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Dedication.
These pages are dedicated to Barjan S.B. and Tom N. both good blokes.
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Introduction.
Although all what follows happened in the autumn of 1966 till the summer of 1967, it is best
forgotten about as far as I am concerned. It was ten months out of my life and ten months where I
witnessed just how cruel people could be to each other. However, my editor thinks that the normally
law-abiding public would want to read about such experiences.
His belief being that the great majority of the law-abiding general public have never seen the inside
of a police or prison cell, had a prison sentence, or been on the wrong side of the law in any way. Of
course the films and the TV do convey the general idea but they do fall short of the actual reality of
prison. So it is for those reasons that I write about my experiences as a criminal and also about what it is
like to get locked up, ostensibly, out of harms way from the general public.
I must make it quite clear from the start that I am not a bad minded person, or a thug, or a villain or
someone of really bad character. I am certainly not a hero either or a person that anybody should think
too much of. I was more of a dammed nuisance really, trying in my own way to get back at society for
my own misguided reasons. There is no excuse for breaking the law in the way that I did, but I am very
glad that I did have these experiences and also the prison sentence that followed because in a way, it all
helped me to come to terms with society eventually, but it took many, many years to do that.
I have decided to hold nothing back, because I want it to be an insight into the young, mis-guided
mind. Most of my childhood days were spent in an orphanage and my editor also thinks that I should
include these childhood days, saying once again that people who come from normal homes and normal
family backgrounds would also like to read about what life was like for those brought up in an
orphanage.
Both my parents were alive at the time so my brother, my sister and myself were not proper orphans,
unlike some of the children in that place. We were placed there because there was no one else to look
after us when our mother became unwell for a number of years. Orphanages were originally designed
for children whose parents or parent were deceased, but the intake often extended to those children
whose parents or parent were unfit to parent and also to those children whose parents or parent were
unable through ill health to parent.
My brother, my sister and myself came under this last category. I will say at this point that many,
many children came out of orphanages undamaged and led successful lives, I am very happy for them,
and I am very pleased that they did succeed in their lives without going on to break the law. But it is also
the fact that many children were mentally scarred by the experience, who did not respond favourably
and the one sole reason for that was because such children were away from their mother.
I am not offering that as an excuse for my own wrong-doing, my brother and sister had a similar life
experience in their early years and they are thoroughly honest, lead industrious lives and are a credit to
their community. It is the fact that many children in orphanages endured much worse and survived
without later resorting to crime. Orphanages are a thing of the past in the UK now, because it has been
shown that orphanages do not work. Nowadays when a child is put into care, much softer provisions are
available and that gladdens my heart no end.
Even so, the fact remains, when the child is away from mother, some children can adjust to that
situation and others do not. Being a natural dare-devil rebel anyway, I did not have the right attitude in
the first place, or the needed attitude to toe the line, it was all a war with me. My elder brother took it
inwardly, and where I was outspoken and defiant at every opportunity, my brother, always a very
serious sort of person, chose to say very little.

But make no mistake about it, he registered every minute of it all the same, but it is all locked up in
his heart, and still is to this very day. When his son got married, there were so many children at the
reception party from his daughter-in-laws side, that he completely freaked out. Had to be taken away, he
had not seen so many children in one place for many years and it had done his head in.
The poor bastard had held it all inside of him, but when it did come out, he was in a very bad way
for weeks afterwards, according to his wife. My sister appears untouched by it all, thank god, but then
she had a better attitude about it. She even got herself in ‘Sunny Smiles’, and even adopted. Well, she
would have been adopted but for me and my brother stopping it, just in time. I will tell you the story of
how we did that, she doesn’t know even to this day that it was us that stopped her getting adopted.
Round about May every year, when the weather had turned a bit sunny, this bloke would come to
visit the orphanage and he always carried a little black comb in his top pocket. He was a photographer
and he was always on the lookout for dopy children so that he could take a photo of them. Then they
would end up in a tiny little book called ‘Sunny Smiles’. Problem was, people who wanted to adopt
children were given this ‘Sunny Smiles’ book and they were able to pick the child that they wanted to
adopt from it.
If this photo bloke started speaking to you, sooner or later he would bring out his little black comb
and ask you to comb your hair. We would deliberately mess up our hair with our hands so that he would
not take a photo of us. Imagine our reaction when we saw our sister's ugly mug in ‘Sunny Smiles’ and
then this tall bloke and his wife started taking her out on Sunday afternoons. She would come back with
stories of ice cream and sweets and high teas and all sorts of tales of good things and something had to
be done about this because it was getting a regular thing on a Sunday afternoon.
I am a little embarrassed to say about what we did to stop it, it was my brother's idea but I did go
along with it and in the end I was better at it than he was. We put shit on the back of her coat and the tall
bloke and his wife would tell my sister off for being disgusting with her toiletry. After about the fifth
time this tall bloke and his wife sent my sister back and of course my sister started crying because the
ice cream and lollies and all the posh high teas had stopped and they chose someone else to adopt
instead.
It was a case of ‘We came together and we would leave together’, and that was why we did it. I had
to remind Sister Hannah, the lady in charge of the orphanage about that one Saturday afternoon in the
washhouse some years later. We was all having a strip wash, about twelve of us and Sister Hannah came
bursting into the washhouse smiling and saying what a wonderful load of good boys we all were and
how she thought that we were all a credit to the orphanage and a lot of talk like that.
Then she said that she needed two volunteers and everyone slunk back to the walls because you
couldn’t trust her and you just did not volunteer for nothing. It was just one of those things, you did not
volunteer for anything because it usually meant hard work. I never saw how it happened but all of a
sudden Sister Hannah had one of her very fat hands on my brother's head. Sister Hannah was saying that
she needed another volunteer, preferably someone who was strong and could carry things.
Well my brother was quite strong and this must have been why Sister Hannah had chosen him. Then
someone had the guts to say, ‘Volunteer for what’. Sister Hannah replied, ‘I want two boys to go to
Australia tonight’, and my brothers face turned yellow, green and then deathly white. But it was his eyes
that I remember the most, and if I never see eyes like that again for the rest of my life I will count myself
as being very lucky. I slowly walked forward and started levering Sister Hannah’s fat fingers one by one
from my brother's head.
By this time Sister Hannah had lost her temper and she was going on about the lack of cooperation
in the orphanage and how she was doing the best she could for all of us.

And that it all relied on donations from the local people and that she had put herself out to look after
us and we had heard all this sort of jabber many times before and most of the boys had their heads down
looking at the floor. Sister Hannah suddenly became aware of me trying to get her fat fingers off of my
brother's head and she started to really shout and lose her temper then.
When she stopped shouting at me I said something like, ‘You promised us that we would leave
together’, and she thought about it for a while then she said, ‘Yes, I did promise you that’, and I got my
brothers arm and slowly pulled him back to the wall. Sister Hannah went really loony then and said,
‘Peter Woods and Peter Robinson follow me’, and that was the last we saw of them.
Well that’s not quite true, I saw Peter Woods forty eight years later at a re-union, the only one I ever
attended. I spoke to Peter Woods for a little while but he became too upset to continue with his story,
poor bastard. Apparently, he had come over from Australia to try and trace his parents with my sister’s
help. My sister was one of the top dogs of ‘The Migrant Trust’ which was an outfit that helped trace the
parents of children that were sent to Australia and Canada right from 1950, which was the year I am
writing about now.
When Sister Hannah was over eighty years old I spent the night in her house and I asked her about
this incident. She replied that the Principle of The National Children’s Home, Mr Waterhouse had
telephoned her to say that each orphanage had to supply two strong children for land work that very day
as the ship was leaving England very soon for Australia. Strangely enough, my brother did emigrate to
Australia with his wife years later, and he made it his business to track down Peter Woods and Peter
Robinson.
Apparently they both had a very bad time when they arrived in Australia, and would not talk about
certain things to my brother. In that time slot and in that place, it was all about discipline, character
building, integrity and more discipline, that’s what Sister Hannah told us continually. There was no
alternative really, they could not let us run riot, there had to be order I suppose. We hated the idea of
growing up and becoming an adult ourselves. Over forty years later I returned to that orphanage and
looked at the same rooms that were the focal points of my early life.
Although it was still an orphanage, everything seemed so small and it made me wonder how thirty
children could be cared for in a house of that size. At one stage during my visit I heard children laughing
which made me cry, and I had to explain to the lady showing me around, that when I was there, there
was no reason to laugh. It was a very serious business being there, and there was definitely no fun,
except on fete days or maybe someone’s birthday.
Apparently, many years earlier that house and the house next door had been used as an orphanage
after the first world war, and if the walls could speak, they would mostly talk of sadness. Other walls in
my later life would speak of sadness too if they could talk, and screams of anguish, pain and despair too.
But all that was still in the future, my immediate concern in my orphanage days was how my twin sister
and myself would survive each day, and that included school, another place of pain and punishment for
me.
Of course many children up and down the country that have spent time in orphanages can tell of
happy times, and I dare say, the human spirit being what it is, some children even in my orphanage and
even from that time period may remember being happy there, but I was not happy. I tell you about all of
this now because if you did have a happy childhood and loving parents and a good environment to grow
up in, you could never know in a million years what it was like to be in an orphanage away from your
mother, and perhaps my editor is right, perhaps people should know.
There were some happy times there of course, it was not all bad each and every day. There were
many tender and loving moments, but even so, they were indelible days, seared and burnt into the brain,
and that happened when our tender minds witnessed cruel punishments.

My sister told me a few years ago that she still has nightmares about my own screams of pain, and
she begged me to forgive her, which I did straight away.
Every Saturday morning we would have to line up in the Shoe Room, which was a small room
where everybody kept the shoes that they were not wearing at the time in special compartments. Shoe
inspection was a big thing and Sister Hannah would inspect each pair of shoes very thoroughly.
Especially our Sunday shoes which came in for special inspection for some reason. Any scratches or
tears or damage that could not be covered up with the boot polish would be extremely punishable.
I was not a religious person by any means, even though we had to go to church on a Sunday, but I
would always start to pray in the Shoe Room. Sometimes my prayers worked, but sometimes they
didn’t, and on those occasions I would hear my sister whisper, ‘I have lost my handkerchief somewhere,
I cant find it’. In comparison, shoe inspections were not as bad as handkerchief inspections.
Handkerchief inspections were ten, maybe twenty times worse. If you did not have your handkerchief to
exchange for a clean one, you were dead, and Sister Hannah done the killing.
Maybe six or seven times out of ten, my sister had lost her handkerchief. The only good thing about
it was that she would only tell me at the very last minute, saving me having to shit myself in fear for a
few days until Saturday morning handkerchief inspections. Perhaps she was being kind to me. It did
cross my mind on more than one occasion that she was running some sort of handkerchief swap-shop for
sweets or silver and gold paper which she was always trying to collect.
As we all held out our dirty handkerchiefs at arms length, I would always give my sister mine, and
hold out my empty hand, and then start trembling in fear. Yes, that’s the truth, I have no reason to lie or
embroider on it further, and that’s exactly how it happened. But my own nightmares are seldom about
the orphanage, my nightmares are to do with when we came out of the orphanage, some about school,
but mostly about my home life. Perhaps people who lived normal lives should know about that too.
I do not put all this down for self pity, I hate self pity and I hate whingers, complainers and people
that moan about everything. I have no time or patience with pricks that cant hack it. I put it all down
because maybe people should know about other peoples lives, especially people who had good
childhoods themselves.

Chapter One.
The First Month in Jail.
The cell door suddenly opened very quickly and the screw called out loudly, ‘Library’, then an
elderly prisoner slowly pushed a little stainless steel trolley into my cell. ‘Fuck off prick’, I said to the
old man, and the old man called out to the screw, ‘Got a hard-case here officer, he looks ever so
dangerous’.
It had been almost an hour since dinner had been served, that was the official description of it
anyway, the actual meal being more like a green fungus with many small bits of brown flaky substance
in it that had tasted slightly bitter, and I was now not in one of my best moods. Since trying to eat some
of that slime, I had been lying on my cell bunk still trying to come to terms with my current situation,
which was probably exactly what the other two prisoners in my cell were also trying to do.
Having been sentenced the previous day, I had already spent my first night in prison and so far, my
first day in prison had been like a series of intense shocks, which to my mind, was something like those
aftershocks that happen after big earthquakes. I was now in jail and I was well gutted about it. But I was
also a bit surprised about how easy it had been to put me in jail. I was angry, I had been grassed up, and
I was already thinking about how I would settle the score with the bastard that had grassed me up, my
future brother-in-law.
The establishment had got it very well organised, you get into police hands, they process you, you go
to court and they process you, you get your sentence and then the prison service processes you, and now
this prick was asking me if I wanted a fucking library book. For those who have never seen a prison cell,
the illustration below gives some idea of the stark sparseness of a three person cell. Usually fourteen
foot by ten, spending twenty three hours a day sometimes in such a cell, a lot depends on your
companions whether the time spent in them is bearable or not. See below for an example of a typical
three person cell.

Not in sight, there will be a wooden table supplied and three piss pots. Although I found out later
that there were larger prison cells that could house up to seven prisoners, these were the dimensions of
the normal prison cell. The internal walls had bare brickwork, painted in pale green whitewash and the
external wall was of two brick thick construction. With a double bunk alongside one of the cell walls,
the other side of the cell had a single bunk much like a camp-bed, the mattress being about twelve inches
or more from the wooden floor.
The mattress itself was made of horsehair, which, for smoking purposes, was virtually impossible to
smoke and likely to burn your nose and nostril hairs if you were not careful. The wooden cell floor had
to be scrubbed every morning. The prisoner lying on the top bunk said to the old man, ‘What titles you
got mate, got any cowboy books’. ‘Yes we have six or seven cowboy books but some of them are not in
perfect condition, got some pages missing but their still fairly readable’. Jumping off the top bunk, this
prisoner quickly glanced through the cowboy titles and chose two, but the old man laughed and said,
‘Only one, prison rules, only one book at a time’.
The other guy on the lower bunk started to look at the books on the little trolley and asked the old
man if he had any ‘who done it’s’. ‘Yup, we got plenty of those, and called out six or seven names
which I guessed were the people that had written those books. I did not know much about the bloke on
the top bunk but I had spoken to the guy on the bottom bunk the previous evening, he had got six
months for stealing a tyre from a garage, silly bastard. He had paid for and collected his own repaired
tyre but had stolen someone else’s tyre that had also been repaired.

Probably around fifty years old, this bloke spoke with a terribly posh accent, some sort of teacher in
a private school. He was harmless though and I liked him because he was not whinging about it. He had
said that he would keep his nose clean and do his bird which I sort of respected. In a way, he was trying
to tell me to do the same, leastways, that’s how I took it. Maybe he was right, but I did not want to listen
too closely to that kind of advice. The old man looked at me and said, ‘What about you son, we got
some old Reveillie’s and a couple of Tit-Bits here if your interested.
Well, the old man had got my interest then and I sat up and said, ‘Yes, that sounds okay, can I have a
quick look at them’. Whilst I was flicking through the pages, the old man said to me, ‘What you in for
son’, and I replied, ‘Screwing and stealing cars’. ‘What they give you for that then son’, he said, and I
replied, ‘A year’ and he replied, ‘I’m Albert, and I aint a prick, remember that OK’. I replied, ‘Okay
Albert, fair do’s, what you in here for Albert’. Albert replied that he was halfway through an eight year
sentence for forgery, adding that they had got him for forging business bond certificates, whatever those
things were.
The bloke on the top bunk said, ‘Fucking hell, eight years, that’s a bit naughty, how the hell do you
deal with that’. Albert just smiled and said, ‘You blokes are bed and breakfast, that’s why your in E
Wing, keep your gobs shut, say sir when required and you’ll all be out again before you know it. As
Albert went out of our cell, we all said at the same time, ‘Cheers Albert’, and Albert turned round and
smiled at the three of us.
Whether it was meant to happen that way I don’t know but thinking about Albert and his eight years
made things much easier for me to adjust to my own situation and apart from two screws that made my
day to day life a little complicated whenever they saw me, it was not that much different to being in the
orphanage.
That was a place where I had learnt to break the rules. Usually by deliberate misdirection or
confusion, I was generally given the benefit of the doubt, for a while. Then they got sick and tired of my
behaviour in the orphanage in the end, which only got worse as the years went on. I knew I would be a
fool to think that I could buck the prison rules in the same way, prison officers were experts in dealing
with bad behaviour, that much would be obvious.
They were probably also experts in giving out appropriate punishment for bad behaviour but their
weak point, just like the orphanage, was their own rules.
I could at least wear them down with those. Part of me wanted to toe the line, get out on time and
then get on with my life, but a bigger part of me was angry about ending up in jail too easily and I
wanted to break their rules. I wanted to be a thorough nuisance to them, cause them extra work, but most
of all, I wanted to break their top rule, escape.
The American army had foiled my last escape attempt, and the British army had foiled the one
before that. But the theory was still correct, the only variable being the intelligence of the local police
and I already knew from experience that there was not that much to worry about with regard to that.
As for our first escape from the orphanage, we chose a beautiful summer day in 1948, my brother,
my sister and myself had saved some biscuits, an old syrup tin filled with black currents, three liquorice
sticks, and a small bag of potatoes which my sister had dumped at the first opportunity because we had
made her carry them. I think there was also about six stale buns. We did not think about drinking water,
it never crossed our minds, but we did have determination, lots of it, and a definite resolve to get back
home to mother.
What we did not know was that mother was in hospital, and that’s why we had been put in an
orphanage. We also did not know that the local police and the army had been looking for us for the last
six hours already. Unfortunately, we walked straight into a load of soldiers on a country road, there was

nowhere to run and my brother and sister were caught almost straight away. We knew there had been a
war and we knew that the army had won the war and they were, at that time, our hero’s.
But this was different and I started running, and I quickly found out that they were utterly useless at
climbing trees. I spent the next thirty minutes or so throwing twigs, leaves and small branches down on
their heads before I surrendered, I had no choice really, I was hungry. The soldiers started opening little
silver tins and eating the stuff inside them and saying how good the food was, so I gave in, what else
could I do. It was my first taste of corned beef and although it was quite salty, I ate my way through two
tins of the stuff before I could get to the condensed milk, which was just as delicious.
My brother was given a sound thrashing, my sister got a good telling off, and being the ringleader, I
was sent to bed with a hot water bottle, just in case I had caught a chill. The next time we escaped,
which was not a planned escape by any means, we were unlucky enough to be surrounded by the
American army.
We had never seen chewing gum before, but we liked the taste of it. At least they carried us back on
their shoulder’s, unlike the British army that had made us walk all the way back to the orphanage. The
American army were no good at climbing trees either and the thought did cross my mind that I could
take them all on and probably win, provided of course, I had a good supply of climbable trees to fight
them from.
Yes, it was a case of seeing how far I could push Sister Hannah, find out what really upset her and
work on that. Insolence was not something that came naturally to my mind but with sufficient practice I
was able to master it properly by about the age of eight, if memory serves me correctly.
Earlier that first day in prison, at six o’clock that morning, the cell door had opened very quickly and
some screw yelled out at the top of his voice, ‘Slop Out’ and the three of us had picked up our piss pots
and joined the long line of prisoners waiting to empty their piss pots down the toilet. One of the worst
things about prisons is the smell of piss. It is something that prison officers find very difficult to reply to,
when you ask them if the smell of piss ever bothers them while they are at their work.
Silence and a cold stare meant victory, but narrowed eyes meant a better victory. Narrowed eyes
meant that the screw was probably trying to decide if you were taking the piss or not. A smile often
served to confuse them even more. Whatever way they replied, you could take the piss out of them.
I always made sure that I said afterwards, ‘I am not taking the piss, sir’, which usually made their
eyes narrow even further as they tried to decide if I was in fact, taking the piss, which of course I was. A
well slammed door was always a good sign that the screws were well pissed off with me and it was
always my pleasure to shout out as loud as I could, things like, all screws are bastards, or, get a proper
job cunt, or just plain wanker. Out of the two screws that I had the most trouble with, Topley was the
worst, and it was widely thought that this creature had been especially sent from hell to put fear into and
generally terrorize the inmates of E Wing, which of course was a load of bollocks.
A small, fat little man with hardly any neck, Topley was more of a dammed nuisance really and
without him, my bird would have been a lot more easier to do. He seemed to have attracted himself to
me in particular and for some reason took a special delight in shouting and barking various orders at me.
They call it dumb insolence these days but one sure fire method of getting his back up was to simply
ignore his shouted commands, which still took a lot of nerve to do because he was such a spiteful
bastard. A polite explanation of partial deafness coupled with a few ‘Sir’s’ and a serious face usually
shut him up. Towards the end of my time in that place the bastard was well in the lead with his many
jabs to the small of my back with his truncheon for my repeated bouts of supposed deafness.
Although there was no way to disprove it, my story of being partially deaf, which was a load of
bollocks anyway, stood me in good stead on quite a few occasions. It was just one more way of wearing
them down because it usually got them running to catch me up and telling me off for something.

Generally when this happened you would see little lumps of spit coming from their mouths because they
were so upset that you had ignored them in front of their fellow screws.
It was hard to keep a straight face but you had to, or else you’d be sticked to the ground if they ever
thought for one moment that you were taking the piss out of them. It was the old pretext and confusion
ruse, but ‘taking the piss’ was a very serious business. I conditioned my mind to laughing about it all at
night times only, in the privacy of my cell just before I went to sleep. My two cell mates got used to me
when I would suddenly burst out laughing, and also to my sniggers and snorts for another ten minutes. I
could never afford to tell them what I was really laughing about because it would probably get back to
the screws somehow.
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