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Chapter 

One

Baltimore,  Md.

September,  2016

He had  murdered his wife.  

He didn't mean to do it.  He couldn't control himself.  She had come home late.  There was an argument.  He struck her. Maliciously!   Purposefully!  She fell and hit her head on the table.  But he didn't stop there.  He strangled her,  with his bare hands!  He just lost it!  It was just one of those things!  He accused her of seeing someone else.  Before he knew what had happened,  he was out of the door.  

He regretted it.  

. . . They gave him fifty years.  

He was already thirty eight.  He left the court room,  his hands in front of him in shackles.  As he left the court room,  he had the look of shock on his face.  Somehow,  he thought they'd go lighter on him.  His defense made it plain:  

'Temporary insanity!  He didn't know what he was doing!'  they yelled,  to anyone who would listen.

But the State would not hear of it.  They wanted him prosecuted to the full extent of the law.  It had been a high profile case,  followed in the national press for months as the trial lingered on.

Outside the court room in the hallways,  the verdict in,  the news hounds fell over each other trying to get their pictures or his statement.  Microphones were in his face. The uniformed police had to hold them off.  

The media was resilient.

"Are you going to appeal?"  asked one reporter.

"I'm innocent,"  said the man,  showing them his wrist shackles.

"The evidence point otherwise," said another reporter.

"Involuntary manslaughter.  We're going to appeal,"  said his lawyer,  holding onto his client.

They were trying to make their way outside.

The press continued to hound them until they were out to the street and to their waiting car.  The Baltimore police put him into the back seat of one of their black and white units.  One of the officers climbed into the drivers seat and the man was taken away,  the bevy of reporters left standing at the curve.

Things had never been easy for thirty eight year old Frank Bonner.  People say he was born on the wrong side of the tracks.  He never had much,  his mother was pregnant with him when she was sixteen.  He never knew his father;  never had the guidance of a strong male figure in his life.  He dropped out of school when he was in the nineth grade.  He wondered from mediocre job to mediocre job.

Then,  he was arrested for shoplifting at a local grocery store.  His mother was at his side and supported him during the weekend he served for the act.  Then,  at knife point,  he robbed a convenience store.  

He served six months.  

Then, he stole a car right off the dealers lot;  hot wired it and drove away.  He was captured in less than an hour.  He did another four months in jail.  

The outside world didn't greet him with 'open arms' in any event after he had paid his debt to society.  He had a rap sheet a mile long.  He promised his mother he would do better.  Nothing she did seemed to work.  

Then,  he found a job working in an auto shop as a mechanic.  He'd always loved cars;  loved being around them;  loved tinkering with them.  Though he had only a nineth grade education he was good at fixing and repairing them.  He figured,  'everybody has some talent!;  maybe this was HIS!'  He just picked it up!;  from his neighbors and his neighbors friends while in his teens and early twenties.

The job paid well;  two dollars per hour,  eight hours per day plus benefits.  For the first time Bonner seemed settled.  

Then he met a girl,  a night club singer,  fell in love and married her inside of two months.  It was a whirlwind romance and indeed all seemed to be going well for him.

One night,  however,  she came in late.  She had been delayed.  She had no explanation.  They got into an argument.  He thought she should have been home earlier.  She brandished a knife on him.  He took it from her and brandished it at her,  but he did more;  he threw the knife away, beat her and strangled her with his bare hands. 

He had been drinking and was caught up in the moment.  

He ran from the scene.

It was easy for the law.  He was picked up a short time later having a casual drink at a local bar as if nothing had happened.  He didn't realize the seriousness of it all.  He went quietly with the authorities,  without further incident.  

The case was open and shut.

Frank Bonner was slated to spend the rest of his life in prison.  He spent ten hours per day in an eight by ten cell and fourteen hours per day working in the prison library, with one day out for recreation  into the prison yard,  Saturday,  all under heavy guard.  He thought: it was 'hardly'  an ideal existance. 
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Chapter

Two

. . . Until he escaped!!!  
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After eight months,  Frank grew weary of the prison walls and devised a plan!  

Frank Bonner was not a large man.  He only stood about five feet seven in his shoes and weighed one hundred and sixty pounds.  Most of the prisoners were much larger;  much bulkier.

On one of his Saturday outings he noticed the building was made of concrete 'blocks' and they coincided next to the giant coolers and heaters that cooled off or heated the facility.  The coolers were right next to his cell which hid it somewhat from the tower.  While the guards looked away he briefly ducked behind one of the large coolers.  He  realized that the blocks were 'staggered' and gave way to tiny vents that opened to each cell.  He realized again that there was a vent in his own cell as well.  Therefore,  he thought,  there were 'two'  vents:  one on the inside of the cell,  and one on the 'outside'.  He needed only to find some way to get through both  vents to be on the outside.  

Bonner's mind began to work.  

***********************
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AND HE ASKED HIMSELF:  "How would it work?'

At night,  the prison guard tower had a search light that passed over the outside area about once every five minutes and lit up the area for many yards like day.  It's beacon could see in all directions for half a mile and the tower was always manned,  even in the daytime.  Dogs roamed the area that separated the prison
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