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For Alan Mulally –
Thank you for showing me the way.
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Introduction

FROM EARLY CHILDHOOD my sisters and I were encouraged to start collections.

Looking back, it was a pursuit inspired by my parents’ own youth. Trawl through eBay and you’ll find thousands of albums containing everything from postage stamps to bookmarks, and from beer mats to luggage labels. Assembled over the precious years of childhood, the yellowed pages are a testament to youthful diligence.

One Christmas, we were given albums by our eccentric and favourite aunt, Amina.

‘I’m going to collect pictures of butterflies,’ said Safia.

‘I’m going to collect foreign banknotes,’ said Saira.

‘I’m going to collect people,’ I said.

And that’s just what I did.

While my sisters worked away at their more practical collections, I filled my album with material of a quite different nature. Although hindered by truly terrible handwriting, I collected descriptions of people I knew.

At first, the people I detailed were Mrs Ellard, the housekeeper, our beloved nanny Pauline, George the handyman, and my father’s secretary, Helena. Then, I branched out to take in the village’s regular cast – Mrs Knock at the post office, where we bought sweets with our pocket money; Mr Lovett the butcher; and the prim lady with no lips behind the counter at the bakery.

After a few weeks I got into my stride. Whenever anyone stepped in through the front door, I would observe them from my position at the top of the stairs. Like an eagle perched on a high vantage point I watched intently, noting down details that seemed important to me – such as how they smelled, what they were dressed in, and whether they moved slow or fast. Sometimes I would try and find out who the visitors were. More often than not I was shooed away and told to go up to the playroom. In such cases I gave them a codename instead.

A sample entry read:

 

Poncho-man: Beard. Long hair. Happy. Blue poncho. First time I have seen him. Smells of expensive cheese. Maybe from Mexico. Seemed in a hurry to talk to Baba. Study door closed when he arrived. Tea served by Mrs Ellard. Laughed when door to study opened. Waved to me sitting on the stairs. Shouted ‘Hola!’ Hope he comes back.

 

As the years passed, my people collection went from strength to strength, as I made note of almost everyone who came down on the weekends. Most of the visitors were not well known, and many of those who were had been given invented names.

One afternoon I sat on the floor of the small sitting room with my people collection. Behind me, my mother was knitting, her lips counting stitches.

‘One day you’ll be able to sell that for a lot, darling,’ she said.

I gasped at the comment.

‘Couldn’t sell it!’ I exclaimed, clutching the album to my chest.

‘You’ve got some famous people in there.’

‘But they’re not for sale.’

‘Not even for a million pounds?’

‘No! Not even for a billion pounds!’

My mother looked down at me, her hands knitting on autopilot.

‘I am pleased to hear it,’ she said. ‘Because some things should never be bought or sold.’

The next week I took the album to my prep school with the intention of expanding some of the entries during break. I’d never planned to write notes on any of the teachers. They were such a rotten bunch I didn’t want them in my beloved collection. But a sudden urge to collect caused me to break my own rule.

At the end of prep we were dismissed with some nonsensical phrase in Latin, by an ex-army-monocle-tweed-clad master. As I took the album out from my desk, he beckoned me forward.

‘What’s that, young man?’ he snarled accusingly.

‘Nothing, sir?’

‘Nothing? How can it be nothing? It’s not nothing... it’s something?!’

‘It’s an album, sir.’

‘Stamps?’

‘No, sir.’

‘If not stamps, then what?!’

‘People, sir.’

‘People?!’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘How can it be people?! Show it to me!’

Gingerly, I passed over the people collection.

Slotting his monocle into place, the retired major regarded the pages fast, grunting with disdain – while I prayed.

My prayers were not answered.

Cheeks flushing beetroot in rage, his mouth snarled, his monocle popped out and dangled on its chain.

‘How dare you?!’ he roared.

‘Very sorry, sir.’

Thrusting left and right, he smashed the side of my head with the book.

‘Going to burn it! Going to burn this wretched filth!’

Turning on his heel, the retired major stormed away, my people collection under his arm. It was a great sadness, and one I’ve never quite recovered from – not least because the final entry was incomplete:

Major Smith: Grey hair. Pocket watch. Red and black zigzag tie. Calls lunch ‘luncheon’, and forces us to eat it with sliced white bread. Teaches maths. Cruel. Loud. Rude. Enjoys beating boys for no reason at all. Hope he goes to Hell...

 

Tahir Shah


Elderly Gentleman

I HAVE A theory about people which I’ve never shared before.

The way I see it, society doesn’t always develop by evolving in an orderly way. Instead, I think it progresses in fits and starts, depending on who’s present in a particular group at a particular time. According to my home-grown hypothesis, inclusive groups develop and eventually perish in entirety.

It explains why, when I was young, there was a surfeit of elderly English gentlemen whose manners and deportment were matched only by their impeccable sense of dress.

My parents had an affection for such gentlemen, and certainly seemed to know a lot of them; for they were always being entertained in the drawing room, or strolling through the gardens of Langton House.

Most had clipped, silvery-white moustaches and short-back-and-sides. Invariably, they were dressed in tweed jackets, waistcoats, cravats or regimental ties, and highly polished brogues. Soft-spoken and exceptionally kind, they’d tell me about adventures made in their youth in far-off places whose names had long since changed.

Whenever I asked who the gentlemen were, my parents answered carefully, straining to be discreet. They preferred to tell us what they were known for, rather than explaining who the gentlemen actually were.

‘He escaped from Colditz,’ my father would say. Or, ‘He was smuggled behind enemy lines during the war, disguised as a circus clown.’

In our presence, very few were actually referred to by name. Even then, they were addressed by their title, or surname, and never with the kind of informality that now prevails.

One of the named gentlemen, the author L F Rushbrook Williams had, I learned later, been sent to shadow my grandfather on a long journey through the Middle East. He’d followed him for years between the wars, dispatching reports back to Whitehall. Eventually, they became inseparable friends.

Sir John Glubb was another named family friend, as was the celebrated gardener, Russell Page. He was a favourite of my sisters and I.

As bald as he was tall, he was the most softly spoken of them all. Immaculately dressed, he would always arrive bearing gifts.

Boiled sweets for us children.

Flowers for my mother.

And an assortment of unexpected wonders for my father – such as a seven-foot narwhal’s tusk.

Coinciding with the moment in which my childhood ended, the elderly gentlemen disappeared. Like the mysterious and immediate annihilation of a species, there were none left.

Even my mother noticed they’d gone.

‘Used to be droves of them,’ she remarked wistfully, as if describing herds of antelope roaming the savannah.

‘Perhaps they’ll pop up again one day,’ I said.

My mother’s brow wrinkled in a frown.

‘I fear they’re extinct,’ she replied.

A handful of years slipped by in which I missed the lost species of old gentlemen very greatly indeed.

The only one I knew was my dear friend, the explorer, Sir Wilfred Thesiger. But he was still living in northern Kenya with the nomadic Samburu at the time.

Then, over coffee one morning, a writer friend said he wanted to introduce me to a retired diplomat who’d known my grandfather during the war.

Pricking up my ears, I asked:

‘Is he a soft-spoken old gentleman?’

‘Yes, he is.’

‘I want to meet him!’ I cried.

 

On the scale of immaculate soft-spoken gentlemen, Hugh Carless was in a league of his own.

As a young diplomat, he’d been sent as Third Secretary to the British Embassy in Kabul, in 1951, and then as First Secretary to Tehran. It was there he received a telegram from his friend, would-be writer and rag-trade virtuoso, Eric Newby. The message suggested they make the first ascent of Mir Samir in the Hindu Kush together.

The journey resulted in Newby’s hilarious book, A Short Walk in the Hindu Kush. The travelogue ends with the desperately pathetic Carless-Newby party crossing paths with Thesiger, who was hard as nails.

Having spent years in the Foreign Office’s Central Asian Service, Carless was dispatched to Latin America – where he was later promoted to ambassador. It seemed an odd placement, after all he was an expert in Asia and knew next to nothing about South America.

He explained the thinking to me years later.

‘The men in grey suits always have the same worry,’ he said.

‘What is it?’

‘That the chaps in the field will go native!’

The week after my friend first suggested the introduction, I received a letter from Carless, inviting me to his flat for tea.

Unsure what to expect, I made my way to the splendid building on Bryanston Square, a stone’s throw from Marble Arch – a long way from the retired diplomat’s former stomping grounds of Central Asia.

Having learned everything I knew about him from Newby’s travel book, and from a pithy entry in Who’s Who, the moment we came face to face was one of pronounced expectation.

Carless was standing at the top of the stairs, as though waiting to receive a visiting dignitary. Although not tall, there was something utterly superlative about him.

The first thing I noticed was his posture.

A thing of wonder, it was well beyond ramrod-straight, and must have been achieved through years of self-discipline and sacrifice. After the posture, I took in the shoes: jet-black Oxfords with a parade-ground shine.

Ascending the stairs in what seemed like slow motion, my line of vision ranged upwards: over grey flannel trousers with a razor-sharp crease, up higher over a Savile Row blazer, a cravat, and finally onto the face.

Eyes deep pools of blue, his cheeks were clean-shaven, and his elongated forehead led down to a perfect short-back-and-sides. But it wasn’t the features that I noticed, so much as the way that, in collaboration with one another, they conjured a sense of utter tranquillity.

Again, my subconscious pondered whether such a lack of fear and worry was natural or learned.

I’ve heard it said that to get elected as President, a candidate must greet voters one-on-one as though they’re meeting the most singular person on Earth... a combination of eye contact, sincerity, and sedateness. That’s how Hugh Carless greeted me – not only the first time we met, but always.

As we entered the drawing room, my eyes picked out objects and textures I knew from my travels. I couldn’t help but give voice to the delight, as I roamed from damascened brass dish to Oriental tapestry, and from Mughal miniature to lacquered Kajar screen.

‘I’ve lived with all this bric-à-brac for so long, I hardly see it,’ Carless said in his soft trademark voice, ushering me to a low, leather armchair.

‘But I’m sure you love it all,’ I said.

‘I do... but not the part of the object you see.’

‘How do you mean?’

Carless smiled, the slow, meandering smile of a man who had gained wisdom through travel.

‘Everything has two parts,’ he replied. ‘The first is the part I suspect you see – the thing visitors tend to marvel at or admire.’

‘What’s the other part?’

‘That which is formed from an object’s own secret history, and from the story connecting it to what came before.’

Afternoon tea was brought in, and the elaborate ritual of politeness began for which it was invented to display.

We talked about Central Asia, Africa, and the Americas, telling stories and sharing points of etiquette. Taking turns, we described destinations we had both known and loved, realizing our lives had overlapped.

When telling a story, Carless would pause expertly before delivering the punchline, censuring himself in the name of modesty. A diplomat to the core, his entire performance was designed to elevate his guest by lowering his own sense of worth. As the afternoon progressed, I wondered how I would ever be able to bear conversing with anyone out in the real world again.

After a second cup of orange pekoe, my eyes scanned the room for the twentieth time. Without thinking, I asked if there was an object for which he reserved a special fondness.

‘Indeed,’ Carless said, his deep blue eyes staring into space.

‘May I ask what it is?’

Standing, he drifted in silence to the far side of the room. And, hovering there for a moment, he held a hand towards a metal object, as one might do when introducing two strangers.

I observed it with care.

Two foot high, it was a simple model of a peacock fashioned in steel, the display at the back intricately etched with a pattern and what looked like the sun.

‘This is the most precious object I have ever had the pleasure of knowing,’ he said.

‘Where’s it from?’

‘From the Yezidi culture of Iraq.’

‘The People of the Peacock Angel?’

‘That’s right,’ Carless countered. ‘They were once thought to be devil worshippers, but that was nonsense of course. Theirs is a fine and quite remarkable society.’

‘If this is the object, what is its story?’

Carless seemed pleased to have been asked.

‘Well,’ he said, pondering on how to shape his answer, ‘Diplomats are taught about the country to which they are being sent, or at least they were when I was a young man. While informative, what they learn is from the outside in, and not from the inside out.

‘When I was sent to Tehran in the ’fifties, I looked for ways of knowing Iran in another way. I read its literature, appreciated its marvels in architecture and cuisine, but most of all, I liked to visit the Grand Bazaar.

‘It was like something out of the pages of A Thousand and One Nights. Caverns packed floor to ceiling with treasure – the kind of things that had been crafted as empires rose, and carried away by the hordes when they fell.’

Hugh Carless fell silent, as though seduced by the memory of a particular day.

‘Rustam Ali Mansur was rumoured by some to be king of the smugglers, and by others to be second in wealth only to the Shah,’ he went on, turning slightly to face the light. ‘I never discovered what was true and what was not. Like everyone else with an interest in knowing Iran in a less than obvious way, I became a customer of the inimitable Rustam Ali Mansur.

‘You will need to take advantage of your own imagination to picture the scene of the emporium,’ Carless expressed. ‘Winged lions sculpted from tremendous blocks of stone in ancient Babylonia. Solid silver bedsteads made for emperors and kings. Venetian chandeliers, grand pianos, grandfather clocks made for Louis XIV.

‘Whenever I visited, I would wear my roughest old hiking clothes. I’d pretend I was a writer on my travels, and that my budget was next to nothing. Many of the other dealers might have shooed me away, but Rustam Ali Mansur had a skill they did not possess. From the moment you entered the emporium, eyes wide at the wonders contained inside, he would – as my American friends say – be “sizing you up”.

‘In his mind he would have picked out an object for you to buy, without letting on what it was. Like a stage magician executing the perfect illusion, he’d lead you to it in an almost telepathic way.

‘One afternoon I slipped out from the embassy, went home to change into my hiking clothes, and took a taxi down to the Grand Bazaar. Weaving through miles of passages, I made my way to Ali Mansur’s shop, where I found the dealer waiting for me.

‘My visit coincided with a government crackdown on tax. Antiques had been subjected to additional duty, which had caused great problems for many of the bazaaris. However, the ingenious Rustam Ali Mansur didn’t think like the others.’

‘How did he think?’ I asked.

‘Like a fox.’

Turning back to the peacock, Carless allowed the side of his hand to brush against it, as though transporting him back to Tehran’s Grand Bazaar.

‘If an object was presented as a gift, no tax was due,’ he said. ‘And so, seeing me intrigued by our friend here, the old fox called out to me, “Everything this afternoon is free!”

‘Although delighted at the information, I was naturally suspicious. So I asked for clarification. “It’s simple,” Rustam Ali Mansur said, “take anything you wish – including that peacock – for nothing. However, you should know that connected to every object is a story. A story that is as much the object as it is itself. Being a treasure in its own right, the story does have a nominal price.”

‘I asked what the story attached to the peacock cost. Rustam Ali Mansur shook his head. “Better to ask first what the story is,” he responded, “rather than the price. After all, you may not wish to buy it.”

‘“But it’s actually the peacock I am interested in,” I said, “rather than its story.”

‘The dealer shook his head again. “With one comes the other,” he explained. “They are inseparable.”

‘Weary of Oriental logic, I asked for the story.

‘This is what he told me:

‘“Once upon a time, Nasrudin put all his savings into a pen of cut-rate peacocks, or rather into peacock chicks. Every day, he fed them with grain, greedily waiting for the time when he could sell them for their feathers. As you know, peacocks are intelligent birds. They soon worked out the fate destined for them. So, just before reaching maturity, they stopped growing. Nasrudin couldn’t understand it. He asked another peacock farmer, then a vet, and after him an astrologer, but none had an answer why the adolescent creatures had not grown, with magnificent plumage. At his wit’s end, Nasrudin went to the pen where the birds were kept. Waving his fists at them, he screamed: ‘You think I’ve been raising you for your adult feathers, don’t you?! Well, it may interest you to know that it’s not the case. I’ve been raising you for lovely soft down with which to fill my pillow... the kind young peacocks like you possess. So, unless you get moving to the next phase of your development, you’ll be cuddling my head as I dream tonight!’”’

 

Hugh Carless passed away in 2011, robbing me of the last soft-spoken gentleman I have had the good fortune to know.

Days before he died, he sent me a typed memoir of his life. Though a wonderful surprise, it was not the last that I received from my impeccable, straight-backed friend.

For, a few weeks after his funeral, the porter at my London club said a large cardboard box had come for me.

A large box filled with polystyrene chips.

Delving both hands in, my fingers touched a metal object. Even before my eyes had seen it, I knew what it was.

The Yezidi Peacock: as much a wonderful story as it was itself.

 

From Travels With Nasrudin


Twigger

THE FIRST TIME I met Robert Twigger was fifteen years ago when I was homeless in Japan.

He was a young pipe-smoking poet with a fondness for martial arts, the friend of a friend. I had travelled to Tokyo to study the culture and language of the indigenous Ainu people, the original inhabitants of the Japanese islands. Unfortunately I had severely misgauged the cost of living. Tokyo at the time was the most expensive city on Earth. A cup of coffee, albeit flaked with gold leaf, could set you back a week’s wages.

Ten days after arriving, I had blown my entire savings, most of them on a single elaborate meal of Kobe beef, from a herd so pampered that each cow boasted its own private masseur.

When Twigger found me, I was squatting in a disused office block, living on ornamental cabbages I had stolen from Ueno Park, where they grew in the flower beds. I would cook three at a time and stir in a couple of heaped spoons of monosodium glutamate. It wasn’t what most people regard as luxury. But then real luxury is in the eye of the beholder.

Twigger took me in. While I lived on his floor, simmering my infamous soup for us both, he would spend all his time preparing for the harshest martial arts course in the world. It was a form of Aikido, a course designed to harden the Tokyo Riot Police. During the months I lodged with him, Twigger would spend the evenings talking of a dream that had gripped him since infancy – to find a lost race of cave-dwelling dwarfs thought to reside in Morocco’s Atlas Mountains.

For a decade, he subjected himself to routines of wild preparation. He took to sleeping on a bed of nails that he had made himself, learned to shoot a pistol blindfolded and even canoed across Canada upstream to build the muscles on his arms.

From the beginning, he was certain the dwarfs were part of a pygmy race that had once inhabited all of North Africa. His interest in the subject had arisen as a child. He had read a curious monograph entitled The Dwarfs of Mount Atlas by the nineteenth-century scholar R G Haliburton. The paper suggested that the dwarf people were afforded an almost sacred status, and that their whereabouts were kept secret from outsiders.

Twigger believed that a local community somewhere in Morocco must have known stories of the small people. After all, he said, the subject had been a sensation when it first reached the West a little over a century ago. Trapped in the communal knowledge of the society he felt sure there was a clue waiting to be unearthed, a clue that could lead him to the lost tribe of Moroccan pygmies.

We met for coffee the next morning, at a café outside Bab Er-Rsif. The place was filled with a dozen unshaven men in tattered jellabas, each one nursing a glass of café noir, with a cigarette stub screwed into the corner of his mouth. Rachana had taken the children to a hammam. She said male cafés were worthy only of men who frequented them.

I couldn’t understand what Twigger was doing in Fès.

‘You’re not going to find your lost pygmy tribe here,’ I said, once we had both been served coffee.

‘I know that.’

‘So what are you doing in town?’

‘Looking for clues,’ he said.

‘In the old city?’

‘Kind of... in cafés like this one.’

I swilled a mouthful of coffee.

‘I’m not quite sure I see the connection.’

‘It’s in the folklore,’ he said.

‘Meaning?’

‘Meaning you’ve got to tap into the substrata.’

While I ordered another round of coffee, Twigger lit a cheroot and sucked at the end.

‘Anthropologists are a pathetic bunch,’ he said. ‘They never find anything because they don’t know how to look.’

‘How do you look?’

‘With my eyes closed,’ Twigger said.

 

From In Arabian Nights


Waiting for the Chair

WHERE HIGHWAY 231 crosses the Tallapoosa River in central Alabama, the sky is inky grey, the panorama cold and forgotten.

A ghostly silence hugs the landscape.

As the road ascends a low hill, you get your first view of the Tutwiler Prison for Women. Square watch-towers loom upwards from the compound, every inch of it encircled by electric fences and razor-wire. Locked down inside the jail’s white-washed walls, Alabama’s five most feared female inmates await their rendezvous with the electric chair.

Myth and misinformation surround America’s women on Death Row – two-thirds of them are white, ranging in age from eighteen to seventy-five. In more than sixty per cent of cases the victim was an adult male, most often an abusive partner.

Built in the late ’thirties, Tutwiler Prison has a cramped and ominous atmosphere, one stripped of any comfort. With its old-fashioned, no-frills construction, the jail is free from the high-tech features common in more modern penal institutions. The long, stone-floored corridors echo to the sounds of steel gates opening for a moment, before slamming shut. Like most of the nation’s female prisons, Tutwiler incarcerates women convicted of petty theft, as well as others condemned for far more brutal crimes.

Turn right off the main passageway, where the general population is housed, and you come to an unmarked entrance. Without warning, the tempered-steel door opens from behind, swinging inwards. A pair of towering women guards in blue uniforms take the signatures of the visitors. There is a different atmosphere here.

Most striking of all is the silence.

Silence that is, except for the high-pitched screams of a deranged inmate. The bars of her cell are fitted with a fine lattice grate to prevent her from hurling faeces at the guards. As her delirious shrieks shatter the quiet, you move down the special corridor. This is the heart of Tutwiler, the solitary confinement wing of Death Row.

Linda Block sits on her bed in a cell at the far end of the isolation unit. With light grey hair, huge olive-green eyes and chalky white skin, Linda, forty-eight, is the most recent woman to be sentenced to death in the United States. Dressed in the white prison-issue tunic bearing the monogram of the jail, she glances around her windowless cell. The walls are a putrid yellow; the floor is bare cement. Linda’s few possessions are kept in a battered cardboard box at the foot of her bed.

‘I have been here since December,’ she says in a calm voice. ‘Before this I was a publisher, a pillar of society. I was known and respected across the country. I hadn’t even ever had a speeding ticket. Then I shot a cop and everything changed.’

Before her conviction, Linda Block published Liberatis, a political magazine. Far from the sort of person you might expect to find residing on Death Row, she hails from the well-heeled end of society. More likely to be accused of white-collar crime than murder, Linda’s peers were shocked that a woman of such social standing could end up on Alabama’s Death Row.

‘Now I’m condemned to die in an electric chair,’ she says. ‘I’m regarded as the most heinous criminal of all. Being on Death Row is in itself a dead feeling. You are already dead to the world, to your friends, family and, especially, to the public. The state just hasn’t destroyed the body yet.’

Linda spends a lot of time thinking about the incident that got her sentenced to death in Alabama’s electric chair. A police officer died in the shooting. And, when a cop dies in the Deep South, there’s enormous pressure to press for the maximum punishment – electrocution.

According to her account, Linda was using the telephone at a gas station in eastern Alabama when her husband, George, was approached by a police officer. When asked to show his driving licence, he leaned into the car. Fearing that he was reaching for a gun, the officer pulled his own weapon. At the trial, the police contended that the gunfight which ensued was an act of naked aggression on the part of Linda Block’s husband. As she was walking back to the car, Linda saw the officer and her husband exchanging shots.

‘Whatever the reason, am I supposed to stand there,’ she asks, ‘and allow the cop to shoot my husband till he’s dead?’ Without wasting a moment Linda pulled her own revolver and began to fire at the officer as well. Amid the hail of bullets the cop staggered to his car and drove away.

‘Just because a man puts on a badge,’ says Linda, ‘it doesn’t mean he’s superhuman. Nonetheless, we knew that we’d shot an officer and the mentality of the force would be crazed. If you shoot a regular civilian they’ll come after you, but not with the ferocity as when they’re hunting a “cop-killer”.’

As they made their escape from the area, Linda and George hit a massive police roadblock. They thought then and there about committing suicide. But Linda was terrified for the safety of her ten-year-old son. He had been sitting in the back of the car all along. Only when she surrendered, did Linda realize that the cop they had shot was dead. Forensic evidence used later in court showed that it was probably her bullet that killed the officer. She and her husband were charged with murder. Both were sentenced to die in the electric chair, making them the only married couple on Death Row.

During the case that followed, Linda Block dismissed her lawyers and took on her own legal defence. Such an action is unprecedented in a death penalty case.

‘When you hire an attorney,’ she says, ‘you’re signing your life over to him. I fired my attorneys and did a far better job at defending myself than they had done on my behalf. When you are fighting for your life, you begin to understand what’s important and what’s not.’

Expecting a sentence of manslaughter or life without parole, Linda was stunned at hearing she was to die by electrocution.

‘When the judge read the verdict,’ she says, reflecting, ‘I sensed the blood drain from my face and I felt faint. I had been sentenced to death by the state of Alabama. But I forced myself to sit erect, to show no emotion, no response. I have become a master of self-control. I wasn’t going to give anyone the satisfaction of seeing how much shock and pain they had inflicted upon me. Although I didn’t expect to get death, I did not want life without parole. I had decided that if they were going to convict me, go ahead and let them give me the death penalty. At least then you get an automatic appeal.’

Linda Block’s apathetic expression was seen by the press as proof that she was nothing more than a cold, calculated killer. She was transported directly from court to Tutwiler Prison.

‘When I arrived here I was given a full strip-search,’ she explains. ‘It’s the most dehumanizing process any woman could ever go through. I hated it and was extremely upset. In Alabama, men can be present at female strip-searches. The warden saw the expression on my face when I had to strip in front of all those people. She said to me “I understand how
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