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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    A gang called The Greens was an envy of the whole prison.  They were composed of four big inmates, who had been in the prison for more than one year each. 
 
      Greg, Robin, and Angelo were all well-built, muscular and over six feet tall, whereas David was a short and diminutive guy, but was more outspoken and outrageous than the other three members of the gang.  All of them had chosen to become cleaners in prison as they were allowed to come out of their cells for most of the day, whereas rest of the inmates were left inside their cells.  In fact, the prison officers hardly locked their doors, that gave them more opportunities to mix with each other.  Their job as a cleaner required them to wear green trousers all the time, hence their nick name – The Greens. 
 
    They virtually controlled ‘B’ wing of the prison, as nobody dared to raise voice against them. They spent a lot of time in watching TV or DVD, playing cards and playing on the pool table that was situated in the middle of the B wing.  As a result, the landings near the shower room area remained unclean and unkempt most of the time.  The remains of shampoo cover and small pieces of soaps were scattered along with wet and dirty towels on the floor.  The bad stench in the bathroom was intolerable and small area of ventilation through small windows was not adequate. 
 
    The majority of inmates were scared of them and did not dare to intimidate or question them.  Greens as they were known did not resort to violence on a large scale, they did not need to do so as people stayed out of their way, but whenever somebody dared to question them, they would go to any means necessary to maintain their control and authority over the prisoners. 
 
    Greg was the overall leader of the Greens, he was six feet and six inches tall and the size of his biceps matched that of the thighs of most of other inmates. Greg did not follow any queues, rules and regulations. He only talked to a few other selective inmates on special occasions, and most of the other times, he kept to himself. One could hear his shouting and screaming in all the four landings of ‘B’ wing, but none of the prison officers restrained him, as that was Greg’s way of expressing himself without causing any harms to anybody. 
 
    Angelo was locked in a cell on the second floor of the B wing, but he considered the whole of B wing as his own personal property, that was the privilege he enjoyed as one of the members of the Greens.  
 
    The time was 7 PM and Angelo went to a telephone box in the B wing to make a phone call to his girlfriend, but unfortunately, the phone was not working.   So, he decided to go to the third floor, where somebody else was using the phone.  Angelo waited for a minute to see if that prisoner finished talking on the phone, but nothing happened. The phone was in an open space, and that meant that other prisoners could hear their conversations, so most of the time, prisoners whispered to their friends and families on the phone. 
 
    Angelo could not wait any longer.  He simply went to the phone box and pushed the phone ‘s button down to disconnect the call  of the inmate and then snatched the receiver of the phone  from him with the full force of his hand.  The inmate tried to resist Angelo by shouting, ‘How dare you disconnect me without asking me.’ 
 
    Angelo shouted back, ‘I don't need to take anybody’s permission to use the phone. Just fuck off from here.’ 
 
    Angelo moved forward and in a split second, he wrapped the telephone wire around the inmate’s neck and whispered, ‘Now, do you want to live rest of your life in peace or you want this to be your last conversation with anybody?’ 
 
    The inmate started to feel chocking sensations and very quickly removed the entangled wire from his neck and ran away from the scene back to his room. 
 
    His cellmate Asif, who was sitting in a chair in the room stood up and asked him, ‘What happened to you, Hussain. Why are you breathing like this?’ 
 
    Hussain touched his neck with his left hand, took a deep breath and said, ‘That tall man Angelo tried to strangle me, when I was talking on the phone to my girlfriend’ 
 
    Asif came near to Hussain and looked at a round red mark on his cell mate’s neck, ‘Oh, My God, I can see the marks on your neck.’ 
 
    Hussain massaged his neck with his hand and shouted. ‘I will not let Angelo get away with this.  I am going to report him to the prison officer.’ 
 
    Asif told Hussain to sit down on the chair, and said, ‘What is the point of complaining against him, the prison officers will not take any action against him.  Even if they decided to investigate the incident, they will find no evidence against Angelo and the case will be dismissed but your life would be endangered as all four Greens will get together to take revenge against you.  I suggest that you better leave it.’ 
 
    Hussain was still fuming and could not control himself as he stood up again and shouted from the top of his voice. 
 
    ‘This is bullying, and we must put a fight together, otherwise, somebody else will be a victim.’ 
 
    Asif gave a glass of water to his friend and said, ‘Look Hussain, cool down, we are in prison only for a few months. Let us spend our time here in harmony and peace. I am going home next week and have become a changed person after coming here. The prison has taught me to show remorse and after looking at my past, I want to stay away from any trouble.  I suggest that you do the same.’ 
 
    Hussain got the glass of water in his hand to sip which cooled him down a bit. He whispered, ‘I will think about this.  We Asians are in minority here and that is another reason that we are mistreated in a condescending way as all muslims are seen as terrorists by others.’ 
 
    Asif whispered, ‘Stop thinking that way. I know the general public’s opinion has changed regarding Muslims, but now with the passage of time, that will change again, provided we prove that we also are an integral part of this society by joining the mainstream line and contribute to the British society in a positive way.’ 
 
    Hussain put the glass on a small table and sat down in his bed that was part of a bunker bed, ‘Ok Asif, I don't understand you, your duty first is to Islam and think how badly we are treated by society.  If you apply for a job with a Muslim name, the chances are that you will be rejected.  Look at the poor housing in London, it is meant only for the ethnic minorities. We are not treated the same as anybody else’ 
 
    Asif realised that Hussain had moved more towards a political discussion and he wanted to avoid it, so he got up from his chair and said,  ‘Well, we started talking about Angelo and look where our conversation has gone.  I will not advise you anymore, but just want to say a word of caution that you do not take a path from where you cannot return.’ 
 
    Hussain showed his resistance.  ‘Allah has made me strong and I am not afraid of anyone.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    The next day Hussain got a complaint form from a prison officer and filed a complaint against Angelo for an assault.  Hussain also pointed out that there was a racial tone in the incident and that an Independent Monitoring Board (IMB) should investigate the case instead of the Governor of the prison.  Hussain did not bother informing Asif, as he knew that he would disapprove of his action. 
 
    The following week Asif was released from prison and his new cell mate was Trevor, a tall white guy, who was sent to prison for an assault on an Asian man outside a night club. Asif was not aware of his criminal background and treated him with respect and offered him biscuits and tea on his arrival in his cell. 
 
    Angelo that day had gone to take a shower on his second floor landing, but the shower was not very hot so he decided to go to the fourth floor, that had boasted of four  hot showers, all of them in good working conditions.  All showers were in use by other prisoners and more than three inmates were waiting near a bench.  
 
     The steam was getting hotter as the outlet from the windows was not big enough to let it out.  Two inmates had been under the shower for more than ten minutes, as they scrubbed and applied soap many times to clean themselves.  The other two had bald heads and they were busy shaving each other’s heads with razors and their fallen hair were scattered on the floor.  One of them even decided to brush his teeth and shave his beard in the shower, unconcerned about the waiting inmates.  
 
     The waiting area was getting stuffier, as now five people were jammed together in a small space.  Some inmates had left their wet towel and shirts on the floor to use them as a mat for drying themselves up.  Two inmates were murmuring to each other.  ‘These people think that they own these showers.  I may get flu waiting here and I do not know that how long I will have to wait for my turn.’ 
 
    Angelo had been listening quietly up to now but then he went to the shower area and asked one of the prisoners, ‘Oyo, fucking hell, which one of you have been the longest here?  No, fucking I don't need to know that.  One of you just make space for me.’ 
 
    Two guys who had just finished shaving their heads moved away and said, ‘Oh yes mate, you can take my place.’ 
 
    Angelo started to sing, while taking his shower.  Four guys waiting there got furious that they had to wait for their turn as Angelo had muscled his way in.  One of them went forward to Angelo and asked, ‘Why have you jumped the queue. I was supposed to be next.’ 
 
    Angelo simply frowned at him and shouted, while rinsing his hair, ‘Fuck you. What are you going to do about it?’ The echoes of his laughter reverberated all around in the shower room 
 
    The poor chap simply retracted his steps, as he was pulled back by his friend. ‘Come on mate, leave Angelo alone, it is not worth it to have an argument with him.’ 
 
    Five minutes later, the first chap got his turn to go under the shower.  By the time he had finished his shower, Angelo was still under the spray of water.  Angelo then opened the windows and the entrance door of the shower room, so that more cold air blew across the room, making everybody to shiver.   
 
    Two inmates were standing naked trying to dry themselves with their towels in full view of other passing by inmates in the corridor.  After finishing the shower, the first inmate came to close the open window, as he was shivering with the cold. Angelo started to shout again. ‘you are fucking idiot; how dare you close the window.  Leave it open, I am feeling very hot here.’ 
 
    The inmate took one step back and whispered while looking directly in Angelo’s eyes ‘Look mate, for one person, we cannot leave the window open as everybody is feeling cold.’ 
 
    ‘I don't fucking care about others, but I am feeling hot.’ replied Angelo while rubbing cream on his body. 
 
    The inmate raised his voice this time ‘By leaving the door open, you are also exposing us to others. They can see us here like this.  We want some privacy in the shower room.’ 
 
    Angelo did not know how to react to this outburst and laughed ‘You fucking chic, you are worried that somebody will like your body. Fucking hell, you look like an ugly buffalo, go and fuck yourself. In this prison you don't have any privacy and here, you do whatever I tell you to do.’ 
 
    The first chap was still in an assertive mood but he kept his voice down and said while putting his blue coloured prison shirt that had some stain marks in the front, ‘Some of us could also get flu if we leave these doors open.  Moreover, this shower is for the inmates on the fourth floor. You should go to your own shower in the second floor, not bully us here.’ 
 
    To everybody’s surprise Angelo had cooled down a bit, normally he was expected to hit people if they carried on arguing with him.  Angelo just kept his calm and carried on putting on his clothes.  
 
     As the first inmate was leaving the shower room, he put his feet accidentally on Angelo’s slippers on the floor, and in response to that Angelo reacted quickly and put his leg in between inmate’s legs, and then he pushed him back with his hand that  sent him flying to the corridor with his chin hitting the floor  with a bang.  
 
     Angelo stood up and whispered quietly, ‘Fucking hell, you should be careful when you walk past me.’ Then he turned towards the other inmates to shout at the top of his voice.  ‘We should all live in harmony here, but Tony wanted to argue with me.  Look where that has landed him, on the floor, ha, ha.’ 
 
    Angelo simply walked outside the room, without bothering even to look at Tony lying on the floor. 
 
    Tony was lying flat on the floor with drops of blood oozing from his chin.  His towel and clothes had fallen from his hands to the floor and  slipper had come out of his right foot. 
 
    John who was with him in the bathroom came rushing to his rescue.  He extended his hand to raise Tony from the floor.  Although Tony was still in pain, he could not control his emotions. ‘What does Angelo thinks that he will get away with this? No way, he will have to pay a price for this. I will report him to the Governor.’ 
 
    John picked up Tony’s clothes and towel from the floor and handed them over to Tony. He said, ‘Tony, listen to me carefully. By reporting him to the governor, you will attract more animosity from the Greens and if you do not take any action against him, then I know that you will feel humiliated for just few days but then at least you will go out of prison in one piece.  I know about two people who got more punches after they reported the Greens to the authorities here.  I suggest that you keep calm and forget about the incident.’ 
 
    Tony simply wiped blood from his chin and said, ‘If we all got together, then we can take action against the Greens. We need to teach them a lesson. I know that I have to take those risks. Any way thanks for your advice, John.’ 
 
    In the meantime, one landing officer saw Tony fall to the floor and came running for his rescue. ‘What happened Tony? Are you all right?’ 
 
    Before Tony could say anything, John stepped in to say, ‘Officer, Tony just slipped over while coming out of the shower room.  He will be fine.  I will take him to see the doctor for his cuts on the chin.’ 
 
    Tony had already stood up and was pressing underneath of the chin with his fingers to stop more bleeding. 
 
    Angelo in the meantime went to Greg’s room and walked inside without knocking on the door. Greg was sitting there with two other Greens, Robin and David.   
 
    Angelo just put his towel on the bed and said, ‘Hi Greens, do you realise that some of the fucking inmates have started to challenge us these days and if we do not do anything about this now, then we will lose our control in this prison.’ 
 
    David stood up and shouted, ‘Come on Angelo, tell me what happened, and I will sort the bastard out.’ 
 
    Greg took David’s arm and pushed him down to the bed and shouted, ‘Sit down David, you talk too much.  Let us listen to Angelo first, then you can decide what type of action to take.’ 
 
    Angelo’s towering figure only matched Greg’s in height but his build was half that of Greg’s size. 
 
    Angelo started to describe both the incidents and then commented.  ‘Fucking Hussain seemed to think that he can report me to the prison officers, but he does not realise that the officers here would not listen to him.  He needs to be taught a lesson by us.  The other fucking guy Tony shouted at me in the shower room and demanded that I should close the windows of the shower room.’ 
 
    Robin who was quiet up to now said, ‘But Angelo, why were you fucking taking shower in the fourth floor, when you live on the second floor?’ 
 
    Greg intervened with his loud voice, ‘The Greens have a right to take shower anywhere they like or snatch any item from anyone that they like.  This prison is run by us and for us. If any fucking inmates raise their voice against us, then they need to be silenced.  We need to re-establish our authority again. I am a fucking leader here and I need to run my kingdom with authority like that of Pharaohs of Egypt.’ 
 
    Robin started to laugh, ‘So you think we are fucking your slaves and you are our God.’ 
 
    Greg laughed back and said, ‘No man, I am only joking, we are together and united.  We will teach lessons to both Tony and Hussain.  We need to start to terrorise inmates this weekend.  Tomorrow we get our canteen and we must show our strength and teach them a lesson. All fucking inmates get their items  tomorrow evening, so we would start snatching items from them especially from new inmates.  In the morning, we can summon all of them in the exercise yard and issue our orders to all the prisoners one by one.’ 
 
    David nodded in response and said, ‘We also need to make some fucking weapons to threaten people otherwise the bulging muscles may not be enough to frighten the prisoners.’ 
 
    Angelo sat down on the bed as he was busy drying his wet hair with his hand, he commented, ‘The fucking weapons are not a big problem. We can cut small pieces of metals and turn them into  sharper objects and then you can wrap it on a plastic knife or a fork and that can be used to pierce somebody’s organ with deadly effects.’ 
 
    Greg smiled, ‘Angelo, you fucking always think of blood and weapons. I like it, your animal instinct is still intact.  We must seek information from our informers to check if fucking prisoners are trying to revolt against us.  If that is found to be true, then we must fucking crush them even before they act together.’ 
 
    David had more brains than brawns and was the think tank of the group, who said, ‘You all are pieces of shit with fucking no clues. Use my brain and bloody hell, you all leave that to me.  The prisoners are not scared to talk to me.  I usually get my information from the prison officer, Mr Sandshill, who is also our chief drug supplier in prison.  He earns fucking more from drug dealing than from his prison salary.  Maybe, we should pay him even more for some more vital information.’ 
 
    Robin intervened, ‘When you start giving him some money, then Sandshill will ask for even more from us in the future.  Let us talk to him first to see his reaction.’ 
 
    Greg nodded and whispered,’ yes, that is a good idea. Let us do that.’ 
 
    Hussain was busy filling up the complaints form.  Asif saw him writing all the details to the precision, he came nearer to Hussain and asked, ‘Hussain, are you sure that you want to do this?  What is the point in getting yourself in trouble for nothing?’ 
 
    Hussain put the pen to one side and looked directly into his friend’s eyes and said while patting on his back. ‘Do not worry, my friend. I will not get into any trouble.  I will teach Angelo a lesson that he will not forget rest of his life.’ 
 
    Asif had a sip of tea from the blue mug and said, ‘Nobody in the prison would take any action against Angelo.  Moreover, you do not have any evidence or witness present during the incident.  Who is going to believe you?’ 
 
    Hussain smirked, ‘I believe in Allah and he will bring justice for us. We should not stop complaining if nobody takes any action.  Otherwise nobody will bother complaining.  May be the prison officers may not take any action against Angelo this time, but any future complaints against him would compel the authorities to do something.  We live in a civilized democratic county like UK, where justice system still ranks as one of the best in the world.’ 
 
    Asif had finished his tea by now and was busy rinsing his cup with water. He laughed ‘I am not sure about the British justice system, where guilty people are set free and innocents are locked in the prison. I am here inside for nothing. I still pray to Allah every day. Maybe he is punishing me for some other sins[js1]. Allah oh Allah’ 
 
    Hussain knew that large numbers of inmates pretended to be innocents even if they had committed a crime but very few innocents were also found guilty as well. 
 
    He said, ‘That is up to jury to decide the guilt, based on the evidence presented in front of them. I am not saying that you were actually guilty of your crime. Only Allah knows that’ 
 
    Asif replied. ‘Yes, only Allah knows this, and he knows that I am  innocent. The evidence presented can be dubious.  Crown Prosecution Services can twist the evidence in their favour and make an innocent person look guilty. I have observed that Crown Prosecution Services come to the court very well prepared whereas a defence barrister looks at the case properly only after the trial begins in the crown court.  Therefore, if somebody gets legal aid, then he is more likely to lose the case.’ 
 
    Hussain seemed to worry a bit as his forehead started to show some lines. He stood up from his bed and said while looking through a small window in his cell ‘I have full confidence in my barrister, and he has assured me that I have a very good chance of winning the case.’ 
 
    Asif smirked, ‘The barristers tell that to everybody.  Wait till your trial starts.  You will feel suffocated and helpless when you realise that the barrister does not even know much about your case and does not even ask the relevant questions that you expected him to ask. Look at my case, I was found guilty of assaulting somebody when I was just suggesting both parties to stop fighting.  But my barrister asked me to plead guilty, which I refused.  He did fight my case half-heartedly and the result was that I lost the case.’ 
 
    Hussain sat down on his bed to start filling up the complaint form again and said without looking at Asif. 
 
    ‘I can feel your frustration against the system and probably that is why you don't want me to complain against Angelo.  On the contrary I am more determined than before to report the incident to the authorities and I will not care, whatever the consequences may be afterwards. Allah is with me.’ 
 
    Asif patted Hussain’s back with his hand and said. ‘Good luck to you.  Maybe, you can do some miracles. Allah is with you.’  Asif left the room to go outside in the landing. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Saturday was a busy day in prison as the prisoners got their items that they had ordered from the canteen few days earlier. 
 
      The hard-earned money in the prison did not allow the prisoners to have many luxuries.  They could buy cigarettes, toiletries, chocolates, crisps, non-alcoholic drinks and phone credits. Some prisoners only earned two pounds per week whereas some were paid twelve pounds per week.  
 
     To reach the top scale, the prisoners had to work in the privileged areas of prison, after the security clearance was given to them by the prison officers.  
 
     The prisoners had started to realise the importance of pennies only after coming to prison, some wealthy prisoners outside had spent hundreds of pounds a day without giving a second thought.  Some were lucky to have money sent to them in the prison by their friends and relatives.  Few of them were always on the lookout for wealthier prisoners, so they could share their money and items with them.  The theft from their cells  was common, as for professional thieves the prison was an ideal place for using their criminal skills and if they were caught by prison officers, there was not much of a penalty or punishment. 
 
    Greg and David teamed up together to walk in the corridor where the prisoners had come together to receive their canteen bags.  Greg saw a new prisoner struggling to carry his bag to his room as it was quite heavy due to presence of numerous items inside it. 
 
    Greg just went to the prisoner and took the bag away from him and said, ‘Let me help you with this heavy bag. You seem to have just come to this prison.’ 
 
    In a split second, Greg snatched the bag from the prisoner, who wanted to take it back from Greg, he tried to pull it back from Greig by stretching his arms towards the bag. He pleaded, ‘No, do not worry I can manage to carry the bag myself.’ 
 
    Greg pushed the prisoner away and shouted, ‘You probably fucking don't know who I am? Ask anybody, who Greens are? Any things that you buy here from the canteen belongs to us. I am going to take the bag to my room and take out the items that I like and leave the rest for you.’ 
 
    The prisoner started to snatch the bag even with more force and shouted, ‘This is a day light robbery.’ 
 
    David came to join Greg and used his hand to push the prisoner away from the bag and shouted, ‘You piece of shit, what do you expect in the prison? We all are fucking thieves, murderers, gangsters here. You can't pretend to be an innocent person.  You must have committed a crime. That is why you are here. You piece of shit’ 
 
    The prisoner still had his grip tight on the bag, he tried to push David away from him, and said, ‘No, I am innocent, I was framed by my friends.’ 
 
    David pulled the prisoner’s hand away from the bag.  ‘You piece of shit. Everybody says that here. I am innocent. Nobody will buy that from you. You understand, you piece of shit. Whatever you have come here for does not make any difference.  If I was you, I would let Greg take away the bag.  Otherwise, you will not be safe in this prison.’ 
 
    The prisoner started to cry and said, ‘I can't believe that prisoners can get away with bullying in the prison.  I will report this incident to the prison officer.’  By this time Greg had disappeared from the scene with prisoner’s bag in his hand. 
 
    David pushed the prisoner back into his cell and got hold of his neck and before prisoner could secure his release, David put the burning cigarette onto the prisoner’s palm that made him cry with pain.  
 
     David started to strangle him hard and said, ‘If you report this incident to anyone in prison, then I will burn you everywhere.  Do you understand, you, piece of shit?’ 
 
    The prisoner was struggling to breath and whispered, ‘Yes, I do understand.  I will not report this incident to anyone.’ 
 
    In the meantime, prisoner’s cellmate entered into the room with his own canteen bag.  He seemed surprised to find David there but acknowledged. ‘Mr Green, I did not expect you in my room.’ 
 
    David released his hold on the first prisoner, and turned his face towards the second prisoner called, Molly.  David just took the canteen bag away from Molly and said, ‘I have come here at the right time.  Let us see what you have got in your bag for me.’ 
 
    Molly handed over the bag to David without any second thought to the astonishment of the first prisoner, but pleaded, ‘David, I have only got meagre income and only got few essential items.’ 
 
    David started to laugh and said, ‘All of us have low income here, you piece of shit.  That is why we need your canteen.’  
 
     David checked Molly’s items quickly and took away his cigarettes, chocolates, and shampoo. 
 
    David looked at the new prisoner and said,  
 
    ‘Look you piece of shit, how Molly has handed over his bag to me without any hesitation. That is what you are supposed to do. You understand, piece of shit. What is your name anyway?’ 
 
    ‘Simon.’ replied the prisoner. 
 
    David put the cigarette in his lips and gave one to Molly and turned his head again towards Simon and said, ‘Look Simon, if you cooperate with us, then we don't take away every item of yours.  Also, we will give you protection from other prisoners. That way, you will feel safe in this prison.’ 
 
    Simon just nodded.  He realised that the Greens had a powerful hold on the prisoners and there was no point in arguing with them, especially after a big guy like Molly could not defend his canteen bag as well. 
 
    David was about to leave the room but then stopped to say, ‘Molly, you need to teach this new bird the rules of the prison, otherwise, he will find himself in lots of problems here. He will definitely become a piece of shit’ David laughed again. 
 
    Molly just nodded, as he was busy taking the remaining items from his bag. 
 
    After David left the room, Simon looked at Molly in a pitiful way and asked him, ‘Do these Greens take canteen items every week like this?’ 
 
    Molly had taken his items out of the bag by now and was putting them on his table.  He replied, ‘No, they pick up prisoners in random.  They target especially new prisoners who look soft and gentle.  Just like you.’ 
 
    Simon felt hurt by this comment and said while washing his hands in the sink.  ‘I can be assertive, but I was surrounded by two big guys, so I did not want to start a fight.  But why have they taken your canteen.  You look much tougher than me?’ 
 
    Molly looked around the room and said, ‘They have not touched my canteen for many months.  Where is your canteen?’  
 
     Molly took a deep breath and sat down on his bed. 
 
    Simon said, ‘Another big chap from the Greens took my canteen earlier.  This is not fair. I wanted to report, but David threatened me with dire consequences.   Look at my hand, he has stupidly burned it with a cigarette.’ 
 
    Molly looked at the burn marks on Simon’s hand and said, ‘Poor you.  No point in reporting them.  Your hand was burned when you were threatening of reporting this incident to the authorities.  Imagine about the consequences if you had actually reported it?’ 
 
    Simon did not get convinced by Molly’s argument and said ‘Molly, I don't want to stay in the prison, if the first day can be so disastrous, then  I can imagine  that my remaining days would become a nightmare.  We must all unite together, if we have to survive here.  Otherwise these Greens and some Reds and Yellows will all dominate us.’ 
 
    Molly just laughed at Simon’s innocence and said, ‘It is not that easy as you think.  Nobody wants any trouble here otherwise prisoner records in prison can get tarnished which could affect their duration of stay in the prison.  By the way, are you coming to the exercise yard this afternoon as that would freshen up your mind a bit.’ 
 
    Simon took a sip of water from a glass and said, ‘Yes I would love to go there.  When are we going there?’ 
 
    Molly had put his items in the cupboard and thrown his plastic bag in the dustbin. He turned his back towards Simon and said, ‘We will go in about ten minutes, you better put your trainers on, as then it is much easier to walk there.’ 
 
      
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    The exercise yard was full of prisoners, some had grey coloured prison uniforms and others had marron colours. Some were trying to walk brisk, while others were trying to jog. Few of them were sitting on the grass and others were standing in small groups in one corner of the yard trying to chat about various issues in prison. 
 
    While in the other corner, the Greens were standing together in a group.  Few prisoners were standing in a queue waiting to talk to Greens to discuss their problems.  Simon was curious and asked Molly, ‘Mate, what are those Greens doing there in that corner?’ 
 
    Molly laughed and said, ‘You idiot, The Greens have summoned some prisoners to their so call Court of the Greens and they are busy  telling these coward prisoners  that they need certain canteen items as part of their protection, but all these Greens  are doing is selling these items to different prisoners and in exchange, they are selling drugs to them.  Some of them have tried drugs for the first time in prison.  Now then, these Greens are handing over their bank account details to these prisoners and asking them to deposit monies in their bank accounts for the drugs they have supplied to them.’ 
 
    Simon seemed puzzled and asked Molly, ‘How can the money be deposited in their bank accounts, when they are locked inside here?’ 
 
    Molly laughed, and said, ‘You will find out soon.  Very soon, you will be summoned by them.’ 
 
    In fact, just after Molly had finished talking, Greg pointed towards Simon and asked him to come to him. Simon reluctantly waddled towards the Greens.  Greg took him to one corner of the ground and got hold of his collar and said ‘You are fucking new here and you do  need to follow the fucking our rules here. You fucking tried to resist giving your canteen to me earlier.  So as part of punishment, you ass hole, listen to me. You need to deposit five hundred pounds into my bank account.’ 
 
    Simon was shocked by this demand, he pulled away from Greig and asked, ‘Why should I pay you.  I don't owe you any money.  Moreover, I don't have any money outside in the bank.’ 
 
    Greg flexed his biceps and said with a toothy grin, ‘You have a fucking wife outside, ask her to put fucking money into my account. That will also guarantee safety of your wife and your children. You understand ass hole’ 
 
    Simon’s face went pale and his breathing became shallower and he could clearly hear his louder heart beats. He looked at Greig and asked, ‘How do you know that I have children?’ 
 
    Greg laughed and said, ‘You just told me.  Look, your fucking family will be coming to visit you in the prison.  My gang members outside the prison will treat them according to how you treat me inside this prison.  The fucking choice in yours.’ 
 
    Simon tried to look for Molly, but he was busy talking to another prisoner in the other corner of the exercise yard. 
 
    Suddenly Simon saw Angelo hitting another prisoner on the face and shouting at him.  ‘The reason we picked up your wife was that you did not put money into my bank as you had promised. Your wife also informed police and look at the results.  Your wife could now end up becoming somebody’s mistress. I give you another three days to put the money into my bank account and we will only release your wife after that.’ 
 
    The prisoner fell to the ground to bend on his knees, with his hands folded in front and head bent down to the ground, he pleaded, ‘Please don't touch my wife. I love her very much. I will do anything to get her released.  I will make sure that money is deposited in your bank account within three days.’ 
 
    After watching that incident, Simon tried to compose himself and looked at Greg, who was smirking with a sense of victory. He said, ‘OK Greg, give me your bank details and I will deposit the money into your account.’ 
 
    Greig gave a copy of a pre-printed paper to Simon that had his bank details. 
 
    Simon and Molly were walking back to prison together after the exercise had finished.  Simon observed that many more prisoners were summoned by the Greens and each of them was a willingly participant in the activities of the Greens by obliging to their desires and orders.  Nobody seemed to object to their demands and it soon dawned on Simon that in prison, a different kingdom ran parallel to that of prison department, whose rules were as strict as that of any authority in the land. 
 
    When Simon was entering inside his cell, he saw two new prisoners going inside the adjacent room.  Simon introduced himself to them as he felt senior to them and wanted them to make aware of the Greens.  But before Simon could give much information, both the prisoners were locked inside their rooms. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 5  
 
      
 
    Both new prisoners put their bags on the floor and sat down on the bed. 
 
    Nick Walker was about thirty two years old, slim built with long hair and had very feminine looking features.  He was short about five feet and five inches tall and he hardly spoke any word as he preferred his own company most of the time.  Whereas  
 
    Julian Dashwood was about five feet and ten inches tall, well built, masculine with tattoos marks on his both arms and he had a deep voice.  Julian and Nick were put together in the same room as they had requested at reception area of the prison that they were friends outside. 
 
    Nick chose to take the lower bed, whereas Julian took the top bed, as he did not mind jumping in and out of the bed because of his fitter physical outlook.  After taking their stuff out of the bag, Nick jumped into his bed to lie down.  Julian put on the television to watch the news to check if their names were mentioned in that day’s broadcast. 
 
      Nick was trying to sleep as he did not have much in the last few days.  He said to Julian, ‘Julian, why don't you take some rest as well.  We have been on the run for the last  many days and this is our first opportunity to take some rest and spend some time together.’ 
 
    Julian switched off the television, and said, ‘You are right. I should take some rest as well.’ 
 
    Within seconds, Julian dived into Nick’s bed and took him in his arms and started to kiss Nick passionately and vigorously.  Julian’s hands moved everywhere on Nick’s smooth body.  He pinched Nick’s bottom and then took his clothes off to come on top of him and make love with Nick.  
 
     Julian then whispered to Nick, ‘I love you. Even after our arrest, we are still together.  Nobody knows that you are a woman. We need to keep that secret hidden from everybody else for as long as possible.’ 
 
    Nick was enjoying the orgasm after a long time. She whispered, ‘Julian I will do everything to be with you in this life and if there are more lives, then I want to be with you as we make such a nice couple. For you I will do anything. That is why I came with you in prison by pretending to be a man.’ 
 
    Julian was lying in the bed looking at the ceiling that had cracks at corners and some paint had come off in different parts of its corners.  
 
    He said, ‘you did not have to do that for me as I know Nicki that it is very difficult to keep your identity undetected but we will work on this.  Try not to mix with other prisoners and stay in your room as much as you can.’ 
 
    Nicki put her arms around Julian’s chest and whispered ‘I will try my best.  How will I take my shower?  I don't want to mix with other prisoners, especially when they take their shower naked.’ 
 
    Julian stroked Nick’s hair with his fingers and muttered, ‘You can take shower in the room here by filling up sink with warm water and then use towel or sponge to rub it all over your body. Just do not go outside and stay with me most of the time.’ 
 
    Nicki felt very comfortable lying in Julian’s arms. She looked into his eyes and whispered, ‘Somebody may recognise me by looking at the feminine parts   of my body during a strip search or if they may recognize my female voice.’ 
 
    Julian just laughed and said, ‘Try not to talk too much with other people or pretend that you are dumb.  Try to learn a sign language.’ 
 
    Nicki touched her face with her fingers and said, ‘I do not know how to use a sign language and there is nobody here to teach me.’ 
 
    Julian turned his face towards Nick and muttered, ‘You can make your own signs.  Also try to speak with a deeper voice, in case you have to communicate with somebody, the best thing to do is not to mix with anybody.’ 
 
    Julian looked at the door and continued, ‘Some men do have feminine sounding voices.  Fortunately, or unfortunately, your breasts are flat, so nobody can doubt you from there.  Just don't take shower in the bathroom.  You were lucky that nobody checked your genitals at the reception area, otherwise they would had suspected that you are not male.’ 
 
    Nicked blushed and whispered, ‘I know that.  Still it was embarrassing that I had to show my bottom to these men in prison uniforms.’ 
 
    Julian laughed and said, ‘Their mouth must have dropped by looking at your sexy bottom.’ 
 
    Nick slapped gently on Julian’s face, ‘It is not funny. I am tolerating all this because of you.’ 
 
    Julian pulled Nicki near him and said, ‘Imagine, just three months ago, our lives were so different. We were blissfully happy, and everything was working according to plan.’ Julian heard some footsteps outside in the corridor, he quickly jumped out of bed to sit on a chair. He heard the flap of his door opened from outside by on duty prison officer, who asked, ‘Is everything OK inside here.’ Julian raised his hand and said, ‘Yes boss, everything is fine here.’ 
 
    Julian climbed up to his own bed as he did not want to take any risks of detection by a passing by prison officer during the night time. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Julian was living in a detached house in the affluent area of Hornchurch in Essex.  Julian Dashwood ran a successful Doctor’s practice along with his wife – Gina.  Julian was in his forties and had teenaged children, who had both secured places in medical schools. Julian had felt life to be empty as Gina was too busy in her role both as a life partner and a doctor in the surgery.  
 
     Gina was admired by her patients for her dedication and hard work, and she was always the first preference as a doctor for them. Julian felt a bit of jealousy because of this attitude of patients, even if he was the senior partner in the practice. Gina took majority of the decisions during the practice meetings, thus undermining Julian’s authority.  He had tried to be nicer to patients to attract them to him but that only worked sometimes as they still preferred to make their appointments with his wife instead. 
 
    Gina was not aware of the acrimonious feelings of her husband towards her, as she was too busy working and running the surgery. Consequently, Gina started to put on weight and looked much older than her forty years of age. 
 
    Whenever she came home, she made no efforts in trying to look attractive and appealing to Julian.  Her hair were mostly unkempt and untidy, and her wardrobe was so outdated that her clothes style matched more that of nineties.  Julian suggested many times to Gina to buy new clothes, but she paid no attention to him.  Few times, Julian bought new trendy clothes for Gina, but she would just put them to one side, thus hurting Julian’s feelings.  After a while, he stopped buying any items for her. 
 
    One day when he was sitting in the surgery, after finishing his work for the day, he got a call from the receptionist. ‘Dr Dashwood, I have got a patient who is demanding to see a doctor, despite that she does not have any appointment with any of the doctors here.’ 
 
    Julian intervened, ‘I have finished for the day and now I have to rush to a meeting, what is her problem anyway?’ 
 
    The receptionist looked at Collin with half open eyes and said, ‘She is a well-groomed thirty years old woman who is complaining of severe headache.  She says that her head will burst if she does not see any doctor now.’ 
 
    Julian looked at his watch and said, ‘OK, send her in.  I will try to see her quickly.’ 
 
    Julian got a knock on the door and he saw a woman coming inside the room, his mouth remained wide open and pupils dilated when he saw an attractive woman walking towards him. She was about thirty years old, slim five feet and five inches tall, elegant and very well dressed.  Her hair was light brown and up to shoulder length.  She gave the impression of an executive personnel in some top company.  Her well-manicured pink nails matched with similar coloured glossy lips 
 
    ‘Good evening, what can I do for you?’  asked Julian while looking at his computer screen. 
 
    The woman sat down on the empty chair and then held her head in her hands and said, ‘Thanks doctor for seeing me this evening. My name is Nicola Sinclair. I have got this severe headache for the last three days and it is not getting any better with paracetamol and co-dydamol.’ 
 
    ‘Tell me more about this headache.’ said Julian while looking at her past medications on the screen. 
 
    She pressed her forehead with her fingers and said, ‘I have had this headache on the right side which has lasted for whole day and I am also getting blurred vision and nausea with this.’ 
 
    ‘Are you expecting periods soon?’ asked Julian 
 
    ‘Yes doctor, in probably about two days’ time. Why do you ask?’ Nicola put her head against the back of the chair while looking directly into Julian’s eyes 
 
    ‘I will tell you in a minute. Does anybody else in your family suffer from migraines?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, my mother does.’ whispered Nicola. 
 
    ‘So, Ms Sinclair, you are also suffering from migraine.  I will give you some different tablets than to what you had about two years ago.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks doctor, last week I saw your partner, but her medicines did not work and that is why I wanted to use your expertise instead.’ smirked Nicola 
 
    Julian saw this opportunity to score over his wife. He explained with a toothy grin. ‘You must avoid cheese, coke, coffee, coitus and chocolate.’ 
 
    ‘OK doctor, what is coitus? asked Nicola 
 
    Julian smiled and muttered without looking at his patient, ‘Oh yes, that is sex. I mean avoid excessive sex during these attacks of migraine.’ 
 
    Nicola looked at the floor, as she could feel extra blood rushing through her cheeks, she muttered ‘Sorry doctor, I do not have a partner at the moment, so that part is taken care of.’ 
 
    Julian thought for a moment that how come a pretty woman like her has not been taken by anybody yet. He smiled and said, ‘That is good.  Well then try these medicines and see how you feel.  If there are any problems, then you can come back to me.’ 
 
    Nicola left the room thanking Julian for his treatment. 
 
    A week later Julian checked his patient’s lists and saw Nicola’s name there, for a minute, Julian’s heart started to beat faster, as he had not expected to see her again. 
 
    Nickola was seen exactly on time, as Julian had made sure that he had finished seeing his other patients quickly before seeing her.  Nickola was wearing even more glamorous clothes than last time when he saw her. She sat down in the chair with a smile on her face. 
 
    Julian greeted her and asked, ‘What can I do for you today? Is your headache better now?’ 
 
    She sat down in the chair with her hands folded on her thighs. She said, ‘Yes, doctor, the headache is better, but I still get a bit of nausea.  I just wondered if I can have more repeat pills, as I am going away for the weekend.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that is a good idea. I will give you more medicines.’ said Julian 
 
    Julian gave her another prescription of medicines.  Julian glanced at her from a sideways position to see whether Nicola was still looking at him with gleaming eyes.  Then Julian looked up to ask, ‘Is there anything else I can do for you?’ 
 
    Nicki suddenly straightened herself and said, ‘Oh yes, as I am going away, I just wondered if I can call you on your mobile if I get another headache attack.’ 
 
    ‘You can call the local doctor or casualty. I am not supposed to give you my mobile phone number.’ insisted Julian. 
 
    Nicki hesitated and then said, ‘I would feel more comfortable to talk to you. You seem to understand my problem better.’ 
 
    Julian rubbed his hands and a smile returned on his face as he said. ‘Normally, I do not give out my mobile number to my patients, but I will make an exception this time and please only call me if you really need me.’ 
 
    Nicola took the mobile number by writing it on a piece of paper and rushed out of the room. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Five days later, Julian got a call from Nicola on a Sunday afternoon, who said ‘I am sorry Doctor Dashwood to disturb you like this. I just forgot what food I need to avoid during these migraine attacks.  I am going to a party and I don't want to eat or drink something which will cause me to have headaches again.’ 
 
    Julian repeated items that Nickola was supposed to avoid and then suggested to her that in future she should text him if she had any medical questions for him and he will text her back with the answers.  
 
    And over the next two weeks, Nickola’s texts became more often and at times, there were very few medical related topics discussed between them, but instead she became more flirtatious and personal with him. Coin responded in the same way after initial reluctance as he knew that he was breaking code of conduct between patients and doctors, and it also meant that he was being unfaithful to his wife as well but despite these restrictions, Julian suddenly felt energised and in demand by an attractive woman. He wanted to control his feelings but could not stop getting closer to Nicola whose magical spell had completely overwhelmed his body and soul. 
 
    Nicola suggested to Julian during their conversation on the phone, ‘I am free this Saturday night, why don't you come over to my flat and I will cook a meal for you to express my gratitude for your excellent treatment for my headache.’ 
 
    Julian was surprised by this open invitation and said, ‘Look Nicki, I appreciate your gesture but as your doctor, it is my duty to treat you, so I have not done anything extra ordinary.’ 
 
    ‘I understand doctor, but I will feel good if you come over.’ Nicola whispered with a husky voice. 
 
    Julian looked around the front room and said, ‘Nicki, do you know that I am married, and it will be difficult to make an excuse to come out on a Saturday without my wife.’ Julian did not even realize that he had changed her name from Nicola to Nicki. 
 
    Nicola whispered on the phone, ‘I know that you are married, as your wife is my original GP.  You can make any excuse you like, or if you want, you can bring your wife with you.’ 
 
    Julian either wanted to go on own or not at all so he said, ‘Ok, I will come on my own for a short period on Saturday evening.’ 
 
    Julian arrived at 7 PM on Saturday night at Nicki’s flat.  He had spent the whole day trying to groom himself, also had a haircut on Friday night and bought a new shirt and shoes for that meeting with Nicola.  Nicki opened the door with a grin on her face, she was wearing a black dress and had red slippers on her feet. She moved forward to implant a gentle kiss on his cheeks and whispered, ‘Welcome to my house. Please come in.’  
 
    Julian handed over a bottle of wine and a bunch of flowers to Nicki.  
 
    Nicki’s lounge was spacious, that extended to more than twenty feet in both length and width, its walls were pale yellow in colour with a maroon outlook and embellishment. Two big paintings hung on it that diverted attention from a brown leather furniture and a wooden coffee table.   Nicki put the fresh flowers in a vase and poured white wine in to two empty glasses.  The bottle finished quite quickly as Nicki took big gallops to drink. 
 
    Although Julian took his own time to drink, yet he felt attracted towards Nicola and he found it difficult to resist himself, as he had not been in the company of a pretty young woman for a very long time.  Julian felt that romance had disappeared from his life, as his wife was too busy with her job and career. 
 
    Nicki looked at Julian and said, ‘Thanks for coming here, Julian. I appreciate all the help you had given me in getting rid of my headache.’ 
 
    Julian blushed and said, ‘You have not invited me here for that reason. Have you Nicki?’ 
 
    ‘Julian, you don't mind me calling you by your first name?’ Nicola looked at Julian with epoxy eyes. 
 
    ‘No, Nicki.  That is fine.’ whispered Julian 
 
    Nicki moved few inches nearer to Julian and put her glass on the table.  ‘Julian, I felt something for you when I met you first time.  I did not even know at that time the reason for these feelings but with passage of time, the feelings have grown stronger.  Now I can't stop thinking about you, day and night.’ 
 
    Julian tried to move away from Nicki, but Nicki moved nearer to him and touched his hand.  Julian did not move his hand away, as the warmth and softness of Nicki’s hand sent electrical impulses through his body. Within seconds, both Julian and Nicki were kissing each other passionately.  Nicki was feeling so hot that she removed her clothes in a flash and helped Julian to unbutton his shirt and trousers.  Julian felt ecstatic after making love with Nicki that evening.  He had not felt like this for a long time. 
 
    Nicki lay down in Julian’s arms for a while, and Julian ran his fingers through Nicki’s soft hair. Julian said, ‘Nicki, I don't know how this has happened and where this will lead us but you know that I am a married man and I am much older than you so you should look for somebody who is single and of your age group. Besides, I cannot have a relationship with you as you are my patient.’ 
 
    ‘Julian, I realise that, but I have fallen in love with you. I know that I have not given much thought to our future.   I just want to spend some quality time with you whenever we get a chance to do so.’ 
 
    Julian took a deep breath and muttered, ‘Nicki, that is very tricky. My wife is with me all the time both at home and at work, so it is very difficult to find any excuses to meet you. I told her that I was going to a doctor’s meeting tonight, so it was easy to come out’ 
 
    Nicki moved Julian’s hand away from her body to put her clothes on, she looked at Julian and said, ‘Julian, do not worry about that, when the time comes, we will sort something out.  Come to the dining table and let us eat something.’ 
 
    After finishing the meal Julian made a dash for his car. He took Nicki in his arms and implanted a kiss on her forehead, he said, ‘Nicki, thanks for a lovely time and delicious meal.  I will be in touch.’ 
 
    Nicki wrapped her hands around Julian’s back and laid her head on his chest, ‘I wished that you could stay much longer. I hope that one day, you can stay with me for the whole night.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Nicki did not hear from Julian for another week, so she booked an appointment to see him.  Julian was feeling nervous, when he saw Nicki’s name in the patient’s list.  Nicki entered the room and took out a red rose from her purse to give it to Julian. 
 
    She looked around the room and whispered. ‘Julian you have been avoiding me. You have not answered any of my phone calls or text messages’   
 
    And without waiting for Julian’s reply, Nicki went straight to Julian’s chair and pulled him towards her and started to kiss him vigorously. 
 
    Julian tried to push her away and muttered, ‘Nicki, I can't kiss you here, as somebody can enter the room any time. Please behave properly and control yourself.’ 
 
    Nicki wrapped her arms around Julian’s neck and then touched his face with both her hands and whispered, ‘Julian I miss you. I want to see you.  Come to my place tonight.  I don't want any excuses – I will be waiting for you.’ 
 
    Julian tried to calm himself, he removed her hands away from his face and pushed her away from him. He looked towards the door and said, ‘I can't come tonight as Gina and myself are invited to  a medical seminar this evening organised by a medical sales representative.’ 
 
    Nicki stood up and walked back towards her chair. She whispered, ‘Listen Julian, you find an excuse and come to see me tonight.  I will be waiting for you in my flat.’  
 
    Before Julian could answer her, Nicki left the room.   Julian just kept on shaking his head in disbelief. 
 
    As the evening approached, Julian was in a dilemma, whether to go to Nicki’s flat or not.  He decided to go to the seminar but after ten minutes he made an excuse to Gina.  ‘Darling I am not feeling well. I think that I better go home.’ 
 
    Gina put her hand on Julian’s forehead and asked ‘What is the matter Julian? If you are not feeling well, then I will also come home with you.’  Julian bent sideways to pick up his medical bag and said, ‘No Gina, you better stay here and listen to the lecture and make notes.  Then I can also read them later.’ 
 
    Gina looked into her husband’s eyes and said, ‘Are you sure Julian that you will be able to look after yourself?’ 
 
    He replied, ‘Yes, I will be fine.  If there is any problem, then I will call you.’  
 
     Julian put his hand on his tummy and silently walked away from the lecture room, without disturbing anybody else. 
 
    Nicki opened the door and gave a big hug to Julian. She said, ‘I have been missing you Julian.  Why have you been ignoring me?’ 
 
    Julian was speechless but then started to pull himself away from her. He said, ‘Nicki, you know that I am a married man, and Gina is always with me.’ 
 
    Nicki held Julian’s arms with her hands and said, ‘Julian, I am finding it difficult to pass my time without you.  I want to spend more time with you, but you need to do something. Julian, you need to tell your wife about us. I know that you love me as well.’ 
 
    Julian put his arms around Nicki’s neck and muttered, ‘Yes, I am also falling for you, that is why I came to see you. Please do not put any pressure on me and just leave it to me.’ 
 
    Nicki took Julian to her bedroom to make love.  Afterwards Julian washed his face as he did not want to leave any lip stick marks there for his wife to see. After implanting a kiss on Nicola’s lips, he dashed to home to reach there before his wife came back from the seminar. 
 
     After he got there, Julian quickly changed his clothes and jumped straight into bed and within fifteen minutes his wife also came back from the seminar. 
 
    Gina went straight to the bedroom, stood near Julian’s head, touched his forehead with her hand and asked, ‘My poor Julian, how are you feeling now?’ 
 
    Julian turned his head towards his wife and said, ‘Hi Gina, you come home earlier.  Did the meeting finish early?’ 
 
    Gina took her hand away from her husband’s forehead and whispered, ‘No, not yet, I phoned home two or three times but you did not answer the phone, so I got worried. Your body feels quite normal now with no sign of any temperature’ 
 
    Julian opened his eyes with a smile on his face, he found the glare of the light too bright for his eyes, he said, ‘Yes, I must have gone to sleep, but I am feeling better now after I took some paracetamol.’ 
 
    Gina sat on the edge of the bed and put her hand on his face and asked, ‘Julian, is there something wrong? I have noticed some changes in your behaviour in the last few weeks.’ 
 
    Julian held his wife’s hand and whispered, ‘No, I am fine.  Just I feel stressed up at times.’ 
 
    Gina said,’ You work too hard, maybe you should share some responsibilities with me. I know my list is always full, but I still can see more patients of yours.’ 
 
    Julian took his hand away from his wife and said,’ So you think that you are more popular doctor than me. Why do you have to tell me that?’ 
 
    Julian tried to hold his hand again and said, ‘No I do not mean that. Being a female doctor, lots of female patients prefer to see me. That is all, ok go to sleep now.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    After that week the meetings between Julian and Nicki became more frequent. Julian had to make more excuses to stay with Nicki. Julian’s mind was more focussed on Nicki and his work suffered as a result.  More patients complained about his erratic behaviour and absent mindedness.  Julian was lucky that no patient made any formal complaint against him, but his list declined as more and more patients opted to see Gina. 
 
    One evening, when Julian reached home late after seeing Nicki, Gina confronted Julian by shouting at him.  ‘Where are you coming from so late at night?’ 
 
    Julian looked to the ground and muttered, ‘I went to the gym and then one of my friends suggested that we go to see a movie.’ 
 
    Gina smirked as she asked ‘Julian, did you take your fitness bag with you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I did.’ replied Julian. 
 
    Gina opened the door of the cupboard and said, ‘You are lying Julian, the bag is here in your cupboard and have you got your movie tickets?’ 
 
    Julian did not have much confidence to look into his wife’s eyes, he muttered, ‘No, I threw the movie tickets away in a dustbin.’ 
 
    Gina laughed as she closed the door of the cupboard, ‘How convenient!  The fact is that you never went to these places.  You are lying again.’ 
 
    ‘What are you trying to say?’ demanded Julian. 
 
    Gina said as she stood near her husband, ‘Julian be honest.  You have changed so much in the last few weeks.  You are having an affair.  Aren’t you Julian?’ 
 
    ‘No, that is not true.’ Julian replied as he stamped his foot on the floor. 
 
    Gina said, ‘Julian, I hired a private detective last week to check your movements and he followed you to Nicki’s house a few times and took your photograph with her.’ 
 
    By this time Julian’s body had slumped and his face became pale with few drops of perspiration on his face. He took few deep breaths as he did not know where to hide himself. He gathered some courage and asked, ‘How did you know that?  But our relationship is just a friendship and nothing else.’ 
 
    Gina raised her voice, ‘Julian, you do realise what you are doing.  You are having an affair with your patient which is against medical ethics and against the rules and regulation of General Medical Council.’ 
 
    Julian looked away from his wife and said, ‘Gina, there is nothing between me and Nicki.’ 
 
    Gina turned Julian’s face with her hand towards her and shouted from the top of her voice, ‘Julian, first you commit a crime and then you deny that. If I report you to the General Medical Council, then you will be struck off from the register and you will cease to be a doctor.  Is it worth the risk?’ 
 
    Julian did not know what to say as he continued to look at the floor with his hands folded in front of him.  Gina continued with a smirk on her face. ‘I have photographs of you and Nicki in uncompromising positions.  That evidence is enough for the General Medical Council so what do you want to do Julian?’ 
 
    Julian put his hands to cover his face, as   he tried to hide his guilt and embarrassment. 
 
    ‘Do you love this woman?’ asked Gina. 
 
    ‘I don't know.’ replied Julian. ‘I know that it was a mistake, but please don't report me to General Medical Council.  I will be completely devastated. Please forgive me. I promise that I will break all my connections with her.’ 
 
    Gina sat on the edge of the bed and muttered, ‘You should have thought about that before you hurt me, that is one crime but to hurt the confidence and confidentiality of patients is a bigger crime.  I will have to ask you to leave the house immediately.’ 
 
    Julian folded both his hands in front of his wife and pleaded, ‘You can't do that to me.  I have nowhere to go. I will move to another room, as I still have full right to live in this house.’ 
 
    Gina said, ‘I am not that cruel, but I want you to move to the next bedroom tonight and then make other arrangements to live somewhere else tomorrow. Julian You are finished now, and our marriage is finished as well.’ 
 
    Julian took his clothes out of the bedroom and moved to the next bedroom.  He phoned Nicki to explain about the events of the day.  Nicki said, ‘Olin, Do not worry. You will not be homeless. You can move with me. My flat is small but enough for us’  
 
    To that Julian suggested. ‘I need to be near Gina as I am worried that she may report me to the General Medical Council, which will mean the end of my career.’ 
 
    Nicki kept her cool, and said, ‘Do not worry too much about that, General Medical Council can't probe that we met in the surgery.  Anyway, leave everything to me.  I will take care of everything.  Are you in surgery tomorrow?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I am.’ replied Coin. ‘Why do you want to know that?’ 
 
    Nicki took a deep breath and whispered ‘Do not worry about anything. I will tell you tomorrow when I see you there.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Next morning Nicki arrived just when then the surgery had just finished. Julian was surprised to see Nicki entering his room without any knock. 
 
    Julian’s heart almost stopped, and his tongue protruded outside his moth. He turned his chair towards her and asked, ‘Nicki, what are you doing here?’ 
 
    Nicki sat on the empty chair and whispered ‘We need to talk to Gina about us.  There is no point in hiding the truth.  Also, while I am here, can you give me an injection of steroids for my shoulder pain?’ 
 
    Julian looked at Nicki’s shoulder, it was stiff and her arm could not be raised above a certain point of the shoulder. He said, ‘Yes Nicki, you have a frozen shoulder. If your problems started quite recently, then this steroid injection will help you. You do not have appointment with me. No, I am just joking.’ 
 
    Nicki stretched her arms in front of him and said, ‘It has been hurting me for the last two weeks. The pain is quite bad. Please hurry up and inject me.’ 
 
    Julian took the steroid from the small cupboard and then injected it into her shoulder without causing any pain or discomfort to her.  
 
    After finishing the injection, Julian threw the needle in the bin, but in a rush left the used syringe by the side of the bed.  Nicki got up from the bed and suggested, ‘Ok, let us go and to talk to Gina.’ 
 
    Julian asked while washing his hands in the sink, ‘Are you sure that this is a good idea – we may end up causing more problems for both of us.’ 
 
    Nicki held Julian’s hand and pulled him towards her, ‘No, come on let us go, Julian.’ 
 
    Julian reluctantly followed Nicki, who knocked at Gina’s room, but no reply came from inside.  
 
    Julian suggested, ‘Gina may have already left for a home visit.  Let me open the door and check her myself.’  
 
    Julian opened the door slowly.  He saw Gina’s chair facing the wall and could only see her head from there. 
 
     Julian called, ‘Gina, are you busy doing something?’ Julian got no reply. 
 
    Julian decided to walk near the chair, where he saw Gina’s head tilted to one side, lying lifeless.  ‘Oh my God, Nicki, Gina is not breathing.  Come here and help me.  Let me give her resuscitation. 
 
    Nicki rushed towards Gina and she saw her in the chair with her mouth wide open and pupils dilated. She covered her own mouth with her hand and whispered, ‘Oh my God Julian, I think that she is dead.’ 
 
    Julian shouted, ‘No she cannot die like that. I just talked to her only an hour ago.’ Julian felt her pulse and heart beats but could hear nothing.  
 
    He shouted, ‘Come on Nicki, give me a hand. I want to put her on to the bed. No Gina, you cannot leave me like this.’ 
 
    Julian with the help of Nicki removed Gina from her chair to put her on the bed. He shouted, ‘Can you call the ambulance?  Hurry up, she needs to be rushed to hospital.’ 
 
    Nicki went to pick up the phone, but then she saw a letter lying on her desk addressed to the police station which Nicki read as follows, 
 
     “I have discovered that my husband is having an affair with one of his patients.  I had threatened to report him to the General Medical Council, which in theory could put my life in danger.  If anything happens to me, then you would know who is responsible for my death”. 
 
    Julian left Gina on the bed to read the letter. He then started to compress Gina’s heart with his hands to revive her heart, he whispered ‘This letter has not yet been posted, so we will be ok.’ 
 
    Nicki stood behind Julian and said, ‘Julian, look at the date of this letter, it was written yesterday.  That means that she may have already posted this letter, and this is just a copy for herself. No point in wasting your time to revive her. She is already dead. Come on, let us get out of here.’ 
 
    Julian looked at the dead face of his wife, then wiped drops of perspiration from his forehead with his hand and said, ‘If we run away now like this, then police will be more suspicious. She may had a simple heart attack as I can't see any injuries or foul play.’ 
 
    Nicki shrugged Julian’s shoulders and shouted, ‘Look Dr Dashwood, this is no time to be a detective.  Leave her on the bed and get out of here now. Just believe me as I know what I am doing’ 
 
    Nicki gave hand to Julian to put Gina back into the chair and both of them left the room as quickly as possible. 
 
    Julian asked, ‘Where are we going. I think that we should not run like this as it will make us look very suspicious. We have not done anything wrong. She may have died of heart attack.’ 
 
    Nicki started to drive away from the surgery in a hurry and shouted ‘Come on Julian, do not ask too many questions. let us get out of here.’ 
 
    Julian was busy putting his seat belt on and said, ‘Why are we running away?  We will be under suspicion if we did that.  The best thing is to go to the police station and explain to them about the whole incident.’ 
 
    Nicki looked at Julian when she stopped the car at the traffic light and said, ‘No Julian, the police are not going to believe you.’ 
 
    Julian said without looking at her, ‘Why should I worry, when I have not done anything wrong?’ 
 
    Nicki took a deep breath and muttered, ‘Your fingerprints are all over her body and you say that her body’s colour was different to that of natural death.  That means that somebody injected her with a poison or drug. Where is the syringe that you used to inject my shoulder? 
 
    Julian looked around and said, ‘Oh no, I might had left that syringe in Gina’s room by mistake as I think it was in my hand when I went to her room. We must turn back to get the syringe.’ 
 
    Nicki turned the car back to go to the surgery. 
 
    When they arrived at the surgery, they saw an ambulance and police cars everywhere.  Gina’s body was being moved by the ambulance crew to be taken to the hospital.  The police had cordoned off the area and nobody was allowed to go inside the surgery.  Nicki saw the police looking at the CCTV camera from outside the surgery checking its range and movements. 
 
    Julian held his breath and said, ‘Now, the police will see in the CCTV recording us running away together in a car.’ 
 
    Nicki took a small tape out of her pocket.  ‘Do not worry darling, I took the tape out when I went to Gina’s room so police would not know about our movements.’ 
 
    Julian asked ‘Where are we going now then?  Shall we go back to my house, I need to collect some clothes and some money.’ 
 
    Nicki started to walk back to her car and said, ‘No Julian, the next stop for the police will be your house. You can always go back there during the night time.  Do you have a surgery booked this evening?’ 
 
    Julian looked at the entrance e of the surgery and replied. ‘No today was my half day, so surgery is closed in the evenings today.’ 
 
    As Nicki started to drive towards her house, Julian’s phone started to ring.  As Julian approached his phone to answer, Nicki took it away from him. 
 
    She shouted, ‘Do not answer your phone yet.  The police might be looking for you.  Let us think that what we need to tell them.  In fact, take your sim card out of your phone, otherwise police can trace your movements and find your location.’ 
 
    Julian grabbed the phone back from Nicki and said, ‘Let me first check that if any message has been left by the police.’  
 
    Julian listened to the message and said, ‘You were right, the police are looking for me.  They said they need to talk to me about an important issue and that I must call them back on a phone number left by them on my mobile phone.’  
 
     Julian looked at Nicki, she looked very confident and calm while driving her car. She looked very confident and calm and seemed to know exactly about the consequences of her actions.  
 
    Julian took a deep breath, as he could feel a drop of sweat on his spine. He looked at Nicki and whispered. ‘I think that we should go to the police otherwise they will suspect that I have killed her and will issue an arrest warrant in my name.’ 
 
    Nicki looked at Julian, while driving. She whispered, ‘I forgot to tell you that I went to see Gina before I went to see you to clarify a few issues.  We had an argument as she did not approve of our relationship.  I had lost my temper and I rushed towards her to strangle her.  I had hardly touched her neck when she lost consciousness.  That is when I rushed to your room and asked you to inject me for my frozen shoulder.’ 
 
    Julian was alarmed and looked at Nicki in surprise.  He shouted, ‘I think that you have killed Gina?’ 
 
    Nicki slowed her car down to look at Julian and said, ‘I don't know what exactly happened. I did not mean to harm to her. I just wanted to talk to her to clarify few issues, but she would not listen to me. I did not do anything. Anyway, let us go to my home and we can decide about our next course of action.’ 
 
    In the evening Nicki switched on the radio which gave the news of Dr Dashwood’s death “A doctor found dead in the surgery, under mysterious circumstances.  Police are trying to contact her husband for further questioning”. 
 
     Julian switched off the radio as he did not like what he heard.  He looked at Nicki who seemed to breath faster and her hands were continuously twitching as she cleared drops of sweat from her forehead. 
 
    He asked, ‘Nicki, why do you look so worried, did you kill Gina?’ 
 
    Nicki snapped, ‘Oh no, I thought you killed her that is why I was protecting you and asking you to stay away from the police.’ 
 
    Both of them looked at each other in disdain, as if mistrusting each other’s intentions and beliefs.  
 
     Julian put on the television to check the news and after hearing his name being mentioned called, he called Nicki, ‘Look they have mentioned Gina’s death on television as well.  Also, the police have issued a warrant for my arrest.  Look at the news.  The police suspect that there is another person involved in the murder, which could either be a male or a female, but most likely a female.’ 
 
    Nicki seemed to be pacing backwards and forwards many times in the room. ‘Julian, it is not safe to stay in the UK.  We need to run to another country, away from the police and everybody else. They suspect that you killed her.’ 
 
    Julian shouted, ‘I did not kill her.’ 
 
    Nicki held Julian ‘s hand and whispered,’ you are their number one suspect at the moment. Let us run away before it is too late.’ 
 
     ‘Nicki, Do not be stupid.  Everybody at the airport would be looking for me.  My name is uncommon and therefore it is easily recognisable.  We must surrender to the police and all they are going to do is to interview us.  They can't charge us without any evidence.’ 
 
    Nicki thumped the coffee table and shouted from top of her voice, ‘You don't understand about the police’s actions, they can lock you up on remand without evidence and then wait for a trial to get a verdict by the jury, and that could take months. You will have no opportunity to collect evidence in your favour.’ 
 
    Julian looked at Nicki with a frowned forehead, he asked, ‘So what do you suggest?’ 
 
    She explained ‘I know a friend who can prepare us false passports under different names.  Since the police are looking for a female as your accomplice, I will cut my hair short to look like a man and get a passport with a man’s name on it. Nobody will recognise us. Can you also shave off your head, so that you can be photographed with a new identity?’ 
 
    Julian ruffled his hair with his fingers and said, ‘Ok, I need to go back to my house to collect some cash and credit cards. I really don’t know that why I am doing all this. Probably, I am under the influence of your magical spell’ 
 
    Nicki grinned, ‘Yes, I am protecting you. you should go to your house after midnight, which is when police will be off their guard.  I am sure they must have detectives waiting for you in their car.’ 
 
    Julian looked at Nicki with amazement and asked ‘How do you know all this?  It seems like that you have been exposed to the life of crime in the past. You must have done this before.’ 
 
    Nicki walked towards Julian to look into his eyes and said, ‘No, I have read too many crime fictions and also many of friends are criminal lawyers.  We must also move to a hotel as the police can also come here to my house any time. It is not safe here as well.’ 
 
    Julian was unrecognisable with a shaven head and he enjoying the feeling of cold air brushing past his head.  He left for the hotel with Nicki, dressed like a man.  
 
     Julian got out of the car after parking it about five hundred yards away from his house.  He walked past many houses without being noticed.  The time was 1 AM in the morning, and the road was empty, as most of the pub goers had gone home.  Julian had already felt like a criminal as he climbed the back wall of the garden fence of his house.  He did not want to risk going to the front door in case the police were waiting for him there. 
 
    The night was dark, as the moon was hidden behind the clouds.  He just peeped through the back door to check for any movements inside the house. Julian thought that only yesterday his world was alive and kicking.  Gina was in the house sleeping and he was lying in the spare bedroom, looking at the stars in the sky, dreaming about Nicki.  After waiting for a few moments, Julian opened the back door and went upstairs into his bedroom to open his safe, from where he got his documents and cash worth three thousand pounds.  
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Two days later Nicki and Julian were at Heathrow Airport trying to check into a flight to Johannesburg. Julian was wearing blue denim jeans with a blue shirt, whereas Nicki was also wearing blue jeans but with a white shirt.  From a distance, people could not recognise whether she was a woman or a man.  
 
    Both walked slowly towards the counter, looking around them to check if anybody was looking for them as there was a large number of police presence at the airport.  Julian feared that he would be recognised easily, so every time he heard heavy footsteps behind him, he thought that a policeman had come to arrest him. 
 
    In one corner, a sniffer dog had caught one passenger with drugs, after a policeman asked him to open his suitcase for further investigations. 
 
    Within fifteen minutes, both Julian and Nicki got their boarding passes for their flight.  Julian suggested to Nicki, ‘Let us quickly go through immigration to the duty-free area, where we will be safer and then we can fly safely to South Africa without being detected.’ 
 
    Nicki smiled and whispered ‘Your criminal mind has started to work now.  OK, let us get out of here as soon as possible.’ 
 
    Both were amazed that the immigration officer did not even look at them or their passports and let them go through his desk without any problems. 
 
    Julian only felt relaxed after he sat down in the aeroplane. Nicki still looked nervous, as she was worried that somebody might still come and take her away.  
 
     Julian had never been to Africa before, so he was excited in a way to go to South Africa for the first time.  He had associated Africa on the whole with poverty, poor transport and shanty towns and lower standard of living.  
 
    Nicki heaved a sigh of relief, when the plane took to the skies. She felt safe now and was ready to start a new life in a different country. 
 
    When their taxi took them from Johannesburg’s airport to the city centre, Julian was impressed by the six lane motorways, very similar to the roads in the UK.  For a minute, he thought that he had landed in the USA.  
 
     Nicki did not seem to make any comments as she had already visited South Africa in the past.  The traffic was smooth and without any congestion, not normally seen in London.  
 
     After an half an hour the taxi arrived in the Santon area of Johannesburg and they checked into the Holiday Inn hotel. The receptionist checked their passports as a method of identifying them. After taking a rest for one hour, they walked across the road to go to a shopping mall which was as good as anything Julian had seen in London.  As Nicki was familiar with that area, she went to the Nelson Square, which was lined with many restaurants and bars, representing cuisines from different parts of the world.  They had a pizza while sitting outside a restruant in the sun and   enjoyed watching people passing by them.  
 
     Julian looked at Nicki, who still looked nervous, as she took regular deep breaths from time to time and had a drop of perspiration on her forehead. 
 
    Julian noticed that and asked her, ‘Why do you look so worried. Relax we are now out of England and are safe here.’ 
 
    Nicki put the cup of coffee on the table and said, ‘I am waiting for a friend to meet me here.  I had phoned him from Heathrow Airport.  He can be a useful contact and will be our guide here.  I have asked him to take us to the Sun City and Kurgans Safari Park the date after tomorrow.’ 
 
    Before she could complete her sentence, a man came across the table with his arms open and said, ‘Nicki, welcome back to South Africa.’ 
 
    After introducing him to Julian, Nicki went for a walk with the man.  Julian noticed that Nicki had given the man a small packet, that really surprised Julian as she never discussed with him anything about it.  For the first time, Julian thought that he did not know anything about Nicki – I don’t know much about her background, she might be a smuggler or even a terrorist.  I need to be careful.   
 
    The following day, they both relaxed in the hotel and in the evening, they went to the biggest casino of Johannesburg, which was situated in many acres of land this giving impression of big casinos in Las Vegas.  
 
     Julian wished that London had casinos like that where he could go to try his luck.  Julian kept his eye on Nicki to see if she was meeting any other person.  Julian started to reflect on the incident in London, where his wife had died under mysterious circumstances. He loved his wife and would never cause any harm to her.  Julian was not sure if he had killed Gina by accident or may be, Nicki was responsible for her death. She might had organised everything to trap Julian in a scandal.  Maybe, she is part of an international smuggling gang. He had no answers. 
 
    The following day Julian and Nicki went to Sin City, few miles away from Johannesburg, a popular place for holidays in South Africa. It was especially known for its hotels, artificial beach, and waves of water engulfing tourists at periodic intervals. Julian enjoyed playing at one of the casinos, but still his mind was somewhere in London, thinking about his life with Gina and how everything changes so quickly within matter of days.   
 
    In the evening, Julian took a trip to the Safari park and for the first time he saw in open forest both hippocampus and lions roaming freely.  An experience that he will never forget.  
 
     Nicki had organised a taxi to bring them back to the hotel, where they reached at 9 PM.  Julian was a bit uncommunicative during that journey, that puzzled Nicki, as she did not do anything to hurt his feelings that day.  Neither of them was feeling hungry so both of them changed their clothes to lie in the bed. 
 
    Nicki moved towards Julian and asked, ‘Julian, you do not seem to be well today. What is bothering you?’ 
 
    Julian replied without looking at Nicki, ‘Everything. I just worry about our future. I fear that we will be caught anytime.  Did you kill Gina?’  
 
     Julian sat down on the bed and switched on the table lamp. He continued ‘You say that you did not kill her, and I know that I did not kill her, then who killed her?  There was nobody else present in the room.’ 
 
    Nicki wrapped her arm around Julian and said, ‘Let us not worry about that.’ 
 
    Nicki did not say anything and instead turned her back towards him. 
 
    Julian got out of the bed and started to put his clothes on and said, ‘I am going to the bar to have a drink.’ 
 
      
 
    Julian sat down in the bar area to have a glass of white wine and he started to talk to another Englishman who told him that he had come to South Africa only on that day.  Ten minutes into conversation the man suggested to Julian. ‘I have seen you before. Your face looks familiar.  Wait a minute.  Can I ask you what sort of job you do in London?’ 
 
    Julian turned his face away from the stranger as he knew that his face was broadcast on television in United Kingdom as police were looking for him there. He whispered without looking at the man, ‘I do property development there.’ 
 
    The man looked at Julian’s shaven head and asked, ‘Have you shaved your head recently?’ 
 
    Julian stroked his head with his fingers and said, ‘No, I have shaved my head like this for the last ten years. My partner likes me like that’ 
 
    The man smirked, looked around the bar area and moved closer to Julian to whisper in his ears, ‘I know now that you resemble the doctor who murdered his wife in London.’ 
 
    Julian turned his face away from the stranger. He did not want him to go to police about him. He put his hand to cover his face and muttered, ‘That is a coincidence.  I do not know of any doctor.  Now excuse me, I need to go to sleep.’ 
 
    Before the man could say another word, Julian left the bar for his room. 
 
    Julian told Nicki about the man and both decided that they needed to leave Johannesburg as soon as possible and before they were arrested by the police.  
 
    The next morning, they took a flight to Cape Town after settling their account with the hotel. 
 
    Julian managed to get a room in Cape Town in a newly built hotel by the beach.  Nicki looked around to see if anybody was looking at them suspiciously. For some reason Julian was also apprehensive of Nicki as well and that is why he wanted to fly out of Johannesburg as soon as possible. For him, she was still a stranger and had not much information about her past. 
 
    Julian made sure that Nicki stayed with him all the time, so that she did not get any time to call or contact anybody else.  Like Julian, this was Nicki’s first visit to Cape Town, so she was excited as well to go there. 
 
    Their room was triangular in shape, so that the left-hand side of the room gave a fantastic view of the sea and the other side showed a clear outline of Table Mountain.   
 
    Nicki came nearer to Julian to put her arms around his neck and whispered, ‘Thanks darling, for choosing such a fantastic room.  I feel that I am in my honeymoon.  This is just such a perfect place.  Let us take some rest and then we can go out in the evening for a nice meal.’ 
 
    Julian was standing near the window, looking at the Table Mountain. He said, ‘Honey, we need to go now. I was told that the views of the Table Mountain are fantastic at sunset.  Come on let us go.  I have already asked for a taxi.’ 
 
    Within half an hour, they were at the bottom of the mountain, taking a ride in a cable car, that lifted them to the top of the mountain.  Nicki hugged Julian as the cold wind was making her shiver. She looked around the city with Indian ocean in the background. She whispered, ‘This is a fantastic view of Cape Town. I did not realise that this city is so beautiful – simply a paradise. No wonder many British people come to settle here.’ 
 
    Julian put his arms around Nicki and said, ‘Yes, maybe I should settle down here and start my medical practice to earn some money.  I heard that property prices here can be as high as in London.’ 
 
    Both were getting ready to go inside the cable car when Julian spotted a man looking in their direction after he got out of the upcoming car. 
 
    Julian tried to hide behind Nicki, as he realised that he was the same Englishman that he met yesterday in Johannesburg and   Julian had mentioned to Nicki about that man, the previous night.  
 
    He looked away from the man and said,  ‘Nicki, I am sure that this man is spying on me.  Why would he come after us like this?’ 
 
    Nicki looked towards the man and said, ‘Maybe, he was planning to come to Cape Town anyway but, you are right, we must still be careful.’ 
 
    In the evening, they took a taxi to go to the waterfront of Cape Town that boasted of many trendy shops and restaurants. 
 
    Julian did not want to walk outside in the open so he stayed away from the harbour area.  Both of them kept looking around them for any suspicious person trying to chase them.   After coming back to the hotel, Julian did not want to go to the bar area so as to avoid seeing that Englishman again. 
 
    Nicki looked at the anxious face of Julian and asked, ‘What are you thinking Julian? You seem to be so worried.’ 
 
    Julian put both his hands to cover his face, took a deep breath and said, ‘How long can we run like this? Sooner or later somebody will recognise us and worse still, our money will run out. How are we going to survive in a foreign country like this?’ 
 
    Nicki put her head on Julian’s chest and stroked his head with her hands. She said, ‘Do no worry, everything will be fine.  After few months, everybody in London will forget about this incident and we can then settle in South Africa under different name and identity.  Anyway tomorrow, we are going to Cape Point – the southernmost place of South Africa.  That will give us more time to reflect on our situation.’ 
 
    The next day they took a bus to go to Cape point and it took them past the Indian Ocean on one side of the road and a mountain on the other side. They could spot few dolphins at a distance trying to jump out of water in rhymical manners. 
 
    When Julian and Nicki reached on the top of a small hill near the edge of Cape Point, they could see the Indian Ocean and the Pacific Ocean meeting together in the middle. From a distance, different colours of the oceans were trying to collide with each other. Julian’s camera never stopped clicking taking pictures of the magnificent view of two oceans.  
 
     By the time the coach arrived back at the hotel the time was 10 PM, so they went straight to bed. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Next morning Julian heard a knock at the door at about 8AM.  Julian looked at his watch and thought it was a bit early for breakfast, so he did not open the door, instead he wrapped his arms around Nicki’s neck and went back to sleep. 
 
    Later in the day, after having breakfast, Julian and Nicki took a trip by ship to Mandela island, where Nelson Mandela was kept in prison during apartheid time.   While coming back Julian saw two men looking at them and then talking to each other. One of them used his mobile phone to call somebody, while still looking at them.  When Julian and Nicki stepped out of the boat, they were confronted by two plain clothed police officers and one of them said, ‘Mr Dashwood and your colleague are both under arrest on suspicion of murder of Dr Dashwood in London. Would you come to us to the police station.’ 
 
    Julian’s heart nearly came to a standstill and drops of perspiration appeared on his forehead, he took a deep breath and extended his both wrists forward for the handcuffs.  
 
    In a way Julian felt relieved by that arrest as he was fed up of running away from the police. Why should he do that? He did not kill his wife; he was certain about it. He accompanied Nicki to go to her room to help her, but he felt that it was all planned by Nicki so he could be involved in his wife’s murder. Nicki had also cut her hair short and was pretending to be a man in order to avoid detection by the police in South Africa. 
 
    The police then took them back to the hotel to collect their passports and other belongings and   that evening they boarded a flight to London.  
 
     Julian was not surprised to see the same Englishman sitting in the plane that he met in the bar of his Johannesburg’s hotel.  Julian’s guess was right that he was a detective police officer who had come all the way from London to monitor their activities and then arrest them after confirming their true identity. 
 
    After reaching Heathrow Airport, both Julian and Nicki were taken to the local police station.  Julian was recognised as Julian Dashwood, but the police believed that Nicki was a man, as she claimed during her interview and it was confirmed by her passport where she had put her gender to be a male.  She claimed to be dumb, it meant that she did not have to speak any word and that helped her to hide her feminine voice.   
 
    Both of them had a duty solicitor present at the interview and they maintained their innocence.  
 
    Julian replied, ‘No comment,’ when asked any questions by the police officers, whereas Nicki just nodded her head and at times used sign languages to answer her questions.  She gave her name as Nicholas White to the police officer confirmed by her passport that she had acquired from a friend in London, before her flight to South Africa.  
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    After reaching at Heathrow airport, Julian Dashwood and Nichola White were taken straight to a prison in London accompanied by two police officers. they were strip searched  at the receptionist, but none of the prison officers examined Nicki’s genitals. she was taken in as a male prisoner.  Both had requested for a same room together and they were lucky to get it. 
 
    After reaching in their cell, Julian felt suffocated by the small size of the room that boasted of a bunker bed for two people. It had a small table and chair with a small television in one corner. A small cupboard was meant to be shared by two inmates to put their clothes and other items. Julian felt nausea when he saw a dirty toilet in the one corner of the room. He felt that he had to face a new life in prison, and he needed to adjust in prison as soon as possible.  
 
    After putting their plastic bags on the floor, both lied in their beds. Nicki took the bottom bed and Julian climbed to the top.  He asked Nicki that why did she want to act as a male, as police will eventually find out the truth. 
 
      Nicki replied. ‘Maybe, they will find out the truth, but that will go against the police for their misjudgement. If I come inside prison as a male prisoner, then I can easily abscond from the prison by dressing as a female and nobody will be looking for a female prisoner in this male prison. It is so simple.’ 
 
    Julian laughed and said, ‘Nicki, I mean Nicholas, you have a criminal mind. I am sure that you will be found innocent by the court anyway, so what was the point of running away, if you had not committed a crime.’ 
 
    Nicki tossed in her bed and extended her face outside the bed to look at Coilin, ‘No, I am not a criminal. I just like thrills and some action in life.  Let us see, how we spend our time in the prison. Our first hurdle is to survive and get used to prison life.’ Julian moved sideways in his top bunker bed and said, ‘So you did all this to have some fun and dragged me with you as well. I have ruined my life, my career, my reputation and my wife is dead, I do not have any future.’ 
 
    Nicholas laughed and said,’ You have me. I will always be there for you.’ 
 
    Julian said, while lying on his back in his bed, ‘It seems that you have done these activities before. Why did you want me to get involved with you?’ 
 
    Nickie laughed, ‘No comments. As we told the police. Do not ask me too many questions, just enjoy this life as much as you can. I am feeling sleep now. Good night, darling.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Julian’s thoughts were broken by the opening of doors by a prison officer. After staying in prison for one week, he was getting used to prion life. Nicki had settled well and managed to stay as a male prisoner without getting detected by anyone. 
 
    After being assaulted by Angelo on the telephone booth, Hussain made a complaint to the landing officer about his problems with Angelo about four days earlier but was still waiting for a response from the officer.  Asif was released early, so Hussain had a new cell mate called Everton.  Hussain took the bottom bed as he found it difficult to climb up on the top bed. 
 
    Hussain did not like Everton smoking every half an hour but did not want to upset him, as Everton had been a regular in the prison in the past and it was Everton’s tenth time in the prison, so he gave a long lecture to Hussain about the prisoners expectations from each other.  Everton asked Hussain, ‘Have you any chocolates, as my tongue is feeling tasteless.’ 
 
    Hussain gave the remaining chocolate to Everton.  Everton asked, ‘Where is the remote control for the television?’ 
 
    Hussain said, while looking at the television, ‘There is no remote control in the room. I just have to get up from my bed to change channels or switch it off or on’ 
 
    Everton smirked ‘Leave it to me. I will get one this evening. Do you need any jeans, Hussain?’ 
 
    Hussain said, ‘Yes Everton, I do need one, the prison officers did not allow me to bring many clothes with me inside and kept them at the reception area. How will you get a jean for me?’ 
 
    Everton smiled, and turned his head towards Hussain and said, ‘Leave that to me but it will cost you a packet of cigarettes.’ 
 
    Hussain knew that in prison, you get nothing for free, he whispered, ‘I do not smoke.  So how can I give you cigarettes?’ 
 
    Everton laughed and said, ‘Look asshole, you can order that in your canteen, or you can exchange that with somebody else.  Anyway, I am also going to look for a remote control.’   
 
    Everton went for a walk on the landing, where most of the prison doors were open. Some prisoners were standing by the railings just looking downstairs, others were talking to each others, few had wet towels in their hands after finishing their showers, and remaining prisoners were inside their cells, watching televisions.  He saw that the prisoner in the last room had just left the room to go to make a phone call from the telephone booth situated in the middle of the landing, and minutes later, his cell mate also left the room to take a shower situated in the other corner of the landing.   
 
    Everton could not believe his luck.  He entered the open room in a flash and started to search the cupboard but did not find any items of his choice.  Then he lifted the pillow of the bottom bed and he found a remote control, which he quickly hid in his pocket. 
 
    Once back in his room, he warned Hussain. ‘Do not tell anyone that I got a remote control.  Just say that you had it for last many days and your last cell mate Asif gave it to you prior to his departure.’ 
 
    Hussain did not say anything as he wanted to enjoy the merits of the remote control himself.  He took it away from Everton to change the channels from the comfort of his chair. 
 
    Soon inmates were called for lunch and Everton went downstairs in the servery area with a plate in his hand to collect his food.  Hussain stayed behind in the cell, as he wanted to finish his prayers to Allah.  Everton had left the door half open, but Hussain did not bother to close it. 
 
    Hussain was bending forwards and backwards on the small carpet on the floor and suddenly he saw two shadows approaching him from behind.  Before he could look upwards, an arm had gone around his neck to strangle him. Hussain tried to get rid of a firm grip on his neck, but then the second person held back his second arm and both of his legs.  Hussain found it difficult to breath and he could feel his tongue obstructing his breathing and the colour of his lips started to turn blue. He could feel darkness coming in front of his eyes, his breathing became shallower and then stopped. He tried his best to free from the clutches of bigger men, but he was  no match for them and he gave up the struggle to live and soon both his breathing and heart beats stopped for ever. 
 
    His dead body was lifted up by the two prisoners and a cord was put around his neck to give an impression of a suicide.  They tied the cord on to the windowsill and left the room in a rush.  
 
     Angelo and Greg went in different directions from Hussain’s room, but nobody spotted them, as all the inmates had gone downstairs to get their lunch.  They had their plates full of foods with them and both Greg and Angelo went downstairs with empty blue plastic plates in their hands.  Only Greg was stopped by a prison officer for going down the stairs in the wrong direction.  
 
    Greg just laughed at the officer and said while rubbing his biceps with the other hand, ‘My big body can't be bothered to take a different stair, otherwise I will collapse right here, officer.’ 
 
    The officer laughed back and said, ‘Why don't you trim your body a bit that will make life easier for everybody here.’ 
 
    Five minutes later, Everton came back to his room, but the room was locked, so he asked one of the landing officers to open the door for him.  When he went inside the cell, the plate almost dropped out of his hands as he saw Hussain lying on the floor and not showing any signs of any movements. He bent forward and screamed, ‘Hussain, wake up and get up’ but there was no response from him. Everton shouted after coming out of his cell, ‘Help, help, Hussain is not breathing. Hurry up.’ 
 
    He rushed out of the room and within minutes, five prison officers had gathered around Husain’s dead body.  One said, ‘He is not breathing.  He may be dead.’ 
 
    Other said, ‘He may be unconscious. Let us call the ambulance, maybe they can resuscitate him.’ 
 
    Nurse also arrived there within five minutes, she put her stethoscope on Hussain’s chest, but could not hear any heart sounds or see a sign of any breathing.  She closed his open eyes with her fingers, as there was no constriction of his pupils in response to any light thrown by her torch. 
 
    Everton was called into the senior prison officer’s room, who asked him, ‘When did you see him last alive?’ 
 
    Everton stood motionless and then whispered. ‘I saw him about fifteen minutes ago, before I went downstairs for lunch and he was perfectly fine then and was busy offering his prayers’ 
 
    The officer bent forward to ask, ‘Why did you take so long to collect your lunch? Normally, it only takes five minutes to do so.’ 
 
    Everton scratched his head and said, ‘I went to see the nurse as well to collect some medicines for my headache.’ 
 
    The officer looked into his eyes and asked, ‘Where did you find Hussain, in the bed or on the floor when you entered the room?’ 
 
    Everton took a deep breath and said, ‘He was on the floor.  That is why I shouted so loudly after I stormed out of the room.’ 
 
    ‘When you left the room, was the door of the room open or closed?’ asked the prison officer. 
 
    Everton paused for a minute.  He was not sure himself, whether Hussain had taken his own life, or somebody else had murdered him. 
 
    He replied, ‘Yes, the door was half closed when I went for lunch.’ 
 
    The officer asked while resting his chin on his hands, ‘Why did you close the door when Hussain was still inside the room?’ 
 
    ‘I don't know.’  replied Everton.  He was convinced that somebody had murdered Hussain, but he did not want to get involved by making any suggestions to the prison officer who again asked, ‘Did Hussain mention that he had any recent arguments or any problems with anybody else in the last few days.’ 
 
    Everton tucked both his hands insides the front of the trousers and tapped his feet couple of times, before replying, ‘Not that I am aware of.  I only moved there three days ago.  I don't know too much about his personal life.  He was a very reserved person and confined to himself most of the time.’ 
 
    The officer said, ‘Can you stand straight and take your hands out of your trousers. Are you aware that Hussain had made a complaint against another prisoner a few weeks back?’ 
 
    Everton removed his hands out of his trousers and smirked, ‘Gov, He never mentioned anything to me about any complaint.’ 
 
    ‘Hussain made a complaint against one inmate a few weeks ago.  Did he feel threatened by anybody?’ 
 
    Everton felt intimidated by these questions, he raised both hands in the mid-air and said, ‘Gov, Again, he never mentioned anything to me. Gov, I know nothing. We hardly talked to each other. Can I go now, Gov.’ 
 
    The prison officer put his back against the chair and asked, ‘Just answer my questions. Did you find him hanging near the window or lying on the floor?’ 
 
    Everton wanted to put his hands inside the trousers but instead took a big yawn and replied, ‘On the floor, Gov. I thought that he was just lying on the floor doing either some exercises or a prayer.’ 
 
    Prison officer looked into Everton’s eyes and asked, ‘How do we know Everton that you did not strangle him and then left the room for lunch?’ 
 
    Everton moved his hands sideways in a circle and shouted ‘I was arrested for theft outside but fucking hell, I am not a murderer. I have fucking no reason to kill him.  I left the door open, when I left the room. Gov, I went to see the nurse to take some paracetamol for headache.  You can ask the nurse how I behaved with her.’ 
 
    The officer stood up from his chair and said, ‘I am not suggesting that you killed him.  That is the matter to be sorted out by the police and the forensic team.  You are his cell mate, so you will be asked many questions by the police as well.  Ok, you can go now but you can't go back to your cell until the police have done their investigations and given the clearance. It is a crime scene now.’  
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Greg and Angelo had gone back to their cells after strangling Hussain, both David and Robin were aware of their plans but still kept a low profile and stayed away from each other.  The prison’s senior officer  knocked on Angelo’s room and instructed him to follow to his office, where he asked him, ‘Angelo, are you aware that Hussain was found dead in his cell?’ 
 
    Angelo felt some drops of sweat on his face, which he wiped with his hands and said, ‘Yes boss, I have heard about the tragedy. It is sad that we lost him’ 
 
    The officer smiled and asked, ‘Angelo, where were you during lunch time at 12 noon?’ 
 
    Angelo looked at the ceiling to reply, ‘Boss, I was in my room with David and waiting to go down for lunch.’ 
 
    The officer asked, ‘Was your room open or closed at that time?’ 
 
    Angelo smirked, ‘My door was locked boss and it was opened up at five minutes past twelve by a landing officer for us to go to lunch. Why are you asking these fucking questions. I did nothing to Hussain’ 
 
    The officer bent forward to look into Angelo’s eyes and said, ‘Hussain had lodged a complaint against you for an assault only two weeks ago, you have every reason to silence him and this information has been passed on to the police for further investigations.’ 
 
    Angelo laughed and said, ‘Boss, Hussain was found hanged in his cell so why am I being asked these questions?’ 
 
    ‘Angelo, there is a possibility that somebody strangled him with his elbow and then tried to portray a murder to look like a suicide by putting a rope around his neck either before or after his death.  The only person who can confirm that is Hussain himself, but he is not with us anymore sadly.  If he had killed himself, we would had found some kind of suicide note that he may had written. But there is no suicide note found in his cell. Angelo, how do you know that he had a rope around his neck?’ 
 
    Suddenly the colour of Angelo’s face turned pale and he muttered, while looking at the floor, ‘Boss, I heard that from somebody.  Is not that how you hang yourself in the prison?’ 
 
    ‘No, most prisoners use their bed sheets to make it strong enough to act as a rope.  But in Hussain’s case, a proper rope was used.  Where did you get this rope from, Angelo?’ 
 
    Angelo struck his fist with force on the desk and even the prison officer trembled with fear.  Angelo shouted, ‘Boss, are you fucking suggesting that I killed Hussain?  In that case, I don't need to answer any more questions.  I did not kill Hussain. Boss, you can go ahead and prove that.’ 
 
    Prison officer looked at the fire in Angelo’s eyes and did not want to face his wrath. He said, ‘Angelo, you may go back to your cell now.’ 
 
    Angelo did not talk to the officer during his walk back to his room, as he was still fuming with rage. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Julian was woken by a landing officer the next day, who asked him about his future plans and if Julian wanted to join any education classes.  For few moments, Julian felt like telling the officer, if you give me a chance, I could educate the officers here with the kind of knowledge that I possess but then thought that after wearing prisoner’s clothes, nobody could tell that he was a GP outside.  He looked like any other prisoner there so he should not expect any special treatment but instead behave like any other prisoners. 
 
    The officer asked if he and his cell mate Nick White would like to join any learning classes in prison to help them pass their time constructively. Julian looked at Nick, who was still lying in the bed. Nick nodded her head and drew few figures in the air with her empty hands.  
 
    Julian understood her instructions and told the officer, ‘He cannot talk but he wants to join the arts classes’ 
 
    The officer wrote something in his notebook and looked at Julian,’ How about you, young man?’ 
 
    Julian looked at Nicki and said, ‘Can I join computer classes or something to do with that’  
 
    The officer said ’You look quite educated, and probably need no education but I will see if there are some spaces in that class, otherwise I will also put you in Arts class as well. At least you can spend some time properly instead of staying in your room all the time.’  
 
    Julian nodded his head with a smirk and was happy that the prison officer put his name for some classes, whereas he put Nicki’s name for the art’s class. 
 
    After the officer had gone away, Nicki asked, ‘Why do you want to join education classes.  You are highly educated anyway?’ 
 
    Julian stood near the window and put some water in the kettle for his coffee, and whispered, ‘I just want to make most of the facilities here and also it gives me a chance to leave the cell, where I can feel suffocated at times.’ 
 
    Nicki sat in her bed and said, ‘What about me? I can't even join any classes as I am supposed to be dumb and I have to pretend to be a male rather than a female prisoner.’ 
 
    Julian looked at Nicki’s red cheeks and pink lips and smiled, ‘That is why I have put your name in the art class with me.  You don't need to talk to anybody.  Just draw your paintings without any interruptions from anyone and nobody will know about your true identity. Do you want a cup of coffee as well’ 
 
    Nicki stood up and stretched her arms to take a big yawn, she muttered, 
 
    ‘Yes please. Well I will see what happens in the class room. I will be living here in constant fear, worrying all the time what happens if somebody finds out about me.  My main concern is to take shower.  I have not taken one for the last few days.  I am so scared of going into a shower room.  I can't take my clothes off in front of everybody.  I have even started using men’s briefs, in case anybody suspects my sex after looking at my knickers.’ 
 
    Julian said, ‘I will come with you to the shower room but be prepared for a shock of finding naked men taking shower.’ 
 
    Nicki’s cheeks turned red as she looked at the floor to say ‘I will just close my eyes and not look at anybody else and as for my bra - I don't have one, fortunately my breasts are very small so I can get away with that. Or the best thing would be to clean myself inside the room here by using wet towels.’ 
 
    Julian said, ‘Alright, that is a good idea, but you still will need to take a shower from time to time to keep your body clean or we can go there during lunch time.  Sometimes the shower rooms are open at that time and mostly are empty.’ 
 
    Nicki looked at Julian and suggested, ‘Let us go there now, I think they are open now and seem to be empty.’ 
 
    Nicki followed Julian into the shower room and to their delight, there was nobody there.  Nicki left her shirt on and went to a corner of the shower room to clean herself.  The room was wet in the changing area, which was separated by a wall from the main shower.  As the windows had been shut for a while, there was a pungent smell in the room.  Some inmates had left their dirty clothes on the floor, mainly to dry their feet despite the presence of a bin for them in one corner.  Few empty shampoo bottles and soap containers were also scattered on the floor.  Julian picked up some of them while Nicki took her clothes off in the open changing area.  She was constantly looking at the door for any inmates. 
 
    After taking her clothes off she quickly went under the shower, the water was nice and warm.  Julian used the adjoining shower just to protect her.  Nicki said, ‘I can't believe that I am taking a shower in men’s section. I feel so embarrassed and confused.’ 
 
    Julian put his fingers on his lips and said, ‘Shush, somebody might hear you talking and blow the whistle about your dumbness.’ 
 
    Just after he had finished his shower, a black guy entered in the room and asked Julian, ‘How is the water mate?’ 
 
    Julian felt like saying “it is icy cold”, but then he would wonder how come he was under water himself but instead said, ‘It is alright.’ 
 
    Within minutes, the black guy took his clothes off completely and came under the shower without his underwear.  When Nicki looked at him, she nearly fainted.  The black guy was called Tony, the same person, who was bullied by Angelo a few weeks ago.  Tony asked Julian, ‘I have not seen you before here, are you new in prison, mate?’ 
 
    Julian replied while rubbing his wet hair with the towel, ‘Yes, fairly new.’ 
 
    Tony then looked at Nicki and started to giggle. ‘Why are you covering yourself? We are all mates here.  I can see that you have a nice body.’  
 
    Tony then moved towards Nicki and held her arm with his hand and said, ‘Look at you, you are blushing like a girl.   My name is Tony and you are?’ 
 
    Julian moved to his right to hold outstretched hand of Tony and said, ‘Hi Tony, he is Nick. Unfortunately, he cannot speak.’ 
 
    Tony withdrew his hand and moved back to his shower area and asked, ‘How do you know Nick?  He looks so innocent and baby faced. I can't expect him to commit any crime.’ 
 
    Julian smiled back and said, ‘Innocent looking people can be worst offenders as nobody can suspect them. Do you agree with me, Tony’ 
 
    Tony laughed and said, ‘You are right man, he must have done something horrible to end up here, but he looks cute.’  
 
    Nicki turned her back away from them and made a growling sound. 
 
    She was not impressed with that conversation and quickly stepped towards the changing area.  She took her shirt off to dry with a towel before taking off her briefs, she put on another shirt.  
 
    Tony came back to the changing area.  He lifted the towel from Nicki’s back and said, ‘What a beautiful bottom.  You have girls like bottoms. You are going to make many hearts go faster and turn many men into gays.’ 
 
    Without looking at Tony, Nicki put her trousers on and left the room in a hurry. Tony shouted, ‘Hey man, where are you going. Come on, come to me, let us do something together. The echoes of his laughers could be heard outside the shower room.  
 
    Julian followed Nicki back to the room and found her crying, with tears pouring from her eyes.  She said, ‘I can't stay here like this.  Imagine me taking shower like this among naked men all the time and them pinching my bottom.  How can you tolerate other men looking at me with such Leviticus ways?’ 
 
    Julian tried to dry his hair with his towel and said, ‘Other men don't know that you are a woman.  I found it very hard to let you take shower in front of a naked man. I was not expecting anybody in the shower room during lunchtime. Be careful next time or the best thing is that you should clean yourself in this room here instead of going to the shower room.’ 
 
    Nicki sat down on the bed and said, ‘Maybe I should go to a female prison in Holloway. They can't find me guilty for revealing my true sex.’ 
 
    Julian put the wet towel on the chair and started to comb his hair, ‘You have come so far without being identified.  Why can't you wait for few more weeks and then we can try for a bail and who knows then you will be allowed to go home. We have not done anything wrong and should not be in the prison’ 
 
    Nick was still drying her hair with a towel.  She looked in the small mirror and turned her head to the right to say, ‘If police knew that I am a woman rather than a man, then they may not release me on a bail.’ 
 
    Julian looked outside the half open door and said, ‘Once you are released on bail, you can disappear in the crowd of London, and then you can revert back to your real sex, grow long hair and dress like a woman to go back to your community.  Police will never be able to catch you.’ 
 
    Suddenly a landing officer opened the door and shouted, ‘Lunch time lads, hurry up, there will be no food left for you.’ 
 
    After the officer left, Nicki said, ‘I don't feel hungry.  You can go and get your lunch.  I feel paranoid that everybody will be looking at me.  The man in servery tried to touch my hands a few times and always kept commenting to me that you have beautiful hands.’ 
 
    Julian smiled and said, ‘You have very beautiful hands, indeed.’ 
 
    Nicki looked at her hands and whispered, ‘This is not funny, Julian, there are so many gay men here in prison.  Whenever they find somebody soft and smooth looking, they never stop chasing him.’ 
 
    Julian whispered, ‘In fact, it seems that the prison encourages gay relationships as it keeps some of the prisoners away from their problems.  Did you know that the prison distributes free condoms to the prisoners.’ 
 
    Nicki seemed shocked as she covered her mouth with her hands. ‘You must be joking.  I don't believe that. Why would they do that’ 
 
    Julian picked up his plastic plate and said, ‘Come on, let us go for lunch first otherwise, the food will be finished soon.’ Nicki also picked up her blue plate to follow Julian to outside the room. 
 
    Nicki stood in the queue in front of Julian.  A tall black man was standing in front of her with bulging muscles.  Julian realised that he was Robin- one of the Greens.  Robin looked back at Nicki and started to move his tongue to touch his lips and said, ‘Hi man, you have got a pretty face.  You can come in front of me.’ 
 
    Julian nodded Nicki to do so.  Nicki moved in front of Robin, but then she felt Robin’s genitals touching her bottom, as he had moved closer to Nicki and put his arms around her chest and whispered, ‘Hey pretty boy, you smell nice, with wet hair. How come I did not see you before?’ 
 
    Julian tapped on Robin’s shoulders and said, ‘Hi, he can't talk, he is dumb.’ 
 
    Robin laughed louder, ‘Man, this solves all the problems, means that anybody who sleeps with him will be safe, as he can't tell anything to anybody, ha, ha.’ 
 
    Nicki went to the counter and asked for some rice on her plate, as she put forward her plate, the man instead held her hand and smiled, ‘You have got soft hands like that of a woman.  Maybe you need to work harder to get them tough.’ 
 
    Nicki simply nodded, as she was glad that Robin was not behind her anymore, as he had gone to a different counter to get extra milk for himself.   
 
    Julian again came to Nicki’s rescue and told the man.  ‘He can't speak, and also, he has some physical problems, so leave him alone.’ 
 
    The man grinned. ‘Oh man, so you are his fucking protector or a boyfriend, or you are one of the gays as well.  Maybe we can all get together then; you do not look that bad either?’ 
 
    All men at the counter started to laugh together by looking at each other. 
 
    Julian kept quiet, as he did not want to cause any problems with the servery staff. 
 
    Nicki was again tearful when she reached back in the room and said, ‘Julian what is happening today?  Everybody is making a pass at me.’ 
 
    Julian shut the door behind him and put the plate on the table and said, ‘Look Nicki, I know that the first  few weeks in prison may be difficult, but once inmates realise that you are not like one of them, they will lose interest in you and   do not forget that we are going to the art class in the education department today, that will take your mind off the problems that you are facing here, Ok honey.’  
 
    Julian took the plate away from her hand to put on the table. Both plates had rice and curry chicken on the sides. 
 
    Nicki sat on the empty chair and said, 
 
    ‘Yes, maybe, art class will be a good escape. The food smells nice and is not too bad here in prison.’ 
 
    Julian took a bite of chicken, ‘yes, the food tastes nice, also there is so much variety and choices for inmates here.’ 
 
    Nicki laughed, ‘Julian, we need to get used to this atmosphere as we do not know how long it will take to get out of this hell.’ 
 
    Julian sipped water and said, ‘I hope that it will be soon as we have not done anything wrong.’ 
 
    Nicki did not look up but instead carried on eating her food. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Greg, Robin, Angelo and David had gathered in Angelo’s room to have a meeting together. Greg was their ring leader and it was helped by his bulging biceps, broad shoulders and six feet and five inches body frame.  His were normally final words and nobody wanted to challenge him unless Greg had made a gross error. David looked outside the room to check if anybody was listening to them. 
 
      After he gave the all clear, the group gathered around Greg in the room.  Greg stood up in the centre of the room and whispered, ‘After Hussain’s death, we need to be careful.  The prison staff and the police suspect our hands in his death.  We need to keep a low profile for the next few weeks.’ 
 
    David stepped forward to mutter ‘If we went too much into defensive, then prison will also suspect our involvement and inmates will start questioning our authority.  There is no evidence to suggest that any one of us killed Hussain.’ 
 
    Robin who was the quietest of the Greens commented.  ‘Mates, Hussain’s death has taken a political turn because of his religion.  The national newspapers are demanding an investigation.  The parliament had heated debates about the security in the prison system and demanded increased protection for ethnic minorities in prison.  We will need to be careful and not do anything stupid to put ourselves in trouble.’ 
 
    Robin said, ‘Why should we suffer in silence? If we can't stay active, then we must encourage our second string of army to act on our behalf.’ 
 
    Greg intervened to say ‘I think that Robin is right.  We must ask others to do tasks on our behalf. We need to train more inmates to become like us ‘Greens’. 
 
    The evening association was coming to an end, and landing officers were trying to lock the door on the fifth floor.  David heard the sound of banging doors and said, ‘Some people do not like fucking Andrew in the second floor.  We have heard that he is a rapist.  He should not be walking around in our wing just like that and People don't like his fucking foreign accent.’ 
 
    Robin said, ‘Man, I have heard that he has tried to assault his own fucking mother.  That is so disgusting piece of shit, I never heard something like this before.’ 
 
    David said, ‘The worse thing about that asshole is that he is arrogant and tries to bully the weaker inmates in his wing. By doing so, the mother fucker has made many enemies in the process.  If he is attacked by us, nobody will find out the real culprit.  Leave it to me, mates.  I will arrange something for that asshole in the next few days’ time.’ 
 
    The four greens shook hands with each other and left the room except for Angelo who after collecting his towel and shampoo went to the fourth floor to take a shower.  When Angelo went inside, there were only two people in the shower – Tony and John, who were both upset with Angelo for pushing Tony on the floor a few weeks back.  Tony and Angelo exchanged angry glances.  The room was full of steam, as all the windows were closed.  Nobody wanted cold drift to come inside the room, as it was a freezing weather outside.  The floor had few towels and shirts lying there.  Angelo went near Tony and asked him, ‘Mate, what is the water like today? Is it normal or very hot?’ 
 
    Tony replied, ‘Very hot.’  He lied so that Angelo would not take his shower there. 
 
    Angelo replied with a grin, ‘I like hot water.  This room is so steamy. I am going to open the windows.’ 
 
    Tony and John could feel the cold air, which made them shiver with cold.  They quickly came to the changing room and put their clothes on and without saying a word to Angelo and left the shower room hastily.  Angelo was pleased that he was left on his own in the shower room.  He opened all the windows and doors, and then removed his clothes and went under the shower and started singing an Elton John song. 
 
    The prison officers were locking all the doors of the prisoners to count their numbers to ensure that nobody had escaped from there, and finally one of the officers came to lock the shower room.  The prison officer came inside the shower room to check if that was vacant, as he did not hear any noise from outside.  He found the changing area empty but when he looked in the shower area, he found somebody hanging from the shower. He rushed to the person and found Angelo hanging, with his eyes wide open and his face shifted to one side, and no signs of breathing. His lifeless hands were hanging by the sides of his body. 
 
     The officer quickly took the weight of Angelo’s body on to his hands and opened the knot of a bed sheet around his neck. After laying him on the floor, he tried to feel his pulse and his breathing by putting his hand in front of his mouth, but there was no sign of any life. He pushed his chest with his both hands, but the officer knew that it was too late, and Angelo was gone.  
 
    The officer blew a whistle with his mouth and then sent a message to call for help from other prison officers and within seconds, dozens of prison officers rushed towards the shower room, that was followed by arrival of a paramedic and a nurse. The nurse put Angelo’s head onto one side to check for his breathing, but nothing had changed. She could not hear any heart beats with her stethoscope and Angelo’s eyes did not react to the light that she shone in his eyes. 
 
    There was a major uproar in the prison by the latest tragedy, as nobody had expected Angelo to take his own life.  Additional prison officers from adjoining wings also rushed to the scene to assist their colleagues. 
 
    The Governor of the prison was informed of the news, who also rushed there to investigate the incident.  He summoned emergency meeting with senior officers in his room and raised a question, ‘What is going on in this prison?  We have two hangings or possible murders within few weeks of each other. First, it was Hussain and now we have Angelo, who is behind this all. We are not doing our job properly in providing safety to the prisoners’ 
 
    Senior officer Mike Jackson replied, ‘Sir, Angelo was one of the suspects for Hussain’s death.  This could be a tit for tat killing.’ 
 
    Another officer intervened, ‘Nobody can dare to touch Greens’ gang, it is very strange that one of their members should die like this.’ 
 
    Governor thumped the desk with his hand and said, ‘we do not know yet, if this is a suicide or a murder.’  
 
    Same officer said, ‘Most probably, it is a suicide as Hussain did not have any friends or gang support in the prison, so it is very unlikely that Hussain’s supporters have revenged his death.’ 
 
    Third officer suggested, ‘Sir, most likely, Angelo could have hanged himself, as he was under investigations for Hussain’s death.  There is another possibility that Angelo had arguments with Tony and John in the shower room few weeks ago and Angelo assaulted Tony, that caused him to bleed from his nose.  The last people to see Angelo alive were Tony and John, so it is a strong possibility that they may have taken their revenge by hanging Angelo in the shower room, when the place was empty.’ 
 
    Jackson bent forward and said, ‘Tony and John are gentle people and not the kind of people to murder someone.  Last thing they want is wrath of other Greens.’ 
 
    The Governor who was quiet up to now put his cup of tea to one side of the table and said, ‘Let us not go into circles.  I will appoint Mike Jackson as the officer in charge for investigations.  For outside world, this could be a suicide, but we will do our own investigations with homicide in mind.’ 
 
    The same day, both Tony and John found themselves sitting in front of Jackson, who asked, ‘Tony, you were hit by Angelo, few weeks ago and you fell on the floor. Is that right?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that is right, Gov.’ Tony looked at John with a grin on his face. 
 
    Jackson said while looking straight into Tony’s eyes, ‘So you took your revenge by hanging Angelo in the shower room?’ 
 
    Tony raised his face, folded his hands on his lap and said, ‘That is not true.  He is twice of my size.  I can't even imagine going near him.’ 
 
    ‘You did not have to do it yourself, that is why you took help from John.’ said Jackson. 
 
    John seemed to be panicking, as the sweat appeared on his face and he said, ‘We both are innocent.  Angelo is a very dangerous man.  We are no match for him.’ 
 
    Jackson saw through John’s point. Tell me then, what happened in the shower room?’ 
 
    Tony replied, ‘When Angelo came to the shower room, we stopped taking the shower and went to the changing room and after another few minutes, we were out of the shower room.  Angelo was singing under the shower when we left the room.  That is the last we saw of him.’ 
 
    Jackson asked, ‘So you are saying that you did not see anybody else entering the shower room after you left there?’ 
 
    Tony looked at John and said, ‘No, we did not see anybody else.’ 
 
    John said, ’Nobody wants to upset the Greens, so we all stay away from them.’ 
 
    Jackson looked at them both, he could not imagine that they were capable of killing Angelo.  ‘OK, you both can go now. I will be in touch later. 
 
    Jackson next summoned Greg, Robin and David into his office. They were all looking a bit nervous and apprehensive.  Before Jackson could say a word, Greg stood up to shout ‘What kind of security do you have in the prison?  Angelo was tall and athletic, if he could be killed by prisoners, then what chance of survival have others got?’ 
 
    Jackson took his seat and pleaded with others to do the same.  He looked at Greg’s facial expressions and said, ‘I understand how you are feeling; this is the second hanging in a period of a few weeks.  We need everybody’s help and cooperation to solve this mystery. When did you see Angelo last?’ 
 
    David replied, ‘Angelo was with us only ten minutes before he went for his shower.’ 
 
    Jackson asked while looking at all of them, ‘Did any one of you go with him to the shower room?’ 
 
    Robin answered, ‘No, we did not. For some reason Angelo liked to take the shower in the fourth floor, so he went there by himself.’ 
 
    ‘Do you suspect anybody?’ 
 
    Greg was conscious of his involvement with Hussain’s murder and saw an opportunity to clear his name. ‘Maybe Hussain’s friends might have planned Angelo’s murder to take revenge for his death.’ 
 
    Robin looked at Greg and said, ‘For some reasons, many prisoners suspected that Angelo had a hand in killing Hussain, especially when Hussain complained about Angelo’s attempt to strangle him.’ 
 
    Jackson was quick to ask, ‘Do you think Angelo had killed Hussain?’ 
 
    Greg whispered, ‘I can't answer that. The only two people who can disclose that information are fucking dead.’ 
 
    Jackson intervened, ‘Hey guys, mind your language. Do any of you have any hands in Angelo’s death?’ 
 
    Greg shouted, ‘No boss, how can you even fucking think of asking us that, we were his friends.  We always supported each other, and we protect each other from other inmates.’ 
 
    Jackson heard a knock on the door and another officer brought four cups of tea for them, which they all took in their hands to drink.  Jackson carried on asking, ‘Even if Angelo was your good mate, there can always be rivalry among yourself.’ 
 
    David replied, ‘No Gov, we fucking had no involvement in his death.’ 
 
    Jackson took a sip of tea and said, ‘Mind your language. Do you think that Angelo could have hanged himself? Was he suffering from depression or any other problems?’ 
 
    David replied, ‘Angelo was a very strong person and he did not share his worries and problems with us.’ 
 
    Greg suggested, ‘Mr Jackson, we are not police detectives so that we can't help to solve the murder enquiry.  Again, we could not go inside Angelo’s mind to know that what exactly his motives were.  Of course, we can't exclude the possibility of a suicide.’ 
 
    Jackson looked at his watch as he had a meeting with a CID officer in ten minutes time.  He concluded by saying, ‘Let us leave the forensic side to the police and their team.  I am sure that they have their own ways of finding the truth.  However, I appreciate your time to meet me.  If you get any information, then don't hesitate to come and see me.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Julian and Nicki had been going to the arts class for three weeks now.  In the class room there were eight big tables and had ten to twelve chairs lying around in the room. The cupboards in the room had many books for students relating to arts and drawings. One cupboard had different colours for oil, water and pastel.  The more experienced students used oil paintings whereas the beginners preferred water colours.  Near the sink were empty pots and brushes which students used to paint their pictures.  The teacher also used computers to draw graphs for the painting to give it a professional look and also to make it easy for the students.  
 
     Mike had been an arts teacher for ten years and he had his own particular style for teaching his students.  Most of the time, he would just talk with the students instead of teaching or giving any tips about painting and drawing.  No wonder many students left his class, as soon as they joined him.  However, that did not bother Mike, as he did not change his teaching style.  Few good artists stayed in his class for his sense of humour, as they were better artists than Mike.  But since Nicki had joined the arts class, Mike’s attention had been fully focused on her.  He had already given her drawing tips and kept on asking about her past.  He often commented that you look more like a woman than a man.  
 
     Nicki felt relieved as she did not have to answer any of Mike’s questions because of her pretended dumbness.  Mike was known more for his silly remarks than his teaching, but students did not mind that. 
 
    Nicki was busy drawing a landscape with her pencil when Mike sat down next to her and commented, ‘Nick, your drawing is good, but your shading needs some improvement, let me show you how to improve that skill.’  Mike held Nicki’s two fingers and started to draw with the pencil. 
 
    Julian’s blood was boiling as he observed Mike staring at Nicki’s face rather than the drawing.  He wanted to punch Mike but restrained himself as he did not want to get into trouble.  Nicki was blushing and feeling uncomfortable, as she could not get Mike’s hands off hers.  Finally, Julian intervened.  ‘Mike, do you want to hold my hand and show how to improve my drawings?’ 
 
    Mike withdrew his hand from Nicki, but still laughed, ‘Your hands are not soft as that of Nick.’ 
 
    Mike said, ‘You are supposed to be a teacher and not making a pass at your students, especially when Nick can’t even speak.’ 
 
    Another student said, ‘Mike, if you were teaching in an outside college, you would had been suspended by now.’ 
 
    Mike realised that he had crossed the limits and apologized, ‘Sorry, I don’t mean to give that impression.  I only try to entertain you and teach you good painting skills.’ 
 
    The student replied, ‘Why don’t you hold my hand.  My hands are rough and yours are softer maybe, you will like to hold a proper man’s hands.’ 
 
    Mike grinned and said, ‘Go away.  Don’t make fun of me.’ 
 
    Nicki pointed to Julian about her need for urination.  Julian asked Mike, ‘Can Nick go to the toilet.’ 
 
    Mike looked at Nicki and said with a toothy grin, ‘I did not stop him.  He can go anytime he likes.’ 
 
    Julian stood up from his chair and said while looking towards Nicki ‘I will go with him to assist him to speak there. People make fun of him otherwise.’  
 
     Another prisoner said, ‘Are you his fucking body guard that you need to be with him all the time. For fuck’s sake, how will he cope without you.’  
 
    Julian looked at the young prisoner but decided not to respond to him and left the room along with Nicki. 
 
    Both Julian and Nicki stood outside the toilet, as somebody was inside.  Nicki whispered, ‘Did you see that stupid Mike, how he was harassing me. I cannot imagine that how can you tolerate that?’ 
 
    Julian said, ‘Shush, do not say a word in case somebody hears you.’ 
 
    Nicki muttered in Julian’s ears ‘How can I go inside a men’s toilet?  I feel bizarre to do so.’ 
 
    Julian looked around and said, ‘Do not worry, they both are same. I know that there is no lock inside. I will stand outside the door, just in case somebody wanted to go inside the toilet.’ 
 
    Nicki looked into Julian’s eyes and said, ‘Look at what you have do to endure for me.’ 
 
    Julian replied, ‘We are both in this together, so we need to cover each other.’ 
 
    ‘For how long we can stay like this?’ 
 
    A man had come outside, smiled at Nicki and said, ‘Come on, pretty boy, you can go now.  Can I come with you again?’ 
 
    Nicki just went inside the toilet without looking at the man. Two days later, Nicki got a card through her door which said, ‘I love you and miss you.’ 
 
    Nicki laughed. Julian snatched the card from her hand and looked at the pink coloured card with a picture of red rose inside.  He shouted, ‘Who the hell has sent you this card? The number of your lovers are increasing by the day.  I bet that it is Mike who is doing all this. I must report him to the manger.’ 
 
    Nicki was enjoying the attention, but restrained Julian’s temper by putting her arms around his neck. She said, ‘What is the point of reporting Mike?  We don’t know yet, who has sent this?  Also, if the education department started to investigate, they will ask us lots of questions and chances are that they might find my true identity.’ 
 
    Julian implanted a small kiss on her cheeks and said, ‘Yes, you are right.  I do get jealous when other people start harassing you.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, I did not know that you can get jealous.  You must love me a lot to feel like that.’  Nicki moved away from Julian to sit on the bed. 
 
    Julian smirked and said, ‘I feel sometimes that this is all a dream.  Only few months ago I was working as a GP earning good money and had a good reputation and now everything is ruined.  I am not sure, if ever again I will be able to regain my past glory.’ 
 
    Nicki said, ‘Have a faith in God.  He will rectify everything for you.  Also, my love will give you all the strength and hope that you need.  At least we have one consolation that we are together day and night.  For love one has to do many sacrifices.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
     Mike Jackson had been busy helping police with their enquiries about Angelo’s death, they still had not solved the mysterious death of Hussain.  No DNA was found in his room to implicate anybody. Even if they had found any evidence, that did not mean that particular person had killed Hussain.  Everton still remained a prime suspect, but he reiterated that he was downstairs at the time of his death to get his lunch and medications.  The timing of Hussain’s death was not accurately given by the coroner. 
 
      The prison had suspected Angelo’s hand in his death, but they were not certain whether Angelo strangled him on his own or somebody else had assisted him.  The coroner’s report was inconclusive which stated that Hussain’s death was due to asphyxia caused either by outside force or due to self-inflicted strangulation.  
 
    The death of Angelo further confirmed fears that this was the result of an inter gang rivalry.  Hussain’s friends with similar ideology and religion may have taken revenge by eliminating Angelo from the scene.  The shower room was the perfect place for four or five guys to go there and kill Angelo without being caught by anyone. 
 
    The police were surprised that a man of Angelo’s strength and height did not show any signs of a struggle.  There were no bruise marks or tearing of his clothes.  The bruises on the neck corresponded with that of a strangulation. 
 
    The police did also think of the possibility of a suicide. But they raised the question of his motive for that as why would he do that?  Angelo was perfectly healthy, with no sign of depression and was talking to his friends only few minutes before his death. 
 
    The media was taking lots of interest in those two deaths so close to each other in that prison, and it received a wide coverage on TV and newspapers.  There were calls for the resignation of the main governor who was held responsible for the recent killings. 
 
    That morning, the prisoners got ready to go to work and education, it was already past nine am but the doors were still locked, and that puzzled the prisoners as no apparent reason was given for that decision. 
 
    The governor had ordered a complete check-up of the security in the prison that morning.  Every single room in the prison was searched.  The prison officers went in pairs to each room.  Some of the prisoners were sleeping and caught unawares by that sudden search.  Others had changed their clothes to get ready to go to work.  The prison gave no prior warning that there was going to be a thorough search of their rooms, otherwise, the prisoners would have hidden their items or thrown them out of the windows. 
 
    The officers removed the mattress and beddings from the bed and checked them thoroughly by looking for any hidden items inside them.  The pillow covers were removed and underneath the beds, the boxes and bags were searched by removing all the items inside them.  The books covers were removed to look for any drugs.  In addition, all the items in the cupboard were removed one by one.  The small mirrors on the walls were taken off to look for any drugs hidden behind them, and toilets were searched to look for any hidden mobile phones.  The pipes were disconnected to look for any drugs, weapons, and mobile phones. 
 
    More notorious prisoners were strip searched, their clothes were completely taken off and, in few cases, the officers had to do their anal examination.   
 
    The governor was amazed by the discovery of hundreds of undesirable and unwanted items.  Five mobile phones were discovered in the back passages, about two dozen knives made of different sharp objects were found in many cells and a large number of drugs were confiscated from many rooms.  
 
    The main worry for the governor was that how those items got into prison.  The inmates were always searched in the receptionist area, every time they moved in and out of the prison.  He wondered if they had been smuggled via other routes? or if any of the prison officers assisted the prisoners to get those items in exchange for money. 
 
    Those questions still remained buried in the mind of the governor after finding about sixty mobile phones, dozens of knives, and drugs worth thousands of pounds. 
 
    Greg was one of the main suspects and the prison officers only recovered one mobile phone from him but could not find any weapons or drugs in his cell or inside his body. 
 
    Greg had used his mobile phone in the past in front of some of the prison officers, but nobody had taken any action against him.  Robin and David who shared the same cell were not so fortunate as some drugs were found in their cell, which were hidden behind the pipes that were connected to the toilet.  
 
     Normally prisoners were punished for these offences by putting them in solitary cells in the basement, where they were allowed to come out of the cell only for half an hour in a day.  In addition, bad comments were written in the history books of the prisoners that affected a prisoner’s release date. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Julian and Nicki normally slept together during the night time, but during day time, they stayed in their own beds to avoid being caught by prisoner officers.  That morning Julian was looking forward to going to his art class but felt frustrated when his room was not opened.  Two officers knocked at the door and opened without waiting for Julian and Nicki to reply.   They said grinning, ‘Hello chaps, we need to search your cell.’ 
 
    Julian looked worried and said, ‘We have not done anything wrong.  We don’t smoke or take drugs.’ 
 
    The officer lifted Julian’s small television and said, ‘We have not picked only you but we are doing a routine search of everyone.’ 
 
    The other officer looked in Julian’s cupboard and under his bed, but nothing was found. 
 
    The officer observed Julian by looking at him from top to bottom and said, ‘You look a very decent type of guy, why are you in the prison?’ 
 
    Julian did not want to disclose all of the information, but he thought that officers should have known about his crime, as it was easily accessible on the computer. Julian replied icily, ‘One of those things which brings you to prison when you least expect it.’ 
 
    The officer looked at Nicki and then at Julian and said, ‘We also need to strip search you and again that is part of routine procedure that we are doing at the moment.  Can you take your trousers and under wears down and raise your hands in the air.’ 
 
    Julian protested, ‘Do you really need to do that.  I feel embarrassed.’ 
 
    The other prison officer smirked and whispered, ‘You should have thought about the embarrassment when you were committing a crime. Come on hurry up, we do not have whole morning for you. Come on.’ 
 
    Julian did not want to anger them, so he took his clothes off and one officer told him, ‘Can you bend forward so I can look into your back passage.’ 
 
    Julian did whatever he was asked to do.  The officers then turned towards Nicki, ‘You look very innocent sitting on that bed just like that.  Let us search you now.  Come out of the bed for us.’ 
 
    Nicki looked frightened like a small kitten with her hands curled in front of her thighs, with her eyes squeezed and breathing come to a near standstill. Julian noticed that her colour had turned pale and her body was shaking violently. 
 
     The second officer shouted, ‘Come on, hurry up. Otherwise we will force you to take your clothes off.’  
 
     Julian intervened ‘Officers, Nick is dumb.  He can't talk.’ 
 
    ‘He can hear all right?’ said the first officer 
 
    Julian moved forward to come between Nicki and the officers and said, ‘At the moment, he has got back pain and doctors have asked him to take bed rest.’ 
 
    The second officer asked, ‘Mr Dashwood, why are you defending him so much?’ 
 
    Julian raised his hand and whispered ‘Only because he can't talk.  He has got peritonitis of the abdomen which means that any movement can exacerbate his condition.’ 
 
    Julian was aware that Nicki had menstruation at that moment and the officers could see her tampon pads which they may suspect it as hiding place for drugs.  
 
    The first officer said, ‘We still need to examine him, and we will be gentle. Come on Nick.  On your feet and take your clothes off.’ 
 
    Nicki had no choice but to comply with their request.  She took off her shirt without touching her vest. 
 
    ‘Now take your trousers down.’ Ordered the other officer. 
 
    Nicki looked at Julian, as if asking for some directions. Nicki slowly started to take her trousers down.  Suddenly a drop of blood fell to the floor, which was noticed by the prison officer who asked, ‘Where is this blood coming from?’ 
 
    Julian then put his foot on the blood and shouted ‘I told you that he is suffering from peritonitis and look what damage you have caused to him.  If he gets another drop of blood, he will sue you.  I am also a doctor, so I know what I am talking about.’ 
 
    The officer backed off by taking a step back, raised his both hands and said, ‘Ok, I did not know that you are a doctor.  Come on officer, let us go to the next room.  Nick, you can put your trousers back on and take some bed rest.’ 
 
    Nick was relieved that she did not have to take her clothes off otherwise the officers would have found out that she was a female rather than a male.  
 
     Julian remarked, ‘That was a lucky escape.  They had to come here when you had menstruation. Oh my God, it was a lucky escape. Well you are going to face one more problem very soon. What you are going to do, when you run short of tampon pads.’ 
 
    Nicki looked at another drop of blood that fell to the floor and said, ‘I have already used the last one, so I will have to find an alternative. Maybe, you can ask some female officers to get them for you. I have heard that   with money you can get anything in prison.’ 
 
    Julian was more innovative and said sardonically, ‘We can use the cotton buds available in the canteen and put them in a cloth to cover the vagina.’ 
 
    Nicki took a deep breath and said, ‘Yes, that is a good idea as we should not take any unnecessary risks.  You are brilliant Julian.  That is why you are a doctor.’ 
 
    Julian said, ‘if I was that brilliant, I would not end up in prison. Anyway, you better not leave the cell for the next couple of days, till your menstruation stops.’ 
 
    ‘Ok, yes, I will love to do that.  At least I will stay away from that creepy arts teacher.’ 
 
    Julian looked at the door where he saw a paper passed under the door.  
 
    There was a notice from the governor which stated “I am sorry for the inconvenience caused to all the prisoners by the complete lock up of the prison this morning.  We had to take this action due to security concerns.  We have received the information that some convicts are trying to make an attempt to escape with outside help.  Besides drugs and weapons, we are also looking for guns and explosives.  Some of you may be opened early and others may have to wait for a bit longer.  The servery food and the visits will not be affected”. 
 
    Greg, Robin and David read the leaflet as well.  Greg had his own cell, whereas Robin and David shared a room together. 
 
    The Greens were fearful for their lives after the death of Angelo.  Despite their huge followings and influence on the prisoners, they realised that somebody was engineering their elimination from the prison.  The people responsible could be of certain ethnic or religious group or it could be some of the prison officers trying to get rid of them one by one.   
 
    The Greens were aware that some prison officers were fed up with their arrogant and bullying attitude.  Despite many attempts, they had not been able to control them in the past due to their huge followings among prisoners.   
 
    Few times, Greens had manhandled prison officers but no actions were taken against them.  Therefore, the Greens felt that these officers were now taking their revenge against them by resorting to carefully planned murders.  
 
     Greg had suggested to his friends that to safeguard themselves against future attempts on their lives, they must try to escape from the prison. With the help of one prison officer, whom they had paid a huge sum of money, they had managed to smuggle a gun into the prison.  The officer also had some explosives hidden in a bag.  The prison officer had been kept under surveillance for months by the prison as he was seen talking to the Greens in an increased frequency over the last one month, as a result, the prison had installed bugging devices in the button of his official uniform.  The prison officer had met the Greens more than anybody else, but the prison was disappointed for not finding any guns and explosives in their rooms. 
 
    The prison had also searched the car and locker of the suspected prison officer but could not find anything.  Jack Wilson, the concerned prison officer had managed to smuggle the gun but had hidden it in one of the workshops that was used to do repairs of the heavy industrial electrical goods.  
 
    Nobody in management had thought of checking the workshop and the prison kept on searching for guns and other weapons somewhere else.  But unfortunately for Jack and the Greens, Jack was suspended from his job and he could not inform the Greens about the exact location of the gun. 
 
    Jack had suspected that he might be caught and suspended, but before that, he had booked a doctor’s appointment for his depression.  Two days later, Jack Wilson sent an anonymous letter to David, posing as a friend, where he asked him about his health.  On the back of the letter, Jack had written a serial number 23/56775/00/55 which corresponded with a faulty lamp in the repair workshop.  
 
     Jack Wilson had gone to this particular hire shop in London, which sent some items for repair to prison. It was very cost-effective for them as prison charged very nominal money from them.  
 
    Jack borrowed few lamps from the shop, and in one of the lamps, he cut the wire inside it, so that it stopped working.  He then opened the plastic base of the lamp and hidden a gun  for David to take it from there. 
 
    Jack was aware that if the light would not work, then the shop will send the lamp to the prison for the repair.  The lamp was then subsequently sent for to the prison workshop but Jack did not know that when David was supposed to work next in the workshop.  
 
    Jack was surprised that the prison governor had received an anonymous call about possible escape from the prison with the help of guns and explosives.  Because of the lock out in prison, David did not go to work for two days. In a way that suited Greens better.  If they had smuggled the gun into their rooms, they would had been caught by the prison officers and probably charged with possession of firearms.  The sentence for that was up to ten years. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    Finally, the search by prison officers was over, but the prison was unable to find any guns or explosives.  David went to work that afternoon.  He wanted to be the first one to go to the workshop to get hold of that special lamp with a serial number 23/56775/00/55.  After changing his clothes, David waited to get the tools for the repairs of electrical goods in the workshop. 
 
      He was the first one in the queue to get the tools and headed straight for the container, that was holding all the unrepaired lamps.  David searched everywhere in the heads of the lamps by unlocking their screws, he looked for that particular lamp but could not find it, that  worried him. He shook all the lamps upside down and sideways to hear for any sounds, but still had no luck. 
 
     One prison officer was watching him, who asked curiously, ‘What are you looking for David. Are you expecting to find a treasure. Just pick up one lamp and get on with your work.’ 
 
    David simply nodded and picked up one lamp for repairs.  In David’s mind, many questions were arising about the lamp.  What had happened to it, maybe, it never arrived here.  He decided that one way to check was to see if somebody else had already repaired it or he was given a wrong serial number. 
 
    David checked in the log book of the workshop and was pleased that finally, he could find that lamp logged in the book and it was already repaired by James, a fellow co-worker few minutes back.   
 
    David approached James cautiously who was busy repairing the next lamp.  David glided slowly laterally to stand next to James. He whispered, ‘Hi James, how is your work today?’ 
 
    James was busy drilling a hole in the base of a lamp stand, so his eyes were still focused on it. He replied without looking at David, ‘Hi David, just keeping myself busy here by repairing these fucking lamps.’ 
 
    David put his arms on James’s shoulder and muttered, ‘What is the point in repairing so many lamps? We only get paid nine pounds per week and more lamps you repair, more work you get.  Nobody fucking appreciates our work here, mate.’ 
 
    James switched off his drill, took off his gloves and said, ‘David I do my work for personal happiness and satisfaction.  Rewards do not bother me, buddy.’ 
 
    David enquired, ‘You must be very competent in your job then. You have repaired so many lamps now’ 
 
    James nodded and took a sip from glass of water lying on the table. 
 
    David moved closer to James, and said,’ I was trying to repair a lamp two days ago but just could not do it. Its serial number was 23/56775/00/55.’ 
 
    James switched on his drill again, ‘Oh yes, I remember that two days ago I was trying to repair a lamp, but cannot remember anything with a serial number 23/56775/00/55, but I found it very difficult  repair one particular lamp.’ 
 
    ‘Did you manage to finish the incomplete job on it, mate?’ asked David. 
 
    James thought for a second and stared at David with wide pupils and frowned forehead, he replied, ‘I can't remember which particular one you are referring to, mate. For me all those serial numbers sound the same.’ 
 
    David brought the log book to James, and said, ‘Look at this one here.  You repaired it and signed here on this book.’ 
 
    ‘But why are you so keen on that particular lamp?’ smirked James. 
 
    David bent forward, looked around the workshop and whispered, ‘I just wanted to see that why I could not repair it, so what did you do differently, mate.?’ 
 
    James kept on drilling and said wryly, ‘if I remember it correctly, then I found that lamp  difficult to repair, as the  wiring connection was loose in the bottom part, but the top part was missing completely.’ 
 
    ‘So, you did not open the base of the lamp?’ asked David. 
 
    ‘No, as far as I remember.’ 
 
    David looked around to check the location of the prison officers, he was busy talking to another prisoner. He asked James, ‘Do you think that lamp is still around here somewhere?’ 
 
    James realised that David had his own reasons to ask for that lamp, but that did not bother him and he did not want to upset any of the Greens. He said, ‘You can check it in the store room.  If it is not there, then it would have been sent back to the repair shop with the delivery van.’ 
 
    David went to the store room to look for that lamp but the log book had confirmed that the lamp was sent back to the shop only that morning.  
 
    David just shrugged his shoulders and frowned  his forehead and told himself that either the gun had gone back with the lamp in the morning or James had reported finding of the gun in the basement of the lamp and informed the prison officers about it who had then passed on the information to the Governor.  Subsequently, the whole prison was locked up to look for more firearms and other weapons. 
 
    David looked at James after he came back from the store room.  James eyes were down on the lamp and hardly rising.  David caught James looking at him from the corner of his eyes, but the drops of sweat had accumulated on the forehead of James – a sign of nervousness and fear. 
 
      David was concerned that James had a role to play in informing the prison officers about the finding of the gun. David did not want to question him too much otherwise; prison officers would come running after him as the prime suspect for gun smuggling. 
 
    After coming back to his cell, David informed about James’s incident to two other Greens, Greg, and Robin.  An action was planned.   
 
    James entered the shower room that evening unaware that Greg was already waiting for him inside there.  Greg had stood on the door earlier preventing other inmates to go inside the shower room stating that the room was full.  David was standing in the landings of the wing, waiting for James to come out of his room. Greg pretended to take shower and had put shampoo on his head rubbing vigorously with both of his hands. 
 
    Finally, James took his clothes off and came under the shower with his underwear on.  Within second, both David and Robin took their positions besides James.  James’s eyes were closed, as he was enjoying the touch of warm water touching the various parts of his unclean body but when he opened his eyes, he saw Greg and Robin standing next to him.  James’s heart nearly came to a standstill, as he realised that he was in some kind of imminent danger.  Before James could move or shout, he felt Robin’s elbow around his neck, which made his breathing more and more difficult.  Suddenly James felt pain in his tummy, as Greg’s heavy blow landed there. 
 
    Greg shouted, ‘You rascal, it was you who informed the prison officers about the gun.’ 
 
    James folded both of his hands and pleaded, ‘I did not know that it belonged to you.  I just informed them about the gun that was found at the base of the lamp in the workshop, as I was frightened that I will be implicated otherwise.’ 
 
    Robin increased the grip of his elbow around James’s neck and whispered, ‘Now, you will tell the prison officers that it was you who had smuggled the gun in the prison and it was you who was planning to escape, you piece of shit.’ 
 
    James struggled to breath as he grasped for air, his lips had turned blue and pupils of his eyes dilated. He managed to mutter, ‘If I admitted to the possession of the gun then, I will be imprisoned for another seven to ten years.’ 
 
    Robin shouted again, ‘you piece of shit, if you do not do what we ask you to do, then you will die in next seven to ten minutes.  The choice is yours.’ 
 
    James had no words left to say but just nodded to say “yes”. 
 
    Robin released his grip but then put James’s head against the wall and Greg held his hands and legs with his hands.  David came from behind James to open his bottom and in one swift action, David pushed a small mobile phone into James’s anus, who cried with pain and agony.  He said grimly, ‘Why are you doing this to me?  I have never harmed you.’ 
 
    Before James could finish his sentence, David put boiling water from the kettle on James’s back.  The excruciating pain was so severe that James fell on the floor and started to roll from side to side trying to ease the pain, caused by the blisters on his back. 
 
    David wanted to put more water on his body, but Greg stopped him and said, ‘For this asshole, it should be enough for today. Listen, you, son of a bitch, tomorrow, you must go to the prison officers and admit about possession of the gun.  If you informed them about the boiling water, then we will burn you alive here, like a heap of fucking wood.  Do I make myself clear?’ 
 
    James was still crying with pain and could hardly breath, he managed to say, ‘Yes, I am clear.’ 
 
    Robin took James under the shower again and opened the cold water on to James to ease his pain and prevent further scalding and blisters formation on his back. 
 
    James lay down on the floor in pain for few minutes but then Greg kicked him on the back, which caused even more anguish and pain.   
 
    ‘Get up, you asshole,’ shouted Greg, ‘And put your clothes on now.  Not a word of this incident should go to anybody.  Just say that you scalded under the hot water of the shower. You understand, piece of shit’ 
 
    James quickly got up onto his feet, still clenching his abdomen with his hands. The pain from the scalding was unbearable, and he tried to look for blisters by turning his head towards them but could not see anything.   
 
     Three greens left the shower room in a hurry and were pleased to realise that no prison officer was in the landing to see them leaving the shower room. 
 
    Greens went to Greg’s room and shook hands with each other, Greg said abruptly, ‘Well done boys, I am sure that the message must have gone across to James and others that fucking any animosity towards Greens would have dire results.’ 
 
    Greg went to the sink to wash his hands and then turned his head to one side to say, ‘We need to be on our guard, as the prison officers are monitoring us closely.  The other danger comes from some inmates, who may have formed a bigger gang than ours.  They may be operating in secret that is how Angelo was killed.’  
 
    He splashed some water on to his face to clear some brown marks from there. 
 
    David always thought that he had more wiser ideas and suggested. ‘Yes mate, and also we must all stay together all the time, then nobody can harm us, but the moment we move separately, we could be under attack.’ 
 
    Few minutes later, Jackson received information about the presence of a mobile phone in James’s possession, so his team raided his cell.  Poor James was still lying on his bed, with one big blister on his back. He had rung the emergency bell for the nurse, but nobody had come for his treatment.  When the door opened after an hour, he had expected the nurse but instead two big built prisoner officers entered into his room, who did not notice James’s blister or did not want to know about it.  They simply declared, ‘James we have come to search your cell again on the basis of more information about you.’ 
 
    James cried in pain, ‘, Gov, what do you want to know? Can't you see I have burns on my back.’ 
 
    One officer was more sympathetic and asked, ‘How did that happen?’ 
 
    James looked at the officer, while taking a deep breath and said, ‘I went to take shower and suddenly the hot boiling water came from the shower to cause these burns and I had no time to run away from there.’ 
 
    ‘I am sorry to know about that, but it is strange that a shower water could cause burns, or you do not want to tell us that who poured the boiling water on you. You seem to be in lots of pain, ‘I am sure that the nurse will look after you shortly, but we still need to search your cell. It is part of our routine.’ said the officer. 
 
    The second officer was busy in looking around in the room but found nothing. 
 
    He came back to James.  ‘We still believe that there is a mobile phone hidden in this room.  We would need to search you properly.  Can you take off your trousers and underwear?’ 
 
    James obliged them as requested.  Both officers asked James to bend down and put his bottom towards them. One officer put his gloved finger inside James’s anus which brought out the mobile phone in one stroke.   
 
    The officer shouted, ‘you were lying earlier. Why, what are you trying to hide from us, we found the mobile phone in your back-passage James. Earlier you found a gun in the workshop.  How did you get this mobile?  This confirms our report that you were planning to escape from the prison.’ 
 
    Jackson had also joined the two officers in James’s cell.  He said, ‘We already had suspicion about you.  Tell us why you needed a loaded gun in the prison.  Were you planning to escape or planning to take revenge against the Greens?’ 
 
    James managed to put his clothes back on and said while holding his back with his one hand to relieve his pain from the burns, ‘Gov, I did not smuggle that gun.  If that was the case, I would not report about the gun to you myself. I am not sure that how a mobile phone came inside me.  Some people forced this phone in my anus and warned me of the consequences, if I reported the incident to you.’ 
 
    Jackson’s eyes flickered as he asked, ‘Who were these guys?’ 
 
    James remembered about the warning given by Greens. He whispered, ‘I did not see them.  They had their faces covered with towels and the light of my room was switched off by them.’ 
 
    Jackson sympathized with James, he put his hand on his shoulder and said, ‘James, we will protect you, if you tell us the truth.’ 
 
    James took a deep breath and said, ‘No Gov, I don’t know about them as I did not see their faces and they were not the Greens. Can I see the nurse please?  I can’t tolerate this pain anymore.’ 
 
    Jackson realised that James was not going to give any more information, so he did not want to waste more time.  James was still in lots of pain and his blister was getting bigger now. 
 
    Five minutes later the nurse came to the cell to look at James’s burns on his back. 
 
    She said, ‘James, you are very lucky that you have only limited numbers of blisters as all your back has turned red.’ 
 
     She asked him to take off his shirt and examined his back with a glove in her hand. She said, ‘your back has become very red. It seems like that you put cold water on your back after the incident which prevented more damage.  Let me take you to the treatment room, where I can apply an antiseptic cream there to prevent further damage.’ 
 
    After she applied the cream on his back, James questioned, ‘Are you not going to put any dressings on my back?’ 
 
    The nurse muttered as she washed her hands in the sink, ‘After burns it is best to leave the area exposed to give it a better chance to heal.’ 
 
    James had a sigh of relief that no major damage was done on his back.  But he was still worried about the action that might be taken against him because of the presence of mobile phone in his possession. He just had to wait for prison to decide what action if any they were going to take against him, and he could do nothing in the meantime. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
     Julian and Nicki were resting in their cell and watching television together.  Nicki was hooked on to both ‘EastEnders’ and ‘Coronation Street’, and Julian had also started to like them.  He had realised that after few weeks in prison, he got used to the lifestyle there and that made him feel as if he had been living there for many years. He had forgotten that he was a doctor outside with a respectable job.  
 
     During the day time Julian kept his mind busy with education classes and workshops and in the evening time, he spent time in reading that included novels and some history books.   
 
    The night time was more difficult for Julian to pass, especially, when Julian would think about his life as a GP outside with its privileges and responsibilities. He realized that the freedom and status enjoyed by him as a doctor was unparallel as compared with many other jobs.   He felt that he still did not know much about Nicki.  His wife had died under mysterious circumstances.  Julian was not sure if Nicki had any hand in her death.  Was she protecting herself or him or both?  Julian still had many questions to answer.  At the same time, Nicki had put her life at a higher risk by pretending to be a male and living with him among other hard-core prisoners. 
 
    Suddenly, there was a knock on the door and the prison officer delivered four letters, one of them was a card for Nicki, from an anonymous person and it read ‘Missing you’.  Nicki’s face blushed as she showed the card to Julian. 
 
    He laughed, ‘Somebody is seriously interested in you.  You have problems here.’ 
 
    Nicki said amicably, ‘I am sure that the card has been sent by that creepy teacher, Mike.  Everybody knows that he is a gay.  But he is supposed to keep teacher and student relationships as strictly professional, even  in prison.’ 
 
    Julian grinned and said while looking at the card, ‘Besides, Mike there are many other men, who fancy you.  You have such a pretty face.  Even I have started to fancy you as a boy.’ 
 
    Nicki slapped Julian on his hand and said, ‘Stop it.  This is not funny.’ She put his arms around Julian’s neck and whispered in his ears, ‘I already belong to you.’ 
 
    Next day Nicki went to her arts class and sat next to Julian.  Mike was sitting in the centre of the table, marking the register for the students.  Every time Mike raised his head, he looked at Nicki, but she avoided his glances by turning her face to one side.  
 
     During tea break, Julian deliberately left the room to see what Mike would say or do to Nicki when she was alone.  The majority of students had left the class room as well for a tea break, so Mike was left alone in the room with her. 
 
    Mike waddled towards Nicki and sat down next to her and asked, ‘Did you sleep well last night as you look very tired’ 
 
    In response, Nicki simply nodded her head. 
 
    Mike then held Nicki’s hands and said, ‘You have got such pretty hands.  Did you read my card?  I am going crazy for you.’ 
 
    Nicki nodded, without saying any word. 
 
    Inexplicably, Mike put his arms around Nicki’s neck and tied to kiss her lips.  Before he could be successful, Nicki slapped across Mike’s face, pushed him away and ran out of the room looking for Julian.  He was standing in a corner chatting to Tony and John, whom he had met in the landing earlier in the week. 
 
    Tony was complaining about his maltreatment at the hands of Angelo few weeks ago.  Tony said, 'I can’t sympathise with Angelo’s death.'  He was a terror and deserved to get punishment like that.’ 
 
    Julian whispered in Tony’s ears, ‘You should not talk like this about the Greens to everybody, otherwise people will think that you killed Angelo and Greens will come after you.’ 
 
    ‘Julian you are alright.  You look like a well-educated and a professional person, would you tolerate anybody’s bad behaviour?’ 
 
    Tony grinned.  ‘Julian looks so fragile, that he would not even raise his voice high.  I can’t imagine him hitting anybody.’ 
 
    John interrupted and said, ‘Look behind you, see who is coming here.  My favourite boy Nick.  He does not talk to anybody.’ 
 
    Tony asked Julian curiously, ‘Julian he is your cell mate.  Do you ever talk to each other?’ 
 
    Julian decided not to answer their question and walked away from them to meet Nicki halfway in the corridor. 
 
    Julian had suspected Mike might try to harass Nicki, so he asked her smilingly, ‘What happened there inside the class room?’ 
 
    Nicki looked at both John and Tony, she started to do some hand movements and then whispered, ‘That bastard tried to kiss me.  I am going to report him to the authorities.’ 
 
    Julian put his hand on Nicki’s shoulders and whispered, ‘Don’t be silly.  By reporting Mike to governor, you will come more in limelight and that could put your position in jeopardy.’ 
 
    Nicki moved one step closer to Julian and muttered, ‘He can’t get away with this.  How dare he touch me like this?’ 
 
    Julian still felt the whole episode amusing and said with a toothy grin, ‘Mike didn’t know that you are a girl.  Now you can use Mike in the future.  He knows that he will lose his job, if he is reported.  But if you do not report him, then you can use him to help your escape from the prison.’ 
 
    Nicki whispered again.  ‘I did not think of that. You are a clever man.’ 
 
    Julian felt a tap on his shoulder and when he turned back, he saw Mike standing there.  Mike asked Julian. ‘Can I have a quiet word with you in the class room?’ 
 
    Once they reached in the room, Mike burst into tears and pleaded.  ‘Help me Julian.  I don’t know what happened to me, I tried to hold Nicki in my arms.  I am really sorry for that.  Please request Nicki not to report that incident to anybody in prison, otherwise, my life will be spoiled forever. I promise that I will not do that mistake again.’ 
 
    Mike shouted, ‘You should be ashamed of your stupid actions.  As a teacher, you need to act as a role model and not act like a spoiled child and a sex manic’ 
 
    Mike folded his hands and muttered, ‘I know that.  I can only apologise for my actions.  I will do anything for Nick in the future.  I can give him a glorious reference for any future court hearings and will try to help him in his case in any way that he needs me to do.’ 
 
    Mike said, ‘I can’t promise you anything, but I will have a word with Nick to see what he has to say.  Make sure that you don’t repeat this mistake.’ 
 
    Nick had also joined them in the class as she did not want to stay outside in the corridor on her own for too long. 
 
    Mike went to her with both his hands folded in front of his chest and tears rolling down from his eyes. He said, 
 
    ‘I am sorry Nicki for my appalling behaviour.’ 
 
    Nick just smiled back and nodded her head as now other students had started to enter the class room for the next session. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    Mike Jackson looked very agitated that afternoon.  His investigation into the murder of Angelo had led him nowhere.  The media pressure was building on both him and the police force.  The in-charge governor of the prison was under pressure to resign from his post.  Prime minister was jeered by the opposition party for the poor security in the prisons and a demand for more prisons to be built was increased along with employment of more prison officers. 
 
    Mike Jackson felt that everybody was intimidating him, but cleverly he had tried to put the responsibility for solving murder cases in prison on to the police and forensic scientists.  The assault on James was not reported to the higher authority and the discovery of gun by James in the workshop was erased from the computer records. 
 
      Jackson had held meetings with the repair company whom he blamed for present fiasco.  The company was asked to tighten their security and make sure that each lamp underwent metallic detectors test before it was sent to prison’s workshop for the repair.  The manager of the concerned shop had agreed to be more security conscious and promised to check the background of each employees in future before employing them.  The business felt that they had no choice but to improve the security of their establishment, otherwise, they would lose their contract with the prison from where they made a huge profit due to low wages of ten pounds per week, that they had to pay to the prisoners for their work. 
 
    The Greens felt that they were under threat from two fronts, one from the prison officers and other from the prisoners.  They were not sure who posed them a bigger threat. 
 
    Julian felt that his muscles were getting too flabby because of lack of exercise and the immobility caused by staying in the cell most of the time to give Nicki a company and keep her mind occupied but that afternoon, Julian decided to go to the prison gym.  He joined a group of other prisoners, who were heading there.  
 
     David was the leader of that group, as he was instructing and allocating different areas of the gym to different prisoners, based on their ca[abilities and body build.  The gym was quite spacious and well equipped and had almost all the machines that one could hope for in a modern gym.  Some inmates rushed to get the machines of their choice but David shouted, ‘Everybody come off the machines and must do first some warm up exercises for five minutes.’ 
 
    Julian joined the group on the floor, where he lay down next to John and Tony on a blue coloured mat.  Julian was pleased with his stamina during stretch exercises, as he had not gone to a gym for very a long time.  After finishing them, Julian started first on the running machine and stayed there for ten minutes.  He saw some big boys lifting very heavy weights that made their biceps bulge to the size of their thighs.   
 
    David was no exception and he worked together with other guys in the gym but carried extra clout for being a member of the Greens.  Some of the prisoners there were just doing abdominal exercises by lying on the floor and doubling themselves up.  
 
     Julian felt tired very quickly, so he took some rest to watch the MTV played on the big screen of the gym’s television screen on the wall.   He drank few sips of water and used his towel to wipe off his sweat from his forehead and the chest. Julian then joined John and Tony to build up his biceps by lifting some weights and then pushed his arms  to both sides  to expand his chest. 
 
    The whole gym was very noisy, and Julian found that difficult to tolerate in the beginning.  He decided to go to the toilet and spend time in the changing room just to have a bit of a peaceful atmosphere. 
 
    The gym instructor shouted at the prisoners after fifteen minutes.  ‘You have only  ten minutes left.  Take your shower now and stop your work outs.’ 
 
    Few inmates went to the changing room to undress themselves and then took their shower.  
 
    One of them came back running and screaming.  ‘David has hanged himself.  Come here quick, he needs help.’ 
 
    Everybody rushed into the shower room where David was found hanging by the shower, with a small sheet of bed linen around his neck.  The gym instructor lifted David’s feet up and other guys took off the rope from David’s neck.  David’s face had turned blue, his tongue was protruding outside and both eyes were wide open. 
 
     After taking him down, the gym instructor put his hand on David’s mouth, but could not feel any breathing. 
 
    Two prisoners put David on the floor and the instructor gave quick mouth to mouth breathing and another inmate gave cardiac resuscitation by pressing his both hands on David’s chest. The gym instructor shouted, ‘Can somebody call the doctor, hurry up.’ 
 
    Julian realised that something had gone terribly wrong in the shower room, so he rushed to the scene. 
 
     Julian shouted, ‘Can everybody move away from David.  He needs more space for breathing.  I am a doctor.  Let me check him properly.’  
 
     Julian bent over David’s body and held his wrists in his hand to feel for the pulse but could not hear anything.   
 
    Julian then shouted, ‘Can I have a torch?’ Gym instructor pulled one from his pocket and handed over to Julian, who opened David’s eyes and shone the light there but there was no reaction from the pupils.  
 
     Julian tried to listen to his heartbeats but again they were absent.  Julian closed David’s both eyes and announced, ‘I am afraid David is dead.’ 
 
    One of the big boys standing there started to cry.  ‘That is impossible, David was doing the exercise with me only few minutes ago.  He was happy, chatty and talking about his future plans.  There is no way that he would kill himself.  He enjoyed life and will never bend in front of anyone.’ 
 
    Officer Jackson arrived on the scene very quickly after he received a telephone call from the gym instructor about David’s hanging.   Jackson had a sense of authority about him as he paced towards the shower room shouting, ‘Everybody should be off their machines and gather around the office and nobody should leave until they are given permission to do so.’ 
 
    Jackson saw that there were about eight to ten people still surrounding David’s body.  Two had bent forward looking at David’s throat, and a prisoner was trying to feel his pulse.  Another one was looking at the rope still attached to his neck, but the knot had been loosened.  
 
     The gym instructor had a glass of water in his hand, which he had used to sprinkle David’s face to see if there was any reaction there.  Jackson was not impressed by seeing so many people surrounding David and shouted again, ‘Everybody move away.  Nobody should touch anything or move anything away from here.  I want to question each one of you.’ 
 
    Jackson then turned to Gym instructor to ask, ‘Ron what happened here?  Did anybody see David tying knot around his neck?’ 
 
    Ron replied without making any eye contact with Jackson, ‘Nobody saw anything suspicious here. Everybody was using their machines. In fact, few minutes earlier David was with the big boys doing extensive exercises and in no way, he looked depressed or sad.’ 
 
    ‘Who found him hanging first?’  asked Officer Jackson. 
 
    Ron looked around and identified the person.  ‘Yes, it was Everton, first who saw David.’ 
 
    Jackson’s eyes flickered, ‘Everton?  Is he not the same person who shared Hussain’s room, at the time he was found hanged?’ 
 
    Everybody looked around to look at Everton’s posture, his both hands were folded in front of his body and eyes focussed to the floor. 
 
    Jackson shouted, ‘So it was you, who killed David?  It is amazing that you were found on the scene on both the occasions.’ 
 
    Two big boys whose tears were rolling down their eyes suddenly after David’s death, ran towards Everton to catch hold of his neck and shouted from top of their voices. ‘You murderer, how could you kill David, we will kill you now.’ 
 
    The big boys grip was getting stronger around Everton’s neck when Jackson pushed them away from Everton.  ‘Do not be silly.  You do not want to have murder on your hands, too. Let the law take its own course. Everybody move away. Quick’ 
 
    Everton who felt a gush of air going into his lungs said slowly with a husky voice. ‘I did not kill David. When I went to the shower room, I found him hanged and I ran out from there to call for help.’ 
 
    Ron came to Everton’s defence and said, ‘Boss, I saw Everton go towards the shower room and he came back running within two minutes.  That does not give  enough time for anybody to kill anyone and David was stronger than Everton, so I feel that there is no way that Everton could had killed him.’ 
 
    Jackson nodded in agreement.  ‘Yes, I agree with that.  Let us not assume anything.  However, Everton will be one of the suspects, but to find a killer is the job of the police and not ours.’ 
 
    Everton had put his both hands around his neck to relieve the pain caused by the strong grip of the big boys.  
 
    He whispered, ‘Boss, If I had killed David, I would not had come outside running and shouting, but would had stayed quiet and then mingle with the rest of the crowd without raising any suspicions. Moreover, David was much stronger than me and there is no way, I could put a rope around his neck and kill him.’ 
 
    Jackson shouted again, ‘Guys, let us stop arguing among ourselves.  I want everybody to clear the scene and move into the main gym area.  The police should be here any minute.  Can one of you get a bed sheet so that we can cover David’s body?’ 
 
    After coming back to the main gym area Jackson noted that John and Tony were standing in one corner.  He went straight to them to ask ‘You both had argument with Angelo and were present at the time of his death.  So where were you when David died?’ 
 
    John replied nervously, ‘I was going to the shower room at that time, when I saw Everton running outside the shower room.  I stopped there to ask Everton what was happening.’ 
 
    Jackson seemed to be puzzled and gave up asking more questions. More than two dozen prison officers had also rushed to the gym to take control of the situation. 
 
     Jackson shouted, ‘Come on everybody, move to the gym area. Everybody will be strip searched and further questions may be asked either by me or the police.’ 
 
    Jackson noticed that Tony was avoiding direct glance at him, so Jackson walked towards him and held him by his neck and asked with a grin on his face, ‘Where were you Tony when this incident happened?’ 
 
    Tony stopped abruptly and said, ‘Gov, what do you mean by where I was? Of course, I was here in the gym and was planning to go to the shower room when I heard Everton running back to us.’ 
 
    Jackson then stopped Julian, ‘Julian, I heard that you gave some help to revive David so you must be the last person to touch him. I also know that you are a doctor, so tell me if David was still alive when you examined him?’ 
 
    Julian expected some kind of enquiries, so he was prepared. He took a deep breath and said, ‘Mr Jackson, I think that David was already dead by the time I examined him but, I still tried to resuscitate him just in case he responded to my efforts.’ 
 
    ‘You did not notice anything suspicious or notice anybody running away from the shower room.’ 
 
    Julian looked at a group of prisoners and whispered, ‘No Mr Jackson, I did not see anybody. I was busy with the gym machine at that time.’ 
 
    Jackson asked, ‘Do you think David took his own life or somebody strangled him?’ 
 
    Julian looked around at other prisoners trying to get some clues and whispered, ‘Although I am a doctor outside but without the help of any forensic facilities, I can't comment on that.’ 
 
    Jackson shook hand with Julian and said, ‘Ok, that is all I need to ask you for the time being.  You have been very helpful and thanks for trying to save David’s life.’ 
 
    Jackson then supervised a strip search for every inmate, where they had to take off their clothes and checked by prison officers before they were allowed to go back to their rooms, but nothing significant was found. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    After gathering all the necessary information from both the prisoners and the prison officers, Mike Jackson went back to his office to prepare a report about the incident.  An hour later, he was joined by DC Lewis in his office, who came to conduct his own enquiries.  Jackson asked Lewis curiously, ‘Have you got any clues about the cause of David’s death?’ 
 
    Lewis sipped tea from a cup and replied without looking at Jackson, ‘No, not at this stage. I am sure you will have more clues than myself. This is the third death in the prison in the last few weeks.  Two of the Greens members have died.  Definitely somebody is taking revenge against them.  Do you suspect somebody here in prison, Mr Jackson?’ 
 
    Jackson took a deep breath and muttered, ‘No, Mr Lewis, nobody liked the Greens, as they bullied everybody and used both power and terror to extract money from other inmates.  They all were frightened by the Greens. Two of the prisoners, John and Tony could be one of the suspects, as they were seen near the crime scene either before or after the incident.  Everton is another possibility as he was the first to see David’s body.’ 
 
    Lewis intervened, after putting his cup of tea on the table, ‘Mr Jackson, these are pure speculations, but we have no evidence against them.  Anybody else?’ 
 
    Jackson moved forward to take his cup of tea in his hand, and said, ‘There is a possibility that some Islamic groups may have got together to take revenge of Hussain’s death.’ 
 
    DC Lewis asked, ‘Were there any Muslim inmates present in the gym today?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, four of them.  Two of them are very strong and tall, but nobody saw them going near David around the time of his death.’ 
 
    ‘The main worry is that there are no distinct marks on David’s neck.  Do you think that he could have died of some other cause?’ asked Jackson. 
 
    Lewis moved his chair forward and whispered, ‘Maybe somebody could have put some poison or chemical in David ‘s bottle and that could have stopped his heart beats without showing any other signs of changes in his body.’ 
 
    Jackson’s eyes flickered with excitement. ‘Yes, it is a possibility and after David had lots of sweating, he could have felt very hot in   his body, and that could had prompted him to take a shower. We just have to wait for a forensic report that could be very interesting.’ 
 
    DC Lewis was keener to complete the statement himself by giving his own views, he said, ‘In the shower room, somebody had planned to put a rope around his neck and make it look like a suicide.’ 
 
    Jackson responded. ‘The forensic team would know better whether David died of asphyxia or drug overdose.’ 
 
    Lewis looked at the ceiling and said, ‘The rope could have been used to strangle as well as to confuse the forensic team to find the cause of his death.’ 
 
    ‘We will have to wait and see; the other possibility is that the Greens are killing themselves by committing suicides.  They all have long sentences and probably find no way out of prison.  They attempted to escape from the prison last week by trying to smuggle a gun into the prison, but James was blamed for that.’ 
 
    Jackson relaxed by moving back in his chair. ‘We all know that James was made scapegoat, as the real culprits are probably different people.  James notified the authority about the gun. If he had to use the gun, then why would he tell us about it’ 
 
    DC Lewis got up from his chair and extended his hand to Jackson and said, ‘Anyway Mr Jackson, I must make a move now, we will wait for the forensic team after they have finished the examination of the crime scene.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 24 
 
      
 
      Robin and Greg both were in tears when they heard of David’s death.  Robin tried to console Greg.  ‘Mate, we can't bring David back, but we have to be alert about ourselves.  It is no coincidence that two Greens have died in such a short period of time.  Somebody is definitely after us.  I know that we have many enemies in the prison but nobody can dare to touch the Greens.’ 
 
    Greg cleared his tears and sat down on the bed, he said ‘I suspect that some outside agency is responsible for these deaths. Maybe, some prison officers have got together to kill us and have planned in such a way that the deaths look more like a suicide than a homicide.’ 
 
    Robin pushed his fingers through his ruffled hair and said, ‘Mate, there is fucking talk about Hussain’s death and how some Islamic groups might have funded and trained some inmates to carry out these executions.’ 
 
    Greg got up to look into the mirror to see a small cut on his face and said, ‘I do not believe that is fucking possible and whatever the fucking reason, we may be the next in line.  This is only a speculation, but we must stay together as much as possible.’ He wiped drops of perspiration from his forehead. 
 
    Robin laughed as he said, ‘Mate, we should even take shower together as both the deaths have taken place in the shower rooms. Also, we also need to sleep together, my lovely, ha, ha’ 
 
    Greg put his hand on Robin’s shoulder and said, ‘No mate, we can't be looking that cowardly otherwise, everybody will laugh at us. Let us be fucking strong and fight back. We are Greens, after all.’ 
 
    Robin shook Greg’s hands and said, ‘yes Mattie, we need to be strong as we are Greens. People are still afraid of us, even if only two of us are left.’ 
 
    Julian came back to his cell after going through a complete search in the gym area following David’s death, and he looked very tired and depressed with his eyes focussed to the floor. He sat down on the chair without saying a single word to Nicki. 
 
    Nicki asked him, ‘What is the matter with you today? Why are you looking so low?’ 
 
    Julian took a deep breath, covered his face with both his hands and muttered, ‘One of the inmates died today in the gym and I tried to resuscitate him without any success.  I did not realise that many prisoners here are so depressed that they want to take their own lives.  I need to do something to help them.  At least my medical profession can be used for some good use.’ 
 
    Nicki said sympathetically, ‘I am so sorry to hear that we have lost another prisoner. Who was he, do I know him.’ 
 
    Julian took his shoes off to put them to one side and said,’ yes, you must have heard of the Greens, one of them called David was found hanged in the shower room of the gym. It is sad.’ 
 
    ‘I think that I have heard about him. Another of Greens died only few days ago. Something very suspicious here, Julian’  
 
    Nicki got out of her bed to put the kettle on. 
 
    Julian said, ‘You stay in your bed, I will make tea for you. I wish that I could help other prisoners here,’ 
 
    Nicki washed two mugs in the sink and said, ‘I have seen an advertisement for a new course to become a listener in the prison. You could help them that way. Why don't you apply for that job?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that is a good idea. Somebody else mentioned that to me as well.  I will speak to the person in charge of listeners today, but that death was very shocking. one minute he was alive giving us stretching instructions and next minute he was gone.’ 
 
    Nicki asked, 'Do you think that he killed himself or somebody else tried to kill him.’ 
 
    Julian picked up an application from top of the cupboard and said, ‘They don't know yet, they are still waiting for a forensic report.  Let me give my application for the listener post now, before I forget.’ 
 
    Nicki could hear the kettle boiling, ‘Come back soon, I will make the tea in the meantime.’ 
 
    Julian went to Stuart, who was Number one Listener in the prison and asked him. ‘I do want to become a listener.  What is the procedure for that? And what are the minimal qualifications required?’ 
 
    Stuart replied, ‘We have already had one hundred and twenty applications for them and there are only ten posts to fill up.  You can still apply as you seem like a well behaved, articulate and educated person.’ 
 
    Julian did not want to tell him that he was a doctor. He just wanted the job based on his merit, he took the form out of pocket, filled it with his details and wrote his reasons as to why he wanted to become a listener. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 25 
 
      
 
    The next day all national papers reported David’s death.  The main heading was, “Another hanging” “A murder among murderers” was another heading.  
 
     Few had criticised the laxity of the security systems, others put blame on the inmates, some   newspapers called it a racial killing by some Islamic groups and others blamed inter gangs rivalry in  prison for  David’s death.  Jackson had launched several enquiries as he knew that his job was in jeopardy. 
 
    Everton was a member of the newspaper group in the prison called ‘Voice’, which was run by the prisoners for the prisoners. The paper had been running for the past six months with publications on a fortnightly basis. The editorial team had regular meetings twice weekly to approve various articles in advance. 
 
     Everton was the chief editor of the newspaper, assisted by two other sub- editors. The whole team worked under the supervision of two English teachers to ensure that proper standard of the English language was maintained.  They received their materials from different prisoners, who wanted to express their views independently. In addition, the Voice had its own pool of regular writers, who contributed more than anybody else.  They tried to highlight the current problems in the prison faced by the inmates, related to food, healthcare, hygiene, visits arrangements etc.  
 
     Many inmates wanted solutions to their problems and felt that the Governor was not doing enough.  Others were of the opinion that the writers were just trying to appease the prison authorities to secure their early release. Everton had tried to be fair to everyone and tried to ensure at the same time that he avoided controversies, both political and religious to maintain harmony among the prisoners. 
 
     All the written articles were normally sent to the Education Governor for his approval.  The second hanging had caused a big furore in the prison and everybody wanted to solve the mystery.  
 
     The Voice decided not to cover that news as the editorial board felt that any wrong statement could provoke more emotions and controversies among prisoners, leading to more conflicts among them. 
 
    Julian was also invited to write for the newspaper, mainly to cover medical topics.  Julian was pleased that his knowledge was useful for the rest of the prisoners.   
 
    His first article ‘How to spot heart attack and how to prevent it’ proved very popular among both staff and prisoners. 
 
    Julian’s respect and popularity was growing in the prison for his useful contribution on medical topics.  The prisoners would normally stop him and ask him medical questions about their health problems.  
 
     Julian was happy that he was selected for the course of a listener and that was his first day of training along with ten other prisoners. They were assisted by five other trained listeners and ten members of the Samaritan groups from the community came to give the training and also to ensure that a proper standard was maintained in the selection procedure of the listeners.  
 
     The main theme for the listener was to stay quiet during any sessions with the prisoners, while allowing the prisoners to talk as much as possible about their problems.  At no point, the listeners would offer any advice to them.  All the conversation were confidential and even the prison officers would not be informed of any suicidal risks if the prisoner wanted to keep it confidential. 
 
    Julian felt frustrated by his inability to give advice, because as a doctor that is what he did most of the time. Julian asked many questions to the trainers, who were impressed by his knowledge.  At the end of the course on that day, Julian got the badge of a listener which made him a proud owner of it.  
 
     Julian realised that many inmates wanted to become listeners, so that they could stay in that prison for at least six months, otherwise they would be moved out of London to other parts of the country as that made it difficult for their friends and families to visit them.  Also, after becoming a listener, increased their security band, and that  meant extra facilities for them and also free movements within the prison.  
 
     Julian was also put on a rota for being on call as a listener, which was every fifteen days. 
 
    When Julian came back to his cell, Nicki was in a sullen mood, and did not even bother saying hello to Julian who asked her, ‘What is the matter with you today?’ 
 
    Nicki replied after jerking her neck to one side, ‘You were out all day long and I am stuck in my room.  I can't even make friends with anybody else.’ 
 
    Julian laughed and said ‘Why not? There are some nice prisoners around.  Try to talk to Chinese prisoners, some of them can't speak English either, so you can use sign language with them.  Also, they are small in stature so unlikely to harm you.’ 
 
    Nicki sat down on the bed and whispered with a wry smile, ‘You forget that I am supposed to be a dumb. The moment I open my mouth, our game will be over.’ 
 
    ‘Nicki, you can use sign language, that way people would not suspect you.’ Julian said, while putting his folder on the table. 
 
    ‘Julian, cannot you understand that I am finding it difficult to stay here anymore. Maybe, I should tell them that I am a woman and they should take me to a female prison.’ 
 
    Julian held Nicki in his arms, and muttered, ‘By posing as a male prisoner, you can easily get away from here.  The police will have no case against you.  Also, you can escape from prison any time you like.  Remember that arts teacher Mike, you can use him to arrange your escape.’ 
 
    ‘How can Mike help me?’ asked Nicki as she removed Julian’s arms around her neck. 
 
    ‘Well, you have to dress up as a female teacher and leave the prison with him, pretending to be a supply teacher for a day, nobody will check you at the gates.’ 
 
    Nicki moved fingers through her open hair and said, ‘This idea is only a fantasy and works only in films.  In reality, there is no scope or chance for that.’ 
 
    Julian sat down on a chair and said, ‘If you can come inside the prison, posing as a male prisoner, then you can also go out the same way, you are a good actress.’ 
 
    ‘They have my finger prints to match my identity. Besides they will check my arrival time inside prison and there will be none for me at the gate.’  
 
    Nicki looked at her hands by stretching them in front of her. 
 
    ‘I thought that you can use some chemicals to distort your fingerprints.’ 
 
    Nicki giggled, ‘Yes, I used that in South Africa but this is a new invention and I have no idea how successful this would be now, only time will tell.’ 
 
    ‘Yes hopefully, you do not have to go through this, Nicki.’ 
 
    Nicki looked at the ceiling to whisper, ‘Sometimes, I hear voices in my head which says, you are here in prison for a mission. You can't go outside until you achieve your goal.’ 
 
    Julian seemed a bit shocked, as he frowned his forehead ‘You did not tell me that before that you hear voices in your head.’ 
 
    Nicki’s eyes started to roll side to side, neck moved up and down and the tone of her voice became deeper as she said, ‘Julian if I had told you about that, then you might have thought that I am suffering from schizophrenia.’ 
 
    Julian laughed, ‘Maybe you are suffering from that.  But I have seen no signs of any mental illness in you.  What else do the voices tell you?’ 
 
    Nicki moved nearer to Julian and whispered, ‘No, nothing else, I do not suffer from any mental illness, just leave me alone now.  Tomorrow is a Sunday.  I want to go to the church here to offer my prayers.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that will be a good idea.  I had put our names for the Church services two weeks ago, maybe, God can give some answers to some of your questions.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 26 
 
      
 
    Jackson was sitting in his office looking at the various reports that the forensic team had prepared.  Asphyxia was considered the more likely cause of David’s death and the only other abnormal finding was that of high level of potassium salt in the body.  The report said higher doses of Potassium can cause death sometimes by stopping the heart suddenly.  The summary of the report said that the cause of his death is inconclusive as we can't confirm or deny that potassium is the main cause of David’s death.  Jackson felt like throwing the report in the dustbin and asked himself, why these reports are inconclusive?  If the forensic team can't decide, then who else can?  Jackson knew that Julian was a doctor and thought that he should speak to him about the possible effects of potassium on the heart.  Another officer was sitting there, so Jackson asked him, ‘Do you think that somebody had put some potassium in David’s water bottle in the gym?’ 
 
    The officer Lewis said, ‘Quite possible.  What if they had to kill him with drugs, then why would somebody try to kill David by strangulation?’ 
 
    Jackson looked at the empty wall and said, ‘Maybe potassium slowed him down and made him feel unwell, that is what made him go to the shower room, where the killer was waiting for him.’ 
 
    Lewis who was more experienced than Jackson in these matters said, ‘This is a pure speculation.  The other possibility is that the killer is trying to mislead us by putting these two theories in our mind.’ 
 
    Jackson scratched his head and asked, ‘What do you mean by that?’ 
 
    Lewis twisted his both hands in front of his lap and said, ‘What I mean is that the killer meant to kill by strangulation, but diverted our attention to the potassium, so we focus our energies on some non-existent clues.’ 
 
    ‘Lewis, how do you explain the indistinct marks on David’s neck, which should be more marked in any strangulation and there were hardly any bruises there.’ 
 
    ‘I have not got any answers for all these possibilities, otherwise, I would have solved the case by now.  Anyway, keep an eye on the Greens.  The other two could be the next targets or they may kill somebody as well just to take their revenge.’ 
 
    Jackson smirked, ‘I don't think the Greens are same anymore.  I know they must have an idea, as to who is doing these killings, but they are not going to tell us as the gangster’s rules state that they will take their revenge themselves.’ 
 
    Lewis got up from his chair and said, ‘I better go now.  This is late for a Saturday evening, but I will be in touch.  Crown Prosecution Services has to decide that what cause of action they need to take.  But they can't do anything if we do not have any suspects.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 27 
 
      
 
    Nicki played cards with Julian on Saturday evenings and that was one of the ways that she would pass her time in those confined spaces.  Julian was a good in chess and playing the cards and Nicki always felt it challenging to beat Julian, which did not happen very often.   
 
    Nicki asked, ‘What is the matter Julian, you do not look very well today.’ 
 
    Julian took a deep breath and whispered, ‘Oh I just feel tired especially after the listener’s course and David’s death really shook me up.’ 
 
    Nicki got up to stand next to Julian and said, ‘I have noticed that since yesterday you seem to be lost in yourself and you look a bit off colour.’ 
 
    Julian looked at his hands.  ‘The colour of my hands seems to be fine, but I can't see my own face.’ 
 
    Nicki touched Julian’s hands but withdrew immediately after feeling an electric current in her hands. 
 
    Julian asked, ‘What did you feel just now? ‘ 
 
    ‘I did feel something different, and   felt very strange, but I cannot explain it.  Maybe you are very tired’ said Nicki while looking at her hands. 
 
    ‘The human body has electricity run through them so we can feel shocks from each other sometimes.  Can we stop playing cards as I want to sleep?’ Julian put the cards inside a box of the cupboard. 
 
    Nicki noticed that she was looking at a different Julian that night, who changed into his night clothes and jumped on to the top bunk bed without giving any hug or kiss to Nicki. Normally Julian laid in the bottom bed to spend some time talking to Nicki before going to sleep.  
 
    Nicki said, ‘Good night.’ But did not get any reply from Julian, who had already fallen asleep. 
 
    On Sunday morning, Julian’s door was opened by a prison officer at 9 AM, so that they could get enough time to take a shower before the Sunday church service.  Even Nicki managed to take a shower without any hindrance or problems as the shower rooms were empty.  Both Nicki and Julian had to stand up in queues for security clearance, before they were allowed to go into the church.  They were both impressed and surprised by the copiousness and cleanliness of the church, which was housed in a modern building, only built five years earlier. There was a space for two hundred to three hundred people. The walls were painted light pink and huge glass windows on either side of the wall made sure of plenty of light entering inside the building.   
 
    As Julian entered in the church hall, he was handed over the leaflets for the prayers by the priest.  Both Julian and Nicki went to sit on the front row in the left side of the hall, it was nearer to prison choir who were busy adjusting their instruments.  
 
    In the right corner at the front, there was a big piano, which was unmanned at the moment. In the central wall, a big cross of Jesus Christ was giving blessings to the gathered congregation.  In the middle was a raised dais, which had chairs and tables for both the priests. 
 
    Nicki sat down towards the edge of the seat, so that she did not have to share her seat with anybody else.  Within ten minutes, hundreds of prisoners came to fill up all the vacant seats.  The majority of them were in their grey or maroon tops and bottoms.  
 
     Nicki noticed that the carpet’s marron colour was the same  as that of prison uniform, and the cushioned chairs.  On either side of the congregation, one prison officer took his place to keep control over any erratic behaviour of the prisoners.  Nobody had expected any trouble, as they all had come to the house of God for prayers.  
 
     Some prisoners had put an application to come to the church weeks in advance, as they had to wait for their turn to come.  Some prisoners wanted to come to church to escape from the banged-up prison rooms, others saw an opportunity to meet other prisoners from different wings, as they were separated from each other most of the time. 
 
    The time was nearly 10 AM and the noise of the conversation among prisoners was getting louder and louder and suddenly the priest stood up and shouted. ‘Thank you.’ and within a minute, the whole church hall had become quieter, with few whispers heard here and there.  The priest ‘Charlie’ shouted again, ‘Good morning, welcome to the Sunday service.  I will request you all to stop talking. If anybody still wants to talk, they can go back to their cell otherwise, I will have them removed.  You only come to house of God for one hour, if you can't offer prayers now, then there is no way you can do that in your own rooms. Thank you.’ 
 
    Priest Charlie’s announcement had the desired effect on the audience, which resulted in a pin drop silence.  
 
    Priest announced, ‘Let us pray with the first song from the sheet that we have provided to you.  Can everybody stand up and I do not want anybody to sit down.’ 
 
    Nicki chuckled quietly as she liked the abruptness of the priest, which maintained the desired discipline and control in the church hall. 
 
    Two of the prisoners also came forward to read the gospel messages printed on the sheet given by the priest.  Another priest had come from the outside to read prayers with the prisoners, which was appreciated by everybody around them.  
 
     One of the priests played the guitar and a prisoner was on the drums.  The lead singer was also a prisoner and his loud vibrant voice proved that he had some professional training in the past.  Nicki felt a sense of relief, after suffering from weeks of isolation and confinement in the cell. 
 
    Her feet were moving with the rhythm of the music and her mind was filled with joy as she felt near to Jesus Christ.  In contrast, Julian’s mind was wavering with various thoughts; especially he was feeling guilty for not being able to save David’s life.   
 
    Julian looked at his hands as they were shaking violently.  For a moment, he could sense some blood dripping from his hands, so Julian put his hands hurriedly inside his pockets.  Julian looked to his left at Nicki, who was singing the prayers with closed eyes. For some strange reasons, Julian felt uncomfortable there and wanted to leave the church. 
 
    Priest Charles then made announcement that anybody who wanted to receive blessing and drink holy water, must come to him at the dais and stand in a queue.  More than two people were in front of Julian including Nicki.  Julian saw Nicki getting her blessings and saw a special glow appear on her face.  Julian’s turn was next. He stood with folded arms and protruded his forehead forward towards the priest, who put his hands on top of Julian’s head.  Julian’s eyes were open, and they met the priest’s eyes for a second.   
 
    Julian could feel something strange happening to him but when the priest touched Julian’s head, his hands started to shake and within seconds, the priest had fallen to the floor.  Everybody rushed to the priest’s aid.  Julian wanted to move forward to look at the priest, but then prison officers had cordoned off the area, preventing any prisoners going near to the priest.   
 
    Fortunately, the other priest present in church was also a doctor who bent down to look at Charlie, whose eyes were closed, and his face had turned pale, with head turned to one side.  Everybody was worried that Charlie may have died.  The priest took Charlie’s hand to check his pulse, that was still pulsating, and his breathing was still good, even if it was slightly laboured.  The head priest moved everybody away and asked for calm and cooperation. 
 
    He then shook Charlie’s chest and to everybody’s relief, Charlie opened his eyes and just said, ‘What happened?  Why am I lying on the floor?’ 
 
    Head priest replied, ‘You must have fainted, as you have been standing for a long period today.’ 
 
    Charlie took a few sips of water and whispered, ‘I remembered giving blessing to this person and suddenly saw a bizarre glow in his eyes, which was followed by a major shock, as I touched him. It was just like being electrocuted by a high voltage current and that is very strange, as I have never felt like this before.’ 
 
    The head priest did not hear most of the conversation as he was busy clearing the area for more space and air. 
 
    Charlie was assisted to walk into a smaller room inside the church, where he lay down on a small bed.  In the meantime, somebody had called for an ambulance to come, but Charlie felt safe in the hands of the head priest, who then asked Charlie, ‘Did you have any chest pains or sweating?’ 
 
    Charlie touched his chest with his hand and said, ‘No, nothing at all.  I am fine and feeling better now.  I can go back to the main hall to finish my prayers.’ 
 
    The head priest held Charli’s hands and bent forward to whisper in his ears, ‘No, you must go to the hospital. You never know as there may be some other causes of your fainting. Let us play safe and let them do a heart tracing and blood tests to make sure that you are fine.’ 
 
    Charlie decided to say nothing as there was assertiveness in the head priest’s voice. 
 
    The head priest then came back to the main hall of the church to make an announcement.  ‘Thank you all for showing your calmness. I am glad to announce that priest Charlie has recovered now and out of any danger.  But we are still sending him to hospital for some tests.  Let us pray for his health.’ 
 
    A prayer was read out and then the mass was dismissed.  Two prisoners surrounded Julian and asked, ‘What happened to Charlie?’ 
 
    Coin replied politely. ‘Nothing, he just blessed me with his hands and then he just collapsed.’ 
 
    After the officers left, Nicki looked around the hall and then whispered in Julian’s ears, ‘I think that Charlie probably felt your electric current the same way as I did last night.  What is happening to you Julian?  Are you under influence of something?’ 
 
    Julian looked at Nicki and said, ‘I don't know, what has happened to me.’ 
 
    Julian rushed back to his cell still wondering why Charlie fell  to the floor after he touched him.   
 
    Julian asked Nicki to touch him again, but she was afraid to come near him.  Julian wanted to check his body and then put his hands on the side of his waist.  There was nothing.  He then touched the metallic parts of the bed but felt no electric shock.  He looked at Nicki and gestured with his hands, ‘Come here and touch me.  There is nothing wrong with me.’ 
 
    Nicki moved forward slowly and touched Julian’s hand with her index finder quickly, but nothing happened.  Julian then grabbed her hand and said, ‘Why are you so afraid of me, come here and give me a kiss.’ 
 
    Before Nicki could respond, Julian’s lips were on top of Nicki’s lips. Nicki did feel an electric current, but it was nothing like she had to worry about. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 28 
 
      
 
    Robin and Greg had started to keep a very low profile since David’s death, but they still had a huge following and other prisoners were still ready to work for them. 
 
    Everybody was curious about the new inmate Chris who had moved into the wing, a week earlier.  He was about forty years old, well-built and wore glasses. He got a job as cleaner straightaway, which gave him more freedom and space to move about in the prison. Some prisoners were unhappy with him, because of his arrogant and unbending nature.  He spent time in the wings picking fights with the other inmates over trivial issues.  
 
     The news of his erratic behaviour reached the Greens, so a meeting was arranged with two other inmates to decide a future course action against Chris.  In the meeting, it was also decided that they need to contact his cell mate to find out why Chris was in prison as his professional and educated background gave him a special status by the prison officers. 
 
    Next day Chris had a social visit from outside that meant that he had to leave his cell for two hours.  The news was flashed to the Greens and his group, who contacted Chris’s cell mate to get hold of his legal papers.   
 
    The cell mate was shocked to find out that Chris had been arrested for sexually assaulting his own mother.  Robin and Greg were so disgusted by this information that they wanted some action against Chris. They made a common declaration that man is an animal. How could he even think of attacking his own mother?  
 
    ‘What has this world come to?’  said Robin.  ‘We must teach that mother fucker Chris a lesson so that other people do not commit the same crime again.  Both me and Greg can't take any part in this attack as we both are under surveillance both by the prison and the police.’ 
 
    Greg, then whispered, ‘Fucking whoever does this ferocious act, must be shown the door, anyone here is willing to do this.’ Everybody raised their hands in response and that pleased Greg. 
 
    Next day on Monday, the rooms were opened at 6.30 pm for association.  Chris was still in his room watching television, but his cell mate left the room in a hurry.  Five minutes later two big guys entered into Chris’s room and just stood next to him.  Chris asked them, ‘Fucking, what do you want and What can I do for you?’ 
 
    Both guys jumped on Chris and lifted him up and dragged him to the toilet.  One of the guys used a razor to cut Chris’s arms and neck and the other guy got hold of some boiling water and poured it onto Chris’s back.  Chris cried with pain and agony.  
 
     Chris tried to run away, but he was cornered by the two big guys who shouted, ‘you mother fucker, how can you do that?  You have no right to live here.  We want you out of here, you are a dead piece of meat, you piece of shit’ 
 
    Chris shouted back as he saw drops of blood falling from his neck to the floor, ‘Mates, I did not do anything, you are mistaken. You have hurt me. Call the doctor’ 
 
    ‘Do not you lie to us.’  said one of the guys as he pushed Chris’s head deeper inside the toilet. 
 
    The other guy still kept on cutting Chris with his razor blade.  Chris had started to cover his face with his hands as his face had started to bleed profusely. 
 
    The big guy then took his knife away from Chris’s neck and whispered, ‘You piece of shit, this is your punishment for the time being.  Another word of warning - if you mention this to anyone in prison, then the next time, we will strangle you and chop off your neck from you head, you understand, you fucking  disgrace on humanity.’ 
 
    Both the guys left the room in a rush, as they did not want anybody to see them attacking Chris.  They had come prepared with gloves on their hands.  They took the blades with them. 
 
     Chris was in so much pain that he found it difficult to breath properly, the blood from his neck had splashed across the floor and he could feel blisters appearing on his back due to burns caused by the boiling water. He put hand on to his neck to stop the bleeding from there. He was grateful to god that he was still alive as the knife had narrowly missed the big vessels of the neck.  
 
      Chris rang the emergency throttle as he was struggling to stand on his own.  The blood was everywhere on the floor and Chris’s back was full of redness and bruises.  Chris took off his shirt and tried to pour as much cold water as possible. Before he could do that, he lost consciousness and fell  to the floor. 
 
    Chris was rushed by the prison officers to the hospital wing of the prison, where he was attended by a doctor, who put some cream on his wounds.  He examined his face, which had many cuts and superficial wounds, but there was no need for any stitching. But his neck had a deeper wound, that needed some attention.  
 
     Chris had regained consciousness, but the pain in the back was still unbearable.  The doctor gave Chris some stronger pain killers and advised him to take bed rest.  Chris was feeling a bit better, and his eyes were getting heavier.  He turned to one side to go to sleep, but Jackson was already inside the room to question Chris.  
 
    He asked, ‘Hi Chris what happened to you? Can you tell me who has done this attack on you as you must have seen the persons trying to harm you.?’ 
 
    Chris tried to lie on his back but found it difficult to do so because of the blisters on his back.  Jackson had already come to stand near Chris who replied, ‘I did not see anybody, as my back was turned towards them.  The attack happened so fast that I had no time to defend myself.’ 
 
    Jackson bent forward and said, ‘Chris, I am sure that you must have had a glimpse of them, their build, their colour, whether they were white, black or Asian? You must have seen something.’ 
 
    Chris was still finding it difficult to breath, the bleeding from his neck had stopped, he whispered ‘I do not know. I did not see them.’ 
 
    Jackson was pacing backwards and forwards in the room and felt agitated as he hit the wall with his fist. He shouted, ‘What is the matter with you all?  Why can't anyone of you tell me that who attacked you.  This is not for my benefit but for your protection.  If we do not admonish the culprits, then more people will be attacked in the future.’ 
 
    Chris said in agonising pain, ‘Sorry, I don't know.  If I knew, I would have told you by now.’ 
 
    Jackson put his hand on Chris’s shoulder and said, ‘If you change your mind then let me know.’  Jackson left the room looking apathetic and frustrated. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 29 
 
      
 
    On Monday morning, there was a meeting of the prison newspaper ‘Ville’ which was chaired by Everton and attended by other members of the editorial group, that included John, Tony, James and the new member, Julian.  Two teachers from the education department also were present there.  Everton started the meeting by setting the agenda and read out last meetings’ minutes. 
 
    James asked the first question, ‘We all are aware about recent deaths in the prison and increased numbers of attacks on inmates by certain groups.  In fact three of us have been attacked in the recent past, but nothing has been reported in our prison newspaper.’ 
 
    Everton intervened, ‘I have just realised that there has been a complaint of suppression and culpability in the prison. The problem we face is that there is no evidence found for these crimes. Moreover, the job of bringing the criminals to justice is that of the police.’ 
 
    Tony said abruptly, ‘We still can report these incidents in our paper.  Especially that of Chris and James who both were attacked with hot water, which is inhumane and a brazen attack.’ 
 
    Jenny the teacher intervened as she said, ‘we need to be careful, what we put in the paper. On the contrary, by reporting them in the newspaper, we may make inmates feel unsafe in the prison, as others might copy these kinds of attacks on others.’ 
 
    James said with calmness, ‘I found a gun in the workshop, which I handed over to the prison officer but instead of absolving me from any crime I was implicated and made vulnerable for further attacks by other prisoners.’ 
 
    Everton asked, ‘Why did you not tell the prison officials about the dangers of future   attacks on you by these unscrupulous elements or were you too afraid to report them.’ 
 
    Jenny said with thoughtful expressions, ‘Let us not talk about the politics here.  As you know that every article has to be approved by the Education Governor, who is more than happy to censor anything that is controversial and contemptible.’ 
 
    Tony who was quiet up to now made his comments.  ‘We can't acquiesce with governor on everything. Where is our freedom of speech?  If we can't express ourselves, then we might stop writing and ask the governor to take over the newspaper and write everything himself.’ 
 
    Jenny put her glasses on to show more authority and said while glaring through the gap between the frames of her glasses and her eyes, ‘Let us look first how many articles we have to approve. We need to know what prisoners want to read.’ 
 
    John who had taken no part in the discussion up to now, put his pen down to one side and said forcibly, ‘Some of the prisoners come to prison for the first time and they are completely lost.  They need some sympathy and guidance in the beginning, and we need to write regularly about their problems and the steps that they could take to tackle their legal problems.’ 
 
    Everton wanted a better control of the meeting, so he said with circumspect, ‘In short, we have to take care of everybody in the prison, the problem we have in prison is that we have mobile population and everybody comes with certain likes and dislikes, but one thing they all have in common is that they have been accused of committing a crime and they all want to exonerate themselves of their charges.  So any articles with a legal heading would be eye-catching and would be read instantaneously.’ 
 
    Jenny did not want to be left behind and said amicably, ‘Everton is right. Who wants to write about law?’ 
 
    James raised his hand and said, ‘I could write an article about law with a heading, ‘How to make most of your solicitor’. I had a bad experience with my solicitor in the past and I don’t want others to suffer the same way as I did.’ 
 
    Jenny’s eyes opened up with a smile on her face, she said, ‘James, I think that is a brilliant topic. Maybe you should write about it.  How about you Julian, do you have any topics to write in your mind?’ 
 
    Julian was startled by that question, as he shook his body, took a deep breath, and replied ceremoniously, ‘Oh yes, I could write about some medical conditions, I think.’ 
 
    Jenny asked, ‘Yes Julian, we can use your medical knowledge. You can write about depression, loneliness, heart attacks etc.’ 
 
    Julian thought for a second and then replied, ‘Ok, I can write about heart attacks, how to spot a heart attack and how to prevent it.’ 
 
    Everton passed on biscuits lying on the table to everyone and then stood in the corner of the table.  
 
     He then suggested, ‘I am glad that we have many choices of topics to write about, but we still need to write about  the recent deaths in the prison.  I was questioned about Hussain’s death.  John and Tony were questioned about Angelo and David’s death and even Julian was not spared after David’s death.’ 
 
    Jenny said, ‘Everton you seem to be ardent about these articles.  But you forget that the governor has to approve them.  I suggest that you write  and we can send it for approval to the governor and see what happens.’ 
 
    Everton replied, ‘Yes, that is a start.  I will write about that topic.  For the next issue, we are meeting this Friday and on the same day, our newsletter will be published so we can all fold all the published articles into the shape of a newspaper and then deliver them to all the wings by going around in small groups.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 30 
 
      
 
    Mike Jackson had called a meeting with all the governors and prison officers that afternoon to discuss future actions.  He  talked  about the recent killings in the prison and the inability of the police and prison officers to name a suspect.  
 
    The main governor suggested, ‘We all need to be on our guard now.  Anymore hangings of prisoners could put us all in a serious trouble.  The government might suspend some of us and even close the prison.  The prisoners outside are reluctant to come here, as they fear for their lives.  The ones who are here want to move to different prisons. I expect all of you to be on your guard all the time. when prison officers lock the prisoners up, I want them to stay on the landings and not disappear into their rooms for tea or coffee.   I like you to concentrate more at the entrance of the shower rooms, as where most of the deaths have taken place.’ 
 
    Some officers started to laugh, and Jackson saw the humour behind that, so he stood up and said, ‘What the governor means is that you keep your eyes on that area to see who comes and goes inside the shower room.’ 
 
    The governor grinned and continued, ‘You also need to keep any eye on the Greens and try to identify if there is any animosity between different groups.  I am arranging for some spies to operate in different wings of the prison and this information should stay with you only.’ 
 
    Jackson again stood up and said, ‘You will not know about these spies, but they will be reporting back to me on a daily basis and for you they would be like any other prisoners.  Moreover, they will also be looking for any officers who may have played any role in these killings.’ 
 
    The same evening Julian was lying in the bed and Nicki was sitting on a chair, reading the newspaper article about overcrowding of the prisons in the UK.  Nicki looked at Julian, who was watching television that was also covering the same news.  Nicki left the paper on the table to lie down with Julian in the lower bed as she wanted to hold him tight.  She did not feel any electric current in his body anymore and that was a relief for her. 
 
     Julian said sarcastically, ‘I thought that you did not want to come to me anymore, as if a devil had gone inside my body.’ 
 
    Nicki laughed, ‘Even if you were possessed by a devil, I would still be by your side. I will never leave you.’ 
 
    Julian smiled and whispered after putting his arms around her neck.  ‘I don't expect you to be disingenuous to me, but I wonder sometimes that you may be drawn to the arts teacher Mike.’ 
 
    Nicki kissed him on his face, ‘Mike is not too bad.  He has shown more interest in me these days, but thanks god, he does not come near to me.  I am doing a project about portraits and that has kept me busy for the last few weeks.’ 
 
    Julian sat down in the bed and took a deep breath with his outstretched hands.  
 
    He said, ‘I remember that I am not going to the arts class today but instead to the gym to keep myself fit.  Would you be ok to go to the arts class on your own’ 
 
    Nicki looked into Julian’s eyes and said, ‘Oh yes darling, I will be fine.  Maybe, I can flirt with Mike a bit more and plan my escape from prison through him.’ 
 
    ‘Whatever you do, do not talk, remember that you are still a dumb.’ 
 
    Julian was enjoying his workout in the gym area. The sweat was dripping from his body continuously and he was in a desperate need for a shower. 
 
      Suddenly, the gym door opened, and a prison officer rushed inside the gym to speak to the gym instructor. He shouted, ‘I need to speak to Julian.  We have an emergency in workshop five, where a prisoner has fallen to the floor and is not responding.  We tried to call for a doctor, but he is not in the prison, so we need somebody quickly.  I was told that Julian is a doctor and maybe he can help us.’ 
 
    Julian was listening to the conversation and he came forward with a towel on his shoulder.  The prison officer held Julian’s arms and pleaded, ‘Please come with me. We need you, there is an emergency in one of the workshops.’ 
 
     Within minutes, Julian found himself in workshop five, which was only the next door.  When Julian reached there, he saw a prisoner lying on the floor with eyes closed and his breathing laboured.  
 
     First thing Julian did was to shout, ‘Everybody move away, let us have some fresh air.’ 
 
    The prisoners left the area so that Julian was able to assess the condition of the prisoner.  Julian felt his pulse, which was full and pulsating, his breathing was shallow.  
 
    Julian shook the prisoner’s head and within seconds, he opened his eyes and asked, ‘What happened? Why am I lying on the floor?’ 
 
    Julian replied, ‘You must have fainted.  How are you feeling now?’ 
 
    ‘Still feel weak but otherwise I feel good.’ replied the prisoner. 
 
    ‘Let me get you a glass of water.’ Julian looked at one of the prison officers standing there. 
 
    Julian handed over the glass of water to the prisoner, who felt refreshed and sat down to drink the water.  Julian assisted him in standing up and asked him to sit on a nearby chair, but the prisoner did not want to sit down, but kept on walking in the area in small circles. 
 
    Robin was also assisting Julian in helping the fainted prisoner.  The Greens had developed a respect for Julian for his medical background and also for his efforts to revive David a few weeks ago.  
 
    Robin then announced, ‘I am feeling tired.  I am going to have a shower now.  If anybody needs me, you can get me from there.’ 
 
    The shower room was a long walk from the site of the incident.  Everybody saw Robin pick up his bag and walk slowly to the shower room. 
 
    The prison officers asked Julian. ‘Do you want to go back to the gym or back to your room in the prison?’ 
 
    Julian replied, ‘I had just about finished my gym and was going to take my shower there.’ 
 
    The officer replied, ‘You have been very helpful to us, so you can take shower here if you like.’ 
 
    Julian ambled slowly to the shower room, as the prisoner was feeling better now and walking unaided.  All the prisoners had gone back to their work place, where they were using their sewing machines for repairing and making various types of clothes. The prison officers had gone back to the office to have their tea break.  The noise of the sewing machines was getting louder and louder and everything seemed to be getting back to normal.  Looking outside the windows, the sky was grim and dark, and the rain was pouring like cats and dogs.  The roaring thunder was sending shivers of fear through the spines of many present in the workshop, especially when lightening was prolonged and glaring but that did not stop the prisoners from finishing their work. 
 
    Suddenly everybody heard the shouting from the shower room as Julian came running to the workshop and started shouting, ‘Help, help, Robin is lying on the floor and he is not breathing.’ 
 
    The two prison officers rushed to the scene immediately, where they saw Robin lying there with his tongue protruding out of his mouth and his eyes wide open.  There was a rope around his neck, made of bed sheets.  
 
     Julian removed the rope around his neck and started to press hard on Robin’s chest to give him resuscitation that was followed by breathing into Robin’s lungs.  Two other prisoners rushed to the scene to offer help.  Besides them, there were two other prisoners in the adjoining shower room, who also came to Julian’s assistance.  Despite their best efforts, Robin could not be revived. 
 
    Julian said, ‘I am sorry that I could not save him.’ 
 
    Everybody was so shell shocked that they did not say a single word.  Robin’s body was covered with a white coloured bed sheet and both the ambulance and police were informed.  
 
    Mike Jackson also managed to reach there within five minutes.  He stood there motionless, with his hands folded in front of him with his eyes focussed to the dead body. He moved his head from side to side and took deep breath at regular intervals, and wiped drops of perspiration from his forehead as he could not believe his eyes that another prisoner had lost his life. 
 
    Jackson was surprised to see Julian there, he asked, ‘Doctor, what are you doing here?’ 
 
    Julian looked nervous as he ambled towards him to reply, ‘I was called in this workshop by a prison officer from the gym, as another prisoner had fainted earlier here.’ 
 
    Jackson asked, while holding his mobile phone in his hand, ‘Was anybody near Robin when he died?’ 
 
    Nobody seemed to reply. The prison officer present there said, ‘There are four shower cubicles in this workshop.  Robin was in one of them and for others, I am not sure as I did not check them, but I saw Julian going there for a shower after I suggested to him to go there. Robin had already gone to take his shower five minutes earlier.’ 
 
    Jackson pressed his head with his hand and said, ‘I am confused.  All I wanted to know was that if anybody else was present in the shower area besides Robin?’ 
 
    The prison officer looked at group of prisoners standing in one corner of the hall and whispered ‘No, I don't think so but  if somebody else had a quick shower there.’ 
 
    Jackson turned to Julian to ask him, ‘I can't believe that you were the only person anywhere near to Robin at the time of his death.  Did you see anybody else in that area?’ 
 
    Julian could also feel drops of sweat on his forehead and whispered, ‘No sir, I did not see anybody else.  When I came to the shower area, I saw Robin hanging from the ceiling.  I immediately removed the rope around his neck and laid him on the floor.’ 
 
    ‘Was he breathing or still alive when you saw him first?’ asked Jackson 
 
    ‘I think that he was already dead.’ Julian looked at his both hands who had examined  more dead people in the recent past, than he had done in his GP’s surgery in the last ten years. 
 
    ‘Did you see anybody else running away from the shower area?’ Jackson was getting frustrated at the lack of progress made in solving these murders and he felt that his questions were not very helpful anymore. 
 
    Julian looked at the prison officer, standing by Jackson and said, ‘I was so busy in reviving Robin that I did not notice anything else.’ 
 
    Jackson seemed puzzled like anybody else and said, ‘This is unbelievable that another prisoner has died in a broad daylight.  How was Robin feeling just before he died?’ 
 
    The prison officer stepped forward and said, ‘He was in a good mood and in fact, he tried to help us by reviving the other prisoner who had fainted earlier.  He was the one who suggested that we should call Julian for help.  Robin did not look like the type who would take his own life.’ 
 
    Jackson did not seem impressed by that statement and said, ‘All the Greens looked happy before they died. I can't understand that why they would take their own lives in a broad daylight.  They can easily do that in their own cells.  They all have died in the shower rooms.’   
 
    Jackson looked around to check if he recognised any of the prisoners, but they were all new faces except for that of John and Tony, who still were sitting in their chairs, busy doing the repair work on a sewing machine. 
 
    Jackson walked across to them and asked John, ‘Hello John, last time, I saw you   soon after David’s death and you were seen coming out of the shower room, where were you today at the time of Robin’s death?’ 
 
    John replied, ‘Gov, I can't tell you the exact time but I had to go to the toilet.’ 
 
    Jackson’s eyes sparkled, as he muttered, ‘I see, that sounds very interesting. If I am right to say that it was near about the time when Robin died?’ 
 
    John got up from his seat to stand next to Jackson to say, ‘As I said before, I don't know what time Robin died, as I don't have a watch, but I heard lots of shouting and noise in the shower room, after I had come out of the toilet.’ 
 
    Jackson was fully confident that John was the man, who had killed Robin, as he was seen each time, soon after the death of all the Greens. 
 
    Jackson then turned towards Tony to ask him, ‘Where were you Tony, when Robin died.  Were you with John in the toilet as well?’ 
 
    Tony seemed startled by this direct accusation and replied nearly at the top of his voice, ‘No Gov, I am not a gay and I don't follow John wherever he goes.  I was right here all this time stitching these bloody trousers.’ 
 
    Jackson still was not satisfied with the answer and asked him again, ‘Tony, After Robin’s death, everybody rushed to the shower room to see what was happening there, but you two did not move at all.  That’s a bit strange, is it not, Tony.’ 
 
    Tony took a deep breath and put his back to the chair.  ‘What do you want me to say, Mr Jackson.  I just wanted to stay away from all the troubled spots; otherwise you may implicate me for these killings, instead of finding out  the real  murderer.’ 
 
    ‘No, the reason you did not go there is because that you already knew that Robin was dead, as you both killed him to take revenge and now the fourth Green must be the next target by you. Tell me that when are you going to do it.’ 
 
    John was shaking and said, ‘How can you make a statement like this, Mr Jackson. We have got nothing to do with Robin’s death.  He probably hanged himself.’ 
 
    Jackson seemed unmoved and moved few inches nearer to them to ask, ‘How can you say that Robin hanged himself.  He was in a perfect health and in a happy mood just before his death.’ 
 
    John replied still with a frown on his forehead, ‘I don't know that how should one behave before committing a suicide.  I am not a doctor, but one thing that I know for certain, is that I did not kill Robin.  Moreover, he was twice my size and even two people would not be enough to hold him in one place.’ 
 
    Jackson looked puzzled and thought for a minute and said, ‘I see your point. Look, I need to wait for the forensic team, including blood reports of Robin.  David was found to have increased potassium levels in his blood.  It will be interesting to know what changes can be found in Robin’s blood.’ 
 
    Medical staff tried to resuscitate Robin but were unsuccessful as they had already declared him dead.   
 
    Jackson was impressed by the speed in which the forensic team had also arrived on the scene.   
 
    DC Lewis was there with his own team of detectives and took control of the situation.  The blue and white tapes had surrounded the crime scene, and nobody was allowed to leave, until everybody was interviewed by DC Lewis and Mr Jackson.  The sky was overcast, and thunder and lightning were becoming more frequent and louder. 
 
    DC Lewis was keen not to make the mistake of last time when his investigation of David’s death, produced   no results.  He felt that suicide should not be ruled out and still be considered  number one reason for Robin’s death.   
 
    The other dilemma was that why should all the Greens be committing suicide one by one and then leaving no clues behind.  They did not show any signs of depression or isolation so why then they were committing suicides.  Maybe, they signed a pact with each other to commit suicide one by one. If that was the case, they would have done a mass suicide at the same time, but Dc Lewis felt that he had no answers. 
 
    DC Lewis asked questions to all the persons present there to rule out their involvement in Robin’s death.  DC Lewis recognised Julian from the last meeting, when he saw him soon after David’s death.  Julian stood up in the corner of the room, still looking nervous and shaken by the whole ordeal.  DC Lewis asked, ‘Julian, it is amazing that you are present here again after the similar incident that happened only few weeks ago.’ 
 
    Julian did not like the suspicious looks in Lewis’s eyes and replied assertively, ‘I did not come here by my own choice.  I was requested to help somebody after  fainting earlier  in the workshop.’ 
 
    ‘I see.’ said Lewis. ‘And when you do come here, Robin loses his life only few minutes later. I was told that you had gone to the shower room just before Robin died.’ 
 
    Julian ruffled his wet hair with his fingers and said, ‘That is right, the prison officer asked me to have a shower here, instead of going back to the gym.’ 
 
    Lewis had a cigarette in his hand but could not light it because of smoking restrictions. ‘So tell me Doctor, how did you do it?  Did you inject Robin with some drugs, or did you put some poison in Robin’s drinks’ 
 
    Julian covered his face with his hands and whispered ‘DC Lewis, I live in a prison where I do not have access to any drugs or any poison.  I do not have any syringes with me, so how do you expect me to do this act?’ 
 
    Lewis rotated the cigarette in his hands to ask, ‘Doctor, you can easily smuggle these items inside here or get some other prisoners to that heinous act for you.’ 
 
    Julian cleared away the drops of water from his face and said, ‘Listen officer, I have no reason to kill any of the Greens.  They have not harmed me.  Moreover, I am busy in preparing for my trial and hope to get out of this prison as soon as possible.’ 
 
    Lewis was preparing to corner Julian and get some admission from him. He laughed as he looked at Julian whose eyes were focussed to the floor, instead of looking at him. ‘Doctor, you are in the prison because you killed your wife in your surgery, so it is easy for you to kill somebody else second time, third time and even fourth time.’ 
 
    Julian had lost his temper by now and was fuming at DC Lewis with penetrating eyes. 
 
     He shouted, ‘DC Lewis, you are not a judge of a court but simply a police officer.  I have not been found guilty yet of murder by a jury and I am only under suspicion and there is no evidence against me and that makes me not guilty until it is proven by the court.  Moreover, Mr Lewis, you are also a witness for the court like I am.’ 
 
    Jackson realised that the situation was getting out of control and tried to diffuse it by saying, ‘Julian, DC Lewis is only raising his suspicions and every single person in this building is also a suspect, so that is why DC Lewis has asked similar questions to the other prisoners as well.’ 
 
    Julian counteracted, ‘Look both of you officers, with due respect, Robin was a big man and a single person couldn't lift him and hang him with a rope.’  Lewis and Jackson were both looking at the floor thus avoiding Julian’s glance, who carried on by looking at both the officers and continued to say, ‘Just look at those pipes from where he was hanged, they have almost bent into two by the sheer weight of Robin.  If you think that somebody killed Robin first and then hanged him afterwards, then the forensic team will confirm that there are other causes of death.’ 
 
    Jackson looked at Julian admirably as his speech was no less than that of a barrister.  Jackson said, ‘Julian, I do take your point seriously and I know that we need to wait for the forensic reports and the possible other causes associated with that. DC Lewis, shall we ask questions from the next person now’ 
 
    DC Lewis looked at Jackson and nodded willingly. ‘Yes, we need to move on.  I needed to ask some of these questions to clarify few points.  I think that we must go back to the shower room to look at the damage caused to the pipes.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think that we will interfere with the work of the forensic team by this?’ Jackson asked curiously. 
 
    ‘No Mr Jackson, we will not touch anything, but just want to look at few things there.’ 
 
    DC Lewis then turned towards Julian and said, ‘Look outside, it is flooded with water as the rain is so heavy. I don't like too much thunderstorms and lightening.’   
 
    Lewis then turned towards Julian to shake his hand and the moment Lewis touched his hand, he felt a huge surge of electricity going through his body and he could see sparks flying on the wooden table lying under their hands and within seconds the table cracked in the middle. Lewis fell backwards but was held by Jackson before they both fell down to the floor. 
 
    Everybody rushed towards the table, but Jackson shouted, ‘Everybody stay back, we have been struck by the lightning.  ‘Lewis how are you feeling now?’ 
 
    Lewis was standing in a corner still shocked and shaken  by the incident. He opened his closed fingers many times as he felt a sense of numbness and burning in his hands.  He said, ‘What was that?  I thought that I was going to be electrocuted.  Did you feel the same way, Julian?’ 
 
    Jackson noticed that Julian did not move at all from his place and looked still and very calm and serene.  After being questioned by Jackson, he shook his hand with him and pretended that he was also feeling the pain in his hands.  He replied, ‘Yes, I felt something in my hands, but it happened so fast, I did not even know that the lightning has struck us. Officer, we both are lucky to be alive.’ 
 
    Jackson looked at Lewis’s hands and whispered, ‘Dc Lewis, do you think that you need to go to casualty to check for any internal damage to your body?’ 
 
    Lewis felt that he had recovered completely, he replied, ‘No, I am fine now. I better finish checking the shower room before I go back. Mr Jackson, come on let us go before we face another disaster today in the workshop.’ 
 
    Jackson then shouted at the prisoners, ‘Come on everybody, you can go back to your rooms now, we will ask you more questions on another day.’ 
 
    Jackson and Lewis both went back to the shower room, where the forensic team were still doing their investigations there. The area had separate changing areas for the   four shower cubicles but the pipe of only one of them was bent. 
 
     Lewis asked the forensic scientist, ‘I know that you are in the middle of your investigations, but can I ask you a question?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, you can.’ replied the forensic scientist. 
 
    Dc Lewis asked, ‘Can these pipes carry the weight of Robin, I mean that he must be at least one hundred kilograms in weight.’ 
 
    The scientist replied as he was busy packing the stuff in his bag, ‘It is very difficult to say, but anything is possible.  That is what I have learnt after handling hundreds of cases over many years.’ 
 
    Lewis looked at Jackson, ‘What do you think, Mr Jackson?’ 
 
    Jackson’s right hand was covering one side of his face, he muttered, ‘I was thinking the same.  We have three deaths, they all are connected with shower rooms and in each case, the victim was very heavy and strong.  We need to send these pipes for some tests to see if they have enough strength to sustain the weight of these victims.’ 
 
    Lewis was looking at the nails that had come out of the wall and then looked at his right hand and said, ‘I am still recovering from the shock of that electric current that I got after touching Julian’s hand.  I am lucky that I did not die, as very few people survive from lightning.  The weather is awful today, we must not stay here for too long.’ 
 
    Jackson looked at Lewis’s hand and commented, ‘I can't see any signs of burning in your hand, despite the fact that the wooden table cracked.’ 
 
    Lewis looked at Jackson with amazement, ‘Are you thinking the same as I am?’ 
 
    ‘Probably.  What are you thinking?’ asked Jackson. 
 
    DC Lewis looked at the sky through the window and whispered in Jackson’s ears ‘There is something very fishy about Julian.  He has been found on the site of  murders each time and, but we found  no signs of any DNA or fingerprints on the site.’ 
 
    Jackson said, ‘Your hands did not burn when you touched Julian’s hands, but despite that, the table cracked.  Now think about the priest in the chapel, when he touched Julian’s forehead with his hands, he collapsed to the floor, without showing any signs of medical illness.  He was taken to hospital and where they fully examined and tested him. The doctors commented that he could have collapsed because of exhaustion and then discharged him from the hospital without any follow up.’ 
 
    Lewis seemed a bit taken aback. He moved nearer to Jackson to mutter, ‘You did not mention that before.  Oh My God, there is some connection between Julian and these people who have died. I think that he probably possesses some supernatural powers.’ 
 
    Jackson nodded, after shrugging his shoulders. ‘I never believed in supernatural incidents in the past, but now I have started to think differently. It explains now. We could spend months in looking for forensic evidence but may not find anything.’ 
 
    Lewis walked away from the window, as there were more thunderstorms and lightening outside and said, ‘I best stay away from the window, and now I am scared of lightening as well. ‘ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mr Jackson, coming back to Julian, I am still not sure that if he can kill all these people.  All three guys were bigger and much heavier than Julian.  There is no way we can prove in the court that Julian hanged these guys on his own.  Both judge and jury will laugh at us and may even drop the case.  Moreover, jury will not believe about supernatural phenomena without any evidence.  We need to keep a close eye on Julian to check all his movements and even take his photographs secretly.  We need to check all his telephone conversations.  He must have family and friends outside.’ 
 
    ‘But I cannot understand his motive behind these murders. Yes, Julian was supposed to have a girlfriend, but after the murder of Julian’s wife, she has disappeared from the scene.  I want to do another test.  I am going to shake hands with him now and then want to see if I feel the electric current or even fall down to the ground.’ said Jackson. 
 
    Julian had already left the workshop in a hurry, as he himself was worried about the incident.  Julian kept thinking about the lightening and how the table had cracked and then the way DC Lewis fell to the floor after touching his hands.  Julian looked at his hands again, but there were no signs of any burning.  Before he could leave the workshop, the prison officers started to do Julian’s security check up by searching his jacket and trousers, but nothing was found.  The officer had plastic gloves on to prevent from getting any infection from the prisoners.  
 
     The second officer then used his metal detector to check for other items that a prisoner could steal from the workshop.  The detector could not find anything but when it approached Julian’s hands, suddenly the bleep sound of the detector became very loud and in the next minute, white smoke came from it and then it fell to the floor.  The officer felt a certain amount of electric current going through his body.  The second officer asked the first officer, ‘Are you all right?’ 
 
    He replied while looking at the detector on the floor, ‘Yes, I am fine. I felt a bit of shock in my hands, as if a lightening current has passed through my body.’ 
 
    The other officer picked up the detector from the floor and said, ‘Maybe, we should keep the detector away from the lightening as this is the second time, we have been affected by that today.’  He picked up the detector from the floor and tried to use it again on Julian but this time, there was no bleep. 
 
    The officer looked at the detector again and gave it a few jerks and tried to use it again, but still there was no response. He said, ‘Let us do manual searches of the prisoners, there are only two more left after Julian, but I will have to search you again Julian with my hands.’ 
 
    Both of the prison officers checked Julian’s pockets again but could not find anything. 
 
    ‘OK Julian, you can go now.  Anyway thanks for coming to see one of our prisoners.’  Julian walked past them without saying a word. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 31 
 
      
 
    Jackson and Lewis were still in the shower room making last minute inspections, but nothing new was detected.  The forensic team had been packing their last few bits of finger printing.  
 
     Lewis had few more questions to ask them, ‘Did you find any finger prints on the pipes, where Robin was found hanging?’ 
 
    The forensic scientist replied, ‘No, I could not find any finger prints there, but that could be due to use of gloves or somebody could have put a rope around the pipe without touching it.’ 
 
    ‘What about foot marks or shoe prints on the floor?’ asked Lewis curiously. 
 
    ‘In the shower room area, there are many foot marks, as many people come and go all the time.  Moreover, this is a wet area and any marks are washed away by water. Anyway, I have few finger prints, but as I said earlier, I can’t make any comments until we get all the results back.  I must leave now.’  He extended his hand to shake up with both Lewis and Jackson and then he left. 
 
    Jackson then said, ‘We were supposed to shake hands with Julian to see if we get the same reaction as before. Let us do that, before he goes back to his room.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, let us go and find him.’ 
 
    They found no prisoners in the workshop except for two prison officers and Jackson asked them, ‘Where is Julian?’ 
 
    ‘He has gone back to his room, but why do you still need him’ asked the officer?’ 
 
    ‘We want to check if we can feel any electric current after we touch him.  Did you touch him during your security check up?’ 
 
    The second officer said, while scratching his hand, ‘I did not touch his hands directly as I had gloves on but something very strange happened, the metal detector made a big buzzing noise and then it fell out of my hands to the floor and afterwards it stopped working, which has not happened before, Mr Jackson’ 
 
    ‘Did anything happen to Julian?’ asked Dc Lewis. 
 
    ‘No, he was normal like before.  I thought that lightning had struck at us again and the detector fell to the floor. I think that is what made it functionless.’ 
 
    Lewis seemed excited as he rubbed his hands and said, ‘There is something funny here.  Where is Julian? We must talk to him now.’ 
 
    The officer replied, ‘I have seen him going back to his room.  What are you looking for? As far as I know, Julian is a nice person, who stays away from any trouble and fights.’ 
 
    Jackson got a bit annoyed by the officer’s positive comments about Julian and replied , ‘Julian may look like a nice person from outside, but he may have a devil inside him, and according to my opinion that turns him into a killer.’ 
 
    Lewis observed that the situation was getting out of hand so stepped forward to diffuse it, ‘Look officer, we only have suspicion about Julian, all we are doing is to eliminate him from our enquiries.  Anyway, Mr Jackson let us go and find him.’ 
 
    Jackson went to Julian’s landing and opened the door of his cell. He only found Nicki there lying in the bed. 
 
     DC Lewis asked her, ‘Where is Julian?  We just need to have a word with him.’ 
 
    Nicki stayed in her bed and used the sign language to say that he had gone to the shower room. Lewis did not understand, so he started to shout. ‘Can you not tell us where he is?’ 
 
    Jackson intervened, ‘Nick can’t speak, as he is a dumb.’ 
 
    Let us go to the shower room to speak to Julian. 
 
    Nicki asked them with her hands, ‘What is the matter?’ 
 
    Before Jackson could reply, they had left the room. 
 
    Jackson opened the shower door to go inside, where Julian was under the shower and another prisoner was drying his wet body with a towel.  
 
    Jackson walked towards Julian and said, ‘Julian we need to have a quick word with you.’ 
 
    Julian was annoyed by Jackson and shouted back, ‘How dare you come to the shower room like this.  You are infringing my privacy.  You can’t let me even take my shower in peace.  I do not want to talk to you now.’ 
 
    Jackson was not prepared for this attack, and said, ‘I am sorry that you feel like this, we just wanted to ask you a few questions.’ 
 
    Julian still had shampoo on his head as he came out of the shower and shouted, ‘You have already asked me enough questions today.  I have a legal right to say “No comments” if you want to ask me more questions, then I need the presence of my solicitor.’ 
 
    Jackson never saw so much anger in Julian’s eyes before.  He just looked at DC Lewis, who had already started to leave the room, as he realised the gravity of the situation.  Julian finished his shower and came to the changing room, where Jackson was still waiting.  
 
     Julian said abruptly, ‘What right do you have to come to the shower room like this.  Moreover, a police officer can’t come inside here, as the place for interview or questioning prisoners is in the police station.’ 
 
    Jackson stepped back and said, ‘I am sorry that you feel like this.’ 
 
    Julian rubbed his wet hair with a towel and said, ‘Yes, you should feel sorry because I can take action against you for sexual offences, as you have been peeping at me, while I was taking my shower.’ 
 
    ‘No, I did not mean that.  Ok, I am going now.’  Jackson extended his hand to shake with Julian, but Julian at that very minute dropped his towel from the waist to the floor and got ready to put on his underwear.    Jackson had no choice but to leave the room hurriedly. 
 
    Lewis was still waiting outside who asked Jackson, ‘Any luck with shaking of hands with Julian Dashwood?’ 
 
    Jackson looked dejected as he said, ‘No, Julian was very clever in avoiding shaking hands with me.  Maybe, he knows what we are trying to do.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, he must know that now, we must keep a close eye on him.’ 
 
    Julian looked outside his shower room and was happy to walk to his room as he found that Jackson and Lewis had left the area.  
 
     Nicki was still in her bed but turned her head to the door as she heard Julian slamming the door. ‘Julian, the prison officers were looking for you.  What have you done this time?’ 
 
    Julian put his wet towel on the chair and replied, ‘Another prisoner took his life today and by coincidence, I happened to be present in the workshop at the time of his death.’ 
 
    Julian narrated the whole story to Nicki about the whole incident of that afternoon. 
 
    Nicki got up from her bed to ask, ‘Julian, even I wonder why that is the case?’ 
 
    Julian looked at his hands and asked, ‘Nicki do you find anything different in my hands?’ 
 
    ‘No, they look fine and same as before,’ Nicki said that after touching Julian’s hands. 
 
    Julian stretched his hands forward to look at them and whispered, ‘When DC Lewis shook hands with me today, I felt electric current going through my body and Lewis fell back and the strange thing is that the table showed a crack, but my hands did not suffer any damage. Everybody thought that we were struck by a lightning.’ 
 
    ‘Julian, even I feel sometimes that your hands have high voltage of electric currents.  I wonder whether you charge yourself from some electrical appliances.’ Nicki started to laugh. 
 
    ‘It is not funny Nicki, how do you explain the metal detector, even that reacted to my touch.’ 
 
    ‘Julian, there is something wrong somewhere.  Remember you touched the dead person today and maybe something happened to your body after that.’ 
 
    Julian sat down on the chair but was still looking at the ceiling.  ‘I have touched many dead bodies in the past, but nothing has happened to me.  I am scared that something is wrong somewhere. I do not know where. Let me touch you and see what happens.’ 
 
    Julian touched Nicki’s hands and asked her, ‘Do you feel anything, Nicki?’ 
 
    ‘No, not this time but I felt something last time after the priest had collapsed after shaking hands with you.’ said Nicki with a frown on her forehead. 
 
    Julian sat down on the chair, took a deep breath, and rested his both hands on arms support, ‘So there is no fixed pattern in electric current in my body as it only happens with certain group of people on certain occasions.’ 
 
    ‘May be Julian, you should go for some medical tests or even blood test to see if there is any change in your body’s salt levels. I am not a doctor, but I am sure that you know what to do.’ 
 
    Julian stood up to switch on the television and said, ‘Yes, I need to have some tests done.  Maybe, I should also have an ECG done to check if my heart is fine as well.  I will see the doctor tomorrow.’ 
 
    Nicki got up from her bed to touch Julian’s forehead.  ‘You feel a bit hot today.  Maybe you have got a temperature. You must take some medicines.’ 
 
    ‘Nicki you seem to have become a doctor as well.’ Julian laughed. 
 
    ‘The doctor also needs help from others. If you go to see the nurse today, she will give you some paracetamol.’ 
 
    Julian put on BBC 1 and said with a toothy grin, ‘OK Madam, I will just do that this evening.  Anything else?’ 
 
    ‘Nicki laughed, ‘No, that one order is enough for one day.’ 
 
    Julian decided to go to the nurse immediately as he felt hot himself.  When he reached the outside of the nurse’s room, there were about ten people standing in front of him.   
 
    As a GP Julian always had patients waiting for him in the queue and now, he had to wait for a nurse just to get a simple paracetamol tablet from her. 
 
     In prison, it was a controlled drug, as there was a risk that prisoners will store these tablets and one day may ingest large quantities to harm themselves.  
 
     Julian could tell by looking at the patients, that very few needed any medicines.  Some just wanted to come out of their rooms for a while and others wanted a chat with their friends in the queue.  What surprised Julian was that to book a doctor’s appointment, the prisoners had to fill out a form and then stand in the queue to hand over it to the nurse on Wednesdays and Sundays.  Why could they not have a box outside the nurse’s room, where one could post the forms anytime they liked.   
 
    Even to get repeat medicines, the prisoners had to stand in a queue and very often they had to get their medicines in smaller quantities to prevent the misuse of drugs by some prisoners.  Consequently, some of those prisoners had to suffer, as they became more ill by standing in the queue than by the actual disease itself.  
 
    Julian realized that to get a doctor’s appointment was always a struggle as they had to wait for two to three weeks before they saw a doctor, but by that time either the illness got better or prisoners were moved to another prison.  The nurses were supposed to inform the prisoners about their appointments by sending a slip through the door of their cells a day earlier, but more often than not, the prisoners did not receive any notification of their appointments and hence missed them many times.  Many prisoners complained that they had received an optician appointment when they had indeed requested for a dentist appointment 
 
    The nurses worked very hard although many prisoners did not like them, especially if they refused to give prisoners whatever they asked for.  The biggest demand the prisoners made was to install a box outside the nurse’s room, where they could put their forms, letters and repeat medication slips, but nobody in top management was ready to make any changes.  
 
     The nurses were happy with the present situation as that made them look busy in the eyes of both the management and the prisoners. 
 
    Julian was standing there for ten minutes and still had not moved forward in the queue, some big guys had walked to the front of the queue and nobody dared to question them.  One of them was the only surviving Greens, Greg.  He looked very anxious and melancholic especially after the death of Robin.  For some reason, he had changed a lot and became a  placid and mellow figure.  The prisoners sympathized with him after the loss of his three friends, and he was asked many times about his health by his friends.  He had gone to see the nurse that day to get some anti-depressant tablets, but he did not like to come there every day to get his medicine. 
 
    Greg asked the nurse, ‘Why do you want me to come here every day?  You can simply give me these medicines for the whole week.’ 
 
    The nurse was still looking at the treatment card. She replied while looking through the rim of her glasses.  ‘We are instructed to give them daily for your own safety. The prisoners have taken overdoses with them in the past in order to kill themselves.’ 
 
    Greg looked at the nurse with increased wrinkles on his forehead ‘Nurse, when we are outside, the GP gives us a month’s supply, but nobody takes them in one go.’ 
 
    Nurse raised her voice and said, ‘Look Greg, these are not my decisions.  You need to speak to the governor or the doctor regarding this. I am busy now and need to see the next patient.’ 
 
    As Julian was busy listening to the argument between the nurse and Greg, he felt somebody’s hand on his shoulder. When he turned back, he saw smiling face of Mr Jackson standing there.  
 
     He said, ‘Hello Julian, sorry that I intervened with your privacy earlier. I have come here to apologise for that’ and he extended his hand out to shake with Julian. 
 
    Julian had no hesitation in accepting his handshake.  Jackson was expecting some kind of electric shock but was pleasantly surprised that nothing happened. 
 
    Jackson withdrew his hand and walked away.  Julian grinned as he knew the real reason for Jackson’s kind gesture. 
 
    Julian quickly took his liquid paracetamol in a plastic cup and started to walk back to his room. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 32 
 
      
 
    Julian was on call second time as a listener that night. In his last shift, he was called only once by a depressed prisoner.   
 
    None of his colleagues knew that he was a doctor and Julian felt on a number of occasions that he was probably over qualified for the job.  As the name suggested, a listener had to talk to the prisoners about their problems, when they were felling low or depressed for a variety of reasons.  The prisoners were not given any advice, but they were encouraged to talk or express their concerns about themselves.  The majority of them felt better after a session with a listener.  
 
    Some of the prisoners showed increased suicidal tendencies, but listeners were not allowed to even suggest to them that they needed to see a doctor. They had to make their own decisions. 
 
    Everything was kept confidential by the listeners, so the prisoners felt happy talking to them with confidence.  Some prisoners contacted the listeners so that they could come out of their cells whereas others just wanted a cigarette from the listeners.  Some even tried to pass drugs via the listeners, but that was discouraged by the prison staff.  
 
     If any listener was found to be misbehaving, then they were disciplined and punished by prison officials.  Julian had enjoyed a good reputation in the prison, as he neither took any drugs nor did he smoke, so he had more freedom of movements in prison as compared to other prisoners. 
 
      
 
    Julian was talking to Nicki that it was quiet that evening, as he had not been called  by anybody for a session.  At that precise moment, he heard a knock on the door and followed by unlocking of his door.  
 
     An officer came inside and asked, ‘Julian are you the listener on call tonight?’ 
 
      
 
    ‘Yes, I am.’ replied Julian while still lying in his bed. 
 
      
 
    The officer stepped inside the cell and whispered, ‘We have many requests to see a listener tonight.  I just wonder what the reason for that could be.’ 
 
      
 
    Julian shrugged his shoulders and said, ‘I do not know, officer. I have not seen them yet’ 
 
      
 
    The officer took Julian to the shower room and for a second Julian got worried that the prison officials might hang him there like the Greens. 
 
      
 
    The shower room was dark and there was a bad odour caused by dirty and wet clothes left by the prisoners after their shower earlier in the evening. The windows were closed, and the floor was slippery. 
 
      
 
    Julian felt that he should not go there but the officer sensed Julian’s reluctance to go inside the shower room. 
 
     He said, ‘Do not worry Julian, we do some routine checks on the listeners from time to time to see if they are supplying any drugs to the other inmates.’ 
 
      
 
    The officer checked Julian’s pockets and searched other parts of his body but found nothing.  All the gates were open between the wings in the evenings, unlike during day time when they were closed to monitor prisoners’’ movements.   
 
    The whole prison was quiet that evening, as all of them were locked inside their rooms, where majority of them were busy in watching television.  Julian felt that televisions were the biggest source of entertainment in a prison as without them, the prisoners will go mad and probably would bang their heads against the walls and doors or harm other prisoners. 
 
    Julian went to ‘A’ wing where they had a special room for listeners.  Listeners were advised not to listen in their rooms in case the prisoners tried to attack a listener.   In the past, a listener’s arm was broken, when a prisoner became aggressive after demanding drugs from him. 
 
    Julian walked past an enclosed area in one side of the wing, where gallows was used to hang more than one hundred prisoners in the past.   Looking at that site from outside the gate, made Julian perspire with fear and anxiety.  He felt as if a noose was tightening around his neck and he was dragged to the gallows by some unknown and unseen strong hands.  Julian’s breathing became quicker and his heart faster.  Julian just could not tolerate that feeling anymore and he started to walk faster than the prison officer. 
 
    Looking from the outside the gate, the gallows were not easily recognized as the entry there was only through one door, that was situated in the middle of the corridor and it blended with the rest of the rooms; it gave an impression that it was one of the cells. 
 
     In the past, three floors were used to make the gallows operational as the hangman had to adjust the drop according to the weight of the prisoner.  The last hanging there took place more than fifty years ago, but one could still feel a horrific sense of fear and silence surrounding that area.  The majority of prisoners did not even know about the existence of gallows in the middle of their rooms. 
 
    For some reason Julian could not understand that despite his attempt to walk faster, his steps were getting harder to take as he felt a sense of numbness in his legs. 
 
     Julian sensed that there was a white shadow standing behind the door with an extended arm and calling Julian to come to him. 
 
    Suddenly one of the prison officers said, ‘Julian, what is the matter? Why are you slowing down?’ 
 
    Julian replied looking at the door, ‘I do not know.  Just wanted to check what is behind that door.’ Julian pointed to the door, where he saw a white shadow. 
 
    The prison officer took a deep breath and whispered, ‘Behind that door, there was gallows used for hanging prisoners many years ago.’ 
 
    ‘Can one go there to see that from inside?’ Julian asked as he slowed down his steps. 
 
    ‘No Julian, why do you want to go there? We already had plenty of hangings in the prison recently and we do not want to see another one.’ 
 
    Julian had nearly reached the listener’s room, where they stopped.  Julian turned to look at the entrance of the gallows again, but the white shadow was gone. He said, ‘I just wonder that why have the prison still kept the gallows intact, when the death penalty has been abolished.’ 
 
    The other prison officer replied, ‘May be, they could bring death penalty back again as the murder rates of the teenagers has increased in the streets of our cities.’ 
 
    In the meantime, the first prisoner officer opened the door for the listener’s room which was twice the size of an ordinary prison room and had three cushioned chairs and a wooden coffee table in it.  A poster of the Listeners was hanging on the pale lemon walls and there was a toilet seat in a corner.   The officer left Julian in the room on his own and told him they were going to get the first prisoner for a session with him. 
 
    The first prisoner was a  thirty years old Algerian guy.  After Julian greeted him, he said, ‘Everything you tell me today is confidential.’ 
 
    The man replied back, ‘No English.  I ---   need ---   somebody who --- speaks Arabic languages.’ 
 
    Julian replied, ‘Sorry, I do not speak anything else. Please sit down here and try to explain me as much as you can.’ 
 
    The Algerian man then started to show his arms, that had many cuts and bruises caused by blades everywhere.  He said, ‘I feeling no good and I will be cutting myself.  So, give me a cigarette.’ 
 
    Julian took a deep breath and whispered, ‘I do not smoke so cannot give you a cigarette but if you want to talk to me about anything else, then say something’ 
 
    Algerian man got up to wash his hands in the sink. ‘No man, this prison is shit. I getting bored in my cell, come on man, get me a cigarette, look, look, my body shaking. Come on man, get me a cigarette. ‘ 
 
    Julian realised that the reason that he asked for a listener was to get a cigarette.  Julian simply got up from his seat and rang the doorbell for the prison officer.  Julian told the man that he had to go back to his room.  
 
     After five minutes, the next prisoner came and asked for a particular listener.  Julian asked him if he was feeling low or depressed. 
 
    The English man replied, ‘A little bit, but I feel more comfortable talking to somebody I know. I have never seen you before, you look quite a decent man, what are you doing here. Call my friend, mate’ 
 
    Julian moved back in his chair and whispered,’ I am sorry, but your friend is not on duty tonight, so I cannot call him but I am more than happy to talk to you.’ 
 
    The prisoner laughed and bent forward to say, ‘Mate, you know nothing about my life, come on get me one puff of cocaine. Look my body is aching, just one will do tonight. These fucking geezers keep me locked up. Just get me one, mate.’  
 
    Julian thought that the man did not like to speak to a listener, but only wanted to chat with his friend and also get his stuff.  
 
    Julian replied, ‘No sir, I do not do any drugs or cigarettes.’  
 
    The prisoner shouted, ‘What are you doing in the prison, mate. Get used to these fucking stuffs, your time will pass quicker’  
 
    To diffuse the situation, Julian engaged with the prisoner in a conversation about football, which brightened the English man’s eyes.  The flow of conversation went quite smoothly, and Julian felt that by just talking to somebody about any subject of their interest, made people felt better.  
 
     Julian had the experience of counselling, while working as a doctor.  He was not surprised when the man asked for a cigarette in the end.  That was the time when Julian asked the prison officer to take him back to his room. 
 
    The next person was an Irishman who lived quite near to the prison. He told Julian that he was feeling low because he felt suffocated inside his room, so he wanted to speak to somebody as his cell mate did not speak English very well.  The Irish man told Julian that he had come to prison many times but now he was approaching fifty and finally the age had caught up with him.  Julian encouraged him to talk about himself, as much as he could.  
 
     The Irish man compared the prison life of twenty years back to that of the present time. He told Julian that in the past, there were no toilets inside the prison rooms and prisoners were provided with a bucket to pass both urine and faeces, which was collected each morning.  
 
     The Irish man squeezed his nose upwards and said, ‘Fellow, the smell in the room used to be unbearable and we had to sleep throughout the night in that atmosphere.  The other main difference now is the presence of television in the room and in my opinion, it has controlled the behaviour of aggressive prisoners and caused lesser frustration and violence among the prisoners.’ 
 
    Julian looked at the time and it was past midnight. He realised that he had to catch up with sleep.  Julian changed the subject with the Irish man and asked, ‘How are you feeling now?’ 
 
    The Irish man laughed and that showed two missing teeth from the front of his mouth caused by consistent use of drugs over many years, he whispered, ‘Yes fellow, much better now.  By the way do you have a cigarette. I am dying for one, fellow.’ 
 
    Julian was waiting for that question and he smiled to say.  ‘No, sorry, I do not smoke.’  
 
    Julian rang the bell to ask the prison officer to take the Irish man back to his room.  Julian asked the officer whether there were any more prisoners waiting to see him and if the officer had informed the prisoners that they would not be provided with any cigarettes by the listeners.  Julian was pleased to know that there were no more prisoners waiting to see him that night. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 33 
 
      
 
    Julian came out of the listener’s room and walked with two prison officers to go back to his room. 
 
    When he reached in the corridor, Julian suddenly felt a cold breeze flowing past him, with a soft hissing sound in the background.  A piece of paper slipped from the hands of the officer to fall on the floor.  The officer bent forward to pick up the paper, but it started to fly again.  
 
     Julian looked at the door leading to the gallows, the white figure was still standing there.  His both hands were stretched forwards and was moving his fingers in a rhythmical cycle towards him.  His head was moving backwards and upwards.  Julian realised that this was not a human being, it was definitely a ghost standing there. Although he never believed in them, yet he could not ignore that figure.  His eyes were white like a stone and expressionless.  He just stood there behind the gate to stare at Julian.  The prison officer managed to pick up the paper and asked the other officer, ‘Where did the force of wind come from?’ 
 
    The officer opened and closed his eyes few times, looked around the corridor with a frown on his forehead and replied, ‘I do not know, it seems that it must have come from some open window.’ 
 
    The first officer replied after looking at both sides of the corridor. ‘We do not have any windows in this corridor.’ 
 
    Julian then moved away and stood behind the officer and pointed toward the gallows’ door and muttered, , ‘Maybe the wind is coming from the gallows.  Can you see a white figure standing behind the door?’ 
 
    Both officers looked towards the door and asked simultaneously, ‘Which man are you talking about? There is nobody standing here.’ 
 
    To Julian’s amazement, that white shadow of a man had disappeared from the door.  Julian said, ‘I saw somebody standing here a few moments ago.’ 
 
    Both prison officers looked at each other and said, ‘Come on Julian, let us go from here now.  There might be a ghost of somebody here, who was hanged  many years ago.  Some people had mentioned about hearing noises coming from that area, but nobody had ever said about seeing a ghost.’ 
 
    All three reached the end of the corridor and the officer took his keys out to open the gate to go to the next wing.  Before he could put the keys inside the lock, he heard a crackling noise in front of him, as if somebody was unlocking the gate.  
 
     The gate started to open gradually on its own.  The other prison officer and Julian were looking in the other direction and they simply turned back and walked past the gate without realising that the keys were still lying in the officer’s pockets. 
 
    Julian’s heart was racing faster, and he was terrified after seeing a ghostly image earlier.  He just wanted to go back to his cell so that he could stay away from the ghost. 
 
    The first prison officer was still standing near the open door.  He could feel a presence there that was stopping him from taking any steps forward.  He wanted to close the gate, but his strength was not powerful enough to shut it.  
 
     The whole corridor was empty, as both Julian and the first officer had gone to the next wing.  The officer decided to run like mad, as he felt that he could not do anything else.  All the prisoners were inside their rooms, most of them were sleeping, but some were still watching television.  The officer could not ask for anybody else to help him, so he tried to catch up with Julian and the other officer.  By the time he caught up with them, Julian had already gone inside his room. 
 
    Nicki was still awake and found Julian looking worried and tense with drops of sweat on his face and his mouth wide open.  
 
     She asked, ‘What is the matter with you.  You look like as if you have been beaten by someone.’ 
 
    Julian cleaned his face with a towel and said, ‘I saw a white figure of ghost standing behind a door in ‘A’ wing and he was calling me to come near him.’ 
 
    Nicki smiled and said, ‘Do you believe in ghosts? I thought that being a doctor, you will be more scientist thinking. What did this ghost look like?’ 
 
    Julian sat down on a chair, and whispered, ‘He had a very white face, his hands were like separate lumps from his arms, his feet were missing and there was a gap between his legs and the ground.’ 
 
    ‘Did anybody else see him?’ asked Nicki as she was getting more curious as well. 
 
    Julian took a deep breath and whispered, ‘Nobody else saw him, although two other officers were with me.  One officer saw his papers fall from his hands which started to fly in different directions.’ 
 
    Nicki sat down in her bed and whispered, ‘Julian, I do not know whether that was true or not, but you do not seem to be too well after coming to prison. I feel that maybe you should see a doctor, maybe even a psychiatrist?’ 
 
    Julian stood up from his chair and shouted, ‘Nicki, are you saying that I am imagining things.  I saw this white figure tonight.  That was the most frightening experience I ever had.  Something is not right in this prison. All those deaths by hanging under mysterious circumstances cannot be explained. The prison officers felt that I have some special supernatural powers because I was found at the site of those hangings each time. Now I can start to guess who is behind those killings, after recent sighting of a white figure in the gallows.’ 
 
    Nicki said abruptly, ‘Stop there, I do not want to talk about ghosts in the middle of the night.  You are making me scared now.’ 
 
    Julian touched Nicki’s face with his hands, as drops of tears started to fall from her eyes. She looked into Julian’s eyes and asked, ‘What are you doing to me.  Thank God, I did not feel any electric current from your hands now.  Julian. please go to sleep now in your bed and do not come near me.’ 
 
    Julian withdrew his hands and took off the black coat and hanged it on the door opposite the bed. He said, ‘Good night Nicki, sleep well.’ 
 
    Nicki turned her face towards the wall and tried to close her eyes as she could feel presence of somebody else in the room after Julian switched off the light.   
 
    Nicki went to sleep quickly but then woke up two hours later as Julian’s snoring was getting louder and louder.  She turned to the other side and felt that there was somebody sitting on her bed and stroking her hair.  The touch was so soft and gentle that it hardly moved her hair.  She opened her eyes and saw in the room a black figure with some white in the centre moving towards her.  Nicki started to feel her heart beating faster and sweat pouring from her face.  She thought that the figure was about six feet tall.  In panic, Nicki started to shout, ‘Who is that, ghost, ghost?’ 
 
    Julian woke up and said, ‘What is the matter Nicki?’ 
 
    Nicki sat down in her bed and pointed towards the door with her finger, ‘Look at the door, there is a ghost standing there, quick.’ 
 
    Julian quickly jumped out of his bed and switched on the light and asked, ‘Where is the ghost?  You were looking at the black coat which has a grey hood, that probably gave you an impression of a white face.’ 
 
    Nicki cuddled Julian by putting both her hands around his neck. 
 
     She whispered, ‘I am frightened.  I am sure that I saw a ghost standing near that door.’ 
 
    Julian then switched off the light and said, ‘Look at this coat again, it does look like a human figure in the dark.’ 
 
    Nicki held Julian even tighter and tried to kiss him on his cheeks, ‘I need to get out of this prison.  This is a spooky place, and something is not right.  I have to find a plan to run away and you must do the same as this ghost must be after you as well.’ 
 
    Julian smiled and said, ‘Go to sleep now and we will talk about it tomorrow.  By the way, you can use your art teacher, Mike to get out of the prison. He is madly in love with you, as he thinks that you are a pretty boy.’ 
 
    Nicki extended her neck out of the bed to whisper, ‘Do not be silly, Julian.  How can he help me to escape?  He could lose his job even after we are successful in escaping from the prison.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 34 
 
      
 
    The following day, Mike Jackson had called a meeting with other officers and, he wanted to talk especially to the prison officers who were with Julian the previous night.  The first prison officer told about the gush of air and the opening of the gate by itself.  Jackson asked officer Smith, ‘Did you see any shadows or hear any noises in the background?’ 
 
    Smith smiled and then shook his head, ‘No Mr Jackson, I did not hear any noises or saw anybody else, but a paper flew out of my hand.’ 
 
    Jackson asked, ‘How about Julian, did he see anything, or did he behave in any weird way?’ 
 
    The second prison officer replied, ‘No Mr Jackson, he was frightened himself. At one stage, he did not want to move forward, as if he was afraid that someone was going to kill him.’ 
 
    The first officer said, ‘Julian did ask me if I could see anybody standing behind the door leading to the gallows.  I told Julian that he was imagining, as I could not see anybody standing there.’ 
 
    Jackson became more curious as he had already guessed that Julian was associated with some kind of supernatural powers. He said, ‘Gentlemen, my doubts are confirmed that these deaths in the prison could be related with some eerie phenomenon.  As more than hundred people were hanged in the prison gallows, there is a chance that the ghost of one of them is still hovering around in the prison.’ 
 
    Few prison officers started to laugh and one asked, ‘Mr Jackson, do you still believe in ghosts? That is like a fairy-tale you read in books.’ 
 
    Jackson maintained a stern expression and thumped on the desk hard to get everybody’s attention and shouted, 
 
     ‘I did not believe in ghosts myself, but I have observed few abnormal things in the prison in last few weeks.  We can't sit back here and let things happen with adverse effects.  Mr Smith, I want a list of all the prisoners, who were hanged in this prison, their backgrounds, their crime and if there were any weird incidents at the time of hanging.  In theory, I want as much information as possible that you can get.’ 
 
    There was a silence in the room, as the officers realised that there might be some truth in Jackson’s statement, who continued, ‘I want all of you to keep an eye on Julian’s movements, where he goes, who does he talk to. Also keep an eye on Greg, as he is the last surviving Greens left. I think that he is the next target.’ 
 
    One officer asked, ‘Shall we also look inside the gallows for any evidence of a ghost there.’  
 
    Jackson laughed, ‘Officer, if you believe in ghosts, then you can go ahead to do it, but keep an eye on Julian and also his friend, Nick, he is dumb but he might know something that we do not’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 35 
 
      
 
    Nicki had enjoyed going to the arts class, she had improved her painting with water colours. Mike had shown special interest in her and spent lots of time with her, giving tips for improvement in her painting.  
 
     Nicki had also started to like the adulation given by Mike and was slowly getting attracted to Mike. Although she was still in love with Julian, but these feelings for him were decreasing slowly, especially after display of his supernatural powers.  
 
     Mike still thought that Nicki was a man and Nicki had started to respond to Mike’s gestures more positively. She realized that Mike was the one person who could help her to escape from the prison, as she was fed up of staying within those confined walls and acting as a dumb man.   
 
    Julian did not come to the class that day, so Nicki felt more at ease with Mike.  Mike started to touch Nicki’s hands more frequently and she did not move her hands away as she was getting used to it.   
 
    Nicki then wrote a small note to Mike, ‘Why do you keep teasing me?’ 
 
    Mike wrote back, ‘I am madly in love with you.  I can do anything for you.’ 
 
    ‘What can you do for me?’ Nicki asked in her note that she handed to Mike secretly. 
 
    ‘Anything and everything.’ Mike replied. 
 
    Nicki started to blush and as she realised that her feelings for Mike were growing stronger. ‘What do you expect from this relationship?’ 
 
    ‘I wish that we could live together, spend time together and do things together.’ 
 
    ‘How can that be possible, I am in the prison for murder and if found guilty, then I could spend more than fifteen years of my life in the prison.’ 
 
    Mike wrote back, ‘You look too innocent to kill somebody, I am sure that you will be found not guilty.’ 
 
    ‘What would you do if I am found guilty?’ 
 
    Mike wrote back, ‘I will take you away to some remote island in the world where police would not find you.’ 
 
    Luckily that day only two other prisoners  attended the arts class, Mike and Nicki were sitting in one corner of the table where nobody could see them exchanging notes. 
 
    ‘If you want me to come out of prison, then you should do this before my trial. Why take a chance with the outcome of my trial. You need to do something now.’ 
 
    Mike looked taken aback by Nicki’s request and said, ‘It is very difficult to do that.  Everybody checks all the people who come inside the prison.  My job would be in jeopardy if I am found out.’ 
 
    Nicki held Mike’s hands tightly and wrote, ‘Two minutes ago you said that you will do anything for me. That meant you were lying to me.’ 
 
    Mike looked into Nicki’s eyes and started to write a note, after the remaining students had also gone out of the class.  
 
    Mike moved nearer to Nicki and whispered, ‘I can help you escape.  Let me think about something. I can't promise anything but will try my best.’  
 
     In a split-second, Mike’s lips were on Nicki’s lips and she could not resist kissing him back.  Mike tried to touch Nicki’s chest, but she pushed him away as she did not want him to know about her true gender. 
 
    Mike said, ‘Nicki I have never felt in love with a man like this before. Your lips give me a kind of kinetic energy that I have never experienced before.  I never thought of setting up a home with anybody, but after approval of gay marriages by the government, I am inclined to take you as my partner in the future.’ 
 
    Nicki started to blush, as she realised her feelings were becoming stronger and stronger, despite the fact that she was still in love with Julian. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 36 
 
      
 
    Julian was on call that night for the listener’s job and had received no calls the whole evening.  The time was nearly half past midnight and he changed his clothes to sleep.  The moment he had gone to his bed, Julian heard a knock on his door.  The prison officer had come to take him to listen to a prisoner.  
 
     Julian had not seen that particular prison officer before, but did not take much notice of that, as many new prison officers were appointed from time to time.  Julian walked with him quietly just few steps behind him.  Normally, the officers were talkative, but he did not talk much. 
 
     Julian did not want to pass the gallows door, as he still had memories of the white shadow last time he was around there.  The night was dark and the whole corridor was quiet, with no signs of any sound.  Julian suddenly felt a gush of air, as he walked past the door leading to the gallows.  The prison officer opened the listener’s room and let Julian go inside the room and said, ‘You stay here and I will get the prisoner for you.’ 
 
    The officer left the room but did not lock the door, as normally the custom was.  Julian sat down for another ten minutes, which made Julian worry. He decided to step out of the room to see if he could see the officer in the corridor of the wing.  The whole landing was empty and there was a deep silence everywhere.  
 
     Julian could not see the prison officer anywhere.  There were no lights in the area but in the far corner of the landing Julian could see a dim light coming from the office of the prison officers.  Julian decided to walk towards that room and then again, he felt a sudden gush of air go past him.  Julian saw the same white figure standing at the door of the gallows.  His hands were stretched out and he was indicating to Julian to come towards him.  
 
     Julian wanted to run, but his feet were grounded to the floor.  Despite his best efforts, his feet and whole of his body turned towards the figure.  The door to the gallows opened slowly with a creaking sound and despite his reluctance, he ambled across the door to enter into a dark hall of the gallows. The figure started to move forward and the door behind Julian closed with a faint sound of a click.  Julian could see now the white figure moving in the centre of the room, where no human had gone for many years.  There were spider web nets everywhere and Julian could feel death everywhere as a staunch odour hit his nostrils. 
 
     Julian could hear his heart beats getting louder by the minute, he found it difficult to breath as dust particles started to clog his respiratory system; his eyes started to itch as chemicals in the atmosphere began to interact with the conjunctiva of his eyes 
 
    In the middle was the gallows held in its place by wooden pillars, where many prisoners had been hanged over a period of time.  The white figure was turning slowly into a shape of human figure.  Julian heard sounds of soft steps from one corner of the room, and it became louder. Julian heard a whisper that said, ‘Mr Dashwood, do not be frightened. I am Dr Cohen and I was hanged here more than fifty years ago.  Yes, I am the wandering soul but do not be frightened.’ 
 
    Julian retracted his steps, as he heard another sound.  The gallows lights suddenly switched on and he could see a shadow in one corner of the room. 
 
     Julian asked, ‘What do you want from me? Why have you been chasing and bothering me?’ 
 
    ‘Dr Dashwood, this is a long story.  I was accused of killing my wife fifty years ago and was sentenced to death along with my girlfriend.  During my trial my girlfriend, called Sally, gave evidence against me and the prosecution team only gave her four years sentence, but I was told that she will be hanged at the same time as me, but that never happened.’ 
 
    Julian saw a figure of a man in his late thirties suddenly appear in front of him, who was wearing a brown jacket with large and broad collars that was matched by a brown silk tie and tweed trousers hanged loosely on to his suede shoes.   
 
    Julian felt more comfortable in seeing a man than a ghostly figure.  He again asked, ‘But why do you need me? There are so many doctors in our community that you could had easily picked up from, but why me?’ 
 
    Dr Cohen laughed, and his echoes could be heard all around the gallows. He whispered, ‘Well, I will explain that to you in a minute.  Your current girlfriend Nicki is the same Sally who was also my girlfriend and she is the one who betrayed me.  She is going to do the same with you.  So we both have a common goal.’ 
 
    Julian took a deep breath as he thought about close liaison of Nicki with Mike, he said, ‘I am not convinced by that. How can you say that. How about those three prisoners who were found hanged in the prison? Did you have any hand in killing them?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Dr Dashwood you are right, they were same four people who were responsible for my hanging all those years ago. One of them was the hangman, who gave me a very painful death.  The second person took turn to put a rope on my neck.’ 
 
    Julian felt more comfortable now talking to the spirit as his breathing became more comfortable, he moved a step forward to ask ‘What about the other two people? What had they done to you, Dr Cohen.’ 
 
    Julian saw the spirit take two steps back to look at the gallows to say, ‘They were the two prison officers, who dragged me to the gallows.  They were so rude and aggressive that I fell to the floor and injured my wrist bone.  I told them that I needed medical help, but they did not listen to me, they were cruel and inhumane to me.’ 
 
    ‘Dr Cohen, all these people were doing their duty, you can't punish them for what they did in their last life.’ 
 
    Dr Cohen folded his hands in front of his abdomen and whispered, ‘Maybe, but they were horrible to me and I can't live in peace until I punish all of them.’ 
 
    ‘So, who is your next victim? ‘asked Julian 
 
    ‘I can't tell you that as you have to wait and see, Dr Dashwood.’ 
 
    ‘Dr Cohen tell me what Greg’s job was in his past life, was he the hangman?’ 
 
    Dr Cohen walked towards the gallows to put his right foot on to its edge and said ‘Yes, you are right.’ 
 
    Julian felt that it was an opportunity to solve some of the mysteries surrounding to earlier deaths in the prison, he asked, ‘How did you kill all these people in the prison?’ 
 
    ‘Dr Dashwood, I had to use you to kill these people.  My spirit came inside you to give you extra strength and power and then you lifted them with your hands to strangle them.’ 
 
    Julian looked at his both hands and asked, ‘How come then the police could not find any of my fingerprints or DNA at the murder scene?’ 
 
    Cohen laughed, ‘We spirits to not have any physical structures or a human body so there is no chance to find us, even if I was using you to commit those murders.’ 
 
    Julian felt a sense of betrayal towards other prisoners as he felt responsible for their murders, but he still he was more comfortable in asking questions to Dr Cohen to clarify his role in committing those heinous crimes. He asked with his eyes half closed ‘Why did you bring me here to the gallows?  Are you going to kill me as well?’ 
 
    ‘No, I do not intend to kill you as you have been helpful to me and also, I see my reflection in you.  I brought you here so that I can give you the reasons for all the incidents in the prison. One more thing, I do not want you to tell anybody that you have spoken to me, otherwise there will be adverse consequences both for you and others. Do I make myself clear.’ 
 
    Julian wiped the drops of perspiration from his forehead with his hand, the bad odour was becoming unbearable, he took a deep breath and said, ‘I need to go back to my room.  The prison officer will be looking for me everywhere.’ 
 
    Cohen laughed and said, ‘Do not worry.  Nobody is looking for you.  That prison officer who came to get you was me, and I will take you back to your room.’  
 
    The door behind Julian started to open slowly. Cohen asked as Julian stepped into the corridor. ‘How is Nicki?’ 
 
     Julian replied without looking at Cohen. ‘She is frightened by all these killings. I hope that You are not going to harm her?’  
 
    The door in front opened automatically, Cohen laughed and whispered,  
 
    ‘Look I engineered the whole incident to get Nicki to prison.  I wanted her to change her hairstyle and clothes to look more like a man than a woman. I do need to see her and feel her. She reminds me of my Sally, and I have come to your room many times without causing any disturbance to either of you.’ 
 
    Julian was feeling a sense of fear now and started to walk towards the door.  Cohen closed the door behind him without touching it and said, ‘We need to be careful here so that nobody can see you on your own so I will walk with you as a prison officer.’ 
 
    ‘Dr Cohen, what are you going to do about Greg‘ asked Julian as he started to walk up the stairs. 
 
    ‘Yes, Dr Dashwood, I must point out that Greg was the main culprit in causing me the maximum anguish and pain, so I have left him to die in the end.  Nobody can save him now.’  
 
    Julian could hear echoes of Cohen’s laughter in the landing of the wing. 
 
    ‘Dr Cohen, Greg is a different person now.  This is a new life and a new beginning for him, you cannot punish Greg for something that he did in last birth. You should forgive him.’ 
 
    Julian could see some bright light emitting from Cohen’s white stony eyes, who said, ‘You do not tell me what I should do.  Remember, that you should not tell anybody about this conversation between us.  Ok, your room has come.  I will see you later.’ 
 
    Julian’s room opened automatically, and he went inside.  He found Nicki fast asleep.  Julian was so tired that he fell asleep straightaway after jumping into his bed. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 37 
 
      
 
    The following day, Mike Jackson was holding meeting with two prison officers in presence of DC Lewis.  
 
     Jackson said, ‘Thank you gentlemen for coming to this meeting today.  Last time I asked you to check the history and background of all the executions in this prison.  I have got the list of all of them and the last hanging was in 1961.  We have received some forensic reports for the hanging of Robin, but there are no fingerprints or DNA of anybody else, which points out that the prisoners might have killed themselves.  We have also witnessed some supernatural phenomenon associated with Dr Dashwood.  He was present at the scene of all the killings, but there is no evidence of his involvement in them.’ 
 
    Prison officer Smith questioned, ‘In the last case Dr Dashwood was called to assist a prisoner who had fainted, so he could not have planned Robin’s murder.’ 
 
    Jackson smiled, ‘That is why this is so puzzling.  DC Lewis felt an electric current when he shook Julian’s hands.  Mr Smith you also felt a gush of air and saw the gate of the landings open by itself.  So we can accept that there is something bizarre happening in this prison.’ 
 
    DC Lewis, who was busy drinking his tea intervened, ‘We need to act quickly to stop more deaths from happening.  I think that Greg could be the next target as he is the last of the Greens alive.  That means that he needs extra protection by prison officers or we might have to shift him to another prison.’ 
 
    Jackson said abruptly, ‘We are looking for a place in another prison but Greg himself does not want to move from here. So we will have to keep him here for the time being.  He has been put in a special cell in the block where other prisoners are not given much of an association together and it means increased protection for Greg from any impending attack’ 
 
    Lewis said, ‘If a ghost or supernatural power is involved, then it may not be very safe for him there.’ 
 
    Smith said, ‘There is no safe place as such in a prison, but we have to do our best to protect him.  If we our suspicions of supernatural occurrences are made public, then people will be scared to work in this prison and even the prisoners could demand to be moved to a different prison.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you for reminding me of that Mr Smith.’ said Jackson. ‘We have gone through the history of various prisoners and the one which stands out is that of Dr Cohen, who was hanged in 1932 for the murder of his wife.  His girlfriend Sally was also a co-defendant but was acquitted by the court. Cohen felt betrayed by the release of his girlfriend and there is a chance that he wants to take some kind of revenge on somebody.’ 
 
    DC Lewis was listening attentively and intervened.  ‘That is a very interesting coincidence.  Can you tell us more about the incident?’ 
 
    Jackson got hold of some paperwork in front of him and started to read.  ‘The year was 1931.  That was the time of the great depression in England, which followed after the market crash of 1929. The majority of people were struggling to survive as the wages and income had dwindled.  
 
     A huge number of the working-class people had lost their jobs and many of the younger women had turned to prostitution to supplement their income. Other women were attracted to affluent and rich men who did not mind becoming their lovers or mistresses.  
 
     Dr Cohen ran a successful medical practice in South West London; he was a young handsome man of 37 years of age, who lived with an American wife Cora Turner.  Cora was a socialite and an outgoing person who liked to spend lavishly and party all night long.  
 
     In contrast Dr Cohen was of a shorter stature of five feet and four inches, he was shy and introvert.  He preferred to spend time at home, reading books or do gardening.  Since he took home calls he did not want to go too far away from his home and did not want to get drunk in case he had to see a patient. 
 
    Cora Turner was also a friend of the wife of an American Ambassador, which further increased her sphere of influence among American expatriates in London.  Cora was very attractive, elegant and tall and people often asked her why she married Dr Cohen when she could have married anyone she wanted. 
 
     She often replied that she loved her husband and that he was such a nice, intelligent and caring person.  People would laugh at this response, but she did not care too much about what they thought.  She did let other men flirt with her to some extent, but she did not sleep with anybody else.  The wives  kept an eye on their husbands so that Cora Turner was never left alone with married men. 
 
    Gradually over a period of time Cora Turner was influenced by other people’s comments and started to ridicule her husband both in public and in private.  One day Cohen was attending a party given by his doctor friends.  They were all dressed in black dinner suits, but Cohen had a brown coloured tweed jacket with dark brown trousers, that made him stand out like a sore thumb.  Cohen’s friend passed comments, ‘Gary you earn so much money and I am sure you can afford nice clothes.’ 
 
    Cohen laughed, ‘I am also busy working, that is why I do not get time to buy my clothes.’ 
 
    ‘You have got an attractive wife who has plenty of time to do all that for you.’ 
 
    Cohen blushed. ‘I do not get time to even think of that.’ 
 
    The friend turned to Cora, ‘How do you spend your time with such a boring husband?’ 
 
    ‘I get invited to lots of parties, but I do not take Gary with me otherwise people will start asking embarrassing questions about him.’ 
 
    Cora was already tipsy, and she started to laugh loud.  Other friends joined in laughing with Cora. 
 
    Gary Cohen, after feeling a sense of humiliation, left the room to go to the toilet.  When he came back, he saw Cora dancing with his friend on the dance floor. 
 
    Cohen was happier in his work place where his secretary Sally looked after him well.  She never made fun of him but always paid full attention to Cohen’s needs.  She was attracted to Cohen for his money and his status in society.  She would bring to office her home cooked meals for him and that made Cohen feel closer to Sally.  Cora never had the time or the inclination to cook for Cohen. 
 
    One day, Sally touched Cohen’s hands by accident and Cohen just firmed his grip on her hands and pulled her towards him to kiss her lips passionately. Very soon, they became lovers and planned to live their life together. 
 
    Cohen’s feelings towards Sally grew stronger but towards Cora became diminished.  
 
     Cora Turner came home one day late under the influence of alcohol and started to shout at Cohen, ‘You little man, you are not good for anyone, you are the source of all my problems.  People laugh at me because of your stature and looks and at home, you can't satisfy me in the bed.  What kind of life is that?’ 
 
    Cohen just kept his cool and said, ‘If we are not compatible , then what is the point of living together?  I have enough of your taunts and caustic remarks.  We are not happy with each other, so what is the point of living together?’ 
 
    Cora shouted, while staggering slowly to the bed room.  ‘If you are thinking of a divorce, then forget about it as my family will not approve of it.’ 
 
    Cohen went to the adjoining bedroom to sleep as he found it difficult to tolerate his wife any more. When he lay down in his bed, he constantly thought about Sally, who had mesmerised him by her deep love and softer approach.  Sally had given the kind of love and hope that he had desired for a long time.  Cohen twisted and turned in his bed many times, as his thoughts were focused on Sally most of the time.  He saw his future together with Sally and hoped to raise children with her. 
 
    Cohen was married to Cora Turner for four years, but Cora had failed to become pregnant.  As was the case in that period, all the blame was put on women for the cause of infertility.  
 
     Cohen loved to have children and if Cora had not become pregnant by now then there was less chance that she would ever become pregnant in the future.  
 
     Cohen had not developed physical relationship with Sally yet, he knew that it was going to happen sooner or later. Next day, Cohen told Sally about his conversation with Cora and asked Sally to find a solution, if Cora Turner did not agree for the divorce. 
 
    Sally asked, ‘Gary, do you really love me or I am just a shoulder to cry on during your adverse times?’ 
 
    ‘No, I strongly feel for you and that is why I feel that I am drifting away from Cora.  I do not feel like touching her anymore, as your image comes in front of my eyes.  Everything Cora says to me feels bitter and acrimonious.’ 
 
    ‘So how do you see our relationship going forward?’ asked Sally. 
 
    Gary moved forward and took Sally in his arms and started to stroke her hair, ‘I just want to live with you.  Either you move with me or I move with you.’ 
 
    ‘Dr Cohn the society will not approve of our relationship, if you are still married to Cora.’ 
 
    ‘So what shall I do? Cora does not want to divorce me.’ 
 
    ‘Well, there are other ways by which people can end up their relationships.’ 
 
    Cohen paused for a moment and then moved away from Sally, ‘You are not suggesting that I should   ----’ 
 
    Sally stepped forward to put her head in Cohen’s chest and said, ‘Accidents do happen sometimes.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 38 
 
      
 
    A week later Cora stormed into the surgery and went straight in Sally’s room and started to shout, ‘So you are the bitch that is trying to take away my husband.  How dare you do that you cheap slut.’ 
 
    ‘You do not care for your husband anyway, as you are so busy partying with other men.’ 
 
    Cora shouted again, ‘That is none of your business. I want you to stay away from my husband I know that you don't love him. You are only after his money.’ 
 
    ‘I do not need Dr Cohen’s money but just his love.  I am happy the way I am at present.  Everybody has rumoured that you only married him for his money.’ 
 
    Cora Turner stepped forward and slapped Sally’s face, which left her staggering on the ground.  Cora quickly left the room without waiting for Sally’s reaction. 
 
    After Cora left the room Sally rushed to Cohen’s room.  The tears were still rolling down from her eyes, she looked at Gary Cohen and said, ‘She was here questioning about our relationship and before I could say anything, she slapped my face.  What are we going to do now?’ 
 
    ‘How did she find out?’ asked Cohen. 
 
    ‘I do not know.’ Cried Sally.  ‘She must have heard from someone.  She threatened that she will kill me.’ 
 
    Cohen’s anger worsened and his hands became tighter.  
 
    He said, ‘She can't harm you as she has never been violent.  I do not think that she will ever harm you.’ 
 
    Sally came nearer to embrace Cohen and said, ‘I am also worried about you.  She might even harm you.  Maybe you should also leave your home and move with me.’ 
 
    ‘No, I can't do that.  I will become a mockery in public’s eyes.  Already Cora’s remarks have dented my reputation, so I can't afford to be affected by slandering anymore.’ 
 
    ‘What else can you do then? I do not want you to live with her anymore.’ 
 
    ‘Look Sally, leave it to me.  I will think of something.’ 
 
    Cohen went home late that evening, but as usual Cora was not at home.  Cohen had three glasses of whiskey to calm his nerves.  His life was in turmoil and he needed to take some decisions about his life.  
 
     Cohen did not realise that he had fallen asleep and when he was woken up by the arrival of Cora, after she banged his bedroom door with a loud noise. Cohen got up from his bed and proceeded toward Cora’s bedroom and asked, ‘Did you have a good time in the party?’ 
 
    Cora turned back to look at Cohen to mutter, ‘Oh Darling, yes I had a good time, but was not same without you.’ 
 
    Cohen came straight to the point and asked loudly, ‘Why did you slap Sally this morning?’ 
 
    Cora was still staggering on her feet and asked, ‘Who is Sally? That bitch, she wants to steal my husband from me.’ 
 
    Cohen was not in any mooed for compromise.  He shouted back, ‘What husband and which husband? You have insulted me in front of your friends.  You never loved me or cared for me.  You had no spare time from your partying with your friend.’ 
 
    Cora took out one of her shoes to throw in Cohen’s direction that missed his face by just one inch, she then walked towards her husband to hold his collars in her hand.  
 
    She shouted ‘My friends always wanted to make fun of you and in the beginning, I confronted them, but they still did not stop. I had enough of them of their remarks’ 
 
    Cohen pushed his wife away with his hands, adjusted his collars and took a deep breath to say 
 
    ‘If they were your true friends, then they should listen to you.  If they still carried on, then you should have found alternative friends who respected you and liked you for what you are.’ 
 
    Cora had calmed down by now and said, ‘I stuck with them because they all were Americans.  I realised that the best policy was to laugh with them, so you became a source of entertainment for all of us.’ 
 
    Cohen sat down on the edge of the bed and whispered, ‘So I was nothing else but a joke for you.  This is your payback time. We can't live together. You do not want to divorce me, but I want you to go.’ 
 
    Cora seemed frightened as she opened her mouth wide and her eyes dilated. 
 
    She was trying to stand up with the support of the wall. She looked at the floor and asked,  ‘What are you going to do now? 
 
    Cohen went to the cupboard, where he had hidden a syringe filled with hyoscine and in one quick movement brought the syringe in his right hand and moved slowly towards Cora. 
 
    Cora moved back to put her hands In front of her face, her eyes squeezed, her breathing got faster and she asked, ‘What have you got in that injection?  I am not ill.  I do not need any injection.’ 
 
    Cohen whispered, as he held Cora’s right arm in his left hand and said, ‘I want you to sleep now. You have been talking all your life and now I will talk, and you will listen.’ 
 
    Cora tried to move backwards but was stopped by the presence of a bed. 
 
    She started to shout. ‘Do not come near to me. You are not going to kill me.  You are a doctor and meant to save lives.’ 
 
    Cohen’s needle had already gone deeper into Cora’s arm and slowly she started to feel the cold effects of the injection and her eyes started to close down slowly. 
 
    It was nearly four in the morning and  
 
    Cohen had left Cora in her bedroom to come to his own bedroom to sleep.  He had given smaller dose of hyoscine to calm Cora down, but he was not aware that Cora had taken twice the normal limits of the alcohol drinks that evening, which had a worsened effect on the mode of action of the drugs.   
 
    The next day was a Saturday, so there was no rush to go to work.  Cohen got up at 9 AM and went to Cora’s room to check if she was awake.  She was still lying on the bed with her back towards him.  He tried to shake Cora but got no response. He then jerked her vigorously and turned her face towards him.  
 
     Cohen had a shock of his life when he realised that Cora’s eyes were wide open.  Cohen felt her pulse, but there was no sign of it. Her face had turned pale and lips turned blue. 
 
    ‘Oh My God.’ Cohen talked to himself.  ‘She is dead.  I have killed her. What shall I do now?’ 
 
    Cohen after changing his clothes went to pick up Sally who came back with him to the house.  
 
    He asked ‘What shall I do now? Police will arrest me for her murder.  I did not mean to kill her.  She was shouting so loud that I injected her with a drug to calm her down.  Let me call the police.’ 
 
    Sally stopped him from going near the telephone by holding his arms with her hand and shouted, ‘Do not be stupid, the police will implicate you for her death and you will be hanged.’ 
 
    Cohen turned towards Sally to ask her, ‘What else can I do? We can't take her body anywhere else during day time.’ 
 
    Sally came next to Cohen and said, ‘Do not panic. I am here with you.  We have got a simple solution.  Let us dig a hole in the cellar and bury her body there.  Nobody will suspect a thing.  People will think that Cora has gone back to America.’ 
 
    The doorbell started to ring loudly, Cohen got worried and said, ‘Let me see who is outside the door.’ 
 
    He went near the window and saw the milkman at the door.  
 
    After the milkman had gone, both Cohen and Sally went to the cellar and started to dig a hole, that made a loud noise from time to time. 
 
    Sally told Cohen to be careful as he might wake up the neighbours, who might suspect that something evil was happening in the house.  
 
    By the lunch time, Cora was all buried in the cellar and Cohen applied fresh cement to cover the area.  On top of that he put a table and chairs so nobody could spot any uneven surface.  
 
    Cohen then pleaded to Sally to stay with him which she agreed, after resisting the plea in the beginning.  They both came to work separately, so that nobody could suspect their relationship. 
 
    Cohen when asked about the whereabouts of Cora replied that she had gone to America to see her parents. 
 
      
 
    A month later, one of Cora’s friends came to Cohen’s work place and demanded to know the whereabouts of Cora. She was not satisfied by Cohen’s explanation that Cora had gone to America.  The friend told Cohen that she had just come back from America, where she had visited Cora’s parent’s home, but there was no sign of Cora there.   
 
    Cohen had no answer to that but replied that he was worried himself as Cora had left for America a month ago.  The friend told Cohen that he should tell the truth, otherwise she would report the matter to the police. 
 
    Cohen’s face had turned pale and stethoscope had fallen from his hands. He tried to pacify Cora’s friend and asked her if she wanted a cup of tea, which the woman refused.  Cohen excused the woman that he needed to go to toilet but went to Sally’s room to tell her about the woman’s arrival in the surgery.  Cohen came back to his room along with Sally, but the woman had already left. 
 
    Cohen and Sally decided that it was not safe anymore to stay in the house.  The American woman had suspicions about Cohen’s involvement in Cora’s disappearance.  Cohen realised that the police could come there any time to arrest them.  
 
     Sally was the co-defendant as she had suggested the idea of killing Cora and then assisted in her burial.  
 
     Cohen suggested that he should leave UK for Canada alone where he had some friends, but Sally insisted that she would also come with him.  She claimed that she could not live without him and that they should be together. 
 
    Sally came back to their house and cropped her hair short to dress up like a boy.  They hurriedly packed their suitcases and left house to go to a port to catch a ship to Vancouver. Unfortunately, the next ship was not due for another four days, so they booked into a hotel and stayed in the hotel room most of the time. 
 
    On the third day Cohen opened the newspaper in the morning and was shocked to see his photo on the front page of the newspaper, which had a heading, ‘Doctor murders his wife and buries her body in his cellar.’ 
 
    The police had alerted public to look out for him and contact the police if they spotted him.  They also mentioned Sally, who was also wanted by the police in connection with the murder of his wife. 
 
    The next day in the early hours of the morning, they both boarded the ship undetected by anybody around them.  Cohen had completely shaved his head, which gave him a totally different look.  
 
    Fortunately for them, they got a separate cabin in the ship. Sally posed as Cohen’s son, they confined themselves to their cabin and only went out of the room to get their meals. They both avoided eye contact with fellow passengers and always sat on a separate table in the dining room. 
 
    The captain of the ship found their behaviour very odd and one day greeted them and asked, ‘I hope that you are enjoying your journey. Is everything ok with you?’ 
 
    Cohen was startled and replied hurriedly, ‘Yes, I am fine.’ 
 
    ‘Let me know if you need anything.’ Cohen said that while shaking hand with Cohen. 
 
    The captain thought that Cohen looked very familiar face, but he could not remember exactly where he had seen him. 
 
      Captain went back to his cabinet to check some of the old newspapers where he saw a photograph of Cohen along with the full story of the murder of his wife.  Captain thought that the person who is posing as Cohen’s son must be his girlfriend, Sally.  Captain phoned the police in the mainland, who asked him to keep an eye on Cohen and Sally in the ship and should wait for the police’s instructions. 
 
    The ship continued sailing as normal without giving any hint to anybody about the pending police action.  As the ship inched near to the Canadian waters, Cohen’s confidence grew stronger and stronger and slowly he and Sally started to relax a bit and also began to mix with the other passengers and drank in the bar on a regular basis. 
 
     However, one day, without any warning to anyone, the ship started to slow down and passengers wondered why did the ship need to stop in the middle of the ocean. Then they saw a small boat docking besides the ship and two policemen boarding the ship. 
 
      Both Cohen and Sally were whisked away in the boat in front of the startled passengers. 
 
    That news was broadcast all over the world and some people called it the crime of the century.  The trial lasted for five days at the Old Bailey and Dr Cohen was found guilty, but Sally was set free, as she decided to change her story, pleading that she knew nothing about the murder.  Cohen felt betrayed by Sally as he committed the murder after provocation from Sally.  
 
    He did not plan to kill her, and his plea for manslaughter was rejected by the judge.  Cohen became very aggressive after the verdict and challenged the justice system.  In his cell in the prison, he was often beaten by two officers and devoid of basic facilities. On few occasions, was humiliated in the shower room. 
 
    The two prison officers were good friends of the hangman, responsible for Cohen’s execution.  His last request was to have a photograph of Sally in his top pocket, which was allowed. 
 
    Dr Cohen was five feet and four inches  in height and weighed only one hundred and thirty six  pounds, and  a drop in the gallows of seven feet  and nine inches was the required measurement but the hangman changed that to seven  feet and seven inches in length and that  made Cohen’s death more  prolonged and painful. Cohen had heard the two hangmen laughing at him when he was dying. I am sure that when dying, Gary Cohen would had asked God for forgiveness of his own sins. but must have also pleaded that he should be allowed to take revenge of these executioners. 
 
      I am not sure that if any one of you believe in this, but my theory is that by mere coincidence, these four Greens are the same executioners and prison officers present during Cohen’s hanging.  
 
    I am not sure that what would you call it, a mere coincidence or God’s intervention, it seems that everybody has been brought back to the same prison for Dr Cohen to take his revenge. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 39 
 
      
 
     As Jackson was telling the story, there was a pin drop silence in the room.  DC Lewis seemed to be so engrossed in it  that he forgot that he was on duty.  He asked Jackson, ‘Why has Cohen used Julian to kill these people, as he could have done that himself?’ 
 
    Jackson pulled the curtain of the room open, as he wanted some sun to shine through the room.  He said, ‘I think that Gary Cohen could have killed these people himself but may be , he used Julian as a ploy to divert attention to him.  Moreover, being a doctor, he felt more comfortable with Julian.’ 
 
    DC Lewis then said, ‘We should not forget that Julian has been also charged with murder of his wife as well. I can already see similarities between the two cases.  There was a similar escape plan to South Africa, like that of Cohen’s attempt to flee to Canada. Julian’s wife had also died because of drug overdose but wait a minute, where is Julian’s  girlfriend?’ 
 
    Jackson intervened and said, ‘Before we try to locate Julian’s girlfriend, we need to review the whole case.  I think that Julian did not kill his wife but there must be somebody else that had murdered his wife and then implicated Julian Dashwood so that he could run away from the United Kingdom and then by a mere coincidence , he was brought back to the same prison where Cohen was hanged. I am sure that are some more connections to this case’ 
 
    DC Lewis thought for a minute and then said, ‘You mean that Cohen could have killed Julian’s wife and then   ----’ 
 
    Jackson pulled his chair towards Lewis and whispered, ‘Yes, I am thinking on the same wave length.  The problem is that we can't prove in court that a ghost killed somebody, everybody will laugh at us and nobody will believe us.’ Jackson looked around the room to see the level of response from other prison officers. 
 
    The other two officers were sill quiet but then Smith came forward and said, ‘I have experienced the wrath of Cohen’s ghost, so I believe every single word that you have just said.  My main concern is for the fourth Green, I mean Greg – the only surviving member of the Greens.  I am sure that Cohen will try to kill him next.  His life will be in danger in this prison and maybe we should transfer him to another prison as soon as possible.’ 
 
    Jackson smiled back, ‘You are right, Mr Smith. We need to arrange his immediate transfer to another prison.  Can you check the availability of any spaces in other prisons today?’ 
 
    Smith replied, ‘I will do that  as a matter of urgency.’ 
 
    DC Lewis then asked, ‘I am sure that if Cohen killed Julian’s wife, Gina then he must have used somebody else to help inject the drug.  I need to go back to the surgery to check who the last patient or person was to attend Dr Dashwood.’ 
 
    Smith then said, ‘Detective, it will be interesting to know whether the same drug was found in the case of Cora Turner’s body.’ 
 
    Jackson said wryly, ‘That is a valid point.  Detective Lewis, can you check that please? There is one more issue that we need to discuss. In fact Mr Lewis, that is your department.  You need to find where Julian’s girlfriend is?’ 
 
    DC Lewis took out his diary from a brief case and made some notes with his pen.  He stood up to leave the room.  ‘Well gentlemen, I must go now as I have lots of work to do.’ 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 40  
 
      
 
    Julian’s girlfriend Nicki had a special plan for that day.  Julian had discussed with Nicki the urgency of her leaving the prison as soon as possible.  He did not mention to her about the importance of his meeting with Cohen.  Julian thought that Nicki would get more frightened by Cohen and maybe, she does not believe in the existence of ghosts. 
 
    That morning Julian saw Nicki dressing up properly although she could only use men’s clothes. She put on black trousers, which fitted her size and a half sleeve unisex shirt underneath her regular prison clothing.  She washed her hair in the morning but made a small ponytail in the back of her head, so that she still looked like a boy rather than a woman.   
 
    Julian asked her, ‘Are you sure that you will be able to make an escape today from this heavily guarded prison?’ 
 
    Nicki smiled and put her arms around Julian’s neck and whispered, ‘Mike is going to arrange a pass for me as a teacher.  He has spoken to one security guard at the gate, who knows him very well. I am going to leave the education department as a woman so nobody will suspect anything on the gate.  One of the teachers has gone for holiday for a week, so Mike has used her details for the security pass.’ 
 
    ‘Does Mike know that you are a woman instead of a man?’ asked Julian after implanting a small kiss on her lips. 
 
    ‘No, I don't think so, he loves me as a boy. Not sure what his reaction would be if he finds about my true identity’ Nicki moved sideways to look into a mirror on the wall. 
 
    ‘Does he know that you can speak?’ asked Julian. 
 
    ‘No, he does not know that either.   First night I will have to stay with him but then I would go to my flat to check if I can get some money and clothes to go somewhere else.’ 
 
    ‘I am sure that you will pull through this and don’t have any physical intimacy with him.’ 
 
    Nicki looked into his eyes and said, ‘Do not be silly. I am worried about this plan, but I need to get out for both yours and mine safety. I can also contact your solicitor and put more pressure on him to work speedily and efficiently.’ 
 
    ‘Good luck Nicki. I love you a lot, I am sure that we will meet soon.  You need to find out who the real killer is?  If you did not kill Gina and I did not kill her, then who else could have murdered her?’ 
 
    Nicki gave a kiss to Julian and left for the arts class.  Julian also followed her to the class room, but did not say much to Mike.  Julian’s face became redder, when he saw Mike touching Nicki’s hand.  Julian thought that how will he cope with Nicki sleeping in Mike’s flat that night. 
 
    Just before 4.15 PM, Nicki went to the bathroom to change her clothes.  She managed to put lipstick on her lips and cheeks.  Nicki looked more like a woman than a man now.  Mike came to the bathroom to check Nicki and he was astonished to see the transformation in Nicki’s appearance.  
 
     Mike said, ‘You look beautiful, I can't wait for the night.  Anyway everything is in order.  This is your pass, which you need to show at the gate.  The majority of the time, the security guards do not even look at a teacher’s face, so you can slip through the gate without any problems.’  
 
     Nicki followed Mike to the gate, but there was a long queue there.  Mike asked the security man, ‘Why there is a delay today?’ 
 
    The guard replied, ‘We have been instructed to double check everybody thoroughly, as some inmates may be planning to escape from the prison.’ 
 
    Mike looked at Nicki, who was already perspiring, with drops of sweat on her face.  He hinted to her to go back to the prison as this was not a good time to escape.  
 
    Nicki turned back and entered the toilet where she rubbed all of her lipstick and put her hair back in the ponytail.  As she was walking back two prison officers looked at her with suspicion, but she avoided looking back at them and rushed back to her room where Julian had just arrived from art class.  
 
    He asked, ‘What happened, Nicki?  Why did you not go?’ 
 
    Nicki looked into a mirror and used a wet towel to clean her face.  She replied, ‘The security was very tight today, so we cancelled our plans.  I went to the last exit point of the prison to see how the system works but I have kept the security pass with me so now I can escape anytime I like and without Mike’s help.’ 
 
    ‘You are clever Nicki, what about Mike, I think that you will still need his help’ 
 
    Nicki washed her face in the sink to remove any signs of lipstick on her lips and said, ‘I am not going to see him  again and I am going to cancel my class with him from tomorrow, as I was not comfortable going back to his house tonight. In a way, I am glad that I stayed back in the prison today.’ 
 
    ‘You are cleverer than I thought.  You must hide your security pass somewhere, otherwise you could be charged for trying to escape from the prison.’ 
 
    Nicki put the prison pass under her pillow and said, ‘I am worried that Mike might report me to the authority to cause problems for me, if I did not accept his moves in the class room’ 
 
    Coin sat down on the chair and said, ‘Mike can't report you, as he is the main culprit and he knows that you may also tell the authorities about his involvement in your planned escape.’ 
 
    Nicki looked in the mirror again to check if she had any lipstick marks left on her lips.  Julian suddenly got up to hold Nicki from behind and whispered, ‘Leave your lipstick there.  I will use my lips to remove it.’ He turned Nicki around towards him and started to kiss her passionately. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 41 
 
      
 
    Mike Jackson phoned DC Lewis the next day and asked, ‘Have you got any information about the drug used for Mrs Dashwood’s murder?’ 
 
    Jackson took a deep breath, cleared his throat with a gentle cough and said, ‘Yes, I have just got news from the Crown Prosecution Services.  You were right, the drug used was hyoscine, same one which was used by Dr Cohen to kill his wife, Cora Turner. How does that help our investigation?’ 
 
    Jackson replied back, ‘That means that Cohen is responsible for the deaths of both the women.  Hyoscine is not easily available these days and in fact, stronger and more effective drugs can be used for killing somebody.  Maybe, Dr Cohen has no knowledge of the modern drugs and that is why, he used the same old drug, hyoscine.’ 
 
    Lewis said softly, ‘That is all very well but if Cohen is the main culprit, then how do we stop him?  We can't even arrest or prosecute him?’ 
 
    ‘You need to get help of the priest in the prison chaplain.’  
 
    Jackson used his fingers to stroke his hair and said, ‘My other worry is about Greg, I am certain that he is Cohen’s next victim and we need to protect him.  I have authorised immediate transfer of Greg to another prison as we all suspect that Cohen could strike anytime.’ 
 
    Greg had been confined in a basement landing of a protective wing of the prison called ‘Block’ where prisoners who had adjudications against them for breaking prison rules were kept for a harsher punishment.  However, Greg did not have any such restrictions as he had been given his own television, unlike other prisoners and he was also allowed to come out of his room more frequently.  The prison authorities explained the situation to Greg, who was happy to challenge Cohen face to face as he did not believe in a ghost, unlike other people around him.  Jackson disagreed with his request and wanted Greg to be confined in the Block wing of the prison.  Julian had not seen Greg for few days, he was also worried that Cohen might harm him next anytime. 
 
    Greg had a knock on his door and prison officer informed him that he needed to be transferred to another prison.  Greg shouted back, ‘I do not want to go anywhere else.  All my friends have died here, and I want to stay here.  If I have to die, I will die here as well.’ 
 
    Prison officer tried to convince him, ‘You will have more freedom in the new prison. Here you are caged, and we do not know that for how long you will have to stay like this.’ 
 
    Greg pushed the prison officer back by the full force of his hands and shouted from the top of his voice.  ‘I do not want to go.  I have told you so many times so leave me alone and go away.’ He came inside his room and shut the door with a loud bang. 
 
    Half an hour later, ten big sized prison officers came to Greg’s room and one got hold of Greg’s big bulging upper arms and whispered, ‘Greg, you need to come with us. If you do it quietly without any resistance, then it will be good for all of us.  Otherwise, we will have to drag you to the van.  The choice is yours.’ 
 
    Five men came forward and lifted Greg from the floor.  Greg tried to push his hands and legs everywhere and started to shout louder and louder, ‘Leave me alone. I do not want to go. I want to stay here where I lost all my friends.’  
 
    Despite Greg’s reluctance, all the officers lifted him up with their hands and put him on a trolley and strapped him with  a strong tape. 
 
    Greg after being dragged for a while stood up on his feet and started to walk slowly with prison officers on his either side. He had established a reputation of an invincible person among his fellow inmates and he did not want to be seen to be humiliated like that. 
 
      Greg pleaded to the prison officer, ‘Look, I will go with you but I need to take my legal papers and other items with me.  Can you please give me fifteen minutes to get ready my bag properly?’ 
 
    The officers looked at each other and nodded. ‘Yes, that is fine.  You can put your stuff in the bag. Two officers will stay with you in the room supervising your packing.’ 
 
    Half an hour later Greg started to walk towards the reception area carrying a large plastic bag containing all his clothes and important personal items. He was given a thorough body search in the reception and all his items in the bag were properly checked. 
 
      Some of the prison officers shook hands with him, as Greg was well known to them. One of them said, ‘Goodbye Greg, behave yourself in the new prison, otherwise they will punish you.’ 
 
    The other officers joined in and said, ‘You will not find a better prison than this one.  Everybody was so lenient to you here.’ 
 
    Greg smiled and said, ‘I have not misbehaved with anybody here.  I have good memories of this place but bad ones too especially after I lost my friends here.’ 
 
    ‘We are so sorry about your friends’ loss.  I hope that you recover from that.’ said another officer 
 
    Greg was put in a smaller van that had its own small cubicles.  Greg felt a bit suffocated after being enclosed inside the van.  He started to bang on the door which made the whole of the van shake.  The other prisoners also joined him in thumping the van.  One prisoner started to shout, ‘Come on gov, let us go.  Put some music on, it is so boring inside here.’ 
 
    Slowly the van started to move and left the prison after going through the security check at the exit door.  Every time, the prisoners saw a pretty woman, they thumped the van to get attention.  Nobody could see the prisoners as they were protected by dark stained glass. The journey seemed quite longer as prisoners could not see the road signs properly. 
 
    Greg did not like it  as his mind was fixed on his friends that he lost in the last prison.  He was worried about a different atmosphere of the new prison, where he had to start all over again.  After the loss of his friends, he was not keen on victimising anybody.  He felt that he was a changed man; he had already decided that once he was released from the prison, he will become a reformed person.  
 
     Greg had realised that robbery and drug dealing did not pay in the long run. He had decided to work hard and earn money like other people do.  He had always dreamed of having children, but he used to go out with different women every week and none of them claimed that he had made them pregnant.  
 
    Greg’s thoughts were not affected by the bumps in the road as the van inched towards the new prison. He thought that his son should have a good education unlike himself.  His parents did not care if he attended school or not, the whole housing estate was involved with drugs dealing so it was easy for Greg to get sucked into the system. Because of his height and build, Greg found that he commanded more respect.  He became a natural leader of the gang by the time he was eighteen.  
 
     In the beginning Greg only dealt with minor crimes, but that changed with the passage of time.  After being sent to prison few times Greg became quite accustomed to the legal prison system.  He was in a position to control prisoners, when he was outside and able to control outside world, when inside the prison.  Now for the first time, his system had crumbled, and he had to run for the safety of his life. 
 
    Suddenly the van came to a halt and he had arrived at the Brixton prison.  He was familiar with Brixton prison as he had spent various sentences there.  After waiting for twenty minutes, Greg finally disembarked from the van to proceed toward the reception area.  When Greg was called to the reception area, the officers realized that his name had not been forwarded by his previous prison.  The Brixton prison was full and that meant that Greg had to go back to his previous prison.  Although the reception team suggested that Greg could wait for few hours to see if any prisoners were being transferred to a different prison, but after repeated pleas from Greg the prison officers took him back to his previous prison.  When he reached back in the evening Greg expected to get the same room but he was told that his room as already given to somebody else.  Instead he was taken to ‘A’ wing where prisoners were kept for induction for two to three 3 days and then allocated a room in a different wing.  Greg did not mind that as he hoped to be transferred to a better wing from there. 
 
    Nicki was really feeling fed up by staying in the prison for such a long time. Julian suggested that she should think of escaping from the prison as soon as possible without seeking any help from Mike, as she had in her possession the required documents for the exit door of the prison. 
 
    Nicki then said, ‘I just want to know what our solicitor is doing for our case.’ 
 
    Julian looked dejected and said, ‘Crown Prosecution Services has still not sent a report of any evidence against us.’ 
 
    ‘They can't send any evidence because they have not got anything.  Julian you did not kill your wife and I did not kill her.  That means that there must be a third person to do that.’ 
 
    ‘We have told that to the police many times, but they do not seem to take any notice of that.’ 
 
    ‘Julian, the police think that we are guilty and that is why we ran away to South Africa.  Maybe we should have stayed back in England.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe, but that would have still arrested us.  They still think that you are my male friend and they are still looking for female lover.  That is you.’ 
 
    Nicki smiled and said, ‘How silly of the police that they could not check if I was a male or a female.’ 
 
    ‘Nicki, credit goes to you for pulling off such an outstanding act.’ 
 
    ‘Anyway I am fed up of staying here in the prison.  I am going to flee and by going outside I can prove my innocence in the case.’ 
 
    While they were talking, their door was opened by a prison officer, who said, ‘Gentlemen, you need to come with me.’ 
 
    ‘Where do you want to take us?  I had to go to the chapel for a lesson on biblical studies.’ 
 
    ‘We need to check your urine for checking presence of any drugs in your body.’ 
 
    Julian shouted, ‘We do not take any drugs, so why do you need to do our test.’ 
 
    ‘That is routine check.  Everybody says that they do not take drugs, but their urine shows presence of drugs in their body.’ 
 
    Instead of doing more arguments both Julian and Nicki got ready to go with the officer.  The officer did not smile at all but was just walking few steps ahead of both of them.  After passing through wings they reached ‘A’ wing which made Julian to ask the officer a question, ‘Why are we going to ‘A’ wing?’ 
 
    ‘No, you are going to ‘R’ wing but to go there, we need to pass through ‘A’ wing.’ The officer said without looking at them 
 
    Before Julian could react, the prison officer had disappeared. Although that was late morning time the whole wing was quiet as all the inmates were banged up. Only Nicki and Julian were left in the landing. Suddenly they felt a cold breeze passing by them.  Nicki clung to Julian as if she was going to be blown away.  The door to the gallows opened slowly with a cracking sound.  A white figure appeared on the door, who gave the signal of moving towards him.  Nicki asked with eyes wide open, ‘What is happening Julian? Who is this person?’ 
 
    Cohen smiled and said, ‘Do not be afraid Sally, come near to me.’ 
 
    ‘Who are you? What do you want from me?’ Shouted Nicki. 
 
    ‘Just come here. Can't you recognise me?  This is Cohen, your lover.’ 
 
    Nicki wanted to hide her face in Julian’s chest, but Julian kept on walking towards Cohen. Nicki shouted, ‘Why are you walking towards the ghost? Let us run away before he harms us.’ 
 
    Julian still kept on walking.  ‘I can't stop my steps.  Something is pushing me towards him.’ 
 
    Julian started to go inside the dark room where there was an old bulb giving a very dim light.  Nicki and Julian both walked through the entrance door and then heard the door behind them shut with a loud noise. 
 
    Nicki was trembling with fear and still holding Julian tight.  Julian felt that the whole weight of Nicki’s body had fallen on top of him, but he still managed to move forwards slowly.  Nicki against shouted, ‘Who are you? What do you want?’ 
 
    ‘Sally, can't you remember me.  I am Cohen your lover.  We were arrested on the waters of Canada and brought back to England for trial and execution.’ 
 
    ‘Look Cohen or whatever your name is. I can't remember anything.  You keep forgetting that I am alive, and you are dead.  I am born again with a different name and identity.  How do you know that I am the same person who was your lover in the last birth?’ 
 
    ‘I know that it is you. You have got the same mole below the right ear as you had in the last birth and your face is similar as well. Let me show you Sally’s photograph.’ 
 
    Cohen moved forward to show photograph to Nicki.  Both Julian and Nicki were surprised to see striking resemblance between Sally and Nicki.   
 
    Nicki looked at Cohen closely – she felt a cold air sweeping toward her and she could not see feet of Cohen as there was a gap between the ground and his legs. 
 
    Slowly Nicki was recovering from the initial shock. Julian too had felt that his energy was coming back to his body.  He held Nicki tight in his arms and shouted, ‘Cohen, what do you want from Nicki. Do not forget that she belongs to me now. You need to get the facts right you are dead, and Nicki is alive.’ 
 
    Cohen started to move towards the centre of the room, where gallows was situated, it was covered with a brown cloth, but there were no ropes present to hang anybody.  
 
     Slowly, Cohen’s fingers started to point towards both Julian and Nicki, and they kept on walking towards Cohen, as if they were attracted towards a magnet. Cohen stopped near the gallows and said without looking towards Nicki, ‘I may be dead, but I still have feelings for you.  I know that I can't have you, if you are alive that is why you need to die as well so we can be one again.’ 
 
    Nicki started to shout even louder, ‘You can't touch me.  If you love me in, then you must let me go.’ 
 
    Julian came in front of Nicki, thus shielding her body from Cohen. Cohen smiled but his white eyes still were expressionless as before, ‘I was hanged for murder of my wife, you were equal partners in crime, but you were spared death and set free.’ 
 
    Julian replied, ‘The court found Sally ‘Not guilty’ so you should have been happy that her life was spared.’ 
 
    ‘No, I was not happy.  I wanted a union with Sally even after our deaths.  She stopped all the contacts with me after her acquittal by the court.’ 
 
    Julian said, ‘She probably was not allowed to see you.’ 
 
    ‘No, she just did not want to know me, I remembered Sally till the very last breath in my body.  I was allowed to keep Sally’s picture in my pocket at the time of hanging.  I prayed to God that I shall be allowed to have a union with Sally after my death.  That is why I am still looking for you.’ 
 
    Nicki wanted to run away to the exit door, but she found that she was powerless and instead she found that her steps were taking her towards the gallows.  She screamed, ‘I do not want you.  Look, I don't remember anything from the last birth.  I do not even believe in reincarnation. You have got the wrong person.’ 
 
    ‘No Sally, you are the same person.  Look at the picture; she had a mole below her left ear same as you have.’ 
 
    Cohen showed an old photograph of Sally to both Julian and Nicki. Nicki touched her left ear and felt a mole there. Even Julian was surprised by the presence of similar mole in both Sally and Nicki.  Nicki said, ‘Oh My God, Cohen could be right, I might be Sally in last birth.’ 
 
    Julian suggested, ‘Cohen, you could see the similarities based on the mole but that does not confirm that they are the same people.’ 
 
    Cohen moved nearer to them again and showed Sally’s photograph again.  ‘Look it looks similar to Nicki.’ 
 
    ‘What do you want from me?’ shouted Nicki. 
 
    Cohen moved away from both of them and said, ‘Oh my dear, I want you to come and join me in a different world.  I have waited for you for so many years and the time for our union has come.  Come to me, my darling.’ 
 
    Nicki only saw Cohen’s white and expressionless face.  The eyes had no sparkle.  
 
     Cohen raised his hand towards both of them and then ordered Julian, ‘Bring Sally to me.’  Julian pushed Nicki behind him and wrapped his arms around her and within  few seconds Julian’s eyes had changed to red and his hair rose in a vertical line on top of his head, his breathing became faster, the colour of his face turned red like that of a volcano and his grip on Nicki tightened.  
 
     Julian felt like a slave to Cohen and he started to drag Nicki towards the gallows.  Nicki put her feet on the ground firmly but could not match Julian’s increased strength. 
 
    Nicki shouted from the top of her voice and tried to free herself from his tight grip by moving his body from side to side. ‘Julian, what are you doing? This is me Nicki, your lover.   Why are you taking me to Cohen? You are supposed to protect me and not destroy me.’ 
 
    Julian just looked on to the side and kept on pushing Nicki towards the gallows.  Cohen burst with laughter, the echoes of that could be heard all over the room. 
 
    He raised his hands in the air and whispered, Sally, Julian is under my control now.  He can't hear you anymore.  He will do whatever I will tell him.  That is how he helped me to kill three Greens.  He tied the rope on their necks and with increased strength empowered by me, he lifted them up with his hands and then hanged them.’  Ha, Cohen started to laugh even louder. 
 
    He looked at Julian across the floor, who was still trying to drag Nicki towards the gallows with his hands. Cohen continued, ‘Julian did not remember anything afterwards and police thought that Julian had killed them but could not find any evidence of his DNA at the crime scenes. So police could not prosecute him. Ha, ha. He is still useful to me.’ 
 
    Nicki tried to bite Julian’s hands with her teeth and shouted while looking at Cohen ‘You are a murderer.  You will be punished by God soon. Why do you use Julian? Leave him alone’ 
 
    Cohen laughed as he tried to touch Nicki ‘I will finish both of you now as I do not want anybody to know about my existence, otherwise they will send a priest inside here to finish me off.’ 
 
    Nicki looked at Julian who was motionless and stood in front of Cohen like a statue with his eyes focussed to the floor and waiting for next instructions from his master. She whispered, ‘So you are scared of God.  If Jesus Christ is listening to my prayers, then he will come for my rescue.’ 
 
    ‘Ha ha, ha,’ Cohen started to laugh again. ‘Nobody can save you now.’ 
 
    Nicki had already reached near the gallows. Nicki shouted again, ‘Julian, wake up, this is me Nicki.  You do not know what you are doing now.’  Nicki tried to slap Julian’s face, but could not reach there. ‘Wake up Julian, think of God. You go to church every Sunday.  Think of Jesus, he will come for your rescue.  You do not have to follow a ghost’s instructions.  Wake up, Julian.’ 
 
     But there was no response from Julian.  His face was like a red stone with colour of his eyes glowing with lava and completely expressionless.  He kept on dragging Nicki to the top of the gallows, where a rope and a black cloth was lying on the floor. 
 
    Nicki was finally dragged to part of the gallows, that was covered by a piece of wood and underneath there was a drop of about fifteen feet.  Nicki started to struggle and push Julian away.  She realised that Julian was of no help for her, as he was under the magical effects of Cohen. 
 
    Cohen’s laughter became louder and louder, which frightened Nicki even more.  Suddenly Cohen stopped laughing, and it was replaced by a pin drop silence.  Cohen moved forward and said, ‘Sally, look at this place and that is where I was hanged all those years ago.  I pleaded and I begged for mercy again and again, but nobody listened to me. At the time of my hanging, I had your photograph in my pocket.  I will now put my photograph in your pocket and then you will die the same way as I did and then after your death, we both will be one and would be together for ever. ha ha’ 
 
    Nicki cried with tears rolling from her eyes, she folded her hands together and pleaded, ‘Please do not do this to me. I am not Sally. I am Nicki and I belong to somebody else. I am of no use to you.’ 
 
    Cohen shouted, ‘Julian, tie a rope on Sally’s hands and then a rope on her neck. I do not want to cover her face, as I want to see her die in front of me.’ 
 
    Julian moved forward towards Nicki with a rope in his hands.  Nicki did not have enough strength to resist and Julian managed to tie one hand with the rope.  Then suddenly Nicki gave a kick on Julian’s groin area, which sent Julian flying to the floor.  
 
     Nicki saw a small cross of Jesus fall from Julian’s pocket that he often used for his Sunday services in the church.  Nicki jumped forward to get hold of the cross.  She dragged her body quickly forward and managed to get that in her right hand.  
 
    She twisted her body sideways and then pointed the cross towards Cohen, who started to shake vigorously and pleaded, ‘Take it away, come on take cross away from me. Sally put it down on the floor and come to me.’ 
 
    Sally instead moved forward towards Cohen but within seconds, he disappeared from the scene.  Nicki then showed the cross to Julian who fell to the floor. 
 
    Nicki went to Julian, ‘Come on Julian, let us run away from here before Cohen comes back. Be quick on your feet but Julian’s eyes went rolling backwards and forwards. 
 
    Sally felt that it was better if she left Julian on the floor and seek help from outside.  She ran towards the exit door, that was still half open and   came out of the gallows into the corridor of the wing.  Nicki rushed towards the central gate, which had access to all the wings.  As Nicki was running and screaming Greg came out of his cell and asked, ‘What is the matter?’ 
 
    Nicki looked back at Greg and pointed toward the gallows and used her sign language to point to Greg that Julian was inside the door and he must go there and help him. 
 
    Greg being a macho towering man rushed towards the gallows, ‘Where is Julian?’ asked Greg. 
 
    Suddenly the door towards the gallows opened and Cohen was standing and smiling there.  His face was white and eyes expressionless.  
 
     Greg felt a gush of cold air and his steps started to move towards Cohen, who whispered ‘Come on Greg, come inside.  I have been waiting for you for a very long time.’ 
 
    Greg felt a sense of fright running through his spine, and whole of his body froze but despite his resistance, he could not stop his steps to move forward. The doors closed behind him.  Greg saw Julian standing near the gallows with a rope in his hands. 
 
    Cohen’ laughter filled the air again and asked loudly.  ‘Greg, do you remember me. You hanged me here more than seventy years ago.’ 
 
    Greg looked stunned and still struggling to breathe. His pupils constricted with colour of his face turning pale, he asked, ‘Who are you and what do you want?  I have never come to this place before. You must have confused me with somebody else.’ 
 
    Cohen looked towards Julian and then back at Greg to say, ‘You were the executioner at that time right here. I begged you to delay my execution and asked you to be gentle and kind, but instead you gave me a painful death.’ 
 
    Greg folded his hands in front of him to plead to Cohen ‘Look, I do not remember anything. I must have been following orders of my superiors. Look, I do not believe in past births. You must be confused, please, let me go now.’ 
 
    Cohen screamed at the top of his voice, ‘I have my orders too, Greg, your three friends have already joined me and now it is your turn. Nothing can stop me now. You are mine. Come to me’ 
 
    Greg after hearing his friends name ran towards Cohen, who was standing near the gallows next to Julian. 
 
    Cohen stepped back and ordered to Julian, ‘Tie him up Julian with ropes.’ 
 
    Julian was standing like a statue with a rope in his hands and eyes focussed to the floor, awaiting the instructions of his master.  His body and mind was lost somewhere else. Although, he had achieved supernatural powers, yet his actions were controlled by Cohen. 
 
    Greg was much taller and stronger than Julian, but despite that, Julian’s strength had grown to an enormous proportion.  He was able to hold Greg like a little baby and tie the rope on his wrists by folding his hands behind him. 
 
    Greg shouted, ‘What are you doing, Julian?  Leave me alone.  You are crazy.  I am not the same person. Please let me go.’ 
 
    Cohen smiled as he looked at Julian to say ‘They all say the same thing.  Even I begged to you that I am not guilty.  Do not hang me, but you did not listen to me and why should I listen to you now.’ 
 
    Greg felt like a helpless goat cramped in a cage.  Tears started to roll from his eyes. He bent forward to mutter, ‘I beg you.  Let me go.  I do not believe in re-births.  I can’t pass on any comments to anything that you have just said. I am not the same person. Please let me go’ 
 
    Cohen laughed again.  ‘I like it. I pleaded just like that all those years ago, but you did not listen to me. Do you have a last wish, before you die?  I will fulfil that like you allowed me to keep a picture of my girlfriend, Sally in my pocket.  Do you have any girlfriend?’ 
 
    Greg fell on to the floor with his knees bent and said, ‘I do not have any wish, because I do not want to die.  You have to let me go.  Julian, come on, what is the matter with you.  You are a doctor and supposed to save lives.   You should not listen to this ghost.’ 
 
    Cohen’s laughter became louder, ‘Greg, you are going to become a ghost soon as well.  I would introduce you to other ghosts, who have been hanged here.  Look at the ceiling. Your three friends are smiling and calling you. They are feeling lonely without you.  Are not you going to join them?’ 
 
    Greg looked at the ceiling and said, ‘I can’t see anybody there, please let me go.’ 
 
    Cohen’s voice suddenly became stiff and harsh and he shouted, ‘Julian, put the noose around his neck. We have not got much time as other people might come here anytime. 
 
    Just at that moment, they heard a knock on the door as the priest from the Chaplin along with prison officer Mike Jackson and DC Lewis were knocking on the door.  They were joined by other prison officers. ‘Open the door.’  shouted Jackson. 
 
    Julian quickly put the noose around Greg’s neck and tightened the knot by pulling the rope towards him. 
 
    Cohen walked towards Greg and said, ‘I am not going to give you a painful death and will adjust the drop according to your weight.’ 
 
    Greg tried to pull the rope away from his neck with his hands, but the noose was too tight to shift. He folded his hands to plead to Cohen, ‘Let me go, please.  You will not achieve anything by killing me.’ 
 
    The bangs on the door by both Jackson and Lewis became louder and louder, but the door did not open. Jackson turned the keys around many times but it did nothing. Lewis asked two prison officers to bring a metal bar to break the door as all the attempts to open it had failed. 
 
    Greg’s eyes were getting tightly closed and darkness appeared in front of them and he dared not to open them in case the lever was pulled. His hands were free, but he could not do anything with them. He took few short and shallow breaths as he could hear his heart beats quite loud. From a distance, he saw Jackson and Lewis standing outside the door.  
 
    For a moment, his hopes were raised as he was confident that they were his last hope.  He started to pray to God.  ‘Jesus, save me. Forgive me for my sins. I will become a good person if I am given another chance.’ 
 
    Cohen shouted at Julian, ‘Julian pull the lever now. I cannot wait any longer. Let us do it now before these officers come inside.’ Julian looked at Cohen with few drops of perspiration on his frowned forehead and he nodded with his head. Julian moved a step forward and with one jerk, pulled the lever down. 
 
    Within a split second, Greg was hanging by the rope, but he managed to put one of his foot on the top of the broken wood.  The noose was tightening around his neck and he could feel that the air’s entry into his lungs was getting less and less.  The darkness was increasing in front of his eyes and he knew that it was a question of a few seconds before his soul would depart from his body. 
 
    Suddenly, the doors plunged open and the priest started to run towards Cohen with a cross of Jesus in his hands.  Lewis followed him with a gun in his hand pointing towards Cohen.  Priest shouted, ‘you devil.  Go away from here and leave these poor people alone. Jesus Christ will punish you. Go now.’ 
 
    Suddenly Cohen put his arms in front of his face to neutralize the powerful effects of the cross.  He started to move backwards towards the corner of the wall.  Lewis ran forward to hold Greg from falling in the pit below.  He quickly loosened the noose around Greg’s neck.  He could still feel his pulse and hear faint breathing sounds. 
 
    Jackson opened the knots of the rope on Greg’s neck and put him to the floor.  Greg was given CPR and first aid by the rest of the team. 
 
    Priest moved towards Cohen and a glow of light emitted from the cross towards Cohen, who found the bright light too painful to handle. He shouted at the priest with his hands in front of his face, ‘Father, please put that cross away from me.  What do you want from me?’ 
 
    Priest whispered, ‘I want you to be released from this prison.  You need help.  You do not belong to this world.  You need to be hanged properly, which will set your soul free forever.’ 
 
    Cohen looked at Greg, whose breathing was getting better and his face started to show some colour. He whispered, ‘No, I am already dead.  I do not want to be hanged again.’ 
 
    Priest stepped forward slowly with cross held by his extended right hand, he muttered, ‘Come here, my child.  You need help. Do not be afraid. I will set you free from here. Come here, my child.’ 
 
    Cohen started to move backwards but was stopped by the wall.  In the meantime Greg started to cough and his breathing became more regular. 
 
    Priest shouted at Cohen, ‘Come here you devil, where are you running now?’ 
 
    Cohen pleaded, ‘Take that cross away. I do not like it.’ 
 
    Priest moved towards the left to stand few feet away from Cohen and said, ‘No, I would not do that. You can’t escape now. You need to be freed from this imprisonment in the gallows. You were not hanged properly last time, but now let us do that for you. Come here, my child. Do not be afraid. Come to me, slowly and slowly.’ 
 
    Cohen seemed to be listening very attentively, while leaning against the wall. He asked, ‘Why do I need to be hanged again? I am already dead.’ 
 
    Priest looked into the hollowness of Cohen’s eyes and said, ‘You are only half dead. Cohen, at the moment, you belong neither here nor there.  Come forward and stand on the gallows.’ 
 
    The priest’s power was so overwhelming that Cohen felt difficult to resist his commands and started to take small strides towards the gallows. 
 
    The cross was still shining on Cohen’s eyes and he was trying to protect them with his hands. 
 
    Greg had opened his eyes completely and asked, ‘What happened? Where am I?  Am I dead or alive?’ 
 
    Jackson gave Greg his hand to help him to sit down. 
 
    Julian was still sanding like a statue near the gallows.  He was just gazing on the ceiling trying to figure out that why he was standing there. 
 
    Priest moved towards Julian to put his hand on his forehead and said, ‘Julian, why are you standing like this? We need your help. You are still under the supernatural effects of Cohen, so you are in a better position to handle Cohen. Wake up my child. We need you doctor’ 
 
    Julian suddenly responded with few jerks of his body, his hands moved backwards, and his eyes opened wide as if he had just woken up from a dream. He looked at the priest and then around the room at other people standing there. He asked while rubbing his eyes with his hands, ‘What do you want me to do?’ asked Julian. 
 
    Father still had Cross in his hands pointing towards Cohen, he looked at Julian to say, ‘I want you to tie a rope on Cohen’s hands, then cover his face with a black cloth.’ 
 
    DC Lewis interrupted by stepping forward, ‘Father, Cohen is a ghost and does not have any hands.  How can we tie him?’ 
 
    Father whispered, ‘Son, you will be surprised to know that Cohen can be tied like anybody else. We then need to put a noose around his neck, as he needs to be hanged properly. Cohen, I want you to walk towards the gallows slowly. Come on my child, do it now.’ 
 
    Cohen tried to look at the priest through the gaps of his hands and asked, ‘Father, I am already dead. Why do you want me to be hanged second time?’ 
 
    ‘My child, you were not hanged properly last time and that is why your spirit is still wandering here. You have been restless all these years and now peace will come to you, my child. Come on walk towards the gallows now.’ 
 
    Cohen started to take small steps towards the gallows slowly without raising his eyes away from the floor, he then stepped up to the top of the gallows and just stood there next to Julian, who tied his hands behind his back with a rope. 
 
    Priest then kept on flashing the cross towards Cohen that   dazzled his eyes and he found it difficult to keep them open.  Priest shouted, ‘Come on Julian, hurry up and put a black cloth on his face.’ 
 
    Cohen shrugged away, ‘No, I do not want my face covered. It is not nice to face darkness’ 
 
    Priest staggered towards one side of the gallows and said, ‘No Cohen, we must cover your face otherwise, your eyes will keep looking at these gallows, and that will prevent you from leaving this place permanently and you will keep on wandering here in this prison like before.’ 
 
    Julian put a cloth to cover Cohen’s face and then took the noose from Greg to put on Cohen’s neck. 
 
    Greg stood up and said, ‘Let me put this noose on this bastard’s neck.  He has killed all of my friends. I must hang this evil man with my hands’ 
 
    Father said, ‘No Greg, you can't put the noose as only Julian has supernatural powers to deal with Cohen.’ 
 
    Julian satisfied everybody by putting a noose around Cohen’s neck and tightened the rope as much as he could do. Jackson and Lewis also walked forward to stand around the gallows. There was a pin drop silence in the room as they wanted an end to all those killings in the prison. 
 
    Father kept saying, ‘Let Jesus help you and guide you to your pathway.  May God forgive you for your sins and let you start a fresh life.’ 
 
    Father gave the signal to Julian to pull the lever and within seconds Cohen dropped down the cellar, and it was followed by a an explosion and then appearance of a bright light that spread across the gallows.  Everybody moved forward to look at the space below in the gallows.  There was no sign of Cohen.  The black cloth that was covering his face had fallen to the floor and noose was hanging in the air oscillating like a pendulum from side to side. 
 
    Jackson asked, ‘Father where is Cohen?  Has he escaped?’ 
 
    Priest put the cross in his pockets and said, ‘No son, Cohen has been liberated from this world. He has gone to another world and hopefully, he will never come back.’ 
 
    Lewis said, ‘I hope that he will never come back again. He was a murderer and responsible for many deaths in this prison.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, he has gone forever, you can take my word on that.’ whispered priest 
 
    Julian was standing near the gallows still looking shaken and nervous.  Father flashed his cross on Julian’s face that woke him up.  Julian rubbed his eyes to open them, he asked, ‘Where am I? What is happening?’ 
 
    DC Lewis replied, ‘You are safe here with us in the gallows. Do not you remember about the incidents of the last one hour?’ 
 
    Julian was still dazed and looked around to recognise people around him.  ‘No, I do not remember anything. All I remember was that I was walking with Nick in the corridor. Where is he.’ 
 
    Jackson looked around, ‘I can't find Nick here. He must have gone outside.  Officer Smith might know, because it was Nick who alerted him about Cohen.’ 
 
    Smith looked puzzled, ‘I was not approached by Nick, but by a female, who looked like Nick and it was her who warned me that Julian was in some kind of a danger.’ 
 
    DC Lewis asked, ‘Did she speak to you, as being a dumb, Nick can't speak.’ 
 
    Smith replied with appearance of few wrinkles on his forehead, ‘Yes, she spoke perfect English. There is no doubt about it.’ 
 
    DC Lewis smiled and said, ‘I am pretty sure that both Nick and Nicki are the same person.  The history has repeated by itself.  Cohen’s girlfriend Sally acted like a boy many years ago and now Nicki did the same many years later. By pretending to be a man, she has lived with Julian here in prison for a few months without our knowledge. That was very smart as we failed to find her true identity.’ 
 
    Jackson asked, ‘But where is she now. She would be in her cell and we must question her?’ 
 
    Smith answered, ‘She has be in her room. I will go and get her in your office, Mr Jackson.’ 
 
    Julian had fully recovered, and he whispered,’ I need to go as well. I need some rest in my room as I still feel strange in my mind.’ 
 
    Jackson said, ‘No Doctor Dashwood. You should go to see a doctor first, just to make sure that you are fine. I know that you are a doctor, but it is still best that you go there. The nurse will take you there. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    Chapter 42 
 
      
 
    When officer Smith opened Nick’s door, he found the room empty. He asked his fellow officer, ‘Where can she go in the morning, when every room is still locked up. Officer. Can you check the surrounding shower room to see if she is there or look everywhere to find her.’ 
 
    Nicki after alerting the officer Smith had gone to the front gate of the prison and escaped after showing her pass given by the art teacher, Mike. She had already boarded the underground train on her way to freedom.  Her hair was wide open, and her lips were shining with glossy lipstick. She smiled at the fellow passengers as she squeezed inside a busy morning train. She heaved a sigh of relief by breathing some air into her lungs. 
 
    Greg and Julian both had recovered from their ordeal and Jackson was pleased that the mystery regarding the death of all the inmates had been solved.  He was a content man and he wanted to find the number one governor for the good news.  Everybody had left the gallows and all the lights there were switched off and the darkness had engulfed the place, once again.   
 
    Nobody wanted to be the last one to leave the gallows, just in case Cohen came back to grab them.  DC Lewis had a quick look around the gallows and accompanied Jackson to the outside of the landing. 
 
    Jackson said, ‘What an eventful day we had so far. I hope that we do not get any more twists today.’ 
 
    DC Lewis grinned and said, ‘Yes, I hope the same, but there is more to come.  Who is Nicki? Or where is he or she now. I am concerned about the security lapses of this prison. How come nobody found out that Nick was a woman and not a man. He lived among us without ever raising any doubts in our minds.’ 
 
    Jackson said, ‘Yes, but before we come to any conclusions, we need to confirm whether he is a woman or a man.’ 
 
    Lewis smiled, ‘I am certain that Nicki was Julian’s girlfriend and she fooled you in the prison for a few months and you did not know that she was a woman living among men.  That must be shameful for the security of the prison system.  Just imagine that if that got to the newspapers, all of you could lose your jobs.’ 
 
    Jackson said hurriedly, ‘Look DC Lewis, please do not make any assumptions. Let us go to my room for a quick chat.’ 
 
    Officer Smith approached Jackson by tapping on his shoulder from behind and said with increased breathing sounds, ‘Mr Jackson, we cannot find Nick anywhere. We checked everywhere, his room, shower rooms, and each part of the landing, but we can’t find him.’ 
 
    Jackson shouted, ‘Mr Smith, do not stand here. Go and find her. He can’t disappear in thin air. Go to reception. Check there, if they had allowed any woman to leave the prison.’ 
 
    Lewis followed Jackson to his room where Jackson continued to say, ‘Look, you tell nobody about Nick. You are only speculating that Nicki was actually a woman, but she might have absconded from prison now, so we can't confirm about his sex.’ 
 
    Lewis smiled and said, ‘I feel that you might have even helped Nicki to abscond from prison to save embarrassment for you. Am I right, Mr Jackson?’ 
 
    Jackson pulled a chair away from the table to sit there and said after taking a deep breath, ‘No, I did not know anything about that.  Anyway, what is happening with Julian’s case? What charges have we got against him so far?’ 
 
    ‘We can't charge Julian for any murders and he may be a free man soon. As you saw, it was Cohen, who committed all the murders by entering into Julian’s body. He was being used as a scapegoat.’ explained Lewis. 
 
    ‘What about murder of his wife, Gina?’ asked Jackson. 
 
    Lewis sat down on an empty chair and whispered, ‘We have new evidence that Julian or Nicki may not have killed Gina. we need to do more investigations for that.’ 
 
    Jackson moved his chair forward and asked curiously, ‘Then who else would have killed her?’ 
 
    Lewis replied, ‘We looked at the CCTV pictures of the doctor’s surgery many times, I believe that Gina was already dead before Nicki or Julian entered her room.’ 
 
    You mean somebody else came there before them and killed Gina to put the blame on Julian.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that is right.’ said Lewis who proceeded to take a file out from his bag.  ‘We saw that a man entered Gina’s room ten minutes before Julian went there.  He presented himself as a medical representative, as he was carrying a black bag in his hand.  After talking to Mrs Dashwood about certain drugs, he came near Mrs Dashwood to explain the functions of the drugs and in that period injected hyoscine into her arm, which killed her very quickly.  So, when Julian and Nicki entered the room Gina was either already dead or about to die. When they saw Gina in a comatose state, they thought that they were responsible for  her death. Being a doctor, Julian Dashwood realized that her death was not due to natural causes. In a panic, they both ran out and did not bother to call the ambulance for help.’ 
 
    ‘But who is this medical salesman? Have the police arrested him?’ asked Jackson. 
 
    Lewis flicked though pages of his paperwork and pulled out one page, he said, ‘We examined the crime scene many times, Julian and Nicki’s fingerprints were found everywhere, so we could not exclude them from our investigations as both were our number one suspects. Gina Dashwood had informed the police few days earlier that her life was in danger from her husband and his lover.  So, naturally we had to arrest them first. Also, we did not see any medical representative leave the room on the CCTV, so he must have disappeared from the room.’ 
 
    Jackson thumped the desk with his hand and said, ‘Yes, I get it now.  Cohen came there to the surgery and posed as a medical salesman.  He injected hyoscine into Dr Dashwood’s arms, the same way he did to his wife many years ago. It means that we cannot keep Julian in this prison any longer. We must free him immediately. What about Nick?’ 
 
    Lewis look a deep breath and said,’ We should not had arrested her in first place, and we cannot keep her now in prison. As she has already escaped from prison, she may have broken the law. We will need to talk to her first.’ 
 
    Jackson laughed, ‘She is a smart girl. What is point of talking to her now as we have all the answers to everything. Why waste more public money’ 
 
    Lewis got up from his chair and said, ‘I need to speak to my seniors and follow a correct procedure. I want to talk to her but not sure what my boss wants.’ 
 
    When Julian was released from prison the same day, Nicki was waiting outside with bunch of flowers.  Julian hugged her and lifted her in his arms. 
 
    ‘Nicki, I cannot believe that we are free now. But how come you escaped like this, you are amazing. You should had not come here like this. Police are still looking for you’ 
 
    Nicki implanted a big kiss on to Julian’s lips and said, ‘Don’t worry about the police now. They cannot catch me. I did not kill Gina. Police can not recognize me now. They don’t have my fingerprints. Come on let us go to a restaurant and drink the best champagne and eat the best food.’ 
 
    Both walked to the nearest underground station to head towards Leicester square and found a Chinese restaurant of their choice. 
 
    Both raised their glasses and said, ‘To us and our freedom’ As they finished their meals, Nicki saw DC Lewis enter the restaurant, she said, ‘Excuse me Julian, I need to go to toilet. I do not know why DC Lewis is here. Handle him for me.’ 
 
    Lewis said after standing near to Julian’s table, ‘I am sorry to disturb you like this. I need to ask few questions from your girlfriend. Can I just wait for her here’ 
 
    Julian asked, ‘I thought that you had cleared us both from your investigations, we are free people now.’ 
 
    Lewis said, ‘Can I sit here with you. I am really sorry to come here like this to disturb your evening meal. We checked prison CCTV and Nicki never went through reception to escape. The prison officer at receptionist also confirmed that no woman came there in the morning to leave prison. So, I want to ask her that how did she escape from the prison. We are not going to charge her yet. It is a security lapse.’ 
 
    Julian said as he sipped wine from his glass and said, ‘Nicki is a very clever woman and she is also a good actress, so I am not surprised that she escaped like this. Please sit down in the meantime, Mr Lewis.’ 
 
    Lewis sat down on the empty chair, ‘How long have you known her, Dr Dashwood’ 
 
    Julian looked at the waiter who was standing near the table to take the next order and said, ‘Please come back later. Yes, Mr Lewis, I have known Nicki only for few weeks before my wife died. She come across very pleasant and polite to me all the time. Why has she taken so long to come back from the toilets’ 
 
    Lewis looked at his watch, he had been sitting there for the last ten minutes and still there was no sign of Nicki. 
 
    Another ten minutes passed, Julian had finished another glass of wine, he looked at DC Lewis and said, ‘I am worried about Nicki. She still has not come back. I hope that she is ok. Let me go and check her.’ 
 
    Lewis laughed and whispered,’ Don’t bother Doctor Dashwood, she will not come back.’ 
 
    Julian cleaned his face with a napkin and whispered, ‘why do you say that. She has not committed any crime. She is a free woman.’ 
 
    Lewis again laughed,’ Yes, she is a free woman now as Cohen is gone. Did you not you get it, doctor. Cohen is not there anymore. Nicki is nobody else but Sally, who was trying to make Cohen jealous by developing a relationship with you. She played her part quite well’ 
 
    The glass slipped from Julian’s hands and exploded on the floor with its splinters everywhere. Julian’s mouth was wide open, his breathing almost stopped, his eyes focussed on Lewis as he said, ‘Oh my God’ 
 
      
 
                       THE END 
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