". 

This is where the big guys of the 28 gang did their business.

The opposite side was "the springs", the home of the 26 gang big boys.

I was nervous as all hell. 

I mean I had never even been near a prison in 50 years and now I had to face this nightmare!

The gang leaders wanted money from me so I could secure a bed. 

A bed was obviously very important as about 60 people would be sleeping on the cold concrete floor that night and for some nights to come.

I must explain that the section of prison we were in was the old maximum section of the prison, which was probably over 50 years old without any maintenance work ever been done to it.

The maximum sentenced prisoners complained to the courts about their living facilities, and in 2015 they were moved to the newly built trial section. 

The trial detainees who clearly had less human rights, were moved to the old section.

The walls, floor and roof were all solid concrete, cold in summer and freezing cold in winter.

The dirt was packed on the floor from years of various kinds of dirt being trodden in, without cleaning, never mind the various insects!!!

So paying for a bed was a no-brainer.

The big guy gave me a phone to get hold of my wife with.

He wanted R200 airtime.

But my wife was not responding to spam calls as she had been inundated with them since my arrest.

I sent her a text and they gave me a bed so long to share with another white guy, while we waited for her reply.

Later on, around 11pm, things in the cell started to change.

Sleeping arrangements were now about to be sorted out.

The white guy with me was moved to the floor and he was replaced with a big black guy who took over his space and most of mine as well.

Eventually I was half-off half-on the bed which was the top bunk, and falling off would not be fun! 

How was I going to sleep?

BTW the next morning the big black guy told me that he was there for a rape charge!!!

I shouldn't have worried about sleep as nobody in the cell was allowed to sleep.

The gang leaders made sure of that!

They walked up and down the pitch (the name given for the aisle) making a noise and messing around with the people - the drugs they were on, probably crystal meth or cat, did not let them sleep.

These were guys half my age!!!

I managed 30 minutes of sleep before six o'clock which was when had to get up.

The rest of the day was a complete blank for me, as together with no sleep I didn't get my medication.

But later on that day I ended up in my permanent cell with only 70 people in it, but this time they wanted R1000 for a bed!

Welcome to prison Jonathan Simon Blow!!!
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In 1976, at the age of 5, I was enrolled into grade one at junior school.

No pre-school or nursery school for me like my siblings had experienced.

My mom or dad obviously thought that as my sister had taught me to read and write, that I didn't need pre-school.

Even though emotionally I was never ever ready.

Throwing me in the deep end can only cause the oil level to rise.

So oil level 🔝.

At this age, Easters and Christmases were exciting and wonderful celebrations in our household.

My mom went all out to make sure it was a special and memorable occasion. 

At Easter time she would hide Easter Eggs all over our big garden.

Chocolates and sweets were scarce in our house so finding them was even more exciting.

The one time she enlisted my Grandma to help her hide the eggs.

Grandma was already quite elderly so when we couldn't find all the eggs we asked her where she had hidden them, but she had forgotten!!

My mom followed the German tradition of Christmas, which meant a stocking night on the night before Christmas Eve.

The stockings were stocked to the brim with small toys and sweets and we would wake up at the crack of dawn to open them.

She would make a massive feast for supper, like seven different foods, and afterwards we would go outside to look for Father Christmas. 

When we had supposedly seen him and the reindeer, we came back inside to find
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