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CHAPTER 1
Peter Milton, would never forget the nerve jarring sound of
that cell door slamming shut behind him. The clanging of steel
against steel reverberated around the drab corridors of Perbac
Prison. The final turn of the key, that had sent the lock
thudding into place, was as though a knife was being pushed
into his heart. It was all he could do to contain the panic that he
felt swelling up inside him. A wave of nausea swept over him,
as he realised his worst nightmare had come true.
His whole body ached as he stood rooted to the spot,
surveying the depressing scene in front of him. His bloodshot
eyes were half closed. They hurt, even to blink, as though
someone had thrown a handful of grit into them. His tongue
was furred and swollen. His throat dry and sore. The ordeal of
his trial, had left him mentally and physically exhausted. His
attempts try and snatch some sleep had always ended in failure.
At best he would doze for a few minutes, only to awake in a
cold sweat and his brain in turmoil. At which point he would
pace the floor for hours on end.
A small eye level flap was pushed open in the metal clad
door, and the guards steel blue expressionless eyes peered in.
“Some company for you Jake !” he shouted.
Peter sensed the guards sneering tone, and although he
couldn't see him, he knew he still wore that sadistic smug grin
that had been etched into his burly escorts face on his arrival.
The flap slammed shut, and save for the guards heavy footsteps
echoing down the corridor, all was quiet.
Peter glanced at the motionless figure that lay stretched out
on the top bunk. His hands clasped tightly behind his close
shaven head. His cold green eyes concentrating on a huge,
long legged spider making its way across the whitewashed
ceiling. It would stop every few steps as though it knew that it
was being watched. Then it would scurry forward again
towards its destination.
Jake made no movement. No recognition that Peter had
even entered the cell. Only the slight undulating movement of

his chest from his shallow breathing gave any sign of life. Peter
opened his mouth to speak, but thought better of it. He took
stock of his surroundings. His heart sank, and a wave of
depression swept over him, as he realised, that this
claustrophobic, depressing little brick cube, was to become his
home for the next few years. This had not been part of his
dream. He inwardly asked himself, how a man of his
intelligence and ability had ended up here?
He was suddenly aware of that strange, unexplained
phenomena we humans experience, when we are being
watched by unseen eyes. He turned to see that Jake, who‟s eyes
had been fixated on that spider, was now examining him.
Peter half smiled. “Hi,” he uttered in a nervous, hoarse
voice. Without answering, the figure rose upright and leapt
from the top bunk. He strode over to a small white painted
cupboard in the far corner of the cell. Shielding the contents
with his body, he pulled open the door. After a couple of
minutes of activity, a plume of smoke rose into the air. He
closed the door and turned to face Peter. A straggly, hand
rolled cigarette hung loosely from his mouth. He continued
with his disconcerting stare.
Peter had to break this awful silence. “Are you allowed to
smoke then?” he asked.
Jake took a long draw on his cigarette, and slowly blew out
the smoke in Peter‟s direction.
“I am,” he said, in a low growl, jabbing his finger into his
own chest. He then pointed to the cupboard. “That, is mine.”
His gravely voice spit out the words. “No one goes in there.
Got it? If I find that any of my ciggy‟s have disappeared.” He
stared menacingly at Peter.
Peter averted his eyes from the icy stare. He strode over to
the bunk beds, and sat on the bottom one. “There‟s no need to
worry about your cigarettes,” he said nervously. “I don‟t
smoke.”
The figure continued with his unnerving stare. “Well, that‟s
a stroke of luck,” he uttered. “You can give me your ration.”
Peter looked up at him. “What do you mean. My ration?”

Jake put out his cigarette by squeezing it between his
fingers. “All wives and girlfriends are allowed to bring in
ciggy‟s for their man. Get your wife to bring some in. Then
give them to me.”
A wry smile crossed Peter‟s face. “My wife won‟t be
visiting me. I can assure you. She‟s the one who put me here.”
Peter noted the disappointed look on Jake‟s face. He thought
quickly as he studied his cell mate‟s muscular physique. He
was in no doubt that this man was well able to handle himself
and decided that It would be as well to get into his good books.
He would make a better friend than an enemy. “Tell you what,
though,” said Peter rising to his feet. “My solicitor will be
visiting regularly. I‟ll get him to bring me some in.”
A broad grin crossed Jake‟s face, revealing a row of uneven,
nicotine stained teeth. He made towards Peter, his arms
outstretched. He grabbed Peter‟s hand and shook it hard.
“We‟re going to get on fine, I can see. They call me Jake,
what‟s your handle?”
“Peter. Peter Milton.”
“Well, Pete. What are you in for?”
Peter hesitated for a moment. He was a little embarrassed to
say. Perhaps he should say he was a jewel thief, or a bank
robber, or even a murderer. “Tax evasion,” he suddenly blurted
out.
Jake was quiet for a moment, Peter half expected him to
burst out laughing.
“A man with money, mused Jake. “That‟s interesting.”
“I did have,” replied Peter. “I was a rich man, until my wife
did the dirty on me.”
“How did she manage that?” queried Jake.
Peter sank down on to the bottom bunk, and looked
disdainfully up at Jake. “It‟s a long story,” he sighed.
Jake heaved himself up onto the upper bunk, and lay back
with his hands clasped behind his head. “Well, we‟ve got all
the time in the world. Let‟s hear it from the beginning.”
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