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My battles are your battles

Can’t you see it?

Look into the mirror

I’m you

After a prison sentence.
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Dear justice system,
stop failing my people.



A voice for the voiceless


Contents

Introduction
Unchained
 
1. Crime & Punishment

Road to Victory
 
Strange Fruit
 
Bail
 
Sweatbox

Unwritten Crime

A Mother’s Choice

I Can’t Show You My Scars

The Three Ms

2. Behind Bars

Sentencing

No Place Like Home

The Women

Keys to Freedom

No Black Heroes

Inside Holloway

No Sign of Weakness

Therapy

New Normal

Dear PO Nameless

Silent Protest

Dear Mum

The Letter B

My Land

Silent Choir

Invisible Scars

Healing Water

The Inner Child

27th December 2009

3. Life After Prison

First Night Home

I’m Not Okay

Dear Oppressor

You After a Sentence

Justice

Storytelling Anthem

Freedom

The Win

Ain’t I a Woman?

A Thin Line Between Good and Bad

Death or a Prison Sentence

The Forgotten People

Returning to Holloway

Epilogue

I Come From. . .

About the author


How to Use This Ebook
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Unchained

My nationality does not define me

Yes, I am Black, African Black

And I guess that’s all you see, but I am so much more.

I am Lady Unchained

I am Unchained.

I defeated the infection that we have grown to call a prison sentence

Which left untreated, can cause your mind to fall apart.

Haunted by the person you used to be, the person you used to know.

Why won’t they just let me be me, why won’t they just let me be free?

I wasn’t born with the hunger to be free; I was born free. Nelson Mandela.

If he could sit down in a prison cell for decades, then who am to sit down and be defeated by this infectious curse that was created for us to believe that the truth is the lie, and the lie is the truth?

They used to hang us up in trees for everyone to see.

Lock us in chains to keep us in check.

Now they cast judgement in so-called courts of law and slander our names.

I mean why would our younger generations see themselves as anything different when you teach them the views that you wish still existed?

Instead, teach this generation we existed before we were slaves

We wasn’t just made to be used and thrown away.

Wake up brothers and sisters!

Don’t you see, we’re just reliving the history that we’ve been taught to believe

I am not strange because of the colour of my skin

I am not a criminal or someone you should fear.


Crime & Punishment



I was on bail for around eight months before I went to jail. A lot of people are put on remand – I was lucky. Being on remand means you spend the time before your hearing in prison before going to a magistrates’ court. But time spent on remand is later taken off your sentence. You don’t get that on bail. In those eight months, I was going back and forth to court before being sentenced to two and a half years in prison at Inner London Crown Court (near Elephant and Castle). The prison you’re allocated to is normally the one closest to the court you’re sentenced in. I was sent to HMP Holloway. It was the only prison for women in London, so it felt like everyone got sent there.

Road to Victory

I await sentencing, scared and confused, but there’s no praying

If God loved me then I wouldn’t be in this mess, that’s all I’m saying.

You’re a female with no previous, you’ll get off. You’ve got this, so stop fretting, I hear my friends say.

Yet my solicitor’s voice rings loud, you’re looking at three to five, there’s no doubt

So just make sure you pack a bag each time you take that stand.

And still, I just can’t quite understand.

But the judge soon makes it clear: he screams two and a half! Take her away!

Take me where?

I scream too, but there’s no sound.

The waterfalls from my eyes kiss my cheeks. Farewell to me trying to look hard.

The life I once knew

Was no more.

Shattered dreams of future plans taken in a flash

Dark shadows and angry voices in my head telling me this is the end.

This is the end

So, just end it.

I left a piece of me on that stand.

I felt her walk away as I began to walk down them steps.

I swear I never even looked back.

See, I had to free her from this life that we were about to take.

Because she was the me with the dreams and ambitions

She was the me who still had faith in the so-called justice system

She was the me who prayed

She was the 11-year-old me who sang in Sunday choir

She was the me who wrote songs for Sunday school

She was the me who still cared about life.

All she was gonna do now was hold me back, with her dreams of the life that she once had.

Dreams were a thing of the past

Because where I was going, dreams are for the weak.

Forget love

I need respect

Because I ain’t trying to be no-one’s chick.

My beautiful future – no more.

And so, I began my life behind bars, broken and defeated.

Days were long, nights were longer, weekend bang-ups a lifetime.

Pain and tears were only to be felt at night.

Eleven-year-old me, where are you, I need you, where are you?

She returned to me in the form of a prayer:

Not long now girl, just stay strong. Pray to God and I promise you a better day.

All of a sudden, it just made sense.

This is the journey that was written for me to take

So I can teach my fellow brothers and sisters that

It’s not about anger; it’s about peace.

It’s not about power; it’s about grace.

It’s not about hatred; it’s about love.

These are the lessons I learnt while in prison, so you don’t have to go there to learn the same lessons.

The choice is yours,

I choose to be Unchained.



Strange Fruit

You didn’t plant me

You planted the fear of us never being more than just your slaves

Your property

Your fruit.

You cannot pick me up and take a bite of me

I am not yours.

No wonder my brothers and sisters are sitting in jail cells

Thinking that they are fighting back by chaining themselves up.

Feeding on your hunger whilst their families starve.

We pay for the mistakes you make

While you just hide behind uniforms and badges that we will never understand.

The law is built to protect you.

I mean why else would you cast us away each time we come close to unmasking your disguise?

You kill one of our own to remind us who’s in control,

And like the slaves we are

We turn on each other to please our masters –

Our masters who couldn’t care less if we were here tomorrow.

I am Unchained.



When you’re on bail, you can be given conditions such as curfews, tags or restrictions on where you can go. When I was on bail, I was told I couldn’t go into the area of the club where the fight had happened. When I appeared at the magistrates’ court for my hearing, I was warned my case would be allocated to the Crown Court immediately (magistrates’ courts can’t send you to prison). My solicitor told me to pack a bag of things I might need in prison each time I came to court.

Bail

Being on bail feels like a slow death.

Your body is left in limbo

As you watch the life you knew fall apart.

The smile you had turns into a frown,

Love into hate,

Anger and regret.

Bail tells you you’re a failure.

Future plans crashed

Like taking a test and getting an ‘F’.

Your words and voice no longer have meaning.

The you before bail no longer exists

No one wants to hear your truth.

You sit in court and listen to others

While they speak about the person you claim to be.

Yet, no one wants to hear you say a thing –

Solicitors tell you to pack your bag

Because each hearing could be

Your last breath before you’re put into the ground.

The
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