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MESSAGE FROM LONGMAN
For those of you that don’t know, nine out of ten times a drug trafficker is a normal, person; down on their luck, unemployed, desperate to pay off debts or trying to make extra cash for their families, in other words, you could be us.
Of course, some traffickers are lazy bums out to make quick money and a few are greedy scum bags who don’t give a shit about anyone.
All traffickers though have something in common, one way or another, they are all being used and manipulated by other more sinister forces, the bosses, kingpins, the cartels and the government agencies that ultimately mastermind everything.
As it stands drug trafficking is illegal, it’s not looking like it’s going to become legal anytime soon, I no longer advocate using drugs anymore.
The recreational drugs that I used to enjoy pushed my bodies limits passed their breaking point. I over used them for many years. I thought I was having a great time, living my life to the full, instead I poisoned my body, left myself with memory problems and I go dizzy and faint at least once a week.
We learned our lessons the hard way and worked hard to turn our lives around. Within three years of release, about two-thirds (67.8 percent) of released prisoners were rearrested. Within five years of release, about three-quarters (76.6 percent) of released prisoners were rearrested. Of those prisoners who were rearrested, more than half (56.7 percent) were arrested by the end of the first year. We are still free, clean and clear of trouble eight-years later.
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I managed to quit drugs and stay quit, if I can change myself for the better, anyone can change themselves, it’s a matter of choice, and self- discipline.
Don’t get me wrong, I believe everything I experienced was a necessary part of my life and if I hadn’t been through my drug stage, or any of the other stages of my life, I wouldn’t be the stronger minded person I am today.
I want to make it absolutely clear, everything you are about to read really happened, recorded daily by myself between March-2004-February- 2008 on my bunks in various maximum security prisons in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil.
Keep an eye on my attitude towards life and watch how it changes over the course of the story. Without any further ado let’s begin, “hope you enjoy it!”
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INTRODUCTION




Monsters walk this Earth, hidden in plain sight, I know because I’ve seen them with my own eyes. Corruption, cruelty, wickedness, and evil of the highest order surround us all right now. It’s in our cities, in our homes, and in our hearts. Can you feel it? Or are you blind to it like so many others?
As a young child, I’d heard whispers and rumors of a forbidden line that should never be crossed. I ignored the advice and warnings. Drawn like a moth to a flame, I charged across at full speed until it was nothing more than a memory behind me. I sold my soul to the devil, and I didn’t even need a contract.
The closer I got to the flame the darker it became around me. The darker it became, the more I realised I wasn’t alone. Monsters disguised as men were everywhere, and I was well on my way to becoming one them. In this story of conflict and struggle, no one is what they first appear. Heroes become villains, villains become heroes, destinies are twisted and reshaped. Nothing is certain.
The back story, three friends living together in a flat in a town called Slough in Berkshire, England. One a Jack of all trades, happy-go-lucky,
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chancer, “that’s me, Longman!” One a depressive, alcoholic looser. The last one a young, impressionable, crack head, called Stretch.
The drugs and party attitude, the common ground between the three of us. We worked hard bringing in money to pay the rent and keep the parties flowing with drink and drugs.
After living and working in Slough for many years, the three of us ended up with various criminal friends who provided a constant stream of drugs for us to sell.
Everyone we knew came to us to be connected to someone else who’d supply them with whatever drugs they wanted. We were middle men who hooked people up and got freebies for doing it, FREE!
And that’s what we did, we got into the habit of thinking we’d do
anything in the pursuit of, FREE! stuff, drugs, women and money.
Let’s start with Drugs, drugs of all kinds collected from various people. We sold anything, Hashish, Weed, Skunk, Scuff, Oil, Ecstasy, Coke, Crack, Heroin, Speed, Ketamine, Viagra. We always thought, buy cheap, sell for as much as you can haggle, take half the profit as cash, and smoked, sniffed or bombed the left over’s.
Friends, family, and fools are your first customers if you have the best gear. When you’re with your family they will want the best quality same as you, so you sort them out. The people they hang around with, they hear about you and want in on it too, so you sort them out.
The pubs and clubs become the places you offload your goods, tempting doormen, barmaids and managers alike with your catalogue of goodies.

Next came the strip clubs, my favorite office once upon a time! Same players, doormen, staff, managers and of course, the women dancers, a woman for all occasions, “so long as the drugs last!”
Those girls consumed more drugs than anyone else I’ve ever met, and they weren’t too bad at selling the shit either. Their real talent, hooking guys in, if you said, “I’m with strippers,” men came sniffing around like a pack of dogs.
That’s the drugs and women covered now we get to the money.

1, Without money you can’t buy drugs, “you can but that’s a different
story,
 (
Zootkilo
 
Brazilian
 
Prison 
Diaries
)

 (
10
)

2, is Women, no romance without finance, you can but that’s another
story as well!

3, you need money to keep a tally of how well you’re doing in the game
of life respectably or criminally.

It’s surprising how much legwork there is making deals and meeting people to ensure you have a constant supply of drugs.
Add to that Parties every night, “Keep your friends close but your enemies closer,” soon you begin to run out of hours to spend eating, sleeping and shagging!
It’s not an easy life, the pressure’s always on. The Alcoholic fell apart, losing the will to live, using up all the drugs. He became baggage for the other two in the flat, a total liability. By the end we were so drugged up we didn’t have a clue what was happening most of the time, “nor did we care.
I realised, I’d had enough of taking drugs, lots of things going around in my mind, changes occurring within me. Tired of my life, desperate to get the fuck out of Slough and away from it all.

That brings us to the deal that leads to our present set of circumstances, “locked in a dungeon prison in Brazil, awaiting sentence for international drug trafficking. Forced to see a half-naked Peruvian man, covered in soap and moaning because the water got turned off half way through his shower!”
Let me ask you something now; if someone called you up asking you the question, “Do you know anyone who wants to earn ten-thousand- pounds for nine-days’ work in Brazil, collecting some bags, what would your answer be?”
In the wasted state of mind, I said, “maybe what’s the details?” he replied, “Transport something from there to here, lots of risks but easy money, do you know someone?” I said, “yeah! Me and my mate but I need to check he’s got a passport.,” The voice at the end of the phone said, “take a week to think about it and I’ll call you back.”
One week later Stretch and me, sat in a restaurant having drinks with the bosses and pushing the price of the job. Ten-grand each, plus two- grand spending money. We still asked for a fucking lift to the airport chauffeur style! We thought we were mini Scarface’s. Not realising that all along we had accepted a kamikaze mission, on our way to get proper fucked!


I hate to say it because it sounds stupid now but then I thought there’s lots of trust between us, we trusted they had taken all necessary precautions to limit the risk of us being caught and they trusted us not to run off with the stuff simple! “Not to say we didn’t discuss doing a runner a few times,” but a deal is a deal and we were enjoying getting pissed in the Airport bar too much to run anywhere.
Like I said, “both of us got off on pursuing, FREE stuff, and this deal, the ultimate in, FREE! In our heads.” Even writing this from prison seems a small price to pay seeing as the food, entertainment, water etc. is all FREE, I’m joking.
Heathrow Airport plenty of alcohol later, we’re both in good spirits. Waiting for the announcement that we can board the flight to Paris, “for the first part of our journey,” how right, the flight attendant that said that. The journey is still bloody going, and we don’t know idea how many parts there will be.
Paris a boring, expensive, Airport stop, with nothing exciting happening. We boarded the plane from Paris to Brazil the stewardesses weren’t up to much, I swear one of them was a Tranny! In-flight movies got watched, complimentary food and drink came, we started getting restless, lack of nicotine and other substances! Stretch decided to see about getting us more food. I snuck off for a quick cigarette in the toilets, a complicated process using a coke can, toilet paper and running water but you can do it and not set off the smoke alarm if you know what you’re doing.
Back at the seat Stretch was mad because they said there’s no more food, I said, “fuck it let's go see what we can find.” In the first class, quietly moving around the sleeping passengers, in the galley section we found gold, not food but a 12-year-old Malt-Whiskey, unopened, a quick scan around to make sure no one’s watching and back to our seats with a warm glowing feeling, the bottle tucked away nicely for later, ha!
We must have fallen asleep because the next thing I remember is Stretch waking me up for breakfast. The stewardesses wouldn’t serve us alcohol, we topped up from our newly acquired whiskey poured into the coffee.
Stretch excitedly started pointing at something out of the window, the moon appeared to be lying on its side. I still can’t get used to seeing it like it from our prison cell, but there you go.
Flying over Brazil at sunrise, the colours in the sky looked amazing; darkness turning into vast green Jungles, winding silver rivers sprawling


off like spider webs in every direction, illuminating and changing in the dawns early light. The orange, glowing street lights stood out against the dark jungle, larger than we expected, it’s fucking huge, where are we going, what we doing?

Two Slough street boys in Rio de Janeiro, half way around the world, without a clue, dumbfounded, scared and excited all at the same time and loving every minute of it!
FREE, Brazil, Rio, both of us got off the plane put our hands flat on
the floor and yelled those words messing around. We’re here at last.
We landed at around 06:00 after getting our bags and the checking out process sorted, we got a taxi, which in Brazil is dangerous if you get the wrong one, so we played it safe and got one that’s recommended by the airport.
Our driver, middle-aged and very helpful, he didn’t speak much English, tried his best to point out as many famous landmarks as possible. A massive Shanty town/favela, fenced off like a zoo, I suppose it’s to keep the crack heads away from the rest of the population. Even at 06:30 there’s lots of skinny space cadets, wearing rags, hanging around in the doorways and alleys, mooching around, looking for rocks, with their pipes in their hands.
Kind of depressing, so many suffering from poverty and drug misuse. Up on a hill overseeing everything is a big statue of Jesus, Christos, with his arms spread wide in benevolence, City-of-God. Makes you think, something seriously wrong with the world.
We drove into two impressive tunnels, cut right through the hills, past the Brazilian Football stadium, huge sewage works, power stations.
We saw police with sirens blaring, trying to drive like Formula-1 drivers. No one got out their way or gave a shit, we ended up outside the Copacabana Rio hotel. Tipped the driver R$50 - £10, being flash, and entered our home for the next nine days.
Check in, usual bullshit, the place looked nice enough, rooms 1006 for me and 1004 for Stretch. My room had a wicked view of the mountains and Stretch’s had the view of a big hill with all the favelas piled up it. A big mess with a cable car running up through the middle of it.

After checking the hotel rooms out and dumping our stuff, we jumped in the lift. We found the bar, had a drink by the rooftop pool, looking around, the beach wasn’t far away, we drunk up and went in search of it.


Finding the hotel restaurant on the way down, an added bonus for later, off for our first walk around the streets of Copacabana.
Our hotel was on what looked like the main high street, most of the shops not open yet so we headed to the beach. A jeweler opening for the day, insisted we go in and view his wares, that done we hit the beach. We hadn’t gone far when the offers started, offers to buy this and offers to buy that. One guy ‘Paulo’ offering us deck chairs with umbrellas and drinks, we told him that we want weed, he said, “no problem come back later, I will sort you out.”
We walked the entire length of the world-famous Copacabana beach about four kilometers of imported white sand.
Messing around, eyeing up the local talent, in this heat, thirsty work. We stopped at the last refreshment stall and started to drink rum and ice, the old man serving made us the local drink cachaça, strong shit, we stayed a couple of hours soaking up the sun and the cachaça.
After giving Paulo the weed guy enough time to get himself ready, we walked back down the beach to go get it.
When we got there Paulo was funny and hospitable, he got us comfy on sun loungers, adjusted the umbrella so we had shade from the sun and kept the drinks coming, we loved the pampering, lots of the beach sellers came hassling us to buy their crap, got on my nerves, one of them a henna tattooist spoke English, we asked him if he knew any of the girls here? He said, “Girls no problem, no problem, what colour, what shape you like? I know nice girls, Paulo, deck chairman knows shit girls, I get the Best!”
After that build-up, he sold us on the idea, fifteen minutes later two beauties, “sort of,” joined us for a drink, the cachaça was flowing, “Boom! this is what I call living, sun, sea, sand, pussy and puff.”
We got the bill R$250 - £50, ripped off by deck chairman, probably because we used tattoo man to get the girls, fuck it, we had plenty of free money and only nine days to waste it!
We took at taxi from the beach, which took longer than walking. It felt better than walking the streets with two hookers. The hotel doorman smiled and checked his watch, 11:00, we’d been in Brazil five hours’ max and already partying hard.
I’ve got to say something now that isn’t nice, I’m not saying my ho’s pussy smelt bad, but even after a shower she stank. I couldn’t get my groove on and by the time I came I was glad it’s over.


I hit the mini bar hard, sniffing anything and everything trying to clear my nose, she showered and wanted paying so I sent her next door to Stretch’s room because our money is in his safe.
I drunk more champagne out the mini bar while I sat on the side of the shower wondering if Stretch was trying to persuade my hooker to join him for a threesome.
Just then the buzzer rang, Stretch stood in his towel pissing himself laughing and offering me a chocolate wafer finger from his mini-bar.
Turned out he had more fun than I did, he couldn’t wait to tell me how he fucked her in the shower, and how he came into the room and she put a chocolate wafer up her pussy and took a bite, offered him the rest. Telling me the details, rubbing salt in my wounds. I told him my experience, he said, “No, you serious,” I said, “yep,” and he rolled around the room in hysterics.
We kept the whiskey from the plane, poured ourselves a big drink, I asked him, “what happened with my hooker when she came next door,” he said, “when I suggested a threesome with her she looked shocked and offended, took her money and left the room quick time!” As if what he suggested was unheard off, we laughed ourselves to sleep.
Next thing it’s late evening, I’m waking up in the chair with Stretch asleep on my bed and I’m starving. We washed and changed then went to the hotel restaurant for dinner. The food was ok, our bellies full so we hit the streets, exploring, walking around, getting a feel for the place. Sitting on the street corners, studying the people of Rio till the early hours.
Next morning, back to the beach, this time in the hope of catching some sun. It’s winter in Brazil but it feels hotter than an English summer. Back to the hotel to check out the pool on the roof.
Stretch wanted to waste more money on hookers but after my smelly experience, I wasn’t too keen. I came up with the idea he’s not allowed a ho until he found a free fuck, which puzzled him at first. After a few cocktails at the poolside, he understood, straight in for the kill on a middle- aged beauty doing laps in the pool. She was well up for it and after sauna and steam room flirting they were soon in his room fucking like mad.
I stayed in the pool drinking orange cocktails with a Norwegian guy who spoke good English. He told me his adventures at the good night spots he’d visited.
Two hours later I gave Stretch a knock, chatted with him and Brazilian Angela, she hooked us up with more weed and got us take away steak


burgers from a place she knew. I munched up and left them to it after
emptying Stretch’s mini bar of its chocolate and alcohol.
That’s how we met up with the delectable Angela, she stayed with us every day, acting as our tour guide and translator. She made it easy for us to get by in Brazil, she’s a dirty flirt and knew everyone in Copacabana. She arranged lots of smoke for us and had the hotel staff jumping at our every whim. She’s funny and interesting and she seemed genuinely interested in us, an all-around good person in my opinion.

One night she took us to this small street bar called Xeshel’s with western swing doors, a relaxed atmosphere and a crazy host called Xeshel. Drinking and having fun with two other Brits who were already there.
When Xeshel asked if anyone wanted anything to eat, I asked, “what’s good,” Angela said, “try the steak it’s delicious.” It tasted delicious, melted in my mouth, to this day it’s the most amazing steak I’ve ever had in my life.
I rated it so highly Stretch ordered one and the two Brits got one each. I had another one and got Angela to persuade Xeshel to give me a third one for free because I sold so many for him with my rantings.
More drinks later and in came a beauty with what looked like her mum and boyfriend. They sat doing their own thing but the girl seemed interested in me, Stretch confirmed saying, “she’s giving you the eye.” They didn’t stay long.
Xeshel’s daughter came in and totally took my breath away, a gorgeous, sultry beauty. I had to talk with her, she sat right next to me. Stretch said, “typical, can’t help yourself," and I said, "Brazil, holiday, free!”
I’d like to say I got somewhere with the girl but Stretch and Angela were in a hurry to get back for a smoke at the hotel. Without Angela to translate I had no chance, never mind, back to the hotel room to get pissed and stoned.
The rest of the nine days are a blur so the best I can do is tell you about the highlights I can remember.
I remember restaurants with ten-course meals for £2 a head, a pizza restaurant that served pizza with chocolate and strawberry toppings, weird but nice!
McDonald’s food that was worse than in England, late night market
shopping on the sea front, street peddlers hassling you as you walk.


24-hour bars on every corner, strip clubs, a night club called “Help”
full of prostitutes pickpocketing guys stupid enough to go in there.
Another night I went for a stroll on the beach, walking along the sea front I noticed a guy following close to me. I crossed to the middle of the road, he followed me. I crossed to the other side, he came too. I sat on a bench, he sat next to me and pulled a 9-mm, waving it at me but holding it down so no one else sees it, saying, “money, money, money!”
I looked around at all the people and I started laughing, thinking, he
won’t shoot me in front of all these witnesses, ‘I now know better.’
Thinking quickly, my heart racing, I pulled a cigarette and offered him one, he took it, I’m not sure why I did that, at the same time I asked, “how much for the gun?” pointing to it. He had a comical, puzzled face, looking at his gun he said, “R$300.00 - £60,” I said, “what’s your name?” and the stupid, dickhead said, "Michael," pointing to his chest.
I laughed in my head as I offered him my hand out of pity, he shook it and I said in English, “your shit out of luck I’m skint!” pulling my pockets out so he’d understand.
He stood up, slowly, and walked off up the beach scratching his head, looking back over his shoulder with that confused expression on his face. I sat for a while longer smoking my cigarette and pondered on what took place.
After I smoked, I started making my way back to the hotel to tell Stretch what had just happened when I must have taken a wrong turn. I walked through two groups of pissed up, Brazilian men, Ten or Twelve of them in total.
As I walked off, four of them started following, quickly, one caught up, got up close and shoved me, shouting, “Mafia! Mafia! Money! Money!” as he tried to push me, I pulled him with me and threw him into one of the big, round, concrete flower pots on the side of the road, his three mates started snatching at my pockets and trying to grip me up, “Fuck it, they asked for it!”

I kicked one so hard he shot backward, I pushed one to the floor, punching at them all, jumping around, dodging their blows and winning, some good Samaritan shouted at them from up the street and they shit themselves and ran off into the night! Pussy’s the lot of them, obviously, they’re not used to people fighting back.
When I eventually found my way back to the hotel, on an adrenaline high it took Stretch a while to calm me down before I eventually got the


story out, it came out in vivid detail, with lots of repeating, “don’t mess with a boy from Slough!” I got Angela to order me ten-steak burgers and chips, “I must have worked up an appetite!”
Stretch bought us a body board to mess about in the waves with, I nearly got smashed in the face by another surfer and got caught in a wave which smashed me into the sand under the water, “fuck it, I quit that bollocks, it hurts!” Stretch had a few more goes until he got smashed up and quit as well.
Stretch got bored and breezed Angela out leaving her with me while he walked the streets, flashing his money in search of a fight to vent his frustration’s, no one would try it.
Another day we made the mistake of trying to walk to one of the mountains we see from my hotel room, we found another beach walked the full length of it, got overheated and sweaty, got a taxi back to our hotel followed by an hour’s taxi drive to, “Tijuca forest,” a national park up a mountain.
When I say forest, “that’s what it’s called,” what I mean is a Tropical Jungle with exotic trees and flowers, waterfalls and rock pools, parrots, dangerous wild animals, a place of wondrous natural beauty. You keep expecting to see “Tarzan,” swinging through the trees.
Claimed to be the world's largest urban forest, covering some 32-km² (12.4-mi²) The taxi dropped us at the top of a winding road, “which would have been great to ride a bike down,” we reached a wooden shelter and picnic area, like a base-camp. A guard stood next to a sign post which had various paths marked on it. We signed in, heading up the steepest paths towards the top, after about an hour and a half hike of twisting and turning tracks we reached a sign post which said that we made it to the summit, “3300-foot high Pico da Tijuca,” and were treated to spectacular views of Rio.
We did what we do best, sat down and skinned up spiff’s, meditated, messed around and started shouting seeing what worked for the loudest echo, another spliff, enjoying the view, watching the clouds rolling in, closer, closer, “oh shit!”
Too late, stuck in a storm, up a mountain, surrounded by trees, “lightning conductors,” thunder cracked and rumbled, rain fell hard and heavy, we headed down quickly, each step we walked the sky got darker and darker, the clouds started coming under the trees with us, electricity in the air, hairs standing up all over our bodies, the rain got heavier and heavier, the path became first slippery and muddy, then it became a


stream, getting more and more dangerous, we slipped all over the place, my glasses steamed up, I became blind, all I was able to do was follow Stretch and hope I didn’t slip over the edge.
We made it down safely and took cover in the shelter at the picnic area, shaking, shivering and dirty, wringing out our clothes and trying to dry out our cigarettes and lighter.
All the way up that mountain, well and truly unprepared, we stood freezing in the shelter, we watched other people emerge from the trees get in their cars and leave, then it dawned on us, “Fuck! How do we get back?” we’re at least a day’s walk from the hotel, the last couple on the mountain came back to their car and we thought fuck it lets blag a lift?
With a series of hand gestures, they understood and kindly agreed to take us to a bus station, they spoke a little English and thought us, funny idiots, we gave them R$20 for the lift, they didn’t want it so we chucked it through the window and told them to have a drink and good time on us and they started laughing.
Bus back to Copacabana and hooked up with a pissed off Angela, she’d been looking for us all day, she’s upset because we didn’t take her with us. That night Angela and me searched Copacabana for skunk, all we found was brick weed, Angela said, "skunk’s available but it’s hard to get hold of," we tried loads of her mates houses, I met loads of shifty characters in the Favela’s but none of them had any skunk, I smoked as much of their weed as possible, brought big chunks of it and went back with Angela to find Stretch at the hotel, hoping that he’s alone and that we’re not going to end the night by bumping into a hooker, as it turned
out he was out cold on the bed.
After a joint with Angela, I fell asleep in the armchair only to wake up and see the two of them fucking on the bed next to me, not a pleasant sight as Angela had one of the wrinkliest stomachs I’ve ever seen, “banging arse, though!”
We spent a little time on the beach working on our suntan, one day we made the mistake of going shopping first, we brought a one-liter bottle of Bacardi and some food and set up on the beach with Stretch in the mood to get pissed.
After eating all the munch, swam a little, generally enjoying the beach, slowly but surely Stretch started getting pissed, his behavior started getting more and more out of control, the tattooist who sorted the girls on the first day came over and a slurring Stretch explained, he wanted henna flames over his real Dragon tattoos, being pissed explaining was difficult


but the guy wanted the money so tried his best, while Stretch polished off the Bacardi, he couldn’t sit up and Angela and me tried our best to hold him still and stop him making a mess of himself, as the tattoo was nearly done Stretch threw up all over himself and wiped it off with sand, he needed a piss so stumbled over and squatted in the surf, fell on his arse, unable to move for fifteen minutes, we carried him to a cab and got him back to the hotel both of us covered in henna, we got him in the shower and Angela got in with him to wash him, we put him on the bed and he passed out cold while Angela and I cleaned up together in the shower. “Brazil!”
The last highlights I can remember come from the hotel pool, Stretch and me, rain or shine, in a thunder-storm we watched the rain dance off the surface of the pool. One-day Stretch got up on the railing with a 150ft drop behind him and dive bombed into the pool without a care for his safety. On the last day, I remember flirting with a fit mother and daughter tag team, “bee-utifull!” in their bikinis and sarongs with wet hair from playing in the sauna; their blokes didn’t like it but fuck them!
As you may or may not remember this was a working holiday, lots of details that have been excluded from what you have read mainly because I’m writing this in our prison cell in Ary Franco, we haven’t been sentenced yet and the excluded bits might incriminate us. What I can say is that on our holiday we handed our bags over to a Nigerian whose job it was to bring them back the day before we were due to leave.
He explained that through a series of mistakes on their part we would have to go to São Paulo to collect the bags ourselves, “really they’re too scared to travel with the cocaine,” after buying new bags for our stuff we got a taxi from our hotel to the Rio national airport, flew to São Paulo, took a taxi to a hotel where we waited for our bags to be delivered.
Stretch became extremely concerned that the risk factor had “gone through the roof,” and we should say fuck it and go home, I told him we come this far and that I wanted our money so we may as well wait.
Bags delivered, four in total we threw out the ones we brought that morning, packed our stuff in the four new bags and got a taxi back to São Paulo national Airport, the bags passed through ok, we flew back to Rio and left no problems, another taxi this time to the International Airport, arriving in the nick of time for the check in.

“Phew,” crazy day, almost home and dry, we checked in, handed over
our bags, walked to the waiting area, had a quick coffee, headed to


passport control, it got to our turn and the guards asked why we had no stamps in our passports from when we landed, we informed him in a sarcastic tone, “because we don’t do the stamping and no one, when we arrived, bothered to do it,” he nodded and let us pass.












ARREST

Waiting in the cue at the personal luggage x-ray machine. That’s when we first noticed this big guy dressed in black short sleeved shirt, black jeans, black boots staring at us strangely.
He waited until we both passed through the x-ray machine before pulling us to one side, asking to see our documents. We gave them to him, he took out a federal police badge from inside his shirt, he asked us to go with him to the office.
At the office, we stood while he fired questions at us, until he finally said, “there’s a problem with your luggage you have to go and identify it.” I don’t know about Stretch but up until that point, I thought we were still going to talk our way out of it. After this point I’m thinking, “here we
go, now we are fucked!”
Escorted by armed guards underneath the airport, onto the tar-mac to the main luggage x-ray machine, one of our bags on a table, one in the machine and two on the floor.
Four-scruffy, airport officials wearing sweaty suits arrived with a tool box and a Stanley knife. They said to us in heavily accented English, “if there’s nothing in the bags you will be compensated for any damage,” and proceeded to slash the bag on the table wide open.
Surprise! Surprise! A big mushroom cloud of cocaine powder exploded out of the hole in a three-foot radius. “What’s this white powder?” someone asked.
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Quick as a flash, a blur, before anyone knew what he was doing, Stretch licked his hand, stuck it deep in the pile of coke, sniffed it noisily up his nose, licking his hand with a big grin on his face said, “Tastes like coke to me!”
The shocked officials doing their best goldfish impressions, I burst out laughing, reached for a taste myself and had my hand slapped away by an angry looking cop.
“We are placing you under arrest, you do not have to say anything,” Bla! Bla! Bla!
Handcuffs put on, joining the two of us together, one last longing look back across the open runway before we were escorted back upstairs to the federal office.
A cop said, “You’re in allot of trouble!” I thought, “no we’re not we’re just going to prison for a little while!” He said, “You’re not taking this seriously,” I thought, “what’s your point?”
Another female cop, shaking her head disapprovingly and saying, “So young, so young,” I was thinking, “Yeah, so young, yet I’ve lived more, seen more and made more money than you’ve ever had in your whole life, so fuck off!”
When one said to us, “I have to inform you that if you don’t stop playing around you will have problems, the other cops are getting annoyed at you laughing and joking,” I looked at Stretch with a serious expression, he did the same back and burst out laughing, fucking police.
Intimidation don’t work, wankers, acting like big men trying to be menacing and intimidating only make themselves appear more pathetic.
Seeing as these cops were Rambo’d up, guns, grenades, the works, we decided to tone it down a bit. Is it me or do the cops say stupid things. Who teaches them to say that shit, is that how they are taught to speak at police school. Do they think speaking and acting that way intimidates people, they must have been bullied as little kids and now vent on the public!
Stretch and me are sat in this office, the cops are buzzing around patting themselves on the back, making calls, taking photos and looking pleased with themselves.
A phone call came in, the atmosphere changed, we had to pack up our stuff and we got escorted through the whole airport, past all the awaiting passengers.
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The humiliation of it! It was meant to be humiliating, but we didn’t give a shit, no way we were giving them the satisfaction. With heads held high we marched through the crowds of staring people.
They led us to another office, where the cops tipped out our belongings into a pile on the floor and cut out the cocaine from the rucksacks. The idiots almost missed one bag until one cop stood on top of it by accident.
First he stepped on it like a cat gingerly probing, then jumping on it repeatedly with a suspicious face. He smiled, bent over and checked the bag again, passed it to his mates who proceeded to cut it out.
They left the room with 20-kilos of sealed coke saying, “they had to go weigh it.” When they came back, surprise, surprise, only 18-kilos, the guards kept saying, “dezoito kilos, zoot kilos, zoot kilos.” That’s where we got the name for the story. 2-kilos mysteriously disappeared, one package obviously cut open and smaller than the other three.
They escorted us to separate holding cells, empty with only a dirty, old bit of foam in them for sleeping on.
Our logic was “Fuck it, may as well get used to roughing it,” we were looking at a ten-year stretch in Brazilian prison. We weren’t expecting it to be pleasant, “it isn’t nice but it’s not as bad as we imagined.”
Next morning, awoken and led from our holding cells back to the security office where we’d tipped our stuff the night before.
They separately handcuffed us and made to pick up two black bin bags with our clothes in and two-sausage bags of Stretches also containing our clothes and personal belongings. Stretch was struggling because he had a broken toe and had been using a walking stick.
The cops were enjoying watching him struggle, he accidently dropped a sausage bag and booted it out the door in frustration with his good foot. A bearded cop gripped him around the throat and threw him into the wall, telling him off for being insolent, I think? it was in Portuguese so we didn’t understand.
I dropped my bags and moved towards them and the second cop moved to block my way, pointing at his gun and looking at me as if to say, “don’t even think about it.” Give him credit though, he tapped his partner on the shoulder as if to say, “chill out you’ve gone too far,” then he took hold of Stretch’s face forcing him to look at him saying, “No problem, calma, No problem, ok.” I told Stretch, “Chill out,” as well.
We moved on, we done our best with our bags, back through the airport, past a new load of staring passengers and out to an awaiting cop


car. I’m six-foot-ten, they literally squeezed us into the boot of it, still cuffed and with our bags on top for good measure.
Our destination was unknown to us, later found out it was the federal police station. We had to have our prints and photos taken and then we were taken to the local hospital where they recorded our tattoos, height, weights, body features and asked if we were ill. There was no point because they didn’t understand a word we said.
After the police took us outside to sit on the curb. Our police escorts split up, one watched over us and one went off, coming back shortly with a cheese sandwich and a coke for each of us. Above the shops in the houses around us, we were very much aware of the people hanging out their windows watching us, pointing and laughing as we struggled to eat and drink in our handcuffs.












ARY FRANCO/AGUA SANTA

They took us back to the police station to wait in the cells for a few hours. Late in the evening no food or water, they came and bundled us into a small van.
We arrived at a dirty, dingy prison hospital, the guards put us in a square concrete cell. One solid, metal door with a viewing slit the only way in or out. A concrete bench around the walls to sit on, soaking wet smelling of bleach. Stretch dried a spot using his T-shirt. We could see darkness outside through the bars twelve-foot up around the top edge of one wall
After an hour or so the guards came and took us into a courtyard for a drink out of a moldy, leaky tap on the wall. Sat on a bench another prisoner strangely holding a carrier bag close to his side. We got chatting to him, even though we didn’t understand each other. He showed Stretch what he had in the bag… his pumping, bloody guts which had been carved out of him by a bullet or a knife, I’m not sure which.
The guards came and took us into the prison reception and proceeded to make us tip out all our belongings onto the floor. They helped themselves to as much of it as they could, sizing up clothes to see if they fitted and passing them round and disappearing like skilled street boy thieves.
The cheeky bastards even made us put all the really cool stuff in one bag before we left. They squeezed us in the back half of another transport. The other side of the partition load of Brazilians were squeezed in, banging on the walls and talking to us. We were all making funny noises
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and laughing. The guards kept pulling over, opening the back doors, dragging out the Brazilians and beating them hard.
We stopped, there was a bang of gates shutting, they let us out inside the first gate, it was spitting of rain. We lined up waiting, one Brazilian got dragged in front of us, he had a big dent in his skull as big as a steal toe cap. Blood was pouring out his eyes, ears and face, he was in a bad way.
A guard gave him a tender, consoling pat on the back, followed instantly by a huge slap to the back of the head, knocking him off his feet. As he got back up, when the guard wasn’t looking he looked at me with his one good eye and nodded as if he could see that I felt his pain and hated the guards.
Above the second gate read Presidio Ary Franco a small door in the gate opened. We stepped into a large, bright open room, the Brazilians lined up on a wall. Stretch and me were marched through a side door into a reception area with doors off in various directions.
We stood for about an hour, my throat started tickling, the guards came out of the big room, coughing and laughing their heads off. Stretch said, “the sons of bitches have gassed the Brazilians with mace for the hell of it, they think they are big men.”
While we stood there I stole a glance at the monitors to my right clocking the CCTV cameras. The place looked like a rubbish tip, dirty, peeling, once white walls with yellow bars and deep, dark cells hidden behind them.
The guards came and made us tip our stuff out, helping themselves to it, same as the prison hospital staff and the airport guards did. They finished robbing us, leaving us with only our wash things wrapped in a towel. Downstairs a brightly lit corridor led through the rubbish I saw earlier, past the different cells to the last one numbered A-01.
The guard opened the gate with the keys, we stepped into the darkness and the door clanged shut noisily behind us. We could make out various sleepy heads rising from their beds, we walked to the back of the cell our eyes adjusting slowly.
I said, “Anyone here speak English?” as I put my stuff on the floor, a guy came towards us, arms waving, shouting, “No, No, No,” I froze ready for trouble, a skinny, bald, Arab, pointing to the floor said, “that is the wet entrance to the toilet!” I rescued my stuff quickly, we all started laughing, breaking the tension.
At the same time a half asleep English accent said from somewhere in
the darkness, “It’s alright, some of us do,” he climbed out of his top bunk
 (
Zootkilo
 
Brazilian
 
Prison 
Diaries
)

 (
21
)

putting on his flip flops and came over. Wearing dark shorts and a dirty white vest. A light skinned, potbellied, “Peter Jones from Dragons Den looking mofo!”
Shocked; we expected brown skinned, Amazonian, Brazilians in the cell, I asked him, “are you English?” He said, “From Bournemouth, this is Abdul from Tanzania and I’m Pinky you boys alright?”
We explained our story to them and they said they expected us after seeing us on the evening News. They did their best to make us feel welcome, offering a little food and drink. They showed us the cell, organised the others to get our beds cleared of shit and got some sheets sorted.
Stretch asked them, “What’s it like in here?” Bournemouth Pinky and Tanzania Abdul looked at each other at the same time, both saying, “Crash!” doing a well-practiced arm movement like pulling the horn on a lorry and laughing. Bournemouth Pinky said, “It's really bad here, remember your boy scouts and your school physics? You will need them.” He showed us a few of the cells innovations; a TV areal made of tin foil, a kettle that looked like it was made from twisted bare wires, it didn’t look safe at all. A shower curtains hung up with string made from bread bags. He said, “we’ll explain everything tomorrow, you’ll be alright, I’m going back to bed, Goodnight.”
We chatted to Tanzania Abdul, smoking his cigarettes, we found out he’d been in prison before. He’s a little bit crazy but seemed honest and friendly enough, he went to bed as well.
We sat together for about an hour discussing the day and getting our bearings. Sleep was calling so we climbed onto our hard, concrete bunks for the first time, got under our sheets and fell asleep fully dressed too exhausted to take them off. Strangely, the best sleep of my life.
Woke at 08:00, by the guard banging noisily on the bars and yelling, “Confere!” I stumbled sleepily to the back of the cell copying everyone else, lining up and crouching down, monkey see, monkey do, I hesitantly did the same, the guard counted us and left.
People started introducing themselves and saying, “Hello,” and “good morning.”
A guy from Birmingham, crack head, schizophrenic, break dancer, busted for having coke in shampoo bottles while under the influence from Jamaican crack. Ike form Nigeria, passport problems, I.D. Hams from Morocco, small time coke trafficker, User. Ads from Poland, map maker, alcoholic, trafficker, mafia, wanted in several countries, crazy old bastard.


Hector from Bolivia, trafficking coke steamed onto t-shirts. Dems from Guinea, student, small time trafficker. Lincoln from Chile, tall, big, fat old bastard, caught for repeated kidnap and ransom of women. Dr. Luciano form Italy, caught by Interpol, wanted in connection to murders and illegal experiments on people in a hospital in Italy. Umberto and Teo form Peru, trying to sneak into U.S.A. Christian and James African, yuppies, snobs, caught with too much money in their possession. Abdul from Tanzania, trafficker, and Bournemouth Pinky from Bournemouth, trafficker.
The cell is sixteen-foot rectangular concrete box, with the only door in the middle of a “H,” shaped barred wall. Coming off at right angles are two plain walls ten-foot-high and papered with old magazines, the left- hand side has the low walled Arab Bomber toilet with a constantly running tap into a bucket you use to flush.
The right-hand wall has the higher walled six-foot shower with no hot water and grimy walls faded porn on the top edges.
The last wall in the room comes off at right angles but in fact is a gaping void opening onto a patio six-foot by sixteen-foot yard, with twenty-foot high walls.
Topped with a grated metal ceiling looking up at the corner edge of the prison clock, topped with barbed wire, electric wire and the bottom of the guard tower with M-16’s, SA-80’s carrying guards/Snipers.
There are sixteen of us in the cell sleeping on eight metal framed concrete bunk beds, the top bunk standing four-foot off the ground, on average two-foot apart from the bars all the way to the shower and toilet on the back.
The area above your bed is your space and everyone has different thickness mattresses, various strings for shelves, washing lines and personal belongings.
There is a communal TV on the bars above the door which is always on in Portuguese and is never turned off because it is the main source of electricity and light in the whole cell. It has various cables hardwired off it for the make shift kettle, an electric fan for summer, various lights to beds and plug sockets all earthed on the bars.












CELL-A-01

The first week nothing really happened, we had no money, “the feds stole it all.” Bournemouth Pinky, Moroccan Hams and Polish Ads lent us some so we could buy foam mattresses, blankets and soap powder.
We went out for exercise on Monday, you can’t wear flip flops, t-shirts or underwear, you can only wear shorts.
You walk through dirty corridors and out onto a gravel yard with patches of grass full of dog shit. A sandy football pitch is the only entertainment.
Everything is surrounded by a twenty-foot high, bullet holed, white wall. It reflects the sun in your eyes making them hurt after being inside for so long.
Two heavily armed guard towers with snipers watch over two-big, iron gates. It looked like they’d been blown up and bombed once upon a time. You’re out for one hour every week, but this isn’t compulsory. Most weeks we stay in to keep an eye on everyone’s stuff. Other times the guards
don’t allow anyone out for one reason or another.
Monday has the same routine, 06:00 wake for free coffee and bread rolls that arrive for everyone. 08:00 guards come to count make sure no one has snuck off through the night. Soapy Buckets of water are thrown down and there is a daily cleaning rota for scrubbing the floor, toilet and shower. 12:00 lunch arrives. 18:00 Guards count again, then dinner arrives. The food is brought in four large plastic drums which are slid along the floor of the corridor by a canteena. One of the drums always contains
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plain boiled rice. One drum always contains runny overcooked black beans, “Fesuada.” The other two contains, surprise! Sometimes salad or vegetables, sometimes meat.
If you have money you can order other nicer foods from a canteena, a prisoner who takes and delivers for a work program to reduce his sentence. This food is a must because the free food is crazy, stomach, horse, dog served as meat or minced, fish steaks and fish stew always served gone off and stinking.
Rarely there is beef, chicken, meatballs, turkey steaks and beef burgers, they can be edible if cooked right but you can’t count on them.
In our second week, the British Consulate visited, they seemed like buffoons, incompetent and foolish. They wasted our time talking about prisoners’ rights. We already learned what the real rights are, you have none. They offered to contact people back home but we had already done that using a sneaked in prisoners mobile.
The mobile is a funny story, we had a cell meeting in which the owners of the phone told everyone they’d be charging us for incoming and outgoing calls. They said we’d have to pay a service fee of R$10 a week each. “Bullshit!” I said to that, causing an argument in the group and lots of tension. I wasn’t going to have anyone charge me for something I hardly used. In the end, we settled to pay R$5 for every call and I’ve only used it three times since, “so fuck them!”
The two African prisoners James and Christian got released from our cell and Stretch and me worked fast to grab as much of their left-over stuff possible, so we would be much more comfortable.
Angolan Ike however thought it should have all been his because like us he had very little. Trouble was he was being too greedy, we shared everything we got with the rest of the cell and he wasn’t as quick as us.
We did better than him, our speed frustrated him but it was his own fault, he kept stopping to inspect his new things one by one. Too impressed with each item, in his sad eyes it took him from being a nobody to a somebody! Stretch and I laughed at him from a distance.
We kept saying, “Mine! Mine! Mine!” as we stole things off each other imitating Angolan Ike’s behavior and his over fascination with each new object?

This morning started as most mornings do, wake up early for coffee and bread rolls delivery, a smoke and a chat with Stretch at the back of the cell on, “the patio.”
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Laid on our beds reading, sometime around 06:30 we fell back to sleep waiting for the morning count by the guards. Loud banging and shouting coming from the corridor outside woke me up.
No one in our cell was fully awake or seemed to know what was happening, I heard someone say, “prisoners had taken over the prison,” but no one knew why or how or to what scale.
I put my jeans and shoes on, grabbing my sharpened toothbrush expecting trouble, “like it would be enough.” Stretch got dressed and moved towards the bars to get a better look at what was happening, same as I did. Other members of the cell drifted to the back, scared of imaginary repercussions.
The prisoners in control and walking the corridors had towels and T- Shirts wrapped around their heads to hide their faces. They were armed with various homemade weapons, I can see knives, roughly cut from the yellow, metal frames of their beds.
Three prisoners in shorts came running down the corridor begging desperately to be let into any cell. Trying each gate by shaking it vigorously, failing and moving on to the next.
When they got to ours, I was stood right there, as the first one reached through the bars for me, lips moving frantically. I still don’t know what any of them said, but I will never forget the fear, panic and worry in their eyes when they looked at me for help through the bars.
There was nothing I could do even if I wanted to, “did I want to, was I secretly glad the gate was locked, am I a shit person?” They ran out of corridor outside our locked cell, end of the line, trapped, with nowhere left to run. They turned to face their attackers, begging and pleading for their lives.
A towel head with a knife shouted and threatened them in Portuguese, all three sat down obediently for him in front of our cell. Backs up against the wall, begging non-stop, all three of them anxious and shitting themselves.
By this time in our cell most of the others were around the back hiding from the gaze of the three helpless men. Stretch, Birmingham Dee, Angolan Ike and myself watched on in horror.
A second towel head with a long metal bar, ripped from the frame of his bed swung it at the face of one of the scared men. The victim deflected it with his arm repeatedly until his arm went limp. He was smashed in the side of the face twice, caving his head in, before he crumpled to the floor.


At which point his attacker was on him with a knife stabbing him repeatedly in the chest, face and stomach. He continued obsessively long after the body was dead.
Different coloured, lumpy chunks of the man’s insides floated past us on a stream of warm, iron smelling blood.
As often as we could Stretch and me held mirrors out of the bars to see what was happening in the corridor, always pulling our arms in as various towel heads walked closer, glaring at us through the bars.
To the left of our cell and up the corridor more insanity was going on. Bone chilling screams, shouts and crazy, mad laughter echoing off the walls.
A man lay dead with his shorts around his ankles, his bare backside upturned, one of the attackers sat astride him and started slapping the dead man’s bum cheeks like bongos, shaking his head, grooving to the beat and laughing hysterically.
In total, we see eight men killed in front of us today, their bodies are still laying in the corridor in the same positions as they fell. Cold blood leaking out of them, running in a river. Sprayed blood is drying out on the walls and ceiling. The stench is disgusting and getting riper. A deep silence hangs over the entire prison; no one wants to disturb.
More than three hours later, we haven’t a clue what is happening,
neither have the other cells, no guards, no nothing.
The bodies were just dragged upstairs by the attackers leaving sticky red trails behind them. The murderers came back saying to us, “Gringos, Tranquillo be calm it’s nothing to do with you, the men were thieves who stole from us on the outside.” Whether this is true or not I’ll never know. Where were the guards, why didn’t they show up until long after it was over, where did the attackers go, how did they get out of their cells, why are people so stupid?
I wrote this and the next page shortly after the mornings event. What I forgot to write was that the people who did the murders, were the same group we arrived here with in the van. Remember the guy with the dent in his skull, he was the ringleader. He recognised us, coming over and shaking our hands through the bars. Since this day I have never seen him again. His gang are still here and come over to our cell and shake our hands, good to have friends huh?
Pastor John said, the guards were overpowered at the morning count. One guard was killed, another held hostage and their keys taken. The attackers let themselves into the cell of the other prisoners and killed them


in there. We know this isn’t true. Lots of cells were opened and the men were killed in the corridor and dragged back into their cell later!
Security here is still in shambles and nothing has been done to stop it happening again, we live in fear of it happening again. The unwashed blood stains are a constant reminder never to let your guard down.

03/07/04
Strange how people react in different ways after traumatic events. The Bolivian sank into himself sitting quietly, like a Meer cat, nervously looking around the room.
The big guy Chilean Lincoln hid himself away in the shadows of his bunk, emerging later displaying aggressive behavior like an old, silverback gorilla compensating for his show of fear and lack of courage.
The Moroccan Hams sat trying to lose himself in a book disgusted by what he had witnessed, jittery as a bird.
The Old Italian doctor took it in his stride, scared and nervous at first but once he had the facts he tried to calm and comfort those around him as best he could, although sometimes I see him gazing into space as if his brain was trying to put in order the horrors he witnessed.
Peru Umberto didn’t say a word, like a whipped dog, he kept out the way with a pondering look of disbelief on his face. Peru Teo moved around as usual “Shit happens” sort of thing, couldn’t care less.
The Polish map maker was trying to make light of things but physically he was behaving very strangely, occupying his time with cleaning himself and doing little chores, he must have brushed his hair a good fifteen-times already.
The two, young, Chinese boys sat quiet as mice their eyes wide with fright.
Birmingham Dee, lay on his bed, possibly the worse affected by the mornings events, he is a very empathic person and seems to be replaying it over and over in his head.
Those who are religious took to their holy books immediately seeking the comfort they get from them. Brushing teeth, combing hair, making beds, showering, smoking, talking in twos and threes or sat thinking to themselves are how most are dealing with what happened.
Stretch was “gung ho,” at first but alert all the time. Even after it finished he sat transfixed at the bars watching and listening to what’s happening next, head cocked, animal like in his need for self-preservation at any cost.


Myself I’m very similar to Stretch I’d fight to the death to survive, but as the adrenaline wears off, I’m left with a sick feeling in my tummy, I think only freedom will fix.
In my head for the first time in a long time, are what if’s. What if I couldn’t have protected myself and Stretch. What if my “shit” didn’t click on like it used to. What if I fought like a pussy? What if we get separated and go to different prisons? What if Stretch got hurt or worse, what if he died over here! How bad would that make me feel?

AUGUST 2004

A few nights later Stretch received a call from his ex – missus and got himself worked up, disgusting behavior followed., He got drunk and couldn’t walk or stand up, he was abusive to kindly tried to help him, Stretch shrugged him off, fell into the shower curtain ending up on his arse in the shower.
Birmingham Dee and me got him into his bed and he had one more trick up his sleeve, he lent over the edge of his bunk and vomited, all over Guinea DeMori, unfortunately his bed was directly below. Lucky for Stretch he took it well.
Next night chatting with Tanzania Abdul about Stretch and how when he lost control and got drunk all them what if's started in my head again, he told me flatly that he is responsible for himself and that I am responsible for myself, that Stretch would be ok and that I should try to educate him better so that he can control himself more, “something I’ve tried doing every day since using common sense, logic, philosophy and theoretical physics,” the trouble is we have no library access what so ever and I’m limited to what books I brought with me, and my memory isn’t up to relaying info I have already read, but we make do and solider on the best we can and so far there has been marked improvement.

06/08/04
We were finally brought money by the “Valor’s” (Prison banker) Augusto a fat, thieving, little man, who is a prisoner himself but works with the guards robbing prisoners, “go figure!”
We settled up our debts with everyone and brought ourselves a nice meal of steak and chips from the canteena, some biscuits, some cola brought a big chunk of weed, some coke and had a pretty normal chilling


night in prison with everyone relaxed and getting on together “money makes prison so much easier!”

08/08/04
Yesterday we got some more weed, I hid it under my bed when the guards came to count us and after I got back the gear was gone. One of the other prisoners, Chilean Lincoln stole it when we weren’t looking.
After a long chat with the Polish Ads, he persuaded me to wait a week and then set this guy up so we’d catch him red handed. Still didn’t stop me wanting to walk up behind the thief, kick this big old fucker in the balls, back of the leg, and head lock him till he passed out, break his thieving hands. Stretch was as wound up as me but he sees the sense of waiting.
Our new friend Tanzania Abdul was instantly as incensed as us and was going to go and “FUCK HIM!” As he put it, made me laugh at the honesty of his help, we calmed him down and explained the set plan. For the rest of the evening Stretch and me noticed that looking at him was making him squirm so we sat starring at the old bastard and freaking him out, trying to be the last thing he saw before he fell asleep.

10/08/04
At 13:30 we were to see the judge for our first court hearing, we spent all weekend refining our story and practicing it till we knew it word perfect. We had identical written statements so that if we got separated we’d be able to say the same thing.
Taken in our jeans and trainers from our cell to the prison reception where we had to put on the smelly, old, green “Presidio Ary Franco” T- shirts. Escorted out the prison the same way we came in, the prison guards handed us to the transport guards.
They put us both in handcuffs, then in the boot of a prison 4x4, they took off at break neck speeds to the courts, throwing us all over the place. Bruised, they led us in and put us in a holding cell together for about an hour before we met our lawyer and interpreter for the first time. They didn’t seem too interested in us, we gave them a copy of our statement and that was all we could do to prepare them for our case. “what a joke, it’s pathetic!”
Soon after we were cuffed and taken upstairs in a lift to the court, the room was about 30ft x 50ft there were rows of plastic seats for spectators,


the consulate sat in the front row looking gormless as always. Three tables arranged in a rectangle had our translator and lawyer sat waiting.
We were told to sit opposite them, on the other table was the prosecutor, a young guy I recognised from a visit we had at Ary Franco after the murders. He soon started asking us questions in English and Portuguese, which we answered easily from our prepared statement.
The judge came in and he asked me to leave the court so that Stretch’s trial could begin. I waited on a seat outside in a little six-foot by six-foot room, under armed guard for over two hours, “practicing my meditating.”
When Stretch came out, before we had chance to speak I was told to go straight in. I took a seat and they asked me to explain. I told them our made-up situation at home, what we came here for, what we saw at Ary Franco. I asked that they take it all into consideration when giving out our sentence, all in all, it took no more than half hour.
Stretch was waiting where I had to wait, we were taken back to the holding cells. The consulate came and said they would try and translate for us with the lawyer because our official translator had gone home. “Great, organised things well then!” The lawyer explained he was happy with our testimony, we had said lots in our favor and that he had entered my written statement as evidence, “oops! this wasn’t meant to have happened, there was lots of corrections and story changes on it.”
The lawyer said, “we may be eligible for house arrest,” we couldn’t believe it, the consulate guy said he had never heard of it so don’t have false hope. Then they all rushed off and left us in the cell not knowing what was happening next.
Soon after were taken back to Ary Franco where we were warmly greeted by the other prisoners, who were eager to hear our news and give us our cold rice and beans that they had saved for us, we sat up retelling our story and smoking and celebrating into the night, “thank fuck that’s over with,” a good day all in all.

“Prison life is about routine, each day the same as the one before, each week like the one before that, the routine is a sign of a well-run prison; routine can be a pleasant mistress to whom it is hard to resist, for routine makes time go faster.
Time slows down in prison, the days seem endless, and the cliché of time passing slowly usually has to do with idleness and inactivity. In prison minutes seem like years and years go by as minutes, at the end of each week you can’t recall where the days went.”


- Nelson Mandela.

Watches are barred from Ary Franco for some reason, so we never knew precisely what time it was. We became dependent on the bells from a nearby Church or the news on T.V. There’s a tally on the wall we cross off every week for a calendar since we arrived.
We spent our time teaching English, and learning Portuguese. Washing and re-washing what little clothes we had. Playing endless games of chess and dhama. Making inventions to make life easier as well as making pipes and bongs to smoke the weed.
My favorite pass time is reading, I have read the Quran and Bible cover to cover, “it's the same stupid fucking story in both, slight differences. How one woman’s lie to protect an affair got well out of hand. God did it Joseph don’t leave me!”
Once every four weeks, the Pastor brings books and reading material. As well as bags of apples, paper, pens and toiletries. He waffles a little about religion, I have a lot of respect for what he does rather than who he works for. He listens to whatever you have to say and then he tries his best to give you a little hope.
The second time we saw him Stretch was flying on diazepam and was slurring like mad. We begged him to help find us someone to take us on so we could get the house arrest. He said he would try his best but nothing ever came of it.
In the morning Moroccan Hams transferred out to Bangu Prison.
Angolan Ike was set free in the evening. As far as I know he is sleeping on the streets of Copacabana, with no money or identification, unable to leave, “the system is stupid!”


24/08/04
We went to court for our second and last visit. This time we sat and listened while the feds gave their evidence against us. Explaining, finally how they caught us. Saying, “the bags passed the x-ray machine but smelled funny to the baggage handler which aroused their suspicions.”
When the judge asked them how we reacted the feds couldn’t agree for some reason and gave conflicting statements. Somehow they got it into their heads that we told them, “that we thought it was money we were transporting,” when we were arrested. We never said this, in fact we said, “no comment,” all the way. We didn’t make the money story up until we were in Ary Franco Prison.
Still it was fortunate for us because our statement to the judge said,
“we thought it was money, we didn’t know we had any drugs.” lucky us?
The judge informed us through our lawyer, we had to go hospital for tests to see if we were drug addicts like we claimed. Anyone who knows us will laugh, the number of drugs in our systems was probably higher than your average celebrity. It should qualify us for the morgue rather than rehab.
That night we partied again, the last night I wanted to do cocaine for a while, “I’m not planning on giving up my Rasta beliefs for a while yet though!”
SEPTEMBER 2004 03/09/04
This morning Birmingham Dee, the Polish map maker Ads and Tanzania Abdul all transferred out of here together, feels like a big hole here now without them.
Stretch and me have been to the Ary Franco doctor a few times, telling them we are suffering to back up what we said in court. Symptoms include shakes, sleeplessness, aches and pains, nightmares, depression and anxiety. All true to some degree or other.
The doctors prescribed diazepam, and some other anti-psychotics. It’s like kids in a sweet shop on medicine day, we take in competition with each other and other prisoners or we trade them for weed. “Nice huh? FREE!”
It’s difficult because we need Brazilian Philipo, “a prisoner who
translates badly for us.”


Sometimes it backfires, the other day I got taken to the prison hospital and locked in a tiny cell with over 50 crack heads. Trapped for over 6 hours with no food or water. Shoulder to shoulder, with these diseased, coughing mother fuckers. The heat was stifling, sweat pouring nonstop.
Prisoners started openly shitting and pissing in a concrete basin. With no ventilation, the heat and the sheer volume of human waste, it didn’t take long before the air was toxic.
Prisoners started vomiting and passing out. Some were helping, laying them into recovery positions, sitting them up against the walls. Others banged on the gate trying to get the guards attention.
They didn’t come for hours; the human rights issues are off the scale. In the end, I saw a doctor, neither of us knew what I was there for, we couldn’t understand each other. The guard took me in a van back to Ary Franco. I came away with Claustrophobia, psychological issues and wet clothes from sweating so much.
Back in our cell, I couldn’t find the words to describe how bad it was to Stretch and Bournemouth Pinky. Distressed, all I could do was strip off to my boxers, stand there pitifully, dripping and shocked.
Bournemouth Pinky, “thank fuck!” let me borrow R$10 for some much-needed weed, even a spliff only took the edge off the day slightly. Bad, bad shit at that hospital, I’m mentally scarred for life.
We gained a skinny little Nigerian called Chris, “Crack head, Chris Rock looking mofo” and a crazy Chinese guy called Sun Wun Jai, “Sunny for Bournemouth Pinky's benefit.” Neither of them has much of a story, the Nigerian has lived here for a few years. Chinese Sunny was trying to sneak into America. He is hungry for English and runs off like the Chilly Willy cartoon Penguin every time he hears a new word to write it down.
Chilean Lincoln and the Italian Dr. are a frustrating annoyance. They keep stealing things, they stole the weed, we found our cachaça under the Dr.’s pillow, as well as loads of other bits and pieces. There’s even been money and cigarettes go missing. I wake up at 06:00 every morning to make sure they don’t fiddle with everyone’s free coffee and bread rolls. Birmingham Dee used to say, “Hurry up and die you old bastards! Stop wasting my oxygen, not long left boys, tick, tick, tick!”
One night three Brazilians joined us, they were part of coach with 30 people on board, arrested for “contraband.” All men and women with presents for their families, they weren’t hurting anyone. Robbed of their possessions by the highway patrol, it’s sick what the police get away with.


Now they’re all in Ary Franco, they seemed like good fun at first. While they were there the place was echoing with the sound of them shouting, laughing and joking across the corridor.
It got tiring quickly, after three days all the English-speaking people, “myself included,” were glad they were released. Too loud and disruptive, I think any longer there would have been a big fight in the cell. The police didn’t have a case against them, they robbed their stuff, now they’re all free, “thank fuck!”
Enter Sierra Leone Rover, a fifty-something, “looks like Geoffrey, the butler from the Fresh Prince of Bell-Air,” a fellow trafficker. Worldly travelled, if his stories are to be believed. His first night I shared my extra blanket with him, trying to share and help him out, like we were when we first arrived. Pay it forward.
Slowly we’re making the cell a bit better for everyone, the only one to object really was the big, old, Chilean Lincoln who everyone was sick of anyway. In the end there was a vote and we had to threaten to kick him out of the cell if he didn’t toe the line. “fucker!”
Insects are a real problem here, there are lots, flies and mosquitoes singing in your ear at night and bite the shit out of your ankles and wrists when their hungry. Ticks, fleas and bedbugs, “they’re the worst.”
Cockroaches take walks across your plate, face and hair. Millipedes and centipedes lurk in the toilet and run across your toes when you’re least expecting it.
While you’re in there don’t let your shorts touch the floor or you might end up with a white leech like creatures that latches on to you when you pull them up.
Little white scorpions sting you when you won’t share your sheets with them. There’s something like a scorpion/cockroach hybrid, one night I found one hiding under my pillow, “I turned my bed upside down when it run off under the mattress.” I sat for about three-hours afraid to move, in the middle of my bed when I couldn’t find it.
There’s little lizards and a big lizard climbing over the walls and
ceilings, “they are ok, they eat the insects.”
Spiders of varying sizes, tiny ones through to fist sized ones, the most impressive thing I’ve seen so far is a giant moth with an eight-inch wingspan, wings humming and making a down draught as it flew past.
Laid awake at night, listening to the others, it’s funny as fuck. When it’s you it’s the worst thing in the world. What I’m talking about, is the noise of one hand slapping skin, or sheets ruffling frantically, flip flop


hitting the floor or wall. Always followed by a scream and cursing. When
it’s you the bugs are attacking it’s quite literally, “bugging!”
At night, there are lots of noises, bangs, shouts, screams, singing, laughing, TV’s blaring, running water, arguments, and gunshots. In every cell, someone is always having noisy, problems digesting the food that’s served in here. An orchestra of farts plays you to sleep. Coughing, sneezing, shitting, pissing the smell of the last two causes the first two.
I lay awake most nights reading and drawing, I see the others sleep, twitching, talking and even shouting through their dreams and nightmares. Cell searches are a big problem for all prisoners. Even when you don’t have anything illegal, you never know what the guards are going to steal,
break or generally just fuck up.
They do it as a pathetic display of power, you’re supposed to feel fear, humiliation and frustration. It works on some, makes me angry and my blood boil.
We get strip searched in the corridor in front of everyone else and taken to a tiny, holding cell. Usually two cells at a time, recently they took six cells at once. We’re kept in cramped, damp, stinking, dark conditions, bare foot in sewage and filth.
When they’re done, we get frog marched back to our cells to find see what has been smashed, destroyed or stolen by the guards.
Mostly the guards don’t find anything illegal, the other day though they found three hand grenades and a small hand gun in one of the other cells belonging to the gang, “the C.V.”
Since we’ve been here the power drops regularly. Total blackouts lasting for hours. Never has a guard come along with a torch to check on us. Not even afterwards to make sure no one’s escaped or been killed.
In the last one, prisoners were burning up paper and bedding, massive fires roaring in the corridor. Thick, toxic, black smoke, stinking up the place and making it hard to breathe. Not one guard came and said or did anything about it, it was just cleaned up by the prisoner cleaner in the morning.












BEGINNING OF THE DIARY
That brings the story up to today’s date, we’ve been locked up for
seventy-three days, “I think?”
I should take this chance to apologise for jumping about in time. I’ve no doubt missed bits out and got bits wrong, I assure you that was never my intention. I only wished to record this experience as best I could for later reference.
From now on everything is recorded in Journal form and should be more accurate.

26/09/04
Today the consulate phoned the prison, the guards came and got Stretch and took him up to the reception to take the call. The consulate told him that his father, the head/governor/boss man of top-security HM Prison Parkhurst in England, and family lawyer were flying over to see what they can do to help. “Or to do damage control for his reputation and cover up the fact his sons in prison in Brazil?”
Stretch phoned his dad on the cells mobile and confirmed that it’s true, one month’s time his dad is coming for two weeks to see what he can do to help his son out, “not me!” Stretch said the consulate also said that we have to wait for them to find out about our missing money we’ve been sent from home.
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28/09/04
Peruvian Umberto accidently stood on the baby of the cell Chinese Cho wan Jei’s foot, Chow Wan Jei verbally went into one, Peruvian Umberto got mad at him, overreacted and slapped Chinese Chow Wan Jei across the cheek. Chow wan Jei threw a flurry of girl slaps at Umberto who stood there looking around at everyone with a smirk on his face to see if he had support in the cell. I said, “No bong!” and shook my head in disapproval.
Nigerian Chris told me today that he feels like he wants to hit Chilean Lincoln because he can hear him speaking in Portuguese/Spanish, slagging everyone off and shit stirring, its pissing him off.

29/09/04
Started teaching Chinese Sunny English, drawing and labelling pictures of fruit, veg, animals, colours and body parts. Trying to get around the Chinese problem of pronouncing L, M, N, R, “patience”
At night Stretch and me had the three Chinese wetting themselves with laughter. We re-enacted stories, using lots of body language and mime, it was funny.

30/09/04
Still not received our money or parcels from home, fucking consulate wankers, Bournemouth Pinky recons they will be here in a week.
Done half hours running and a hundred press ups. Stretch went upstairs to see a doctor taking Nigerian Chris to translate, “he kind of speaks Portuguese.” The doctor gave Stretch stronger pills, and said if they don’t work then he has major psychological problems and will need to go to the hospital to see another Doctor.
Bournemouth Pinky was called upstairs to speak to federal police who
were after more “Info” to help them with their enquiries.
Chinese Chow Wan Jei has been trying to keep out of trouble by being quiet and staying out the way in the hope of not being noticed. The Italian Dr. and the two Peru’s have been trying to encourage Chow Wan Jei to play around for Chilean Lincoln’s “Entertainment.” Others laugh and indulge them, which is really frustrating. It only encourages Chilean Lincoln to play up even more, they are like trouble making children, “except in Prison there are no adults to break it up”
Holland Mackie, “Tony Todd, Candyman looking mofo,” in Cell-A-2, asked for the rest of the small rizla in exchange for a “tens” of weed.
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South African Jean, “almost albino, white guy with white hair and white, piercing eyes,” from Cell-A-2 sent a note saying, “tick you five smokes for seven, next week.”
Talking across the corridor later he offered to lend us money if we needed it. He sent 1 smoke as a present so we said yes.
Sweet day of trade, and Sierra Leone Rover brought us twenty- cigarettes for free, I gave him one-ball of weed and made him happy.
OCTOBER 2004 01/10/04
Had a lazy morning in bed, it’s a cold and rainy day in our damp and
wet cell; the news on the T.V is showing strong winds outside which we can hear whistling around the prison.
Sore throat and a cough developing, Stretch has it too at the same time, probably the weed.
After “Confere” this morning the patio drain started to overflow, flooding the outside area with dirty, stinking, sewage water. A “plumber” came with a long metal cable to unblock it, Chilean Lincoln wouldn’t leave him alone and kept sending the Italian Dr. off like his pet dog doing tricks for the plumber’s entertainment. Why the Italian Dr. does this I don’t know, he doesn’t see that Chilean Lincoln is using him, laughing at him, not with him.

02/10/04
Woke up by Brazilian Tarcico, working to reduce his sentence delivering food at 06:00. Collected the coffee and bread rolls, beat the Italian Dr. and Chilean Lincoln to be first awake. It really annoys them because they can’t steal any, “ha!”
Done stretches, squats and press ups this morning quietly on the patio, good start to the day. A dirty, grey, rat ran up to me while I was the doing press ups. Face to face it looked at me with no fear. I banged my hand on the floor it run up the middle of the cell and hopped out the bars of the gate.
Chilean Lincoln is continuing to cause trouble, telling anyone who listens, Nigerian Chris is an informer, a spy for the police. I told Nigerian Chris, I didn’t think he was a spy, “he’s too crazy!” Chilean Lincoln is playing a very dangerous game, “he’s starting to really piss me off.”


Borrowed another R$10 today, have a total debt of R$58.4 which I don’t think is too bad seeing as we have had no money for five-weeks. I hope the consulate hurry up, pull their finger out and bring us our money like they said they would.
Another cold day, coughing up flem, “nice.” Stretch and me both have killer headaches, diarrhea again for me, “yippee!” Probably all the tablets we been taking.
Nigerian Chris exploded at Chilean Lincoln finally, but Sierra Leone Rover jumped in, stopped him, taking Nigerian Chris aside and telling him off for losing it, “dick!”
After I finished my “tough time” in the loo, I went out and spoke with Nigerian Chris and Sierra Leone Rover. Chilean Lincoln is shit stirring like crazy, Nigerian Chris can hear it and understand it, I can see it in his body language but don’t understand the Portuguese.
Sierra Leone Rover can’t really see it because he is still new, “or don’t want to!” Nigerian Chris also told me he heard Chilean Lincoln say that, “the English are making allegiances with the Africans and the Chinese,” fucking idiot. I didn’t come here to make friends or enemies, if I make friends, that’s nice, if I make an enemy then so what, won’t be the last.
On a lighter note with the money South African Jean lent us we brought Bournemouth Pinky and the Chinese a pack of Cigarettes each. Holland Mackie sent us a five-bags of weed for two rizla, “cool guy,” later he sent another smoke over for two more rizla. I was knocked out for the night.

03/10/04
Woke up before the morning bread and coffee was delivered and the Old Italian Doctor was up before me, “sneaky old git.” When the stuff arrived, we got an extra bread roll each, I put mine aside for one of the Peru guys, he missed his roll yesterday because he slept late and was left a really shitty one that no one wanted.
We only got two and a half bottles of coffee and because the Dr.’s bottle was the half, I watched him tip half from one of the bottles everyone else uses to fill up his own. He wanted for him and Chilean Lincoln two- litres, and everyone else had to share five-litres between twelve-people. Incredible attitude, “greedy.”
Cloudy, rainy day reminds me of typical, English weather, back to sleep for me until “Confere.” At “Confere,” still raining, back to sleep, fuck it! Woke up at 10:00, couldn’t sleep.


English lessons going well while I slept Stretch kept testing Chinese Sunny on what I taught him, Stretch says he’s doing well.
Chunks of beef in gravy served for lunch, kind of nice for a change!
Played six games of chess with Sierra Leone Rover 3-3, “it was 3-2 to
me but he begged me for another so I let him win it.”
Chicken and spaghetti served for dinner, also tasted good, “two in a row for the cook.” Played another three games of chess with Sierra Leone Rover, 3-0 to me. While we were playing the last game Nigerian Chris started on about Peru Umberto and Chilean Lincoln again.
This time he is saying Chilean Lincoln and Peru Umberto are planning to get him in his bed while he sleeps, ten-minutes later, he caused a commotion when he confronted Peru Umberto about it.
Guinean Dems stepped in and assured Nigerian Chris that Peru is an ok guy, “according to Guinean Dems anyway.” Peru Umberto came over and shook his hand as a sign of friendship. “Bollocks, in my opinion he’d stab anyone in the back, he’s two faced.”
Sierra Leone Rover doesn’t understand where Chilean Lincoln is concerned, he seems blind to what is going on. He keeps giving Nigerian Chris a hard time about his behavior.
I got Guinean Dems to come sit down and listen to what Nigerian Chris had to say but Sierra Leone Rover kept talking over him, “and everyone else,” so Nigerian Chris’s point wasn’t really made to Guinean Dems.
I don’t understand what Chilean Lincoln says, I know when he is talking negative or causing shit by his expressions and gestures. Nigerian Chris hears what he says and is scared silly. I wonder what has he heard to make him so scared and certain that Chilean Lincoln is planning something?

04/10/04
Woke up just after the bread and coffee, it’s raining gently, the Old Italian Dr. was already up and stood out on the patio. His arms were outstretched like Jesus, head back, face to the sky. His eyes closed, soaked to the skin, lips mumbling, looked like he was praying in the rain or something, “nutter!”
Laid awake reading until morning “Confere,” the two Peru’s done the cleaning this morning even though it is Chilean Lincoln’s turn. “Fools working for a fool,” Chilean Lincoln was sat in bed, lording it up, not even


helping. Laughing smugly with the Italian Dr., he knows he got out of doing any work and it cost him nothing.
Stretch told me that when he was talking with Nigerian Chris and Sierra Leone Rover last night. Sierra Leone Rover referred to us as “these people,” meaning whites. “Prick!”
A slip of the tongue showing a racist narrow minded view, if I’m not mistaken, it implies a distinct difference, negativity driven to divide, creed, age, colour and class? “Dropped a rung in my opinion.”
For a laugh, Stretch went out to play football on the muddy, sand and gravel pitch, and to give Nigerian Chris some moral support.
I stayed in playing Sierra Leone Rover at chess, the game was interrupted for cell search. We went to another cell on our level, a proper dirty and smelly place. While there chatted with South African Jean, it felt strange talking face to face, no bars in between us.
Nasty, irritating bug bites on my finger, knuckle, hand and wrist,
shouldn’t have leant on the wall.
Sierra Leone Rover was not with us, he said he went to make an appointment to go to the hospital. He was in the cell when we came back, the guards didn’t smash up anything this time. Instead they stole the TV aerial, the weights and seats made from bottles and string, ripped down the shower curtain and the over flow drain pipe cover, “proper dicks!”
Stretch was already back and told me about some old bloke and a young guy play fighting upstairs in the yard, apparently, the old bloke was running rings around the younger, “literally round and round with the football,” as Stretch put it.
The guard came and got Sierra Leone Rover to go hospital. The prisoner nurse brought us Diazepam etc. Stretch took his new pills and has been hard asleep ever since.
Sierra Leone Rover came back, said he had been to the same prison hospital and was in the room as me. He was with thirty-two prisoners, he had a tough time too.
Nigerian Chris and I chatted, when Sierra Leone Rover wanted cachaça Nigerian Chris suggested weed is cheaper. Asked me to get R$5 worth for him, Holland Mackie in Cell-A-2 sorted it no problems. Sierra Leone Rover rolled and smoked his, I bottle piped mine and left Stretch one smoke for when he wakes up.
Chatted about Mobile phones and why I won’t use them for doing business on because of their voice, motion and call tracking possibilities, “it’s endless.”



05/10/04
Stretch woke me at 06:00 for the bread and coffee, then I went back to sleep, dreamed of talking with old friends.
Woke for “Confere” at 08:00, went back to sleep, dreamed of dancing with girls. Woke up, went back to sleep.
Stretch was called to go to the Prison hospital, pointless without a translator!
My heart is beating well fast again today for no reason. The sun is shining outside.

06/10/04
A strange note appeared at the cell bars today, freaking the cell out, it read, “A1, Mozzi Mozzer, Bangu, TT.” A1 is our cell, Mozzer means Death, Bangu is the next prison we go to after this and TT is two crucifixes. Bolivian Hector interpreted it as a death threat meant for someone in here, now everyone is paranoid, it’s a mystery, “fuck it,” smoke time, freezing cold.

07/10/04
Yesterday was brief because I was expecting Stretch to have some horror stories from the hospital. Turned out he went somewhere else, had a great time smoking weed with the C.V, “red command gang.”
Prisoner’s abroad money was brought to us in the cell, I finally got my money from home. The consulate are idiots giving the money to the guards, they stole some, money was missing.
Chilean Lincoln and the Italian Dr. are stressing, trying to get out of doing their share of the cleaning. The rule is you clean, or you pay R$3 to someone else to do it for you.
Today we have been arrested for three-months. Everyone has been paid back what was owed to them. South African Jean borrowed R$10 off us until next week, going to pay back R$13. One of the Peru’s borrowed R$10 until four-days’ time.
We brought two-packs of Cigarettes, one for the Chinese, one-box of soap powder and two bars of chocolate. After twenty-minutes of receiving R$100, we now have R$23.10.
Nigerian Chris explained a little about the gangs, I’m going to try and write it using the notes he made. He ripped them and threw in the bin,


saying, he didn’t want to get in any trouble. Stretch saved them and they have been under my bed since.
Apparently in the early 1980’s the “C.V.R.L” was set up, it means Red Command and the founder was called Rodrigo Lordes. In the late 80’s early 90’s there was a power struggle, R.L wouldn’t step down to his second in command. His second in command broke away from C.V and formed a rival, gang the T.C.
In the beginning the T.C didn’t have enough manpower to rival the
C.V so they joined forces with a gang from Sao Paulo A.D.A, “friends of friends.” In the Mid – 90’s until today many bloody turf wars have been waged over control of the favela’s, drugs, guns, prostitution and money.
I received a parcel today from my dad, with much needed shower gel, shampoo, toilet roll, toothbrush and toothpaste, underwear and t-shits, “thank fuck,” I can shower and change now.

08/10/04
Nothing really exciting happened today, the Italian Dr. don’t want to buy soap for cleaning anymore and has softened up the Peru’s to do his cleaning for him. Everyone has to use their own soap powder now.
Stretch cleaned our clothes and I cleaned our mattresses. Cell-A-4 couldn’t sort any cachaça so Stretch went to bed; I stayed up walking out on the patio until late, smoked a spliff to myself and enjoyed the peace of everyone sleeping.

09/10/04
Lazy Saturday in bed, stayed asleep until 12:00, nice wash with Radox shower gel. Changed into my new, clean shorts and t-shirt, “thanks dad.” Waiting for the Canteena so I can buy some cigarettes with my last R$15.

11/10/04
Monday, not enough Guards on shift to let people out for exercise
today, so that’s that for this week.
South African Jean from Cell-A-2 paid the money back he borrowed,
so did the Peru from our cell, “I spent it all on weed.”

12/10/04
Today's a bank holiday, nothing else of interest happening, whole place is quiet.


Fish for lunch, but it was all sent back because it was off and stinky. Stretch has been knocked out on his bed, he's been smoking weed all day and can't handle it, “the fanny!”
Dinner was beef, had to get Stretch’s food for him because he wouldn’t wake up, “strong pills.” Had to go to his bed and do a weekend at Bernie’s on him to prove he was dead to the world.
Sierra Leone Rover told me R$30 gone missing from his stuff, he doesn’t suspect anyone. Could be Peru Teo, he owed us money then pulled R$5 out of nowhere to pay us off, could be the Italian Dr., or Chilean Lincoln, they would all rob their own mothers.
HOSPITAL 15/10/04
At 11:00 this morning we were taken in the back of a van to Heitor
Carrilho Psychiatric Treatment Hospital without knowing why or what for. On arrival, we were walked to a big building with a long corridor down the middle of it. At the end of the corridor a barred wall and gate with a surgery of some sort on the other side. The guard told us to sit on a bench and wait.
After a short time, a fruit loop, crazy prisoner edged his way down the corridor, smiling stupidly. When he got close he started making strange noises and getting excited. He said, “Maximillion, Maximillion” then, “Abdul, Abdul, Abdul,” pointing at our Ary Franco T-shirts.
Italian Max is in Ary Franco Cell-A-2. Tanzania Abdul was with us in Cell-A-1 but paid his lawyer to pull lots of strings to get him to a hospital to serve his last year of his sentence.
Thankfully the crazy guy was clever enough to go and get Tanzania Abdul for us. When you meet an old friend in here it’s like no feeling you can describe. Prison reunion is a big group hug for all three of us, no one could have stopped us from greeting each other at that moment.
The guards gave us no notice we were coming and so we were here in the hospital with no money, no bedding, no food, no soap, toothbrush, “Nada!”
Tanzania Abdul was low on cash but knew from experience that the guards were putting us in a holding cell called “La Trunka!” An 8ft x 12ft cell with nothing but the floor to sleep on. It’s a trick the guards use to get you to buy everything you need off of them and improve the economy.


Luckily for us Tanzania Abdul cashed in what little favors he had and done everything he could to look after us while we were in there. He even swung it for us to be able to walk around the prison hospital, giving us a mini tour.
We got to eat in an open-air canteen with the other prisoners. A guard who was a cunt to Tanzanian Abdul made a bee line for us, forced us to stand in the pouring rain for no reason. The Chief of Security, who Tanzanian Abdul pays off, took pity on us letting us back inside the main prison complex.
We were told on Monday 18th that we were there for a toxicology test, spoke to our lawyer at the hospital, he said it’s the consulate causing him all the problems and that he had spoken to Stretch’s father who was in Brazil somewhere with the consulate trying to find out where we were, “see what I mean about how useless the consulate is, they lost us!
We were told by a Dr. that we would be taken back to Ary Franco in under an hour and that we were free to go and eat some food until we were called for transport back. The guards had other ideas, instantly put us in the “La Trunka” where we stayed until early evening.
Stretch was taken to see the consulate and his father, “they finally found us!” but his father had to wait outside the prison because of prison rules, “no one paid the guards off and the consulate don’t understand the system, dumb fucks.”
Stretch managed to get a note to his dad though, if our lawyer, Stretch’s dad and the family lawyer all can talk around the consulate, “to do their jobs” there are endless possibilities for us and our case. Tanzanian Abdul introduced us to Brazilians Ed’s and Schmitz, two crazy guys who have bribed their way into one of the best cells.
They’d made it look like a bedroom. We smoked and hung out, they gave us delicious fruit and biscuits to eat. They sorted sheets, blankets and other little things which we wouldn’t have had if we didn’t know Tanzania Abdul. We even got to listen to music, hip hop and pop rock.
Every day at the hospital we were locked in “La Tranka,” or allowed to roam with the crazies. At night, they locked us up. The nurse would bring around a tray full of cups with multicolored pills for everyone.
In the mornings, the crazies walked the corridors, some begging for juice, “suco, suco, suco,” others doing all sorts of fucked up shit. A big, tall, fat scary looking Brazilian burst into tears, wailing and sobbing like a baby when another smaller prisoner stole his juice.


One guy was dragging his head along the wall, he had a big scab on one side of his head, everyday it would rip open and leave bloody, smeared lines on the wall wherever he went.
Tanzanian Abdul was telling us one day he was playing chess one of the crazies stole his juice cup and they stood there pulling it back and forward between them spilling it everywhere before Tanzanian Abdul realised what he was doing and let him take the drink, he said, “this place makes you crazy after a while.”
The most amazing thing that happened in the hospital was sitting down and chatting with the female prisoners. The hospital was unisex, one side for men, the other for woman, but the communal areas were mixed, German George was translating for me with one gorgeous beauty, saying she was enquiring about a joint visit to the loo together.
When I asked, “what’s she in for?” With a straight face, German George said, “stabbing her last boyfriend to death in a fit of rage,” I didn’t know where to look, talk about a mood killer. I thought better of it, excusing myself politely. We had a great time thanks to Tanzania Abdul, hopefully we will repay him soon.

20/10/04
I think that’s the date? Its late, the pills from the hospital have me confused, I’m fucked.
A huge parcel of stuff awaited us when we got back to Ary Franco, which was nice, but in here it was too much. It was in your face, we would have got robbed or thought of as cunts, prisoners would be jealous and think that we’ve loads of money.
I prefer low key, we thought it best to trade most of it, with the help of Holland Mackie. We helped out some of the poorer people in the cell with various items they needed, hopefully they will appreciate it. Hopefully our generosity pissed the people off who slag us off behind our backs, “actions speak louder than words.”
Now we are in a better position to show our good nature and possibly make some friends.
Three new prisoners, a big, tall Angolan Pastor who seems a bit strange. A fat, blonde, forty something, German Manfred. Last is skinny, little Moroccan Ricky who says he is Moroccan Hams’ cousin and is involved in a huge case.
Apparently, the police have been watching them shift sixty-kilos of coke a week for three-months or more. Proper International Big Fish, he


smokes way too much crack though. Already Bournemouth Pinky is trying hard to impress him, but is failing miserably.
Stretch’s dad sent a Portuguese/English dictionary, while I was outside smoking I used it to tell Peru Teo that I thought it was possible he was the thief in the cell. He looked at me and smiled saying, “possibla!”
I told him it was between me and him and I wouldn’t tell the rest of the cell so long as next time he needs anything to come ask me and I’ll do my best to help him out.
I gave him a Protex liquid soap he wanted to buy tomorrow. I gave it for free and told him not to say he got it from me for free but for R$5. Otherwise the other scroungers would be on my case for freebies. He understood and gave me a look of gratitude, shook my hand, I don’t think I will forget that look for a while!
I just looked around from writing this and its daylight, fuck me!

22/10/04
Been getting stoned with Stretch, Moroccan Ricky and Sierra Leone Rover all day, Stretch is knocked out on Diazepam.
Sat in the evening with Nigerian Chris, Sierra Leone Rover and Moroccan Ricky, chilling, when all of a sudden the other cells shout down, “Cell-A-1 has an African informant in the cell and we want him dead. If you don’t force him out on Monday, then we will be coming in to get him!”
Be bad for everyone because they would kill any witnesses. Guinean Dems was the sensible one again and told our cell we’ll give the Angolan to the guards and let him go speak to them face to face. Not our problem then, but he is still in the cell for the night.

23/10/04
After a little persuading, the crazy Angolan went with the guard and spoke with Cell-A-7, “his accusers.” I don’t know what was said or what exactly is happening, all I know is, it is still a risk for us having him in here with us.
Conversation is very guarded with the rest of the cell, except for Moroccan Ricky, Stretch and me, who couldn’t give a shit really.
When I woke up for a second time today, Moroccan Ricky and Stretch were sat talking about being careful with people in prison because they are not always what they make out they are. I think that’s true everywhere in life it’s just magnified in here like everything else.


Their conversation got on to Bournemouth Pinky and the way he conducts himself, the image he projects, the image we perceive from his actions and the person we believe him to be.
Stretch told Moroccan Ricky of how Bournemouth Pinky took advantage of his cousin Moroccan Hans’s humble nature and had Moroccan Hams running around like a personal slave. All the while making Moroccan Hams feel grateful about it, owing to Bournemouth Pinky because of the petty money Bournemouth Pinky was giving him, “to help” Moroccan Hams because he had no money available to him here.
I suspect that Bournemouth Pinky thought Moroccan Hams had some money and connections. Bournemouth Pinky gently squeezed Moroccan Hans’s information out of him to see if Moroccan Hams would be able to advance Bournemouth Pinky’s, “Status” on the outside.
Thinking about it, Bournemouth Pinky has done that at every possible person he sees that could advance his status. Started with Polish Ads when we first got here, then Moroccan Hams, then Chilean Lincoln. He did it with Tanzania Abdul to get onside with Guinean Dems for the phone. Bolivian Hector for his contacts, Holland Mackie from A2, Moroccan Ricky, Brazilian Augusto, the canteena. He’s tried worming his way in there with all of them, pretending to be their friend, when really he is just an “idea thief.”
Bournemouth Pinky heard what Stretch had said and told him he heard everything. Stretch rightfully said, “I don’t give a fuck, it’s all true, you’re just living here on mummy and daddy’s money, acting like a big shot.”
He must have hit the mark because Bournemouth Pinky got well stressed and threatened violence. Stretch was just chilling, saying, “bring it, I’m right here and not going anywhere, you want it come get it!” Bournemouth Pinky the fairy just walked off, muttering to himself, giving it large saying “right we won’t talk anymore,” Stretch said, “I don’t talk to you anyway, I just listen and watch your bullshit and think you’re a prick!” Moroccan Ricky and I sat quietly watching the entertainment and just kept toking on a big spliff. Eventually Moroccan Ricky told Stretch to chill out, he understood about Bournemouth Pinky. We been chilling and smoking all day since, we’re just waiting for canteena to come off their
visits so we can get some munch.
Stretch is getting some bi-carb tablets to send to Holland Mackie so he can cook up some crack to sell to Moroccan Ricky who has a very bad habit and don’t hide it from anyone.


It will be a big test for Stretch’s willpower we haven’t smoked any crack for four-months, but that’s without it being in front of you. I know I can hold out, I’ve had enough of that shit. Will Stretch be able to resist the urge to have some, can he break the cycle, like I’m trying to do?

27/10/04
Not a lot happening at the moment playing lots of games of dominos, Dharma and Chess to pass the time. Stretch was finally able to see his dad after all this time.
Brazilian Augusto the guy in charge of the prison valuables brought a receipt saying we had R$100 each from unknown, probably the consulate or prisoners abroad money. We agreed to pay the 10% charge to have the whole lot brought down to us, the idiot, fucked his math’s up and brought us R$190, “this guy’s in charge.”
Last night we sent R$475 over to Holland Mackie to go half/half on a kilo of weed. Didn’t know until after their cell had done a deal with the guards. The guard passed down a line through the bars, the money went up, the weed came down.
We lent money to Sierra Leone Rover to help him out. Moroccan Ricky too, but his is credit account is risky. Cell-A-3 still owe us R$5 to be paid tomorrow.
The Ishmael the lawyer for Tanzania Abdul, Bournemouth Pinky and Guinean Dems still hasn’t shown up. Guinean Dems is holding R$50 from us to be passed to Tanzania Abdu through him.
Two bottles of coffee this morning for the whole cell and Chilean Lincoln and the Italian Dr. automatically claimed a whole one for themselves, greedy fucks.
At 08:00 everyone was awake for “Confere,” and the Italian Dr. and Chilean Lincoln had already drunk half a bottle, they didn’t like it when Guinean Dems made them give the rest back to everyone else to share. “Sharing a concept these two old cunts can’t grasp.”
The crazy Angolan is still here doing a really good “Cuba Gooding JR” impression from the film “Lightning Jack” with Paul Hogan, he claims to be a Preacher of some sort, Godman they are calling him.

28/10/04
Few things happened, Stretch’s dad brought him a brand-new, shiny white mattress, put him in the spotlight, all eyes on him. We had to go to the Chief of Security’s office to collect it. While we were there, they asked


us to sign some paperwork to say, “that we have no problems at Ary
Franco.”
We refused to sign, pissing the guards off, we said we were advised not to sign anything without the consulate present, the chief of security pulled my beard and Stretch’s hair. We still didn’t sign, they sent us back to the cell with smiles on our faces.
On Thursday, they had us in for a discipline for not signing the first time. Again, we refused to sign anything and they flipped out again, smashing up their own office in a fit of rage. We were sent back down to the cell smiling yet again.
At night, Chilean Lincoln was released from prison, improving the atmosphere in here straight away.

29/10/04
Early Friday morning and the guards raided our cells taking all the extra blankets, sheets and mattresses from everyone in the Cells A-01-A06 “the Gringo’s” Had the effect of making Stretch’s new mattress stand out even more and making me angry because I know they done it on purpose to make Stretch and me look like cunts with the other prisoners, luckily for us we had shared out all our new things, and got rid of all the extra we had before the guards came looking for it and so I only lost a blanket.
It’s hard work staying focused and Stretch has slept all week causing the others in the cell to comment their concerns for him Moroccan Ricky is going “cold Turkey” or trying to get his “Monkey off his back” thirty- years of crack smoking though is a fucking big monkey.
Tried phoning home today, no answer.

31/10/04
No answer at home again, phoned my family, crazy feeling when you’re
in prison talking to relatives on the other side of the world.
NOVEMBER 2004 01/11/04
Another Boring bank holiday in prison, Holland Mackie, Brazilian Exon and Italian Max in A2 are playing games, not sure what they are up to, they are pissing me off, get the feeling they are up to something, I only want to buy a smoke to kill the boredom.

The fucking Canteena skanked me of R$2.00, third time he’s done me, kept giving me excuses but no money, so I lobbed a bucket of cold water over the little shit, soaking him, his note pad and a sheet of stamps, hopefully cost him some money. Guinean Dems said half joking “should have used boiling water.”

06/11/04
06:00 woke for the coffee and bread roll, back to sleep, 08:00 Confere and my turn for cell cleaning, done some exercise, shower- technically not a shower, the cold water fucks me up, so I use three-buckets of warm water and tip them over myself.
Stretch is washing his bedding, I’m going to wash my boxer shorts and then hopefully the cocktail of pills I just took (2 x 25mg of IMIPRA, 2 x 25mg of LEVOZINE, 2 x 25mg LONGACTIL, 4 x 10mg of DIAZEPRAM and 1 x multi vitamin) will have kicked in and I’ll be off my head, slept until 01:00 and woke up to find three new guys from Nigeria had joined us in the cell, taking us up to eighteen-people in our sixteen-man already cramped hole.

07/11/04
Woke up at 06:00 to get the coffee and bread rolls, “Godman” the nickname for the crazy Angolan was pushing me to get to his bread roll and then trying to beg the canteena for an extra bread roll, he pissed me off so I shoved him backwards and told him to fuck off. Afterwards I decided to keep all the bread and coffee and I’m going to ration them out equally to everyone. Maybe now it will work out fairly.
Bucket washed my towel and underwear taking advantage of everyone sleeping in so there is space on the washing line. Borrowed R$10 off Sierra Leone Rover brought 5 weeds and 1 coke, smoked 1 weed, Sierra Leone Rover smoked 1 weed, Moroccan Ricky smoked 1 weed, then I put the coke on the bong and smoked it with Moroccan Ricky, Sierra Leone Rover didn’t want to be left out, took an almighty long hit and staggered off to bed, only to come back two-seconds later, not knowing what he was doing he sat outside, stood up remembering he got up to piss so went toilet and then knocked out on his bed, I’m not sure if he knew he smoked coke or not?
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08/11/04
Woke up at 06:00 with Stretch, sorted the bread and coffee, new system working ok, I sent two-letters home. Angolan Godman has been fucking about with water being noisy all morning, I shouted at him to shut up. Then his letter he put on the door got knocked off by the guard doing “Confere” and got soaked in a puddle. Might teach him to stay in bed and wait till later in the day.
The three-new Nigerians say they were stowaways on a ship going to Spain but the ship was diverted to Brazil and they were found and kept in a cabin after getting badly beaten by the crew who wanted to put them in a lockable hatch of some sort. two weeks on ship, fed shit scraps of food, going through FHM magazine with them, making them laugh with our stories of strippers, sex, drugs and designer labels, Stretch is giving them graphic demonstrations of his favorite sexual positions, having them falling about in hysterics.

09/11/04
06:00, squats and press ups to start the day, forgot to write yesterday that Angolan Godman started shouting shit to Italian Max and South African Jean in Cell-A-2, Jean wasn’t having none of it and now he is waiting for a cell search so we all end up in the same holding cell so he can have words face to face.
A Pedophile got found out in Cell-A-2 when he dropped his court papers causing everyone in Cell-A-2 to go mental, the Chief of Security had to come down and eventually he was moved somewhere else but he grassed on the cell saying about their phone and drugs causing Cell-A-2 to be searched and is now constantly watched.
No weed available, Moroccan Ricky has been trying to organise with the Canteena to bring R$50 down from upstairs, the moneys gone and no gear.
Stretch’s dad has refused to send him £50 a month to help him out, he said he would, now he said he won’t, which is fucking stupid, he was just lying when he came over, personally I don’t trust the man one bit.

10/11/04
Bolivian Hectors birthday today, hot day, everyone is chilling, got a little smoke off Holland Mackie and Moroccan Ricky brought some with the R$5.00 I lent him, still no ganja from the Canteena.
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We got some playing cards sent over from Cell-A-2, played black jack for 50-centavos’ a go, I went R$13 up and ended R$5 down, Bournemouth Pinky, Bolivian Hector, German Manfred and Peru Teo played nonstop all through the night and were still playing at 06:30 the next morning.
Holland Mackie told us that Nigerian Chris in our cell has told one of the guys in Cell-A-2 that everyone in our cell is planning something against him, that we don’t involve him in anything, that he can’t sleep at night for fear, this shocked Stretch and me because it’s been kind of relaxed in here since Chilean Lincoln left. Stretch went and spoke to Nigerian Chris, turns out he is just fucking paranoid as hell.

11/11/04
Won back the money I lost playing cards, now R$3.00 up.
A broken mains pipe on the street has left the whole of Agua Santa with no water, shitty, hot day and no weed to take the edge off.
Holland Mackie wants to come to Cell-A-1, he says he has had enough of the knobs in Cell-A-2, he can’t find anyone to swap, only possible are the Italian Dr. and crazy Angolan Godman.
The Italian Dr. recons that I have a neuron problem causing my shaking and rapid heartbeats, he also recons I may have had little heart attacks which causes my right hand and arm to go numb.
Had a good chat with Sierra Leone Rover and Moroccan Ricky about Drug transporting and shipping, apparently 1 ton of Hash in Morocco only costs £4500.

12/11/04
Still no water, dying for a drink and now the electric has started going on and off.
No weed from this bastard canteena Brazilian called Kasusa, no R$50 either. Bournemouth Pinky lent me R$25, he’s a selfish knob who has tried ass kissing everyone he thinks can benefit him but sometimes he can be considerate and almost cool. He has helped us a lot and I’m quietly grateful.
So that was the morning, the afternoon got a little funky Stretch was knocked out on diazepam and I had to fill him in on this Sierra Leone Rover has been backward and forward to the director’s office and has found out the judge wants him to go to hospital. Moroccan Ricky saw a new advogar (lawyer) sent by his family and while he was upstairs he saw Brazilian Kasusa and gave him some problems about the R$50 he took


from me to buy us weed. Brazilian Kasusa came down said something in Portuguese, Holland Mackie had a word as well another canteena Brazilian Valdo came down with R$20 from Kasusa, Holland Mackie took it saying it was his and sent a note and the money saying the rest will be coming in weed or money soon and to trust him (Holland Mackie) because he’s looking out for us as well as Moroccan Ricky.
The Italian Dr. went upstairs to speak to the prison Dr. on my behalf and is confirming that I am sick and need to go hospital, he told them I am seeing black spots in my eyes when the lights get turned on, Dr. Italiano then smacked it by saying (through Moroccan Ricky) that he will do the same for Stretch shortly, he has the prison Dr. worried, who don’t want anything to happen to us and he be responsible, “not bad for two- dumb street kids from Slough huh! All we need now is the consulate to come out and start doing what we need of them.”

13/11/04
Chinese Chow Wan Jei woke me up for coffee and bread because I over slept, I was up until 03:30 watching Thelma and Louise with Sierra Leone Rover, Peru Teo and German Manfred.
Angolan Godman was doing his fly on shit impression again and begging for more coffee in his self-made pint cup, I told him no because no one else had had their share yet and to wait till later, he started on one of his bullshit speeches about people of England have lots of money Bla, Bla, Bla - I cut him off at this point, I knew where he was going with that one, I angrily said, “stop! I divide the bread and coffee equally among everyone, you are greedy and fucking selfish, you only think of yourself, don’t ask me for more than any other person,” he repeated his shit again trying to make me feel bad for having money- It don’t work I can see right through the act of this lazy bastard, who pretends to be a Pastor and yet is completely self-centered, he went off cursing me under his breath for 5 min's, “very religious.”
Then one of the new guys Nigerian Saidi started filling buckets with water from the shower, it makes too much noise before 08:00, I had to explain the 08:00 noise rule, then the ignorant, Italian Dr. started doing the same thing 5 min later, leaving the tap running, started waking people up, sometimes I feel like a fucking nursery teacher not an international Drug Transporter, this place is full of the dumbest, most ignorant, uneducated mother fuckers I’ve ever met.


Slept all day until 18:00 “Confere,” haven’t eaten properly since Wednesday, the food has been shit. Holland Mackie is in good spirits after speaking to his wife.
I’m fed up and bored shitless.

14/11/04
Woke at 06:00 by Chinese Chow Wan Jei banging his cup on something, Guinean Dems, Nigerian Chris, Italian Dr. and Angolan Godman were already helping themselves to bread and coffee, Nigerian Chris is a little shit trying to be smart and fuck about with the control on stuff in the mornings. Pisses me off when I personally vouched for his safety with everyone in here when he was making confusion with the brothers in Cell-A-2, now I can’t give him a smack when he needs it.
Back to sleep till “Confere,” talked through some options with Moroccan Ricky, Sierra Leone Rover and Bournemouth Pinky for more trafficking when were free. Morocco makes something called “Twisler” which Moroccan Ricky recons three-kilos of will trade for one-kilo of coke in Holland.

16/11/04
Slow, rainy day, Stretch told me that he could see himself in some of Moroccan Ricky’s, “cracker” behavior, gave him a good chance to sit and think about if he really liked that side of himself.
Late at night, I was talking with Moroccan Ricky about his “Monkey on the back” and telling him about Carrilho hospital being the best option that I have seen for people like us. Then we had the crazy Angolan Godman randomly jump out of his bed and start accusing us of plotting to kill him, like he is worth our attention, paranoid, mother fucker, one story I heard about him was he is a rapist and a grass who been in Ary Franco three times so far in his life.

17/11/04
Electricians are changing the Light fittings and wiring in the corridor outside our cell today, there is a pretty fit, tight arsed woman with them and looks like she is in charge. Angolan Godman, the idiot, started telling them at full volume, that he was innocent, “like they could help him even if he was!” then he wouldn’t leave the woman alone, Stretch got mad at him and told Angolan Godman to shut the fuck up, Angolan Godman started losing it, waving his arms at “stretch”, “Stretch” fronted him up,


then Angolan Godman went for “Stretch’s” throat, missed it, “Stretch” clocked him hard in the face hard, the two of them ended up grappling on the floor, “Stretch” with a finger up “Goodman’s” nose, and a tight grip on his nuts. The Italian Dr. was first in there trying to break it up, I got there next ripping “Godman” off of “Stretch” by pulling his chin backwards, “Godman” started to knock my glasses off, so I stepped backwards put them on my bed and then jumped back in dropping a nasty flying elbow on the back of Goodman’s head, a few more like that, my elbow hurting, “Stretch” took the advantage and pushed Angolan Godman off, I got my knee into “Goodman’s” temple, but accidently hit my shin on “Stretch’s” head, “sorry mate!”
By that time the Nigerians Samsung and Larry were pulling “Godman” back, so I pulled “Stretch” the other way, after a bit of verbal between them and still trying to get at each other, it settled down enough to resume normal prison life. I sat down had a shave and cut my hair with Bournemouth Pinky laughing nonstop, saying he’s going to call me “chopper” from now on after demoing my elbow a few times, “Whack!”

18/11/04
Bournemouth Pinky phoned the consulate; they said they will be coming out today and that they already sent our money last Friday, “we never got it, why do they keep giving it to the guards and not calling us up to get a receipt or something?”
A cell phone blocker is being installed in the prison, we may have to go Cell-A-3 while they do the work in Cell-A-1.
No sign of the consulate, “lying bastards.” Finally, some weed from an
old canteena R$15 good size.
Guinean Dems’s name is on the transfer list for tomorrow, the Peru guys trying to buy his phone of him, Guinean Dems is taking his sim with him and the others are trying to get quick one quickly, desperately asking anyone in the prison, “might as well advertise to the guards that there is a phone here.”
Bournemouth Pinky says he will be getting one through his lawyer, fuck knows how long until the phone will work.
Sierra Leone Rover is knocked out after visiting the hospital...
Prison Dr. recons we will be going hospital before the 15th December, Neurological problems, black spots and twitch in eye, treatment should be one and a half years.


“Stretch”, German Manny, Peru Teo and the Chinese boys played cards tills early hours.

19/11/04
Switched details with Guinean Dems, “Beefy, Bottata” in Guinea one day maybe, took business card for his Advogar Ishmael. Holland Mackie, Cell-A-2 received a sentence of four-years, no hospital though Ishmael because Holland Mackie didn’t pay! In one-week he’s been here four- months, so that’s supposed to be two -years and four-months left to serve, less any days for work or school at Bangu.
John the missionary came today brought us pens, paper, envelopes, apples and mangos, we shared out all the apples, ate the mangos ourselves “Stretch’s” first one ever, he enjoyed it, John said he will be back in a month and will chase up the consulate for some things.
Smoked the last of the weed, burning cigs, no sign of Brazilian Augusto about our money at all, early to bed, woke up, Tiger land on TV, Peru Teo and German Manny up as usual, gave me a doughnut and a cig, then back to sleep.

20/11/04
No sim card yet, I need to phone home, no Brazilian Augusto either, boring fucking day, Angolan guy in Cell-A-2 saw his own shorts up for sale from the Canteena, just shows nothings safe and makes me wonder what is missing/left from our stuff, “consulate still won’t do an inventory as we are not a priority.
Brazilian Augusto finally came and said he forgot to bring our money and we can’t have it now until Tuesday, “total crap, he just wants a bung” I went to sleep until sometime in the early hours, “Stretch”, Chinese Charmin, Chow Wan Jei, German Manny were still up playing cards, stayed awake until 06:00 just in time for coffee and bread.

21/11/04
Nigerian Chris woke me just before “Confere” after his bread and coffee, back to sleep, woke up, Nigerians Chris and Samson were the only ones awake playing Dharma, back to sleep until lunch, made Xmas cards to send to my family back home, “Stretch” traced over mine to send his, Nigerians Larry and Samsung watched over us, impressed slightly that we went to so much effort, there mate Nigerian Saidi asked me to draw him


something so I drew him a woman from the FHM magazine he was well happy with it.
Floated about doing nothing until dinner, then watched the beautiful Brazilian dancers on the Sunday show, chatting with Peru Teo, Moroccan Ricky translating for me, said he has been shooting since eight or nine years old, I believe him too, he seems the sort, he is pretty down to each, he is loyal hired gun who don’t give a fuck about breaking the law to survive, “fair play!”
Cell-A-2 sent their sim card over to us so we could make a few calls, even though it was 02:00 back in England, I still called my dad to check how everyone was, he said everything is cool, and that he was organising for a little money to be sent regularly, he said as well that I’ve been sent allot of mail, which I haven’t received.
Speaking to Bournemouth Pinky afterwards, he phoned home and all is well the Chinese boys couldn’t phone for some reason, “probably no home phone” a few others couldn’t get through to their families, and all of them poor fuckers have gone quiet and introverted.

22/11/04
Slow day, Brazilian Exon from Cell-A-2, “acts like a big man, seems like a fool” has asked the guards for a sim card for us, “see what I mean, what a dick,” and now the guards are making all sorts of other offers, like to unblock the phone blocker at a price of R$20 per cell.
Clumsy, German Manfred lost R$10 somewhere in the cell, Peru Teo is the number one suspect. Still no sim card, these guys can’t organise nothing right.

23/11/04
Brazilian Augusto the fat, banker finally brought down some money for us at 11:00, sods law though, everyone has money now and there is no sign of the canteena or anyone else for that matter. R$200 for “Stretch” it should have been R$209.60 and vitamins, I got R$370 should have been R$467.60 and vitamins. To make it worse the bastard only gave us R$50 each, I say fuck it I’m going to pay the 10% tax to the hustling cunt and get all my money sent down.
Moroccan Ricky got Holland Mackie to buy him five weeds from Cell- A-17, they had none so we tried Cell-A-18, they sent four and R$1 back, Holland Mackie and Brazilian Elliot in Cell-A-2 sent a note trying to buy R$30 weed for us but Cell-A-6 went sleep and we couldn’t get it to us


“using the string lines hung between the cells.” We could have bribed the guard R$10 but Holland Mackie didn’t want to risk getting in trouble tonight, instead we smoked diazepam until 12:30 and went sleep.

24/11/04
Happy birthday to me! Angolan Godman the annoying, mother fucker, snatched bread from over my shoulder, the animal pissed me off and he made it worse by giving me a load of verbal too, I told him to fuck off and swung my leg at him but he moved out the way before it hit him, “feral fucking dog!”
Finally managed to send some money out for weed just after “Confere” only got thirteen balls, gave Holland Mackie four balls for him and South African Jean and Brazilian Elliot in Cell-A-2 to have a smoke on us, a thank you for helping us get what we wanted. Brought five-bolo (iced sponge cakes) off of a “Don King” looking canteena, sold one of them to Nigerian Saidi for R$1.60, I ate two, “Stretch” ate one, and the Chinese shared 1 between them.
Paid Bournemouth Pinky Back R$20, just waiting for Brazilian Augusto to bring rest of my money. Brazilian Don King brought our shopping, I have R$7 in my pocket out of R$100.
Moroccan Ricky brought me two sweets and Bournemouth Pinky gave me a tea bag for my birthday (tight bastard)
Brazilian Augusto brought the rest of my money and two-litres of cachaça for R$50. Moroccan Ricky’s friend Italian Enero paid to come over to our cell before dinner, after dinner we started drinking and smoking when “surprise!” three functionaries came bursting in to our cell, “looking for a fucking phone to tax off us!” one went straight to the back of cell, onto the patio and had “Stretch”, Nigerians Chris and Saidi strip searched, “looking for my weed” The guard at the door apparently saw Peruvian Bobby look at Bolivian Hector nervously, giving it away sort of thing, and that look lost the phone, in a really quick time, the guard searched Bolivian Hector and found it, ten-minutes later a guard brought the phone back to sell back to us at a cost of R$200, “but for how long? Stupid to pay them, but these idiots do!”
Once the guards fucked off for the night everyone was having a drink for my birthday, someone sent over some sniff and we were having a proper party! “Tranquillo!” O.k. by the end of the night 03:00, “Stretch” and me are the last ones standing as always, everyone else is knocked out, listening to the music playing from Cell-A-2 radio, the prisoners were all


having a good time at the same time, atmosphere has been well cool all day.
Oh, yea! The consulate came and brought some of our letters and Bournemouth Pinky’s parcel. I couldn’t be fucked to see them, they get me annoyed with their fake smiles and fake concern, “Stretch” went though and came back with a letter from them and a verbal message saying
1.) They’re waiting for “Stretch’s” army medical records and 2.) The lawyer is on page-ten of our case after receiving confirmation from hospital that we are AAA Addicts etc. “Thank fuck we got problems to play on and exaggerate” We didn’t tell anyone in here the news about our process, it’s none of their business, we just say it’s going good and we’re waiting to hear our sentence.
Wonder wall, Oasis playing, on the radio, I’m still keeping four-years in mind for our sentence anything could still happen, but secretly a part of me knows we “blagged our arses off” out here and we fucking smacked it! We’re going to get minimum sentence, so a double celebration of sorts.

25/11/04
“The morning after the night before,” up at 06:00 for bread and coffee, straight back to sleep until 08:00 “Confere,” it was our turn to clean the bastard cell this morning, flew through it, not drying the place properly, no one is going to complain after last night, one of the Peru’s is roughly doing it now for me, nice of him, Last night smoked a big “J” to myself and admired the damage to everyone; all knocked out, by me, Ha!
Holland Mackie and Bolivian Hector had to sign their transfer papers today, they are going soon, Bolivian Hector got his sentence, eight years from the judge in court-three, minimum five-years and six-months inside, well shit for him, he even had a positive Dr.’s report saying he was chemically dependent, “he’s not” and the Judge didn’t believe it, said he was a Trafficker, simple, Bangu prison. All he can do now is appeal the decision, funny thing is he had two-kilos sprayed into clothes, the police set him up saying he had six-kilos because they couldn’t extract it themselves, the fuckers then persuaded the Judge behind the scenes out of spite or frustration.
11:00 phoned Murrilo at the consulate trying to chase up our missing money and other case details (see money receipts) the fucking man has no time for us so how is he supposed to do anything for us? He’s defiantly fucked up my money for me.


After Dinner, the Nigerians Saidi, Larry and Samson started fighting between themselves what over I don’t know yet. Samson was holding Larry and Saidi apart but I think he was on Larry’s side. “Stretch” took Larry one way and I got Saidi and took him the other way. Bournemouth Pinky called Saidi to speak to, then Samsung, then he called Larry but Larry said he was too worked up to talk and so went to bed.
German Manny has no money, his lawyer has been given it by his consulate and has not turned up with it yet, he is 5-6 days overdue and the German is panicking.
Been watching Bournemouth Pinky the last few days, I think he is quietly worried that he has paid out his money and nothing is going to come of it, his cocky “I can buy my way out of anything” attitude isn’t going to work here, “because he hasn’t got enough, small fish in a big pond!”
Moroccan Ricky is suffering, he’s going through “Cold turkey,” his monkey is turning up the volume inside his head, and he’s being quiet at the moment, thinking to himself.
Angolan Godman the dirty bastard is laying facedown, jiggling and gyrating on his mattress, giving himself a thrill as usual, no self-control.
Italian Dr. is suffering in the heat and going mad in his head- too many bad memories catching up with him and playing on his conscience maybe.
We rolled the last of the weed, gave Holland Mackie a celebration zoot
before he moves on and ordered R$20 more ganja for later ‘ish.

26/11/04
After getting ready to leave yesterday Holland Mackie got his transfer cancelled, he owes Bournemouth Pinky R$80, don’t look like he will get it back now! Bought Mackie a Packet of cigs and a Bolo before he left, he started to get all emotional, crying and shit Bournemouth Pinky wanted his details but Mackie told us to give him fake ones, Mackie said thanks for everything, by midday, a handshake through the bars and he was off to Bangu until his expulsion in a couple of months.
All of our cell had to be moved into Cell-A-3 for a few hours while the electricians came and fitted plastic pipes/conduit for new lights and electric.
While we were in there, I was talking to this guy “Gina” a big Amazonian Indian, in for credit card fraud, he was hyper as fuck, but really cool, and friendly, hard guy not to like as he played host to all of us.


Bournemouth Pinky had what my old Nan would call a “funny turn” he went green, then his left side went numb, his legs went to jelly, his heart hurt and his chest went tight. Brazilian Gina sat him down, got him some water and put the fan on him, he looked bad, slipping in and out of conscience, head propped on the wall. We called the guards but they were too busy with the electricians to give a shit. After we came back to our cell he slept in his bed until dinner time, he managed to eat a potato and now feels a bit better.
“Stretch” missed all of this because he was straight given a CD Walkman by someone and was listening to rap music, dancing and singing making everyone laugh without even realising.
Got a letter from Tanzania Abdul, he’s cool. Thunder, lightning and big rain cooled off the day it’s been too sticky. Getting messed around with some weed we been trying to get, what is wrong with these people, why can’t they do a straight deal, all I want is the weed so I can have a smoke!

27/11/04
It’s about 13:30, everyone is resting and it’s a warm sunny day outside. Bournemouth Pinky is still shaken by what happened to him yesterday, he is distracting himself by reading the “American Psycho” book I lent him.
Nigerian Saidi is still being argumentative with Larry and Samson, it’s
going to kick off again with them all soon.
Just sent South African Jean and Brazilian Evandrew in Cell-A-2 R$10 to get me some more weed, see how they do? Cell-A-2 got a new guy from American “John, Johnny Alito, Alite” he was on the news and in the paper, extortion, money laundering, murder, trafficking, mafia links etc. Seems like a cool guy, he’s built like a cage fighter, covered in tattoos, Brazilian Exon, “the fake big shot” is being super friendly, wonder if the American will suss him out.
Sat watching Point Break on T.V, reminiscing with “Stretch” about the crazy shit we used to do, when he says, “I’m ready for that” on about the cool lifestyle in the film, I said “we already live like that, people envy that style” Then he says the most uncool thing ever, “We should go to Butlins when we get back its jokes” Now I know I’m no surfer, bank robber, but Butlins holidays are the worst, very uncool. Made me roll my eyes and curse myself for not educating this fool properly. To prove my point about how uncool Butlins holidays are, “Stretch” was backed up by fucking Bournemouth Pinky, a dick who wouldn’t know cool in a snow storm.


Butlins! For fuck sake, I mean eighteen-kilos of coke, Brazil, Money, Pussy, trafficking, even prison is cool, well, prison is not exactly cool, but look how many prison movies there are, don’t see many on Butlins, do you?
Then the police came and searched the cell putting us in the small, dirty holding cell, they didn’t get anything, they just wanted to disturb the film for everyone, the cops loose in point break and the guards hate it. Five- minutes later we were back watching film and smoking spliff.
Been a chilling day, South African Jean and Brazilian Evandrew managed to get us 2x R$10 hits of marijuana, gave them two each time for “the taxi” as South African Jean calls it, fair enough, smoked the ganja using our newly made 500ml “Lung”
Walking up and down and stretching all night, had a thought about our mail: the outward mail isn’t opened or checked to see what is written in it but all of our incoming mail arrives opened, so what are the guards checking for? I think the bastards are possibly recording the different names and addresses of everyone writing to us, is there a file with my name on it saying, “list of known associates, names and numbers?”

28/11/04
“And the rains fell,” slow, lazy, warm morning, pissing down outside, got R$5 weed off a guy from Cell-A-21, it was tiny.
Dinner came mince, black beans and rice, “at least it was edible,” most people watching the movie Twister on T.V or dozing on their beds, then... “Boom!” an almighty crack of thunder, exploded through the prison and echoed for ages, big rain drops splashed through the open patio, whipped by strong winds right up to the bars, lightly spraying everyone, it was taken in good humor but I felt sorry for Sierra Leone Rover and the Italian Dr., their beds are right by the opening and their stuff got soaked.
Today I’ve been full of cold making my head feel heavy, the air
pressure hurts my ears whenever there is thunder.
The canteena Brazilian Don King is off with our money, he hasn’t brought our change back from the “bolo” this morning and so can’t buy any gear, “stress.”

29/11/04
New and different problem has popped up today, Cell-A-17 is demanding our telephone, apparently, they have sent notes and even called the phone, Bournemouth Pinky, Moroccan Ricky, the Italian Dr. and the


Peru’s have been discussing what they are going to do, when I asked Bournemouth Pinky what was happening he said it was a misunderstanding and that it had all been sorted, two-minutes later the Brazilians called the phone again so obviously, he was wrong.

30/11/04
Up since “Confere,” washed and dressed ready in case the shrink calls us up today, tried calling the consulate to check on their progress with the things I asked them to check for me, but after trying the whole morning I could only get through to a dumb receptionist who said Murrilo out and Andy in a meeting, “which means fuck off they are tired of speaking to you,” done me no good whatsoever, still missing over R$400 and they have it or have lost it.
Got called up to see the psychiatrist, as soon as they called us we started the act, me shaking my knee causing my whole body to twitch as well as twitching my left eye, “Stretch” doing the knee thing but tapping his ear and saying “Mosquito.” The Italian Dr. came up with us and spoke to the shrink for us while we each played our different characters. They gave us too many pills man, cocktail party with cachaça! They think I’m an epileptic, skits and “Stretch” is a fucking mental case, they said, “hospital, problema, Maluku.”
Just after lunch we had to go into Cell-A-3 again, while the electricians fitted the wires for the new power points, “one per four people,” and an overhead light. Read magazines and chilled as best we could with thirty- two people in a sixteen-man cell.
When it was done, I came back and fell asleep, woke up to see chopped fish and shit food being served by Brazilian Kazuza “the bastard who stole our money a few weeks ago, and has only just showed his face again” After a brief chat with Moroccan Ricky translating, he (Kazuza) recons he sent R$30 through the other canteena Brazilian Valdo who gave the money to Holland Mackie and that Mackie gave Valdo R$10 and Valdo didn’t understand what for.
Kazuza refused to bring the rest of the money back so when he came close to the bars I slid my arm slowly around his neck, lifted him off his feet and began chocking the life out of the little fuck, “Stretch” jumped onto my bed and stuck his arm through and raked at Kazuza’s face, ripping his nose up, the other Canteena George started pulling my arm to free Kazuza, so I held onto the bars, man was that guy strong but I wasn’t letting go until Kazuza had a good scare. I let him go and he tried pulling


my arm but I grabbed him pulled him towards the bars and spat in his face, he grabbed a ladle and was going to chuck beans at me but I just stayed there saying, “Come on then” he eventually fucked off, Cell-A-2 and Cell-A-4 couldn’t believe it they were all laughing and saying well done, then came the “watch your back” and “be careful” maybe I’ll need to, maybe not, at least I got the shit bag, maybe I’ll be out of here soon and it won’t matter anyway, I ain’t going to worry that’s for sure.
Late night talking to American John Alite across the corridor, he was impressed by what I done to Brazilian Kazuza, “you and your friend have got heart.”
DECEMBER 2004 01/12/04
Woke up feeling sleepy as fuck, done the coffee, bread, back to sleep,
“Confere,” went back to sleep, Cell-A-3 came into Cell-A-1 today, slept through it.
Angolan Godman is proper going into one today, “noisy prick,” back
to sleep, Cell-A-3 left, back to sleep, ate lunch.
Brazilian Exon from Cell-A-2 and the other cells still amused about what I did to Brazilian Kazuza, Exon asked me not to give Kazuza any shit today, jokingly I said, “for you Exon, no Problem!” Brazilians Kazuza & Valdo went on to blame Holland Mackie for what happened which got Brazilian Exon more on my side because he liked Holland Mackie too. Brazilian Kazuza was then saying the French guy from upstairs in the office said something to him causing problems, this was Moroccan Ricky’s doing in trying to help.
Lunch was shit and even fresh chilies couldn’t make it taste better,
rainy, cloudy day, Cell-A-3 came back for another hour or so.
Bournemouth Pinky asked Italian Max from Cell-A-2 to get his lawyer to call him upstairs but for some reason he never called him. Bournemouth Pinky has got to be worried in case he has wasted all the money that he has paid in bribes to get to hospital.
Received a letter from Birmingham Dee today, spent the evening writing my reply for him.
Check this out, Angolan Godman, “the prick” is getting too much, disturbing people and carrying on like a fool, so I’ve mixed up some laxatives and sleeping tablets with some coffee for him, I can’t wait until he drinks it.



02/12/04
My temper is getting worse in here, Nigerian Chris was annoying me for coffee this morning, so I launched the full bottle across the cell hoping to hit him, “little prick.”
Cell-A-3 back again, just rice served for dinner. Moroccan Ricky looks like he might be in the clear after reading what the others are saying about him in the court papers he received, loads of other guys are going to get big sentences though. Took some Levozine and fell asleep around 18:00.

03/12/04
Shitty day, have no money to do anything. Spoke to Andy Cole at the
consulate “another useless twat” no help with the missing money.
Angolan Godman couldn’t resist stealing the drugged-up coffee I prepared for him; he’s now fast asleep and out cold. “I love it when a plan comes together!”
South African Jean from Cell-A-2 is well pissed up on cachaça, gave us a free weed and Brazilian Exon sent us a Kebab.
Finally, Bolivian Hector got transferred to Bangu, so now everyone has a bed in the cell.

04/12/04
Another slow day in prison, South African Jean Cell-A-2 offered to lend us money, then changed his mind in case we were transferred out of here and couldn’t pay him back, then he changed his mind back and offered us R$10 if we pay back R$12, I said cool buy us some weed, he sent us three over so far.
Late night stretches, then one of them nasty moments, I look up and see Angolan Godman was stood at the end of the beds watching the end of the late-night film with his hand in his boxer shots playing with himself. “Stretch” and me went out the back to walk and watched him eyeing up Chinese Chow Wan Jei, then he was checking no one was watching him, then doing it again, then checking, until I couldn’t stand it anymore and walked up behind him and knocked his elbow he was leaning on to disturb him, he gave me a load of verbal & threats, I was like “come on then, if you think your hard enough” but he wouldn’t dare.


05/12/04
Explained to Sierra Leone Rover, Nigerians Chris, and Saidi what the dirty cunt Angolan Godman was up to last night, dirty fuck winds me up. Had to have a long chat with Sierra Leone Rover as well, I don’t think
I’m spending enough time with him, he’s going crazy.
Wrote a letter of complaint about the consulate here, sent it to the foreign office in England, probably won’t do anything but it’s worth a shot.
Traded some cigarettes with Bournemouth Pinky for a load of his old Holborn tobacco, works out better for everyone seeing as he can’t roll and has no money for cig’s.
“Stretch” is knocked out on Diazepam.

06/12/04
Early morning fun, Sierra Leone Rover was mad because, “someone”
took his bun and there was only a little coffee.
There was a cell search or wrecking mission while everyone else was out for exercise.
Male nurse brought everyone’s medicine, Phenobarbital 100mg (7 for me), Levozine 25mg (7 for me), diazepam 10mg (14 for me), and Longactil 25 mg (14 for me).
Chatting to Bournemouth Pinky a fair bit today, he was telling me that South African Jean in Cell-A-2 had, “lost” R$100, he’s still got money though, because he sorted me out with four more weeds.
The American John Alite in Cell-A-2 been telling me how he paid the guards R$400 and R$450 on the last two Saturdays in a row so that he could go into a private office somewhere with his missus, he says he’s getting fed up with the director of the prison and the guards always threatening and trying to get money out of him.
Bournemouth Pinky got his medical records today, he got a positive, and a weight off his mind. I shook his hand, his lawyer works for the T.C gang we found out today, he gave Bournemouth Pinky his new sim card today but only R$50 out of his R$400 he’s holding for him, going to use Bournemouth Pinky’s sim to make calls.
Peruvian Bobby lost the phone charger in the cell search, “dick” Brazilian Exon in Cell-A-2 said he can buy it back from the guards for R$100 or Cell-A-4 can get a new one for R$50.
I worked out that we could be going court tomorrow or next Tues to
receive our sentence. If we don’t go by then it will be too late, as the courts


close on the 17th December for Xmas. Then again they might just send us the paperwork to sign.

07/12/04
Phoned consulate again, they still haven’t bothered to track down our missing money, that, “THEY” lost, incompetent, ignorant and lazy doesn’t begin to describe these guys, they haven’t done anything that we asked them to do to help with our case or to protect our legal rights, if anything they have made matters more difficult for us, Brazilian Murrilo is being extremely awkward and unhelpful.
The only thing I could do really was phone my dad back in England and explain the difficulties we were having with the consulate staff, he said he would call the foreign office in England and see what they could do about it.

07/12/04
Was visited today unexpectedly by another missionary, Pastor Richard, a strange, and nervous looking little man, wearing a suit that was too big for him, “Stretch” and Bournemouth Pinky were suspicious of him, “I’m suspicious of everyone, but wait and see how they turn out.”
Bournemouth Pinky see his advogar and was told that it’s not looking like he’s going to be sentenced until the New Year, “I’m bored out of my fucking head.”

09/12/04
The male prison nurse came and said that we may have to see the
shrink tomorrow, “cheers for the heads up,” slept for the rest of the day.

10/12/04
No trip to see the Dr. so I slept the whole day instead. Listened to Sierra Leone Rover moaning at “Stretch” & Chinese Charmin this morning, they were only making breathing noises while exercising, “pathetic,” since he has been here Sierra Leone Rover has moaned at Chinese for not giving him any fresh fruit when they were serving it to everybody, he moaned at Moroccan Ricky because he didn’t like the way Moroccan Ricky speaks to him, he moaned at the Chinese for spitting, he moaned at me for telling off Angolan Godman, he moaned at Bournemouth Pinky for being sarcastic, he moaned at German Manfred for fooling around, he moans from when he wakes up until he falls asleep.


My dad phoned me on the cell mobile and said that he spoke to the foreign office about the Consulate and that he is waiting to hear back from them about everything.

11/12/04
Slept all day again, fucking bored and pissed off at having no money. Two Cubans were put in our cell after twelve in the night, they are here for getting caught with false passports, great now there are eighteen in cell again, and glad it’s not me sleeping on the floor.

12/12/04
Wrote a letter to the director/governor of the prison to see if he will try and track down our missing money, Moroccan Ricky translated it into Portuguese for me.
The Old Italian Dr. has a bad habit of chewing his cigarette butts after they are finished, today watched him suck in and swallow the butt my mistake, funny watching him look shocked, then scared, then relived when it went down.
Angolan Godman is being a noisy prick again, constantly bursting into arguments with thin air, or jumping around like a monkey, he’s fucking crazy so I put up with it as best I can but I swear I’m going to do him soon, given me headache all day long.
Sent a letter to American John Alite, telling him to pretend to be “Schitzo” if he wanted to get a good sentence, chatted through the bars, he’s cool, crazy but cool, got a thumbs up for helping him. “Stretch” phoned home said they sending him some money and parcels.
In the evening, I got ten-balls of weed and R$10 off of South African Jean in Cell-A-2.

13/12/04
Wrote down a full list of all the money we signed for receiving and what has been sent, the consulate are fucking thieves, there is loads missing, I sent letters to the Consulate and another to my dad, sorted all the receipts and copies, they can’t deny it, I have the proof right here.
Gave R$10 to Brazilian Don King for bolo and two packs of cigs at 11:00, when he came back at 17:00 and gave me the cigs but no change (R$5.20) I was well pissed off, so I went to sleep.


14/12/04
Woke up at 02:00, walked and stretched for a bit, out on the patio, quietly. Wrote up some notes, going to order “bolo” when he comes later and if he expects money going to tell him to fuck off, then stand and eat it in front of him.
06:00 Bread and coffee have been and gone already, time fucking flew by, going to sleep after “Confere” and get the others to wake me when Brazilian Don King turns up, phoned and spoke to the personal assistant of the consulate boss, who is higher than this Andy Cole knob that I’ve been dealing with, waiting for him to call back.
Got the “bolo” from Brazilian Don King, eating it while chatting with American John Alite through the bars, sent him over all the Prisoners abroad information packs to read up on so he can help himself with his case.

15/12/04
Got up just before “Confere,” spent my last R$1.20 on bolo, “it’s a necessity.” Bournemouth Pinky went to see his Advogar and was told that the lawyer could get American John Alite a “favela’s baby” and forged paternity report signed by a Dr., as well as possibility being able to organise a paid escape for $30,000, Ishmael (the Advogar) is coming back on Friday to discuss it with John. Brazilian Augusto brought Bournemouth Pinky two parcels plus some of the missing things from before. He also had R$265 for me from my grandparents. After paying South African Jean back the R$100 I borrowed off him, I brought Bournemouth Pinky’s old Holborn R$20, “in an attempt to save money,” I had to pay Brazilian Augusto R$25.00, “Tax” to receive all my money in one go, I’m now left with R$120 after ten-minutes.

16/12/04
Coffee and bread sorted, Angolan Godman, is shouting rubbish at full volume and stomping around the cell, going back to sleep, slept until 13:00, no sign of any food yet, Angolan Godman started on a guard that was walking past, telling his crazy stuff and pointing at various people in the cell, “fucking grass.”
A tall Brazilian guy from Cell-A-21, “one of the murderers, and our new best friend” came down to see us, brought me a R$30 chunk of weed trying to sell it at R$50, gave him R$40 for it, then Angolan Godman made


the mistake of starting on him, they were arguing through the bars for fucking ages.
Brought some chips from the canteena, steak chunks with gravy and some bread rolls, went down wicked and tasted delicious, by 03:00 though I had major stomach pains and noisy diarrhea, “made a few people laugh in disgust!”

17/12/04
“Stretch” spoke to Andy Cole’s boss “the consulate general” he is now
supposed to be dealing with our complaints.
I’ve had a bad belly all day, “Stretch” and me have been sleeping allot to try and escape the bullshit that goes on in here, for me it’s “Angolan Godman” I can only be awake when he sleeps, otherwise he seems to be all I can see and hear. Plus, when you sleep you don’t have to share as much of your stuff as you do when your awake, bad thing is your muscles get lazy and stop working from lack of use.

18/12/04
Not so lazy day today had the “squits” (fucking prison food), brought a mirror and nail clippers for R$6, got some food and other stuff, and R$15 worth of cassata, after drinking with the German guy “Stretch” is knocked out, passed out in his bed, our weed is all gone and we got just over R$12 left, Merry Xmas consulate bastards, cheers for leaving us fucked.
Bournemouth Pinky, Moroccan Ricky, the Peru’s and the German Manfred are all on about buying five-liters of beer on Tuesday for R$100. I’m in a taxing mood from now on Bar Humbug, everyman for himself, I’m getting into this “everyman carries his own cross” sleeping
my ass off, and ultimate laziness.
America John Alite in Cell-A-2 said he needed to try a different soap because the one he has is no good, usually a tight ass, surprisingly Bournemouth Pinky jumped straight in there offering him a “FREE,” brand new Lynx shower gel, that he refused to sell me “because it cost allot”, his brown nosing is so obvious, and he is so slimy, later American John Alite said, “I think he fancies me or something!”

19/12/04
Spent nearly 1 week in bed so far, all our money is spent, today just done some washing, I washed myself and was fucking shattered after the


effort. I was lazy anyway but this place is making me worse, death by boredom, brain dead that is.

20/12/04
“Stretch” received a parcel from his dad; I got one from my grandparents with a couple of letters, phoned home to say thank you. Chinese boys received some money and a parcel from their mate who was here in Brazil.
Keep telling “Stretch” not to bother talking to the useless people in here unless you have to, ponce's, spongers, junkies and weak minded fools the lot of them. I try to keep it as simple as possible, speak when spoken to and keep it to pleasantries, nothing more.
One for the record, I caught Sierra Leone Rover nicking extra coffee the morning, sly old bastard acts so proper but that’s all it is, “an act” when it comes down to it you can’t trust anyone.
Sat here on my bed, late evening, Peru Teo and German Manny are watching the Shrek movie, Moroccan Ricky is struggling to keep his eyes open, Bournemouth Pinky is chilling in the gloom of his pit, the Italian Dr. is knocked out, old age makes him an early sleeper/riser, “Stretch” and the Chinese are munching up Secretly, “a absolute must in prison otherwise you end up sharing everything and ending up with nothing,” the Cubans are chilling on the floor only, not from choice, it’s the only bed they got, all the Nigeriens are knocked out, except for Saidi he’s different from the others, he seems a bit more intelligent/street smart, that’s why he’s kicking Sierra Leone Rover’s Arse at Dharma right now, Sierra Leone Rover is confused and getting frustrated, Angolan Godman is thankfully sleeping, “Amen!”
Cell-A-2 is quite now but earlier Brazilian Evandrew had his charger jacked by two guards, “merry Xmas from the management,” unusually the cell turned on Brazilian Exon for some reason over the whole thing, “maybe they are wising up to what I already knew?”

21/12/04
Today is a fucking strange day, I don’t know if it is because I never slept well last night, “maybe,” all night I could feel something brewing in the air, but didn’t know what it was, then at 04:00ish the Italian Dr. & Angolan Godman started having a full blown argument waking everyone up in cells A1, A2, A3 and A4, the only person to sleep through the whole thing was Stretch, “strong medicine,” the Dr., poor old fucker looked like


he was on the verge of having a heart attack, his eyes were popping and he was shaking with rage, it took Italian Max from Cell-A-2 to calm him down.
At 06:00 coffee Angolan Godman snatched up a whole bottle intended for himself, fuck that I snatched it back off him and shoved him, “fight me, you cunt!” he was cursing and trying to wind me up more and more, trying to cause an argument like he did with the Dr., but he wouldn’t swing a punch and backed away from me.
I slept from 10:00 till 12:00 then 13:00 till 18:00, Bournemouth Pinky had enough of Angolan Godman as well, he was all up for paying the guards to get rid of the crazy bastard in the early hours but by 06:00 he hadn’t gone through with it, “all talk and no action.”
American John Alite went to see what the dodgy lawyer Ishmael could do for him, Sierra Leone Rover went as well and they just got back saying he opened bank accounts for them, “cool lawyer!”

22/12/04
Slow day, intended to sleep all the way through after “Confere,” only slept until 12:00 when Stretch woke me up to tell me there was no food, “what was the point? dick,” now I’m awake and hungry, showered and read trying to distract myself from the hunger.
Brazilian Augusto brought me R$30 from the consulate, unexpectedly,
don’t know why or what for, still no receipts or anything like that.
Rat burgers for dinner, then a letter from the consulate, finally,
“surprise, surprise,” the missing money has still not sorted.
Cell-A-2 are partying hard and loud tonight, it’s funny watching, every time there is a countdown to see South African Jean get pissed and then want to start a fight, “without fail, every time he gets drunk is the same,” good entertainment, later on listening to him being sick through the night wasn’t too cool. American John Alite had to carry him to bed.

23/12/04
I was still awake at 06:00 when the bread and coffee came, woke The Italian Dr. like he asked me and we got eighteen-bread rolls and four-litres of coffee, Angolan Godman was up and straight in there to get the first bread roll and one-third of two-litre bottle coffee, “I’m starting to pity the fool and his dog mentality,” Nigerian Larry comes fills up two 750ml bottles, Nigerian Chris sat up in bed watching everything that’s going on, Nigerian Saidi gave his 750ml bottle to the Italian Dr. to fill for him,


Nigerian Chris shouts over in Portuguese, “too much for one person” Nigerian Saidi emptied some back into the Italian Dr.’s 750ml bottle, which the Dr. fills up for himself and Moroccan Ricky, leaving Second bottle three-quarters full, I take five-breads, two for “Stretch” and me, two for Chinese and one for Bournemouth Pinky, my point is, people in here are so desperate and hungry, that grown men are going out of their fucking minds over bread and coffee. Fuck the coffee I have teabags! “Still civilised” Going to try and sleep until “Confere,” if I can ignore Angolan Godman talking to himself again.

24/12/04, Christmas Eve:
Coffee fun with Angolan Godman taking one-third of two-litres again, told Stretch to ignore him and just let him get on with it, take our fair share and let someone else tell him, not our responsibility, “fuck em,” other than that chilling, waiting for the laundry guy to appear to get our blankets washed for R$3, bucket wash day for my boxers, though the washing line has been full for three-days straight because of rain peoples stuff won’t dry, nothing to read and nothing to do.
Wrote a reply to the consulate general Tim Dearden, about our missing
money etc. “Slack fuckers!”
Doing the washing chores and Bournemouth Pinky interrupted nicely saying a guy was at the cell bars selling “big weeds” for R$20 spent by us R$10 by Bournemouth Pinky for Moroccan Ricky (typical Bournemouth Pinky brown nosing) brought us a nice size, woke Stretch for “Bolo and weed breakfast” am I good mate or what?
Fell asleep was woke for evening “Confere,” Stars – simply red playing on the radio next-door, smoking up, washing on the line, “Stretch” is sleeping, I’ve been walking and thinking, read a little then had the urge for a spliff, sat up and asked Peru Teo the time, exactly 00:00 “Merry Christmas mofos!”

25/12/04, Christmas Day:
This Christmas is certainly different from all the others, “Ary Franco, Rua Violeta, Agua Santa, and Rio de Janeiro, Brazil.”
Religious Christian hymens from the TV are doing my head in, fireworks are exploding high in the sky outside, Darkness celebrating light, got my spliff ready ....
02:00-06:00 slept, coffee & bread, back to sleep, kind of depressed,
“Confere,” back to sleep, beef for lunch, “where’s the Turkey?” did some


washing, sleep, keebi’s for dinner, 18:00 “Confere,” smoked the last of weed, finally got to use telephone to speak to my family and got no answer anywhere, slightly depressing, walked nonstop, backwards & forwards on the patio until 02:00, while “Stretch” and some others played cards.

26/12/04, Boxing Day:
06:00 coffee & bread, new system, tried to wake “Stretch” for his, but he wouldn’t get up, so I took his share for later, woke the Italian Dr., woke Peru Tao, Nigerian Chris took his and Sierra Leone Rover’s, Nigerians Samsung and Larry’s, gave Angolan Godman his share, put aside the Chinese’s & Bournemouth Pinky’s, system worked perfect, no arguments or fuss.
08:00 after “Confere,” slept until 12:00, food was off, so couldn’t eat, phoned home again spoke to dad, little bro, Nan & Gramps, feel better now, read a little.
18:00 “Confere,” evening food was meatballs, at midnight I walked for
a couple of hours, time is slow going lately, can’t shift the boredom.

27/12/04
06:00 woke up and finished a book I was reading, 08:00 woke “Stretch” for “Confere,” I went back to sleep until 12:00 Angolan Godman is on one again today talking out loud to himself, slow day, got up and played dominoes, winning all the time is boring me now, walking is my new interest, food was shit and un-edible again, need a “perfect pizza” or a “dominos” or a “favorite chicken” or even a “BP garage” dreaming of tasty food and drink, “think I’m going crazy, I can taste whatever I think of!”

28/12/04
My turn to clean the cell this morning after “Confere,” went back to sleep don’t know how long for, was woke by “Stretch” the guards told him to get ready because we had to go and see the director with Bournemouth Pinky, turned out they were lying, it was Pastor John come to see us, he talked for ages and finished with a prayer, he brought us a cake, apples, wafers, paper and pens to share.
Lunch was mash potatoes and mincemeat. Read some of the books John brought us. Dinner was spaghetti and turkey burgers.


29/12/04
Cleaning again, slept afterwards until lunch, Angolan Godman is on a crazy one again, shitty sausage for lunch, back to sleep, woke up by the guards and taken to the church cell, “full of religious nuts,” while the guards searched cells A1, A2, A3, A7 and A8. Stretch and American John Alite been sat chatting for ages, when I joined them they were laughing about Bournemouth Pinky and reading FHM magazine together, Sierra Leone Rover fell asleep, sitting up on the bench. It was good talking to the other cells and shaking hands with some of the people we’ve met since we’ve been here, Stretch asked American John Alite about the mafia, American John Alite said, He wasn’t always like this, he grew up in a place called Woodhaven, Queens and went to the University of Tampa on a baseball scholarship, he was drawn into the “life,” when he met John Gotti Jr. in his teens, they became best friends and started working together criminally, in the 90’s making over a $1 million a month, I asked him what happened he said, “got caught fucking the boss’s daughter,” had to move to Tampa, Florida, where he had a valet business, then he went to prison on gun charges and when he got out three years later the feds started chasing him for something and they wanted him to grass on Gotti or face the same charges, he didn’t want to be a grass so he ran and hid in Brazil in January 2004 and lived and worked here, for ten-months until the police tracked him down because of an e-mail he sent his mum back home.
Now he was stuck fighting the extradition and “the Rico Act,” he says Gotti and all the mafia are lying, backstabbers, but because American John Alite was loyal to his friends he was still now trying to help Gotti Junior and the others using Cell-A-2 phone, he’s smart though he was telling Stretch “that the Streets are a dead end, and a waste of life,” when we got back dinner was two-savaloy's.

30/12/04
Woke up at 04:00, Stretch and Chinese Charmin were just going to bed, went back to sleep, woke at 06:00 Angolan Godman was rushing to get at the bread and coffee, I quickly woke Nigerian Chris & the Italian Dr., “too late” Angolan Godman started handling all the breads and contaminated them with his dirty, unwashed, shitty fingered hands, Nigerian Chris interrupted him, took over and done it the clean way, I made the wanker gesture at Angolan Godman and said “Demais-too much” Angolan Godman started bitching, then run off with the coffee, this time the Italian Dr. started on him and maybe went too far, the Dr.


took Angolan Goodman’s bible and wouldn’t give it back until he got the coffee back, “funny as fuck though, like Laurel & Hardy,” Bournemouth Pinky is on about getting rid of Angolan Godman again, “only words, talk is cheap!” Angolan Godman tried to blame all the commotion on the Italian Dr., then on to me, but too many people are against him now, in end he was face down on his bed, sulking, silent for once, “Yes!”
Today “Stretch” and I worked out that we have been arrested for twenty-four-weeks, which is one-hundred and sixty-eight days and at 19:30 will be 4032 hours or 241,920 min or 14,515,200 seconds, “bored!”
From 08:00 until 12:00 slept, I woke up for a mince-meat lunch, back to sleep until 16:15, woke up to see Angolan Godman wanking, gestured wanker at him and said, “Bon, is it good? dirty cunt!” which sent him nicely into one, “Ha!” Moroccan Ricky spoke to the French guy who works in the prison reception, hopefully he can get rid of the dirty fucker soon.
Shitty sausage for dinner, “Stretch” ate it; I can’t, it stinks like shit and tastes like ass, so I just had the spaghetti that came with it, “fucking hungry.” Lay in bed until everyone else was sleeping, chatted to Chinese Charmin then went for walk out on the patio, kept walking and stretching till 06:00.

31/12/04, New Year’s Eve:
Bread and coffee was quiet this morning, the guy serving gave me an extra bun, slept until “Confere,” at 08:00, then slept again until 12:00, they served stomach for dinner so I didn’t eat, “nasty bastards, what is wrong with these people?”
Slept again and was woke up by the guards who made everyone walk down the corridor barefoot in shorts while they smashed up and ransacked every cell from Cell-A-1 to Cell-A-10, “motherfuckers!” All the prisoners from those cells were locked in the corridor in-between cells next to the library and chapel. Everyone was chilling and chatting, I just stood in silence watching the guards throwing things out the cells, stealing CD players, other belongings and giving them to Brazilian Augusto, all of it was all supervised by the Chief of Security, “those in charge know exactly what is going on in here, everyone gets a cut right up to the president of Brazil!”
When we got back, the cell was trashed, washing lines torn down, beds on the floor, playing cards in the corridor, water everywhere and the place smelt of beer for some reason, while we were tidying up, the guards forced Carlos from Cell-A-3 to strip naked, get on his hands and knees like a dog


in the corridor outside for their amusement, they were laughing trying to humiliate him, “they are sick in the head!” All the prisoners were saying, “just do it, don’t worry, don’t give them the satisfaction, it doesn’t matter.” It was no use, you could see the shame in his eyes, they broke his spirit forever that day.
We fixed everything up again but everyone has been in a depressed mood ever since, none of us like to see that shit, all of us are tired of it, we all know any day it could be one of us. “Happy New Year!”
Moroccan Ricky’s mate from Cell-A-2 Italian Enero paid to come over to our cell for the evening. Chicken was served for dinner, Stretch, German Manfred and me all managed to con an extra one off them. Hot and sweaty as fuck, Italian Enero had to stay the night, the guards wouldn’t let him out, Moroccan Ricky slept on the floor giving his mate his bed.
On the news, two million people are out on Copacabana beach for New Year’s Eve, looks like a cool party, the movie Saturday Night Fever playing on the TV, funky disco tunes, stayed up until 06:00 for the bread and coffee, got an extra one for me, the Italian Dr. and Angolan Godman got one too.












2005

JANUARY 2005

01/01/05 New Year’s Day:
Back to sleep after “Confere,” Stretch woke me up for the mince-meat lunch but I couldn’t be fucked to get up, he got it and put it aside for me, woke up to see pretty girls doing a samba contest on Copacabana beach on the TV, ate my mince and rice, then lazed on my bed chilling, I had just fell asleep when the guards disturbed me for “Confere,” at 18:00.
Dinner was thankfully turkey burgers, later I washed my sheet which was well over due it’s been soaked in sweat every time I lay on it. I accidently upset Nigerian Saidi when I jokingly said to him “you always rush for food huh?” it took a while to explain that I didn’t mean anything by it, I was only joking with him, sat chatting with him about Kama Sutra, Chakra, pussy and drugs until he went sleep, then done two hours walking and stretching fell asleep until 06:00.

02/01/05
The Italian Dr. had a go at Angolan Godman again, this time he was fed up with the prick trying to be smart, telling people what to do, “like we care what Godman says.” slept after “Confere,” and woke at 12:00 for chopped savaloy and pasta lunch, “delicious.”
Slept again until 18:00 “Confere,” meat of some sort was served for dinner, Stretch couldn’t eat it, I did my best but it was fucking grim. I
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finished washing my sheet and shorts, everyone was watching the movie Black Hawk Down on TV, while I walked out on the patio and stretched out the back, went to bed about 02:00, the light in corridor which is normally always on went out giving the cell an eerie dark blue light as I fell asleep.

03/01/05
Woke just before bread and coffee arrived at 06:00, picked up the empty coffee bottles to clean them out ready for the fresh delivery, when Angolan Godman started shouting in Portuguese at me for no reason, I just raised my finger to my lips and said Shhh! Quietly and keep doing it until he shut the fuck up. Nigerian Chris had words with him, the Italian Dr. just laughed and Moroccan Ricky saluted me.
I can see a beautiful pink sky through the bars in the roof this morning, cold at the moment but I bet it’s going to be a hot one today. Angolan Godman had two-showers, making a big song and dance about it, one straight after the other, “Phew, he needed them!” and then brushed his teeth for forty-five-minutes, crazy son of a bitch.
I had a shave and done leg exercises, when the rest of cell was at “Banyo del sol” (sunbathing/exercise) the guards done a cell search and stole Stretch’s F.H.M calendar.
Lunch was stinky fish, Stretch ate his, and I gave mine to German Manny. Dinner was liver and fucked up spaghetti, at least it was edible, I’ve got a banging headache annoying the hell out of me, hot, humid night and it’s difficult to sleep.

04/01/05
Woke at 06:00, funny after last night’s heat, it’s now freezing cold, quiet morning, done a few press ups to warm up with American John Alite, “he does hundreds of them all day long.”
“Confere,” then slept until lunch, I can’t remember what it was, dinner was bull & macaroni, showered and put some clothes in the bucket to soak, German Manny gave me some cigs, walked for an hour, haven’t been able to go for a shit now for four or five days now thanks to the crap they feed us, Moroccan Ricky & Chinese Chow Wan Jei have the same problem, “I just hope my body knows what it’s doing.”
 (
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05/01/05
Phoned my brother to wish him happy birthday today, all is well in Slough, “boring fucking day in here,” brain numbing, in fact this whole story seems to be going stale from all the waiting around, all we do is sleep, eat, wash yourself, wash your clothes, exercise, read, play dharma, play dominoes, play cards, see the Missionary/ Pastor, maybe see the consulate, “If we’re lucky,” watch bullshit TV, tidy up after a cell search, clean the cell on rotation, write letters home, phone home and wait for money, oh and wait for our sentence, it’s death by boredom.
As I write this a new prisoner has arrived, “woo-hoo, some excitement!” over in Cell-A-2, there are now nineteen people in a sixteen- man cell, fucking overcrowding is terrible and apparently worse in other prisons, one person gets sick everyone gets sick, the air is filthy. Bournemouth Pinky and Nigerian Chris are suffering flu systems and look like death warmed up, won’t be long before everyone in here has it and there ain’t anything you can do to stop it from getting you.
Today this place is really getting to me; none of the relaxation techniques I know can overcome the dark thoughts I keep having, I’m torturing myself and can’t stop doing it, going fucking crazy, “Fire for them!”

06/01/05
06:00 had a bad sleep, kept waking up, feel like I didn’t sleep at all. I have been thinking about the concept of “Karma” for a little while now and have come to a few conclusions; I don’t know if they are right or wrong but see what you think? Cocaine transporting in itself isn’t a bad thing, of course that depends on your own point of view towards drugs, but drug transporting in itself shouldn’t really affect your “Karma” so I’m wondering, if being locked in prison now, is it, punishment for all the bad things that we done in the past, or is it, punishment for all the bad things we are going to do in the future? As I understand it, “cause and affect only apply to this 3D reality, in 4D, 5D, 6D, 7D and higher, affect precedes (go’s before) cause” so on the “karma” scales are we up or are we down or maybe, “If we’re lucky,” balanced, if we can work that out we might be able to free up a bit of the guilty conscience’s we have and keep them clear for whatever we will have to do when we get out.
Sounds strange or blasé to say this but the best way I could think of to
decide my “karma” future was a simple coin toss, think of a question and


let the fate of the coin’s position answer for me, I spent hours doing this,
it seemed to work, I think I worked it all out.
Woke just before 12:00 to hear that the Peru guys Umberto and Teo were off and free, after doing twenty-five-weeks and one day in prison, “Good luck guys,” never to be seen again. After a quick whip around Bournemouth Pinky is in majority on the telephone, Cubans have got beds now, back to sixteen in the cell.
After a quiet day with every one seeming lost without Peru’s, the evening turned into a peace keeping mission as Nigerians Saidi and Larry tried fighting each other again, Stretch and me keeping Saidi away from Larry while Nigerians Samsung and Chris took Larry to the other corner, “ding, ding!” Nigerian Saidi is slippery as hell when he’s worked up, he gave me the slip a few times, ducking, diving and running under the beds, straight into the awaiting Stretch, “which was kind of funny,” Nigerian Larry wouldn’t shut up and kept provoking Saidi more, after Nigerian Samsung asked me to have a word with Saidi and try and stop it happening again, he said, “he listens to you,” I don’t want to get involved but Samsung is a good man and now he’s asked I’ve kind of got to.

07/01/05
Slept all day only waking for my lunch and dinner, quiet day, in the evening sat with Nigerian Saidi and questioned him a bit about why he keeps fighting, Stretch sat and listened, from Saidi’s point of view Nigerian Larry keeps winding him up by saying the wrong things to him and pushing his buttons, tomorrow I’ll speak to Nigerian Samsung and try and explain that no matter how much he wants everyone to be friends he isn’t going to force it to happen overnight and that his best bet for peace is to get Nigerian Chris, Sierra Leone Rover and Nigerian Larry to stop discussing it over and over like old women with nothing better to do and to just to leave Nigerian Saidi alone, he don’t want moody coddling.
Everyone eventually went to sleep, I stayed up all night, “enjoying the silence!”

08/01/05
Bread & coffee, Angolan Godman still being the same, I just Shhh him, prick isn’t worth my time, done two-hundred sit ups, fifty leg raises, “Confere,” slept from lunch, been awake since after dinner, guards brought another Peruvian prisoner in, he’s here for false passports going to America, “fool on a fool’s mission,” other than that, Yawn!


Stayed awake all night, treated to a beautiful pink and violet sky, through the bars at dawn.

09/01/05
Quietly laughing with Nigerian Saidi about picking his feet up to stop the scuffing noise, “he exaggerated tip toeing around.” Angolan Godman was talking to himself as usual, at “Confere,” Angolan Godman was pitifully begging the guard, saying he “wants to go home” made us all laugh, stupid idiot he then sat on his bed fighting back tears, “unsuccessfully,” and then walking around weeping, sobbing and blubbering like a baby, “Ahhh bless him!” Slept all day woke at 18:00, up all night walking and exercising.

10/01/05
After “Confere,” Angolan Godman grassed the cell to the guards for having a pair of scissors and a couple of homemade “battery blades” causing Bournemouth Pinky to tell him through Nigerian Chris and Moroccan Ricky that he can’t use the water heater or anymore luxuries which lead Angolan Godman to turn his anger on me, for some reason he sat on his bed punching his fist and pointing for me to come over to fight as well as motioning he was going to fuck me, “test of patience” so I just laughed at him and kept saying, “no, you come here, I fuck you,” Sierra Leone Rover for some reason refuses to accept that this crazy rapist Angolan Godman is as bad as he is, he keeps making excuses for him.
The Italian Dr. is supposed to be seeing the director to get Angolan Godman out of our cell once and for all, I wouldn’t have chosen that option but if it works I won’t complain, until then I have to be patient. “Ommmmmmmm!” Slept all day and awake all night.

11/01/05
Went to sleep after “Confere,” slept till 12:00, ate lunch, been awake reading ever since. 18:00 “Confere,” the guard said we all have to wear our t-shirts when the guards count or else discipline for anyone who does not comply. I have a feeling there is a shit storm brewing in here again and I can’t tell what it is exactly, pisses me off because there is allot of racist generalisations thrown around, by the likes of Angolan Godman and Sierra Leone Rover, and their comments are potentially dangerous in here, “Gas on the fire” I just hope that the other guys are bigger men then these two ignorant fools, Nigerian Samsun I’m certain is a good man, Nigerians


Larry I really don’t know, Saidi I’m not sure and Chris is just a crazy little shit stirrer, as for Sierra Leone Rover who likes to think he’s clever, acts like it’s open season to “educate” his fellow brothers to the minds of the “white man” as his limited knowledge understands things, “it’s sad” Nigerian Saidi tries to keep out of it as best he can but let me try and explain what I’m seeing, Nigerians Samsun and Larry are not too world wise, Nigerian Chris was just like them until he moved to Brazil and the last seven-years living here has opened his eyes “a little” and he now he acts like he’s seen it all and knows it all, “Like a little Sierra Leone Rover Jr.” that common ground links him with Sierra Leone Rover who although is fifty-two-years old and well-travelled still started off like the others under educated towards equality and all it stands for, “Works both ways not to favor any one creed or colour, one race, the human race” Sierra Leone Rover is still biased to all he has experienced through life therefore not learning as much as he could or should on his travels. So he now feels that he is old so he is wise and uses his “age” to get respect from the others anyone who argues with him can’t win even when he is blatantly wrong. Most of the people in here are fucking stupid or mad. The Cubans seem cool headed, the new Peru guy seems ok, Manny the German is all right, bit simple but he gets allot of money and thinks he’s on holiday most of the time but doesn’t realise that he makes allot of people jealous. Chinese are fucking clowns and are just too loud for in here and disturb the miserable people, The Italian Dr, is old and senile and slowly going prison mad, “happens to all of us slowly,” Moroccan Ricky has flipped his lid long ago from smoking crack for 30 years, Bournemouth Pinky has learned how to come out smelling of roses and gets by brown nosing everybody, and Stretch is a little bit like each one of these people, Me, I’m trying to stay as quiet as possible and not speak to anyone unless I have to. “Who is more the fool –the fool or the fool that follows him?” Weak minded all of them in this cell and I’m not going to follow any of them.

12/01/05
Another uneventful day in paradise, Stretch stayed awake with me and German Manfred watching movies all night, by being awake at night makes you shift out of time with the day people nicely, waking up at 18:00 means you overlap with them for a couple of hours and still have to deal with their shit, stashing food “for the night!” which is what German Manfred calls it in his funny high pitch English German accent.


Stretch wants to go to sleep tonight and for me to wake him at 05:00 so he can watch spin city on TV. After I make coffee for myself I’m going to stash the water heater as well so that cock Angolan Godman can’t use it. Godman went back to bed and made his coffee and bread nice and quietly and dint disturb nobody just because I stashed the heater.

13/01/05
Six months locked inside today, there was a new guy when I woke up at 12:00 an American guy called Dee was in the cell, I said hello and left him sat with Bournemouth Pinky (he has to be the first to get in there with the new guys, slimy fucker), back to sleep for me.

14/01/05
Chinese Charmin, Chow Wan Jei, German Manfred and Peru were awake playing cards all night, Stretch tried staying up but fell asleep, Bournemouth Pinky has loads of foam mattresses under him but gave the new guy American Dee the shittest one and a sheet the poor guy was laying with the sheet as a pillow curled up on the thin mattress, so I lent him my blanket. Angolan Godman is being a prick he’s got diarrhea and is making a song and dance about it disturbing everyone this morning. Cleaning for me and Stretch today and tomorrow, Sleepy quiet day, Angolan Godman tried starting again at 03:00 in the morning, dick.

15/01/05
Canteena Brazilian George brought me an extra bread which I gave to the old Italian Dr., after cleaning I told Moroccan Ricky to tell Angolan Godman last chance, final warning to stop looking at me, not to speak to me, not to threaten or try and intimidate me anymore otherwise I’ll fucking kill him, my patience has run out and he needs to be scared of me because I won’t fight him I’ll just fuck him up.

16/01/05
Fuckin hot day, after “Confere,” slept through till 18:00 woke up in a wet sweaty bed, after everyone went to sleep I went for my usual walk on the patio and Angolan Godman tried starting over the extra food Stretch and me got from our mate Nigerians Charlie in Cell-A-2 who always sends me his extra because he don’t eat it, it’s not that we are greedy we normally share the food with everyone in the cell including Angolan Godman he’s just a fucking pest, he’s like a dog or a fat kid when he hears the clinker of


a wrapper or the smell of food he’s straight there begging for some, even when he’s just eaten, he’s a bottomless pit, American John Alite shouted jokingly over, “do I have to come over and sort him out or are one of you going to do it,” anyway while I was walking I noticed his only boxers hanging on the line and thought fuck it, I got my lighter and set fire to them, just as they were half burnt German Manfred came out laughing and then put them down the drain before anyone else could see them.

17/01/05
Angolan Godman was nicely going into to one about his boxer shorts, Nigerians Chris and Saidi were babying him and pitying him, I fell asleep smiling to myself.

18/01/05
Early morning couldn’t sleep, 12:00 Angolan Godman pushed in front of Stretch while he was waiting to be served his food, I was laying on my bed reading as a fight started between them, Nigerian Samsun and Larry broke it up, Angolan Godman got a split nose and Stretch got bites and scratches on his chest, Nigerian Saidi the bastard gave Angolan Godman the advantage all the time during the scuffle and Sierra Leone Rover had a go at Stretch like it was his fault, it was Angolan Godman who started it, I’m sick of these pricks.
Spoke with Bournemouth Pinky via a note saying why are Sierra Leone Rover, Nigerians Chris and Saidi behaving the way they are and Bournemouth Pinky thinks the same way as I do, Sierra Leone Rover just likes to argue, Chris don’t want to be involved and he’s unsure of Saidi, also said about the Chinese and Saidi, Bournemouth Pinky reckons that he’s jealous of the attention the Chinese get from everyone, I think these three are pricks are jealous of everyone. Sierra Leone Rover is a strange one, I actually like him but he pisses me off with his stupidity, Saidi can go fuck himself and Samsun is a star he’s a cool guy.
19/01/05
Long day, woke at 10:00 by Nigerian Chris fucking around with the TV, trouble is he puts it on and leaves it on while walking off and no longer paying attention to it. Brazilian Augusto the fat wanker brought a parcel for Stretch which had the books I told him to get, Brazilian Augusto brought us R$474 each from Prisoners abroad January-March 05, not our missing R$300 and R$76 worth of shopping, after paying 10% tax on our money to Augusto we had total R$868 between us we owed only a little


this time, seven-packs of cigarettes to German Manfred, one-pack to Moroccan Ricky and R$4 to American John Alite in Cell-A-2, we gave ten- packets to German Manfred three-extra as a thank you for helping us out otherwise we would have been fucked, we brought ten-packs for ourselves, one for Moroccan Ricky, we gave R$20 to the Chinese to help them out, we brought two-expensive ice drinks called Asyeedi, two packs of biscuits and three-balls of weed, we nicely round off the day with a smoke some munch and R$800 in our pockets, good day in prison.
The letter from the consulate that came with it says that they have money to buy us vitamins from prisoners abroad so I’ll call them and sort it out in the morning, the letter also has an unofficial copy of our sentence copied from the internet which says that we have been given the minimum sentence of four years, so the law says we should only do two thirds of that four years, which means we only have two years two months more from today, unless our medical blags can make it shorter for us, celebrations can wait though until it’s made official and we get to the next prison, “don’t count your chickens until they hatch.” Man, it’s hot and sticky.
An observation from me now, a simple conversation about Chinese money between Chow Wan Jei and Nigerian Chris shows why so many people around the world hate the English, Chinese Chow Wan Jei says simply “Before, China muito money, English came, China, Money, Bye- bye, now, China poko money.” It’s embarrassing as fuck to think my ancestors ripped off the world and left it suffering in poverty while I grew up in relative luxury compared to them and nothing you do or say can ever erase that fact, no matter how hard you try, the English curse is to walk around and constantly be looked at as if it’s your fault.

20/01/05
Awake all night, no sleep today though, brought 8 bolos’, biscuits, peanuts, soaps and colas, also “Stretch’s” blanket and my towels in for laundry service, now I just got to get my blanket back and I can do mine, fell asleep after dinner woke up at 11:00 to find Stretch had eaten his half of the cakes already, greedy fuck.
I’m getting fed up of repeating myself to him, he don’t realise they effects of his own actions, he don’t understand he should mind his own business then he can say fuck everyone else, but he’s just constantly in everyone’s faces, it shouldn’t be that hard to stay on your bed, read or sleep, stay out of the way and speak when spoken to, instead he’s


constantly looking for a conversation and something to do to stay occupied, which normally is fine but in here with these people it just causes confusion and problems. “No falla nada!” or as American John Alite says “omerta.”

21/01/05
The Prison plumber came after “Confere,” to sort our blocked toilet; I heard Nigerian Chris and Sierra Leone Rover on about seeing Angolan Goldman’s boxers in there. Nothing was said to me. No one knows how they got there, anyway when we woke at lunch time Angolan Godman was gone, the French guy just rubbed his hands with a clap and said gone, been nice and quiet all day, Bournemouth Pinky said “hear that?” I said “what?” he said “exactly, nothing, nada, no traffickantay, no bandito's, no, I miss my family, no, café.”
I fell asleep, woke up then we got R$50 weed, at “Confere,” a guard, “the tallest guard I’ve seen yet, still a good 3 inches smaller than me though,” kept looking and comparing height and François brought down a Spanish prisoner here for drug trafficking, “whoopee!”
I’ve been observing Sierra Leone Rover, Nigerians Chris, Saidi behaving strangely lots of secret meetings and whispered conversations, sly pricks, everyone else is getting on in here but these three don’t quite go with the grain.

22/01/05
Smoked a spiff, ate some doughnuts, bread and coffee, exercise, “Confere,” sold Sierra Leone Rover R$5 weed, Moroccan Ricky R$40 weed, American John Alite Cell-A-2 R$15 weed, still got smoke and already made R$10 profit, going to buy more later to restock, ordered pizza, ice cream, cola and biscuits from Brazilian Portello, 17:00 now, film on soon, chilling Saturday so far.
Reading the Three Pillars of Zen, Stretch is reading Breath by Breath, finally got Stretch learning some culture and philosophy?
I’ve been doing well on my routine of waking at 22:00, waiting till everyone goes to sleep, chatting with whoever left awake and finding out what’s been going on during the day, then walking and leg exercises and press ups until 06:00, bread and coffee, sit ups and stomach exercises till 08:00, say good morning to everyone, do “Confere,” sleep till 12:00, lunch, say good afternoon to everyone, wash and stretch, reading until 18:00, “Confere,” dinner, walking, sleep till 22:00 and then repeat. This routine


seems to give me the least amount of stress and interaction with everyone making time pass smoothly.

23/01/05
Stretch and I played cards until 06:00 bread and coffee, Stretch wanted to play until 08:00 but I had to do my exercises 06:00-08:00. Stretch slept while I hovered on edge of sleep, then Brazilian Don King came with the bolo so I had to get some, 08:00 slept until 17:00, lots of people in the cell have bad guts me included, my shit came out today after many days of not coming, Stretch sleeping now, I’m awake, like we doing shifts.
I just smoked a big spliff and shared it with German Manfred, Nigerian Saidi came over and was hovering around waiting to be invited for a smoke, if he had asked I would have given him some but that hanging around waiting to be offered some pisses me off, be a man and ask, I just kept smoking till he realised that he wasn’t getting any and walked off, hint, hint mother fucker, stop ponsing of people.

24/01/05
Got my towels back from the laundry smell nice and fresh, Stretch’s blanket is back tomorrow, we just smoking the last spliff right now at 01:00 after watching the movie Crouching Tiger Hidden Dragon on TV, today we started budgeting our money to R$4 a day wonder how long that will last?

25/01/05
Mental day today, ordered another R$50 of weed for selling but the boss sent a grunt with single balls, which is no good cause I can’t make anything on it, Moroccan Ricky’s mate Italian Enero sent a R$50 ball over, I broke it into 10 x R$5 and still had R$20 lump left, Moroccan Ricky brought R$10 straight away told him for every other ten he sells for me I’ll give him five for free, that way he’ll keep coming to me and I get a quicker return on my money.
Then Nigerian Saidi the idiot, pushed Chinese Charmin by his face trying to start a fight with him, respect for Chinese Charmin he didn’t lose his cool, I would have, Nigerian Saidi is a prick and later when everyone else is sleeping I’m going to go and tell him what I think.
For some reason Sierra Leone Rover, has started talking to me again, feels strange, why he is being friendly again.


26/01/05
Slept all day, spent R$3 on cakes, and sold R $5 weed, ticked R $12 to Moroccan Ricky so made a little money today. Moroccan Ricky has been getting customers and I’ve been giving his R$5 of weed. Tonight, we have to cut back on the smoking of the weed because we have to sell it to be able to buy next week’s supply, big will power test.
Dominoes fever has gripped everyone; most of the cells are up playing all night for 50 cents a go.

27/01/05
Dominoes is still going strong keeping everyone occupied and out of trouble, Stretch has been sleeping all day, I’ve been reading and doing stretches, the Peru guy from Cell-A-2 got set free and the whole prison gave an applause, Nigerian Saidi is being loud and annoying, it’s about 21.00pm and its chilly and damp in our prison cell.

28/01/05
02:00 sold some more weed, brought two pasties, tried waking Stretch to give him one but he told me to fuck myself, so I ate his pasty and dropped the crumbs all over him, ha, little shit, least he can’t cause trouble when he’s asleep, strange though don’t matter how much sleep he has he never wakes up looking refreshed.
Earlier on I was chatting with Nigerian Larry about multi religion, saying how I think understanding and appreciation of each other is more beneficial to everyone than following any one religion or culture, “Why can’t we all just get along?”
Bread, coffee, “Confere,” sleep, 18:00 “Confere,” sold the last of the weed, lent Moroccan Ricky R$50 taking his phone card as a guaranty for him to pay back R$60.
Spent the last two hours getting another R$50 ball of weed for sale, Stretch saw Bolivian Valdo in the corridor and said “what about him to get the weed?” Moroccan Ricky spoke to him for us and told him to go and find some weed for us and we’ll give him R$5, I said o.k., “like a twat” he took the R$50 and came back a few times saying in a minute in a minute, Stretch went to sleep and left Moroccan Ricky and me to keep on at Brazilian Valdo who kept bringing us other proposals for our deal including R$25 now, R$25 tomorrow and then he finally came back with 17 x R$3 bags in red plastic which means it came from CV gang upstairs and he said that’s what you have to have so we were stuck with it.


Stretch woke up winning “what’s going on, I want to know what’s happening, get our money back” I had to tell him to be quiet, but he kept on “we asked for a block, what’s Valdo saying, we going to lose our money” mistake by Stretch, I wasn’t in the mood, I told him once nicely to be quiet, I even said please, he continued so I shouted at him, “shut the fuck up and stop acting like a little girl,” it was his suggestion to use Valdo, and then he lost interest in the deal and left me and Moroccan Ricky to sort it out, his voice was annoyingly high pitched and wining, and he was only stating the obvious and shooting his mouth off and helping no one. After my verbal bitch slap, he went back to sleep sulking.
Brazilian Exon tried getting some more weed or more money for us but no joy, Exon sent us a note saying don’t bite the hands that feed you, basically take what you get and don’t kick up a fuss. Moroccan Ricky opened a bag and it was three fair sized spiffs’, he brought two-bags off me. Somehow now I have to open all the remaining bags and scrape a little out of each, “it's not my fault there small, honest” to make a little more profit for us, trouble is there’s nowhere to do it in this small cell without being seen and the dominoes posse looked like they going to be up all night, sold some more weed to Moroccan Ricky, 04:00 stayed up till now and finally managed to fuck with the bags a bit. I just realised that Brazilian money has pretty animals drawn on them.

30/01/05
We got R$119 money, eighteen in weed, eight unopened packs of cigs, Moroccan Ricky owes R$62, Nigerian Saidi owe R$3 (BFR$192) it’s been a quiet day, everyone’s been entertaining themselves playing games or talking in small groups.
There are twenty of us here now, Nigerian Saidi is trying to be friendly
because he is after something, “I fucking hate users!”

31/01/05
Cleaning duty this morning, cell is covered in ants, showered, Stretch is sleeping I was reading and the guards pulled us out the cell, we thought it was for sentence, instead we went upstairs stood there ten minutes, got asked why we there, we said don’t know and got sent back down again, waste of fucking time, fell asleep woke at 18:00 for “Confere,” I thought it was tomorrow morning, spliff time, late evening now everyone watching the film, sleeping, or chilling.


Sierra Leone Rover just ticked one weed till tomorrow, I’m waiting for everyone to go to sleep so that I have room to walk, cell is pretty full up at the minute, mental to think we have been with a minimum of fourteen people – twenty-four-hours a day for nearly seven months in this tiny room- co- habiting to the max! I tell Stretch that it’s a physical and mental endurance test, three wise monkeys just came into my head, hear none, see none, speak none and you pass the test.
Thirty-five weeds, seventy-four in money and now we have a twenty first person in here from Denmark. Moroccan Ricky owes a pack of cigs.
FEBRUARY 2005 01/02/05
Cleaning done quick time this morning, long time to go till it’s our turn
again, sleepy lazy day, nice n quiet.

02/02/05
Woke up for “Confere,” and went back to bed, when I woke up in the afternoon the guards were moving the two Chinese boys into Cell-A-7 up the corridor and out of the international area (A1-A6), well unfair on them because they would have to learn to communicate all over again, Moroccan Ricky went to speak with the guards to trying to ask for a bit of compassion to get them to stay but they just laughed at the thought of the two boys being scared out of their heads surrounded by hardened Brazilian criminals, “bastards!”
Stretch and me got called upstairs to receive our sentence, the stinky breath, court appointed, really bad translator was there to read the document to us but his English was so bad and so frustrating we just signed it and appealed it and told him to go before he wound us up anymore, “I’m sure they send dick heads on purpose?”
When we came down the guards told us to pack our stuff quickly because we were going to be moved to Cell-A-7 as well. After some fucking about and dragging our feet to keep the pricks waiting, we were officially interned into Ary Franco general population, at gate the guard gave Stretch a massive slap across the chest, and I had my beard pulled by the little prick, neither of us flinched.
We are now in Cell-A-7 with the Chinese and 11 Brazilians who are being hostile and hospitable both at the same time as they try and work us out. We moved our stuff in, claimed our beds and said some hello’s, I had


a big guy who looked like “Burt Reynolds” Brazilian Berto Della Rose try and front me up and intimidate me into giving him my second mattress “no Fucking way man” saying he ain’t got one, “not my problem mofo!” he backed off soon enough though when he realised it wasn’t working and he wasn’t getting it.
Dinner came and we did our usual trick and got some extra buckets of food for the cell “we friendly see” we were invited for a smoke for our efforts, we busted our coffee out as payback, then the smoking really started.
Stretch and Chinese Charmin are playing cards with Brazilian Berto Della Rose who is a nightmare of a person, constantly got to watch him, irritable and provocative, “testing us,” I kind of like him, he’s simple and uncomplicated scum.

03/02/05
Slept well considering it was a strange bed in a strange room with strange people, I was trying to go back to sleep after “Confere,” when we were rudely woken up by the guards for a cell search, we were frog marched into a big, black hole of a cell next to the front gates and left in there for ages, I sweated my tits off, it was dirty, dark, smelly and uncomfortable.
When we finally came back I treated myself to R$50 weed to smoke, a couple of the guys wanted to sell some for me so of course I said yeah already counting my profit in my head, not knowing that after dinner Mr. Frances from the office upstairs would come and let us know that we were going to be transferred to Bangu prison tomorrow.
The Chinese and Stretch got upset and teary about being split up again, but you never know we might see them again sometime, we asked some of the stronger characters in the cell to look after the Chinese for us, they assured me that they would be ok, crazy place man, even I feel like I’m abandoning them to the wilds, but I know we done the best we could for them since we met them the day after we were first arrested.
ESMERELDINA BANDERIA 05/02/05
After waking up at 06:00 yesterday morning and exchanging numbers with the Brazilians Berto DelaRose, Ve and Santa Cruz, they hoked us up with a for a mate at Bangu, I gave Brazilian Berto DelaRose my spare


mattress, he was shocked and gave me a big hug and a cheesy grin, “I liked the irony of it!” Stretch said his goodbyes to the Chinese, we tried using Cell-A-7’s basher phone but we couldn’t get it to work for England.
We were allowed to say goodbye to the Cell-A-1 and Cell-A-2 people, come 12:00 we were upstairs with our packed stuff unpacking it again so it could be searched before our transfer could begin, the feds took our mattresses, we repacked and were squeezed like sardines into a S.O.E transport made for fifteen people maximum, these bastard guards got thirty-five-people and all their belongings squeezed into there for the cramped, hot and sweaty, forty-minutes bumpy ride to Bangu. “if we crashed we would all be fucked”
At Bangu we were offloaded into a garage with three other prisoners, one from Cell-A-7 Brazilian Penya his name, skinny nervous looking little guy, “looked like One Directions Zayn Malik” into a smaller SOE van, we were able to have a quick cigarette on the sly in the back before we were unloaded inside another part of the Bangu Prison Complex.
Brazilian Penya from set us up nicely, bigging us up like rock stars, telling everybody about us being cool and being arrested with eighteen- kilos of coke, everyone was suitably impressed, “it was kind of embarrassing,” after being dropped off in the courtyard outside the main offices, we had to line up and take turns answering the guards questions, formalities and paperwork, while we were stood there it was hard not to gawk at the women prisoners walking around, in T-Shirts tied at the waste, little denim shorts and legs everywhere, had to smile at the ones who looked back, Stretch signaled one made the call me gesture, made everyone laugh, except the guards, they weren’t impressed.
Looking around the place it was a beautiful day, the blue sky and sun felt amazing, it was then I saw Guinean Dems waiting quietly and smiling away at us and then we saw Holland Mackie as well.
We were escorted to a big auditorium and had to go through another search of our stuff, the guards didn’t find anything so to be cunts they took Stretch’s porno magazines and my rizla, then we were taken to a manky holding cell which we have been told we will be in until next Tuesday.
The cell is about twenty-five-foot square with a hole for a toilet next to a tap of cold water for washing and drinking. There was a guy in here already Brazilian Alexander, so now we are six, the place is crawling with bugs, the floor is hard and dirty and it’s not very pleasant for anyone. Human rights are out the window, lucky we had a cord “prison telephone”


set up out the window over to Cell-A-2 for pastels and sugar drinks, weed and coke.
R$50 got us two and a half times as much better than what we got in Ary Franco size & quality but still shit. By candle light we munched up our dinner, smoked and chilled, Brazilian Penya, everyone seems cool, all of them want our custom for later.
Woke up 08:00 today, washed under a low, wall Mountie tap, bread, coffee, cigarette, “Confere,” the guards broke the cord to Cell-A-2 so now I’m sat writing up the diary, with flies buzzing around annoying the fuck out of me.
Chilling with the guys in here, got a radio playing, it’s pissing with rain outside, driving all the mosquitoes and insects in here, my knees, wrists, elbows and forearms are covered in bites, it’s that wet out even the rats have climbed the cell door bars to escape their flooded tunnels, Stretch and me were hitting the rats tail and it wouldn’t move just sat there scared to get down.

08/02/05
The days are hard to write up because there is too much time doing nothing, doing nothing is really good, last night we tried the cachaça its ok, two-diazepam for me as a chaser, give me a good night sleep. We smoke weed all day long and Stretch and me out smoke the other two Brazilian smokers in here, “they just fall asleep,” the older big round Brazilian guy took some Diazepam and was snoring and farting all night long making us laugh, I tickled his foot, stopped the snoring at least.
Brazilian Joa is the name of the other prisoner in here; he is friendly enough, exercises, chats to us, helps us with our Portuguese and entertains the cell singing and playing on his bucket drum.
Yesterday I carved my tag up on the wall “left it everywhere in Brazil” and then the little Brazilian Peyna copied me and got his name up borrowing my water colour pencils PEYNA MURIQUI. “Loads of great art on the walls, wish I had a camera.”
This morning the guy who was in the cell Brazilian Alex offered to wash my clothes R$11, “Guess what I said?” so I’m writing this up and keeping my joints flowing.
The joints are all gone, dinners come and gone, the washing is drying, just had a nice cold bucket wash, “exhilarating,” sat in candle light waiting for Cell-A-2 to shout over when the canteena is here for some munchies and drinks, this is meant to be a tough time in quarantine, the guards way


of showing who’s boss, “fuck em,” it’s just like camping, roughing it, and
the guys in Cell-A-2 sort us out and make it so much easier.

09/02/05
After our stay with the Brazilians in Cell-A-7 we are down to R$108, we have tried the cachaça which was good as usual, the cocaine which was better than Ary Franco but still shit, “about 15-20% coke” the weed which is normal brick weed is in larger sizes, coffee, pasties, cakes, colas, biscuits, cigarettes, shampoo, washing powder, our mattresses all shared out to Brazilians, “skillfully” so as to have a good time with everyone and be remembered as the coolest Gringos they ever meet. And in return we have been accepted into the group, had all my washing done, names & addresses for future contacts, map of the prison, extra blanket and sheets given for comfort, radio to listen to, telephones to use, Portuguese lessons, conversation, entertainment and a fun week with people with the same mentally as us. Totally chilling, shame it’s got to end tomorrow as they go to A-Block and us to B-Block and the only place we can talk is across the two separate football pitches.
Back with Internationals tomorrow, who do my fucking head in, it’s like living with middle class people but hopefully should meet some cool people, so now it’s about midnight I’ve just started packing up my stuff ready for a quick off in the morning after “Confere,” according to the guys here, Brazilian Penya might be dead tomorrow or soon apparently, he flaps his tongue too much and someone in the block wants him dead. I said “Adios Amigo” semi joking, “should have seen his face,” anyway I got to stop writing for the time being because I’ve got to pack the file away.

10/02/05
Holland Mackie from Ary Franco came and met us at the gate and gave us the guided tour and the who’s who, sorted our beds, mattresses and sheets, smoked, chilled and drank the last of our money.

11/02/05
Without asking first Holland Mackie signed us up for fucking work detail on Monday, apparently, you get perks if you work, I can’t see this lasting long, I don’t like working on the outside let alone working for these idiot, scumbag guards like a dog doing tricks for his food, “remission my ass!”


Going to try and go to the Infirmary and get some prescription drugs.

12/02/05
So after the infirmary yesterday I sold all the pills I got to the other prisoners, then I talked with Bolivian Hector from Ary Franco, here he’s the prison barber, he wants me to design and make him a new sign he can hang up where he works in the corridor, in exchange for free hairs cuts, I made that this morning for him the sign looks good, told him to tell people who ask that he paid me R$5 for it, that way I might get some more business.
Last night Birmingham Dee brought cachaça to sell but ended up
giving it away on credit, “Der!”
There are loads of people we know in here from the old prison, just trying to go around and speak to them all is hard work, I told Stretch to watch how Holland Mackie conducts himself in here, he works prison well, or would do if he slowed down and didn’t do too many drink & drugs, he is always skint or in debt when really he should be running the place.
A Jew and a Nigerian had a fight today, I was watching from a distance until Holland Mackie walked down there, then I went down to watch his back, and tell him to get back, just then the bastards pulled knives out and started waving them at each other, “we gave each other a quick look” before we backed off slowly, left them to it, but nothing came of it thankfully, all over money apparently.
The other two English guys in the cell are drink & Drug addicts, fucking wasters the pair of them, I try and keep away from them but they are persistently trying to bring me into their depressing little worlds.
Birmingham Dee is owed R$97 by people in here taking the piss out of him, I’m going to try and help him bring it down a bit by having words for him.

13/02/05
“Confere,” in this prison everybody has to stand at the end of their bed and the guard walks down the middle of the cell counts fifty men, turns around and counts again, leaves the door open and when the guards have left you can go out into the corridor, walk past the other cells, a small gym, gates to “the Quadra,” down to the large canteena to fill bottles of coffee, come back and someone had put a bread on my bed.


Fucking hot already and it’s only 09:00, Holland Mackie’s cooking for us, spending the time floating about and learning who’s who.

14/02/05
Woke up early for a wash ready for work, Holland Mackie, Stretch & Me went to join Birmingham Dee, English Andy and Adrian Jamaican, when we got there the guard was a prick I remember Holland Mackie used to bribe him at Ary Franco, he took one look at Stretch and me and refused to let us start work, this is usual here apparently, makes me think it’s some sort of bullshit test to see how willing to work you are, try again tomorrow.
Walked all morning in “the Quadra,” slept all afternoon, burned my shoulders out in the sun, reading a book about Howard Marks called “Mr. Nice” he was a big dope smuggler who was a bit clever and very funny. “Legend!”

01/02/05
Tried to go to work, got sent back again, waste of time, glad I don’t give a shit, Stretch went to his bed to read and I went to the “Quadra” to take a walk, catch some rays and generally let my face be seen in the place. While walking back and forth a Brazilian stuck two bits of paper in front of me saying “senya, senya” they had Stretch’s and my names on, next to the word “Social,” I got Stretch and found out from the cell that
these were gate passes and we were being called to the front office.
We took our gate passes, flashed them to the guard who opened up and let us stroll leisurely to the front offices, we joined a cue and waited for our turn, inside the office were three pretty young girls, one of them asked us questions in broken English about our process, and was flirting like crazy with us, they all were, not what you need when you haven’t had sex for a while or are likely to in the near future, I walked out of there stiff as a board, like a 12-year old on a bus.
As we were walking back Holland Mackie dragged us into the church where Jamaican Adrian, English Andy & Andy, Birmingham Dee and some others were listening to an old, white haired, red nosed, Irish Priest talking in Portuguese with the most comical accent you have ever heard.
After he finished we spoke with him and he said that he knows what it’s like here and he will call us next time he’s here to get us out the cell for a bit, which is every Tues, we joined the cue, signed our names and got given a little plastic bag each with a bog roll, razor, soap, toothpaste and


an envelope each, Stretch kept his, we needed the soap and bog roll and Holland Mackie went off to sell mine and his for weed to smoke.
Later in the day we signed ourselves up to credit accounts with the cell shop so we could get cigs and food until our money comes through, I ticked some pasta and some sauce from Nigerian Chris Canteena, added the meat from our prison rations, Holland Mackie acquired four-extra foods from somewhere and then he cooked it all up into massive portions and it was fucking lovely.
English Andy gave us some old Arena Magazines to look through, the pictures of women make me feel gutted, “I miss women big time” when Italian Alex on the bunk under me finished looking at them he said “Now I’m sad for looking, mamma mia!”

17/02/05
Slept all morning, Birmingham Dee lent us R$20 spent five on weed, five on telephone calls back home ten-minutes each.
Polish Ads brought us a fan/ventilator R$30 we owe him, his Pyrography map making business is interesting me again but I don’t know if he’s crazy or not.
Birmingham Dee gave me names of three girls to write to in another prison doubt I will waste my time writing to them, pass them to Stretch.
Told Holland Mackie how we make our money on the street today. Dodgy wiring in here nearly set the whole cell on fire, some old Spanish junkie Pedro nearly burned to death, Spanish Mickey played hero, jumped up and pulled Spanish Pedro out, then delt with the fire, putting it out, thick black smoke was everywhere, dangerous as fuck in here.
Holland Mackie recons some people in here are jealous of the attention we get from everyone, and they are saying that we are faggots, “fuck them, jealous pricks” not my fault if we get on with people and have a good time, they can suck my dick.
Passes given to go see the prison doctor by Spanish Jose, a dying, skinny, gay, aids patient, prisoner who is working in the infirmary, fucking place will kill him if he gets an infection. Holland Mackie is going to come and translate for us.

18/02/05
Tried going to see doctor but he was a no show, chatted with Jamaican Adrian, he was telling me how through his own stupidity he nearly lost his 13-month old baby when him and his missus were arrested trafficking 10


months ago, here’s the kicker, “with the drugs in the babies’ nappy,” social services were going to take the baby off of them but instead the consulate stepped in and took his baby back to her family in England to look after with the condition that she and the baby have no contact with him whatsoever.

20/02/05
Watching prison football in the yard, injuries galore on this concrete, these guys play hard, Holland Mackie sorting some smoke out for us, Spanish Frankie says he will make himself available to me for trafficking when we are free, he says that he has house in Columbia, a place in Spain and is ready to fly whenever there is work, also said I can come stay anytime in Spain, “shame he is full of shit, like most people!”

21/02/05
Woke early, Stretch was up too, disturbed Holland Mackie, waking him up for a laugh, went for a walk in the yard, got given passes to go see the shrink, got there this time and told him the usual shit, Stretch done the same, I got some new pills called Amytrill 25mg, see what they do later.
I got Bolivian Hector to cut my hair, later spoke to Bournemouth Pinky and Moroccan Ricky on the phone in Ary Franco; they are ok except they have no news on their cases.
Found out that Sierra Leone Rover the old bastard has been here since Friday in the holding cell, he didn’t even know where he was, “dozy old git” he will be allowed in here tomorrow, “the gangs all here!”
Ticked five weed off Polish Raf, smoked up and took two of the Amytrill tablets, I was sleeping by 21:00.

22/02/05
Early start coffee, cigarette, walking in the quad, joined by RAF for some small talk, waiting for dinner.

“War on drugs/ terrorism is fulfilling some hidden and sinister agenda. Demand for confession has been a characteristic of political repression in many countries at many times. Loyalties to family and friends have to be replaced with loyalty to country. Forget individual ethics and obey the laws and regulations. Enjoy yourself, but do it our way, if you don’t do it our way, we’ll kill you. If your brother is doing something illegal, you should stop him. If you don’t, you’re as bad as him and we’ll get both of you.”



In the afternoon Sierra Leone Rover finally joined us in Cell-08 in Esmereldina, we stuck him up with Birmingham Dee, Holland Mackie and Jamaican Adrian, “out of our way,” Sierra Leone Rover is a little wired and a little tired, but he won’t let on, good old Sierra Leone Rover! “moany bastard”
We been told can make good money on Vitamin tablets, Good job we just ordered a load off the consulate, ticked another 5 weeds off Polish Raf and he gave us a free one on top.
Guinean Dems provided us with our prison numbers I am number 22184268 and Stretch is number 221800832.
Sat on my bed watching the two English guys get wasted, then go around begging for more drugs on tick, fucking disgraceful, going to extremes, storytelling to borrow a few R$ of shit gear, all the time making jokes of themselves as they get ripped off, fucking sad how they got no pride man.

23/02/05
Got given some free Heroin, Holland Mackie got absolutely wasted, I was sick as a dog and Stretch the shitbag was fine.
24/02/05
I tried sleeping off my bad head today but the guards had other ideas, they done a search of B – Block, third one in three days, we all had to stand in the yard, under the boiling sun for hours, just what I needed, I was baked, “our cell wasn’t even touched.”

25/02/05
Birmingham Dee lent us another R$20, brought cigs, chilling day, the guards are playing games keep coming in, no mediation for me, smoking up and getting in debt, “like a dick.”

26/02/05
Early morning going to wash my sheet, walking around, made friends with a crazy Swiss guy “like Floki from the Vikings TV show,” who is cool but he keeps lending us drugs and offering free phone calls, and keeps saying that “all he wants is truth” from people and he will be there friend, total nut job.

Aired all my bedding to keep away the bugs, caught some sun and done some walking, the simple, lazy life has its upsides.
MARCH 2005 01/03/05
Got called out by old Irish John the church priest on about Kilburn
and all sorts of other nonsense, no freebies today, least he got us out of the cell for a bit of fresh air.
Waiting on the consulate to come with our stuff as usual, Polish Raf had a fight in the toilet with Colombian Alberto, apparently, Alberto was splashing Raf and when Raf said something to him he got scared, stood up, punched Raf on the nose and ran out of the bathroom before Raf could catch him, Raf now has to walk around with a little scar on the bridge of his nose, “testosterone silliness!”

02/03/05
Got Jamaican Adrian reading meditating for beginners, spent all day spaced out and bored with nothing to do except meditate myself.

03/03/05
Heroin/cocaine cocktail with Swiss for breakfast, fucking off my face until lunch, chatting with Birmingham Dee about the best way of getting money sent into the prison, the crazy bastard said “all you got to do is 1. Find someone to send you money from back home. 2. Find someone in here who gets a visit and will bring your money in for you. three. Convince all of them to work together for you. four. Pray that it doesn’t all go wrong.” All I wanted was a name!
The weather is its getting cold again it’s like being in a concrete fridge.

04/03/05
All English prisoners were called up and visited by Pastors John & Richard, I had a good chat with John about what’s happening in the world, he kept changing the subject and banging on about redemption, “it impressed him, Yawn!”
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05/03/05
Slow day, no more Heroin for me, “till next time,” my systems had enough, I feel like a wreck.

06/03/05
Fighting off the boredom today, I’ve got nothing to do without taking drugs it’s fucking sad.
American Salino from the Bronx offered me a “FREE,” line of coke off a plate, said no thanks, “will power.” Later in the day sat and watched the English guy from Kent sweat his tits off on the heroin, rushing up and down like a lightweight.
Ended the night chatting with Birmingham Dee, break dancer about being addicted, I recon if I stop lying to myself by saying I’m not hooked I can quit whenever I like, instead I just do what I can each day not to partake in it anymore, and if I do fall of the wagon I won’t punish myself like before, instead I’ll just start the count again, “six hours no drugs! one day no drugs! ten years no drugs! Ha!”

07/03/05
Good night’s sleep last night, woke up feeling fresher, here we go again
another day in Paradise!
Got to use the phone today and call home, the consulate are fucking dicks, still not turned up and making us look like cunts for stalling on paying our debts.

08/03/05
Phoned consulate but they gave me the run around, waste of time as usual, spent the rest of the day catching some sun, exercised a little.

09/03/05
There is a young Spanish kid nineteen years old in the cell who got himself into a lot of debt through drugs and today he got a kicking off of the Brazilian he owed, “until a big fat Jewish Prisoner Manache took pity on him and put up some money for him.”
No sooner had things settled down when two fucking massive Polish guys one in his late twenties the other late thirties started on the Spanish kid for R$50 he owes them, they were beating the fuck out of him, I jumped in as did a little Venezuelan guy to break it up, it wasn’t right them picking on him straight after he just got a kicking, but then the stupid
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Spanish kid, red faced, crying his eyes out, bleeding grabbed a short stick and a knife and was screaming “come on!” to the Polish.
Jewish Manache pushed the thirty something, big guy, “Dolf Lungren looking mofo,” Polish Chris up out the cell and this big, crazy Nigerian Larry pushed the other Polish guy into the Spanish guy, who battered him with the stick until he run off getting various smacks off all the other Spanish prisoners on the way out the cell.
After it cooled off I shook hands with Nigerian Larry for what he done, Respect to him, you don’t beat down on little kids, the two Polish guys were out of order.
I got called to the front to collect R$265 and some letters, still missing
money and vitamins, “where are the consulate scum?”

10/03/05
Thirty-five weeks in prison today, my head is hanging a little from smoking “B” last night with Stretch and English Andrew, waiting for the visits to finish so I can buy some weed to sell, the other English Andrew being useful and is writing up a letter to the consulate for us asking where is our missing money R$1209? “Take the piss.”
Brazilian Alex who we met on the transfer over here turned up with some nice coke for R$5, I brought one and asked him to look out for a good size block of good weed for R$30, when he left I racked three-lines Stretch, me and a “thank you” line for English Andrew, he liked it that much, he’s got the shakes and sweats.
Brazilian Alex brought a guy back with some tasty weed for R$30 on Holland Mackie and Bronx Salino's advice haggled him down to R$25, told Brazilian Alex to come back later when he wants a smoke and I’ll sort him out, smoked with Holland Mackie, gave some to Sierra Leone Rover and Jamaican Adrian to smoke, instant long term customers, gave some to the big Columbian Bruho and got a free drink out of it, gave some to Bolivian Caesar who’s patch we are poaching, “he’s the jealous cunt Holland Mackie was on about,” just to fuck with his noodle.
Smoked with Holland Mackie and Spanish Serge. If Holland Mackie works fast enough I can buy more and get a foot in the game. Holland Mackie is the best seller in here, he has the gift of the gab, “he’s also an addict though so you have to manage his habits,” have to watch out who’s clicking as in the little groups people form.

Slept until 12:00, bed was soaked with sweat when I woke up, legs hurt from doing squats all night because I couldn’t sleep. Holland Mackie hasn’t sold anything yet but he did just pick up off Bolivian Ceaser & Bronx Salino, Swiss just weighed up a load more Heroin and Peru John Raul who was pissed off his tits last night now thinks I skanked him because he gave me a ball to roll and didn’t see me put cig roach I sparked it passed it he smoked walked off then came back with Holland Mackie with the joint unrolled saying what’s this? Tried explaining but he didn’t believe me said “Obrigado, thank you” walked off looking back accusing, Holland Mackie just laughed made me feel a cunt and I didn’t even do anything, think a few people think I’m a skank now too, “I ain’t so Fuck em!” Sleeping time, when I woke up I should have stayed asleep, everyone is bitching and moaning about silly little things, all day long, I see Stretch getting pissed and I think fuck it and got my fifteen-weeds back off Holland Mackie, I’m getting stoned, Stretch started spewing up the cachaça because he drank it too fast, “mofo never learns!” Patience, give it time to absorb that shit, don’t waste it ha-ha! Marijuana makes it alright till I fall sleep for the night.

13/03/05
I painted the last supper in watercolors.

14/03/05
Consulate dropped off some money and signed to cancel our appeal via their driver.
Drew Kate Moss need a rubber borrowed R$50 off Spanish Mickey.

15/03/05
Fucking heat is uncomfortable; take about 6 showers a day. Been using the phone to let everyone know Western Union details for money transfer, Prison is dry of good weed had a little drink with Columbian Bruho a chemist with some interesting business offers.

16/03/05
Brought some weed first thing, going back to sleep, nose is running like a tap from doing too much shit coke the other night.
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17/03/05
Swiss guy gave out free crack testers which set off Birmingham Dee, Holland Mackie and Stretch on a none stop, back to back, “bong,” smoking it all night long session, both Jamaican Adrian and English Andrew came down to ponce, Birmingham Dee kept wanting more and more even though it was shit gear too much bi-carb, and went on a “tick” and “payback” mission, “dangerous – no control,” the others didn’t realise or didn’t give a fuck and Stretch was so caught up in the “Crack” vibe he wasn’t thinking about Birmingham Dee’s welfare either, in the end they racked up R$400 plus in credit with Spanish Mickey and infinite amounts of Dirty looks from the other prisoners, not that they matter, double standard “Mo-fo's” they all smoke heroine or sniff coke, but Shhh! It’s a secret, I’m a respectable person really, let’s do business? “Fuck off you two faced cunts.”

18/03/05
Writing this in the morning, got to pay off some debts with money in “Valour’s,” still nothing from home, friends are all unreliable. “Valour’s” finally called with a “senya,” I walked to small office with a guard in it, a safe, and some prisoner workers, I was given R$260, signed for it and walked back.
Just by the main canteena English Andrew came, we sat and drank a bottle of Pepsi, he asks me to buy him some coke when we get back and hold it down because he don’t want people to know he received aprox R$250, “I see it,” I said, “sure” and when we got back I paid off a load of my debts then got his R$20 and got him about 1.5g oily coke, we done some on his bed he liked it, I left done some of the same sniff with Holland Mackie & Stretch, “they both needed to shit because the coke was so good,” anyway later I went back to get a line off the cunt, seeing as he owe me R$10 I was going to take the piss, he shows me what looks toothpaste on a bit of cord he had laid over his light, “to dry It,” and he says “look at that, I mean what’s happened to it?” I think, “Hmmm! You’ve wet it is a likely possibility,” but I say “how did that happen?” he says “I don’t know when I took it out of my pocket it looked like that, what you going to do about it?” I think, “fuck all mate, you’ve fucked it up,” but say “it wasn’t like that when I gave it to you or when I had a line with you or when I done it with the other two was it?” No he replies, “so I’ll take you to the guy who sold it to me and you can take it up with him” that fucked him, he said “No, I can’t know one can know I got money
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Bla, Bla, Bla” I said, “I’ll come back and look, laters,” after he smoked some on the pipe and he’s been crackering on all fucking day, “Prick I can’t stand the scumbag!”
19/03/05
Shitty slow day with no money, toilet roll, soap and owe Spanish Mickey too much to try and borrow more, I think anyway, just went half with Polish Raf to try his way of smoking heroin off the foil nothing special just a good way of setting it up and chasing it, I asked him if he was helping the Swiss guy cut it and he assured me he wasn’t.
When I finished, South African Andrew came over and said “I knew he has a problem with me I heard him say to you he wants to kill me” I sad “what the fuck?” Polish Raf said no such thing, “You got to watch that paranoia,” he just walked off saying, “Oh! Alright, no, no it’s alright!” Writing this if near impossible as my arms I mean eyes are in different orbits and so is my brain I know what letters look like but I’ll be fucked if
I can form them right now while I’m flying on that shit.

20/03/05
Was awake on and off all night, chilling morning until Nigerian De, De started bitching over where I can and can’t put my fucking towel, then at 16:30 stood talking to a Brazilian when a fight broke out 10ft away, one guy got battered with a stick, blood spraying everywhere, the Brazilian I was with said it was because one of them was cheating at cards, crazy place man it’s only toy money and you can get killed over it by being in wrong place, wrong time bullshit! Guards came and locked down all our cells.

21/03/05
Drew a nice eagle for Brazilian Alex and done a copy for myself.

22/03/05
Free smoke, free crack and free heroin from Swiss and Birmingham
Dee, “still can’t say no!”

23/03/05
Woke up early Stretch still making calls and working hard at getting this money, I need some weed.


24/03/05
Today is probably the end of a fucking bad week, had loads of people on my back talking about Stretch doing so much crack on credit and that he was stupid to have let, Holland Mackie, English Andrew, Jamaican Adrian and Birmingham Dee use him that night to such an extent. To make matters worse Stretch has been slagging me off to these people saying he’s fed up of me telling him what to do and acting like his big brother, “excuse me for looking after him, ungrateful little shit,” He’s got to stop showing off and acting like a big man, since crack night it’s like he’s going out of his way to belittle me with these arseholes, I think fuck you, I’m defending your actions and your slagging me off, I help you for years and you won’t help me one time and your dropping me for telling you what to do, so you can show off and act like a big man, this is prison and people see your weak and take advantage of me through you, I’m sick of him not listening and getting us in trouble, I like the quiet life.
Bollocks, I’ll make a stand, I moved my bed from next to him and see what he would do, in the end he paid all his debts off and left all mine outstanding, thanks’ mate you look good, I look a cunt for not paying anything.
Holland Mackie came to tell me that he is vexed with me and Stretch for spitting but he’s part of the problem, he runs hot, cold and uses Stretch when he wants something, one day my debts will be clear.

25/03/05
After a little get together Holland Mackie has managed to reunite me and Stretch significantly enough to continue as friends and made it clear that his intentions deep down are honorable, Stretch is a bit delicate, Holland Mackie says he’s “like a puppy you got to stroke him” This is where I know I’m fucked up because I love dogs but my feeling is, puppy needs a kick to teach it house training, and that’s not me man, I’m so angry at Stretch and its unnecessarily o.t.t.

26/03/05
Everything is the same and everything is different, my new bed space has its upside and downside, noise and bugs are the worst, bed bugs and roaches everywhere, should have known by the blood-stained splat marks on the wall, Stretch is giving me a wide berth and today is one year since Holland Mackie’s dad died so I been sniffing and drinking with him and Birmingham Dee, “to fathers,” was our toast, we miss you most.


So after getting pretty wrecked with Birmingham Dee, “who is passed out the pussy,” and Holland Mackie all day, I got a visit from English Andrew who came with some sniff which he took half and pocketed then cut the rest up with powder for us to sniff, “he only come for some cachaça which Birmingham Dee had brought,” After a while he come back and asked if I could “Tick” him some more in my name “I thought fuck off” but said, “I’ll see what I can do, I’ll write a note to my mate in Cell- B-1,” something I had no intention of doing! Later Cell-B-7 threw over a gram for sale, I gave it him, he opened it and gave it back said expectancy “go halves?” I said “No, I’m good,” I went throw it back when Holland Mackie said “Whoa! Wait, what you doing mam?” He opened it he buys it, he knows the rules, don’t pass it back or they will charge you for it! English Andrew the cunt tried setting me up again but Holland Mackie and Spanish Sergio told the Brazilians it was English Andrew who opened it not me, the Brazilians said that he’s got to buy it, he tried blaming me, but again Holland Mackie said to him, “you know the rules you open, you buy, Longman did you open it?” I said “No,” Holland Mackie said then don’t touch it, it’s nothing to do with you, English Andrew got angry and tried getting me to go halves again, I just said, “you opened it,” he took it in the end, “Fucking slimy wanker!” Thank you, Holland Mackie, for fucking that “mother scone” for me.
Stretch keeps sleeping. Do your own thing bruv and when you see I’m just looking out for you as best I can, I still here mate, wish you would start chilling with Bolivian Hector or Moroccan Hams or Columbian Bruho all of them see the situation and how me, Stretch, Holland Mackie and everyone else are playing dangerous and unnecessary games, man it’s better to eat well get healthy and use time wisely rather than listen to people who keep putting drugs and offers in your face, “I know a guy who has	good stuff you		want	some?” Noooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo! You can’t spend R$360 in six- hours in a place where R$1 is worth killing for and try and impress people with it, its suicide. When you get taxed or ripped off, where are all your buddies now	gone mofo, you get stuck like an arrogant
pig and whose fault is it? Spend your money on what you like but do it quietly and on your own or you not man enough and need company? “Fuck I need a smoke of some good skunk!”


27/03/05
Started off with English Andrew trying to push for a fight in the corridor, made me mad, then laugh but I didn’t bite, slept all day, smoked a few joints with Birmingham Dee, played and beat Polish Raf at chess, had a smoke with him too, then watched a little of the film Last Boy Scout on TV, turned away offers of “FREE!” heroin with, Swiss, Polish Raf and Birmingham Dee, “good to say No!” English Andrew came back later to borrow some books off me, man you got to live & let live here quick time.

28/03/05
Fucking bed bugs are fucking up my sleeping, woke up early, feel knackered, Stretch got pains in his knees and is up early as well, “La, la, la!” Fuck knows what else happened, not mashed and forgot.

29/03/05
Long day of boredom, borrowed another coke off Brazilian Alex to sell via Holland Mackie, need to pay him R$40 this Friday, R$40 next Friday and then we will be clear.

30/03/05
Still no consulate, English Andrew recons tomorrow but I wouldn’t bet money on it, sat drinking cachaça with orange slices, with Holland Mackie in the corridor all afternoon shooting the breeze and killing time till 17:00.
Stretch is down teaching Bolivian Hector English, “I must help him more as well, he’s cool,” Stretch has been getting proper fucked with Spanish Mickey and the gang!
Holland Mackie is pissed as a fart and I’m straight headed for once, “determined to stay this way to.” Had a line from supply with Birmingham Dee and Holland Mackie, Mackie finally passed out and everyone else got into watching football, Brazil V Paraguay or some shitty south American team, shower, shave and shit, “still not solid.”

31/03/05
Coffee, bread and cig after “Confere,” then back to sleep, woke up for dinner but didn’t feel like moving so just drifted back off about 14:00 woke up and was laid reading “Train Spotting” when Mr. Universe, Nigerian Samuel brought a “senya” for me to go the Valores office.


After a little wait I went in the office to watch my bubble wrap envelope be cut open and a letter, rizla and amber leaf backy fell out, the functionario opened one, sniffed it opened the rest and gave them to me not much fuss, sneaked to the bakery and got some “FREE!” hot bread with Birmingham Dee on the way back, gave Holland Mackie a pack of amber leaf, had a line with him, gave a pack of rizla to Sierra Leone Rover and then sat on my bed listening to English Andrew and Jamaican Adrian argue over R$15 each claims it theirs, but by the sound of it, it’s English Andrews, he gave it to Jamaican Adrian to buy drugs from Holland Mackie and Holland Mackie owes it as change, but Jamaican Adrian is saying Holland Mackie “must give it back to the hand that gave it him.”
Still no fucking consulate and my stress levels are through the roof, just listening to that argument had my heart racing out my chest. Telephone calls to sort money & say thanks, gave Stretch a pack of Amber leaf, Brazilian Alex a pack and Sierra Leone Rover and Birmingham Dee some Rizla each, then traded ten for a spiff off Spanish Sergio. Holland Mackie is pissed as a fart again, chilling out best I can hope some money problems will be sorted soon.
APRIL 2005 01/04/05
“April fools,” spent all morning phoning home to get a pin number for some much-needed money that was sent via Western Union, paid Brazilian Alex R$50, Spanish Frankie R$20 for telephone privileges and R$50 to Nigerian Chris Canteena, still got some more to go before I’m clear of debts, hopefully should be on the up by end of next week. Holland Mackie is pissed up, coked up and Diazapanning with Stretch who’s enjoying singing along to 2-Pac tunes, “out of tune, don’t give a fuck!”
Holland Mackie didn’t come through with any money for the coke from Monday, there was a possible profit of R$65 and he ain’t even come up with the R$40 it cost yet if all, going to clear his bills because I said I would and then no more for no one, I’m sick of helping people who can’t help themselves, I’m hungry, I’m dirty, I’m skint and I’ve got no weed and I’m fed up of begging and crediting of people.

04/04/05
Consulate finally came and deposited our prisoners abroad money, Jamaican Adrian is getting threats from Nigerian De-De and The Polish


guys he owes money too, nothing from Jewish Manache about my money from home yet.

05/04/05
We had a search just as I was passing out from smoking weed, they fucked the place up looking for phones, didn’t find my weed though! Jewish Manache lost all his personal money and a phone that belonged to Nigerian De-De got taken while Sierra Leone Rover had it.

06/04/05
Consulate dropped off 320-Centrum tablets, Holland Mackie recons he spoke to his lawyer who told him he will be getting set free soon, he’s just waiting for Federal Police to sign off on it.
I gave Bolivian Hector 100-Centrum for R$30.00, they go for R$50 but he can’t afford it and he’s cool, Holland Mackie tried skanking me of R$10 caught him out thanks to a Brazilian tipped me off, I don’t know how many times he done it before, hurts man, Stretch & Holland Mackie both skanking me like a cunt, not no more, “trust no one Mr. Maulder,” no one! “Fuck em!” I don’t need them for nothing, they ain’t even good company.

07/04/05
Got R$230 out of Valores, paid Spanish Mickey R$100, Brazilian Alex R$50 and brought beef, potatoes and cooking stuff for Holland Mackie to cook up tonight for us & Stretch, went down nice, “could have eaten 4 more each.”

09/04/05
Chilling morning, kind of calm before the storm feeling, I’ve come to the conclusion that you can’t get mad over anything in prison or in life, you just got to slide along, I got R$20 off Brazilian Alex to be passed after “Confere,” I got 3 x 5,
Holland Mackie and English Andrew started arguing over some shit, Holland Mackie broke the broom over his knee in a fit of rage, using the sharp, splintered ends to stab at English Andrew who was hiding at the back of his kennel “bed” barking loudly, Nigerian Chris Canteena calmed Holland Mackie down telling him he was breaking prison rules, later after the two-litres of cachaça finished, Holland Mackie started ticking egg burgers from Cell-B-7, four in total, “I got one and a half, fucking why not?”


10/04/05
Went to see Brazilian Alex, he said “Holland Mackie took the forth missing coke, and that Holland Mackie is getting chased by Brazilians for money,” he’s made a right mess for himself here, thinking he’s smooth and to keep himself looking good, he’d shit on anyone when he’s down on his luck, Stretch and me included, closest thing to a friend in Prison though, “what can you do?”
Laughing with English Andrew, Jamaican Adrian and Holland Mackie about last night, they were saying to each other “what happened?” cachaça made everyone violent, “must have been a bad batch,” Holland Mackie said, “or a good one?”

11/04/05
Ache from doing squats, sit ups and press up on my bed all night, been awake since “Confere,” Stretch woke up at 14:00, glad he’s sleeping and keeping himself to himself.
Laying here thinking about life, love and the universe all the fuck ups I’ve made, all the success’s I’ve had and wasted, “I can’t decide if any of it was worth it or if none of it matters?”
After all my thinking I think that his place is trying to fuck with my karma and change who I am, I have to fight hard, doing anything other than be lazy and drifting around like a lost sheep is hard work, trying to not converse with people too much in the hope of dropping out of circulation, at the same time watching and listening everyone, Brazilians are sound as fuck, but the Internationals will try and convince you otherwise, because they’ve had loads of run in’s where they tried to “play” the Brazilians for fools, but were outsmarted by these streetwise, school of hard knocks Brazilian prisoners, who ain’t impressed with the puffed up “Gringos” who are impressed with themselves. “Saying that though I’m not stupid enough to trust anyone myself some of them just look at you wanting to kill you first chance they get.”
12/04/05
“Fuck it!” Got pissed with English Andrew last night, he is an Alcoholic with a short fuse and a loud voice, he disturbed a few people at 02:30 this morning after we drunk four litres of cachaça between us, I nearly fell out my bed, after deliberately falling asleep to make English Andrew go, he kept banging on about getting heroin, anyway he was last up.


At “Confere,” I struggled out of bed, English Andrew wasn’t in best of moods when everyone woke him up because he was keeping the guards waiting, when he finally staggered out he was lucky not to have been sent to “Custigo, solidarity confinement” I jumped up on my bed to watch when I heard Spanish Sergio shouting at him and wouldn’t let him go back to sleep after keeping everyone awake with his noise.
Woke at 14:00 had a smoke with Brazilian Leo the snake, then floated till evening when Holland Mackie the fucking Prick gave me a spiff and afterwards laughed and tells me like a fool, “it had heroin in it,” he can go fuck himself if he thinks he’s getting anymore help from me, I don’t even plan to talk with him no more if I can help it, can’t trust him about anything, he’s dangerous because of the games he plays with Brazilians.
Fucking mad at myself for wasting my time with him and letting him off too may little things, inconsistencies that I been seeing in him since Ary Franco days, I just thought he didn’t trust Stretch and me and so was just looking out for himself but it’s been long enough to prove that we are sound, “he’s obviously ungrateful and greedy and not cool.”

13/04/05
Slept on and off all day, enjoying my fan and shade, Brazilian Leo ticked me some weed in the evening, given Holland Mackie cold shoulder all day, fell asleep after chatting with Stretch.

14/04/05
Slept till afternoon when woke up for a “senya” to go to the classification office. Got there and it was about cancelling our appeal. They would have got us to Appeal again if the functionario hadn’t explained to them that the appeal process is longer than the time we have to do in prison, “dicks,” so no appeal for us thank you.
Got back had a spliff with Stretch and then Holland Mackie wanted a word, I took him to the corridor outside our cell, next to Bolivian Hector’s barber shop and sat with him and told him all the reasons that he’s uncool and all the times I know he’s skanked us, at first he denied it all, then he turned on the waterworks, crying like a baby, then he admitted everything, then he finally settled on half admitting and half denying it, I just sat there like “The Godfather,” cold as ice, hard as stone, and showed him it wasn’t working, and that I wasn’t impressed with him.
Told Stretch about it after and made him laugh, then I was
disappointed to see in Stretch’s eyes he was twisted on heroin, he’s had


too much, he ain’t got a clue what I just said, made me feel like shit
knowing that he fucking himself up.

15/04/05
Spent all day waiting for my “senya” to Valores Office and listening to Spanish Mickey bitching at me for his money, when the time came I took Holland Mackie with me, we tell the guards it’s to translate for me but it’s just to get him out too.
Watched Polish Raf stalking Birmingham Dee, like a shark smelling blood, “Heroin buddies,” so long as Birmingham Dee’s got the money to pay for it all that is.
Jamaican Adrian getting threats on the money he owes to the Brazilians, poor cunt is scared shitless and he should be, he fucked them about too many times.
After getting my money I went to the little prison shop outside near the offices, treated myself to a 2 litre bottle of Pepsi, shared it with Holland Mackie while waiting for Stretch to come back, I’m going to share some Pepsi with him and see if he going to put his hand in his pocket and buy us all a nice dinner for tonight. He took his “FREE!” Pepsi and fucked off.
When we got back the Brazilians were all waiting for me to pay my bills, which I did quick time, paid Spanish Mickey, the poser knob head and then had to explain to my friend Brazilian Alex I can’t pay him R$70 I owe him, he was well cool and asked for R$5 or R$10 to buy a smoke with, I’ll sort him out when I get sorted. That leaves just Nigerian Chris Canteena who I still owe about R$200 which I will have in two weeks.
Now I’m hungry as fuck wanting my bacon I brought on the sly earlier but saving it for breakfast, skint again but I kept my word, paid my debts and have improved my credit rating.

16/04/05
Stretch, Holland Mackie & me, enjoyed bacon & egg rolls cooked by Bolivian Ceaser; he offered to cook them for us in return for a freebie.
Brazilian Leo had two good deals for sniff and weed for me but I had to let them fall through because I had no capital, probably a good thing really, “his deals are normally shit.”
Late at night got R$20 of coke on tick from a Brazilian in Cell-B-7 stayed up all night with English Andrew who had his own coke to add for


a change, had a good night watching him spin out on a little heroin, he kept offering me some but I managed to say no all night.

17/04/05
After morning “Confere,” I ran with the mob to get an extra bread
because I was hungry from being up all night.
Later I called home, everyone’s phones were engaged or just ringing, which I thought was strange, finally I got through to one of my brothers who had the shitty job of telling me that our Nan had just had a heart attack and died, my dad had run round there after my granddad called him, while speaking to my bother my dad came on the phone and told me that after going to get the morning newspapers from the local post office, like usual, she felt unwell and went to bed, my granddad went to check on her and she had a massive heart attack and died there and then, the ambulance people tried to revive her and so did the hospital but they couldn’t do anything for her, she was seventy-four years old.
My brother wanted to speak to me but I was filling up with tears and couldn’t make words come out of my mouth, finally all I could say as I hung up was, “I got to go!”
I was like a zombie, I went got some weed off a Brazilian who asked me what was up, I told him about my phone call, he told me since being in prison that he has lost five members of his family over nine years, that’s nearly one person every two years, I just hope no more of my family dies while I’m here, it feels worse in here because you are so far away and helpless to be there for your loved ones, I got on my bed and cried myself to sleep.
Later Stretch & Holland Mackie woke me up to ask what was wrong, people saw me crying on the phone, I didn’t even know I was crying then, I went back to sleep after explaining to them, I couldn’t face getting up yet, I needed time to myself.
When I got up I stupidly made a coke deal with Brazilian Leo, ate some good food, watched a film, listened to music, now I’m writing this up, one thing I forgot to write earlier was Stretch phoned my dad to pay his respects, which was unexpected and touched me allot, lots of people in here offered their condolences for my Nan, don’t matter none, all I keep thinking is that I wish I was there for her, I wish I called twenty minutes earlier and most of all I wish I hadn’t just missed the last ten months of my Nan’s life, I feel like the biggest cunt in the world and hope I didn’t


add to her stress by being in here. She was the only one who would write to me every month without fail.

19/04/05
Phoned up and spoke to my Granddad who explained what happened and he told me that Nan’s funeral should be at 15:00 on Friday, he sounded o.k.; I didn’t want to call him because I was thinking he would be in a bad way but speaking to him made me feel a lot better.

19/04/05
Had my bed cleaned and re papered with magazines by a ginger Polish guy for a cost R$3 and a bottle of juice, now I’ve seen how to do it I’ll do it myself next time it’s easy.

20/04/05
Smoked weed with Holland Mackie while my bed space was finished being decorated, looks good by Bangu standards. Brazilian Leo stiffed me on the coke deal, “I don’t know what I was thinking,” he reckons that he only owes me R$65 not R$97 the little shit. Columbian Bruho going to have a word with the Brazilian guy Leo owes the money to and try and cover me until next week, Brazilian Leo is dead meat if he doesn’t come up with the money, “I’ll kill him, he took advantage of me when I was weak.”

21/04/05
It was a no go with Columbian Bruho, his mate the Brazilian guy didn’t want to know, phoned a friend back home who is sending me £50 via Western Union tomorrow morning, should cover my mistake.
Holland Mackie has been coking and drinking himself silly, knocking up massive credit debts in his name, he phoned his mum, sat on my bed and cried like a baby because his woman left him for another man, he then took a load of Levozine and Diazepam and went to sleep.
Brazilian Leo is ignoring me; I went to see a Brazilian money lender for money to try and pay off this debt and to get another Western Union address sorted for tomorrow.
Bronx Salino said to me that if I want to get Brazilian Leo I have to let everyone in the prison know what he’s done first so they don’t wonder why I do it and kill me for attacking a Brazilian. “I need a spliff.”


About 01:00 I got to smoke with Spanish Sergio on the pipe, I don’t know if it’s the coke I done earlier with Holland Mackie or thinking about tomorrow, but I’m panicking a bit, I’ve got to get up at 06:00 to phone my mate, to give him the Western Union details, then call him after “Confere,” to get the code number, then use that number as a guarantee of money until Monday when the banks open, then I can go pay this stupid coke debt finally, then I can give Brazilian Leo a slap, find some weed, call my family, then deal with my Nan’s funeral at 11:00 my time. “I can’t sleep for shit; my head is spinning.”

22/04/05
Nigerian De-De woke me at 06:00, like I asked, for my call to my mate, when I finally got through to him, my mate was hung over and asking me to call back in an hour, I couldn’t call again until after “Confere.”
When I phoned home to wish everyone the best for the day, spoke to my little brother who said that he put a teddy and an Angel in Nan’s coffin and that she looked good and that the casket has a pink interior, “I couldn’t have done that, he’s stronger than me.”
After calling all day to my mate, no money was sent and the Brazilians in the cell opposite had a field day making threats and trying to intimidate me through the bars, I had the promise of a fence post over my head if I didn’t pay up. Interest of R$30 was added and there is nothing I can do about it.
Holland Mackie got mashed then smoked heroin with Stretch; I’m still
saying no myself.

23/04/05
This morning Holland Mackie got taken to “Custigo, solidarity” for being smashed out of his face, falling all over the place and taking his top off while the guard was still counting, he said he closed his eyes and thought the guard had finished.
Good news my money from home came via Jewish Manache finally and I was able to pay some debts.

24/04/05
Holland Mackie came back at 06:00, he was lucky, he had an empty Levozine packet in his pocket and told the guards that that’s why he seemed drunk.


Phoned my Granddad who said they had my Nan cremated and that they are going to put a bench in her honor in her favorite park Black Park.

25/04/05
In the evening Holland Mackie got wasted and was shouting shit at the Brazilians opposite so they chucked water over him, which made him go crazy, the Africans went mad at him for disturbing them and generally shit stirring and being a pest, he got mad at me when I wouldn’t give him my stick to go fight with, stupid fool would have got mashed up by the African guys, they all built like soldiers, soon after he passed out.
Chilled the rest of the night, chatting with English Andrew and the Swiss guy, the Swiss dude was cracking jokes until 4am.

26/04/05
Tried to stay in bed as long as possible to keep out the way, but had to move in the end because I was aching like fuck and it was freezing cold.
Holland Mackie started shit again today, this time with the Spanish, all this bollocks is because of his women problems and he can’t handle it. “weak.”
Stretch is sick, not eating and is shitting every hour or so, here ain’t the
place to be sick.

27/04/05
After morning “Confere,” had a few lines off English Andrew and some cachaça, sorted me our nice for the day, little Peru John Raul, alcoholic calling Spanish Frankie a pussy, Spanish Frankie got all Macho and stated to beat down on him, funny though when little Peru smacked him “a good un,” in the mouth and you could see the pain and shock in Spanish Frankie’s face.
Nigerian Larry rudely woke Holland Mackie up by hitting him hard with a stick, when Holland Mackie asked in a pathetic, slurred, confused voice, “why you beating me Larry, what have I done?” Larry kept repeating, “Make noise now, I dare you, make noise now” he’s pissed off with Holland Mackie and Peru John Raul for keep disturbing him at night when he’s trying to sleep, to make matters worse Holland Mackie already had to move beds because of the problems he made with the Spanish.
I paid off R$209 debts to Brazilians, still got R$87.50 with other people in cell plus Nigerian Chris Canteena who I owe about R$300, no weed is


a bummer but I’m going to get out this hole I’ve made for myself before I play anymore, more phone calls tomorrow to try and beg some more money.

28/04/05
Cooking up spicy rice & keebie with Holland Mackie for lunch, smoked a spliff, then early night.

29/04/05
Woke up and nine people were being transferred out the cell to another prison all of them will be going home soon, cell cleaners job is available, I’m going to try for it.
Everyone is arguing over who gets the down beds for free, they go for R$50 if you sell your bed so it is a big thing to some people.
Stretch got some more Buddhist books sent from home, and I got a new broom handle.
So the broom handle in the morning was a prophecy after “Confere,” the bed spaces were officially distributed by what they call “collectivo” which is basically a cell vote on issues, then they choose who would be the new cleaner for the cell, Jamaican Adrian, Holland Mackie and myself were the only candidates, Jamaican Adrian dropped out of the running and I unanimously got voted the job over Holland Mackie, he sat and told me how he hurts inside for realizing how much respect he has lost from everyone, then told me his reasons why he didn’t want the job anyway.
American Damien and Nigerian Michael, the cells head cleaners, are going to take me through the ropes tomorrow.

30/04/05
Woke myself at 05:05, was supposed to be woke by Nigerian Michael but didn’t see him until after 06:00, I woke American Damien who showed me how the toilets and shower are cleaned, easy as fuck half hours work, just got to do it before everyone’s up, then sweep the floor, smoked a joint, shower, coffee, cigarette, “Confere,” collect bread from the canteen, distribute to everyone, any extras are for me & any extra meals I can get, then chill till dinner, “Confere,” then collection of “cleaning money” begins, I sat and went through South African Williams records and he was spending R$25 on materials and pocketing the rest, I recon I can get the costs down and make a bit more on the side, “I’m in the cleaning business!”



MAY 2005

03/05/05
Everyone here is going mental and panicking because in three days’ time on Friday all the Gringos/International prisoners are meant to be getting transferred out to another prison and because so many of them have been doing coke, crack and heroin and giving out credit all over the place they are highly strung out and trying to get back all the money they are owed, everyone is snapping at each other over big debts and small bullshit issues.
I been keeping Holland Mackie on his bed and out of trouble, Stretch has been keeping himself on his bed and out of trouble but Angolan waster Kabral is on his case for money that Stretch owes to him, Angolan Kabral is probably the most far gone on crack out of the whole cell, followed closely by Birmingham Dee, the two of them nearly come to blows over money.
I want to pay off my debts to canteena and just keep my head on Facina work, parties over for me, till I can straighten myself out a bit.

04/05/05
Spent the day explaining to my brother that I’m off drugs now and that to keep out of trouble I need to pay off my debts. Hard work for me having to ask & beg for money, I’ve never had to do it before because I’ve always had my own money, I feel hard done by in some ways I shouldn’t have to ask for money, it should be offered freely.

05/05/05
Done my cleaning work then phoned my home for a Western Union number gave it to Jewish Manache to collect for me and I will get it Sunday.

06/05/05
Ten more Gringos shipped out of here today, leaving us with thirty- five in the cell plus English Bournemouth Pinky and Spanish Jose are in the holding cell until Tuesday.
In the evening Angolan Kabral was flying high on drugs, he came over to me saying that I owed him money, which is bollocks, I didn’t owe him shit, I tried to reason with him but he made the mistake of trying to fight


me, “I’m non-violent but he left me with no choice but to fuck him up,” I side stepped him, head locked him, spun and then DDT his head into the concrete floor, falling through one of the lower bed spaces, I held him down comfortably and squeezed the fuck out of his larynx till he started passing out, then I passed him out to Jewish Manache and some others in the cell who told me to stay where I was until they calmed him down and got him to put his knife and stick away, pussy, he told Jewish Manache I beat him with a stick, Jewish Manache came to check asking if I did, I showed him my empty hands and said, “no”, Jewish Manache started laughing, grabbed my long, skinny forearms and said, “yeah, you did, it was these!”

08/05/05
Chilling days, Holland Mackie is ripping off Sierra Leone Rover smoking his weed instead of selling it for him.

09/05/05
Brought 25g weed been smoking and selling it myself.

10/05/05
Bournemouth Pinky joined us in the cell today; I did my best to explain the situation here to him and listened to his adventures at Agua Santa, later set him up with canteena, telephone and bedding, returned the favor from when I was the new boy.

11/05/05
Chilling phoned home for yet more money should come tomorrow or
Friday it should be here, “thank fuck.”

15/05/05
Smoked my arse off every day, kept myself to myself, now I only owe Nigerian Chris Canteena R$400 ish, hard work trying to control myself but I’m managing it, Bournemouth Pinky has been talking to Stretch and taking him out for morning walks, Stretch looks a little healthier now, the sun has taken the pale, crack head yellow look off his skin.

16/05/05
I stopped cleaning for a bit because I thought we were moving, started cleaning again today seeing as it don’t look like we’re going anywhere soon.



17/05/05
Entered my details in at the front office for the work I’ve done, all good for remission, three days’ work equals one day off your sentence, “So long as you get it, that is!”

18/05/05
Came to the conclusion that I’m not going to call my family up for any more money, after I clear my debts, they think I’m a piece of shit as it is, “I think they are probably right!”

20/05/05
Still nothing from friends back home, no one wants to know you when you’re struggling over here, “fuck them all,” I’m re-evaluating my friends when I get out and going to cut away all the dead weight.

21/05/05
Using Nigerian De-De’s phone today for forty-six-seconds the sly, old, cunt walked off and came back twenty-minutes later, then tries telling me I owe him for a twenty-minute call that I never made, I explained to him and showed him the forty-six-seconds on the call duration, he knows he is wrong and won’t back down, I just walked off and left him to it, “I’m a dick for letting him walk off,” he does it on purpose to rinse more money out of people.

22/05/05
Used Guinean Dems’s phone to call some family, “no money there,” then phoned an old mate who said “don’t let them get ya down boy!” Cheered me up wicked.
Nigerian De-De was demanding money again because he saw me on Guinean Dems’s phone earlier; I told him I will pay him if and when I feel like it.
In the evening sat on my bed talking to Bournemouth Pinky and Nigerian De-De comes came to the foot of my bunk demanding money yet again, this time he tells me he wants my bed to pay my debt, I told him, “you ain’t having it,” he said I have to pay him his money now, I told him, “I don’t have it now,” he said, “borrow it off someone” it was like a light bulb moment, “I realised he is trying to get Bournemouth Pinky to feel bad and pay it for me,” I still say “No,” he grabbed my mattress and started


yanking it off with me still on it, I was sitting cross legged, I slyly grabbed my two foot stick and cracked him in the head with it as hard as I could, I was off balance the fast old bastard snatched the stick out my hand and nearly pulled me off the bed, “he’s built like a bear and looks like a Guerrilla soldier,” luckily for me I grabbed my other stick that was next to me, “I had a selection for just such a moment,” we started going for it swing for swing, blow for blow, me getting his head & shoulders, him getting my forearms, finally I managed to knock my stick out of his hands, he bent down, out of reach and picked up a small wooden bench that someone left there, he stood up and started swinging it like a sledge hammer at me, I blocked it a few times and then it smashed into pieces, my arm went floppy, I could see it but had no control of it, I was still hitting his head with my stick, he was still swinging what little he had left in his hand at me when finally Nigerian Chris Canteena and Holland Mackie pulled him away and sent him back to his bed at the other end of the cell, bleeding, bumped and bruised and with his tail between his legs, I was still shouting abuse at him and telling him to come try to take my bed again and see what he gets, “for the benefit of everyone watching,” when he was gone I said to Bournemouth Pinky, making him laugh, “I’m glad he didn’t take me up on it I feel fucked!”
Later Columbian Bruho went to Nigerian De-De’s bed and fixed his head wounds and then came and fixed up my arms which had swellings and bruises on, and hurt like fuck, my left hand wasn’t working, Columbian Bruho made something click and pop in my forearm and now it feels loads better and I can move it normally, “that big old mother fucker didn’t get my bed,” can’t let no one push you around in here, “fuck that,” come again and get some more of the same, well worth the pain when you stand up for yourself.

23/05/05
Swellings have gone down almost completely overnight, Columbian Bruho is a talented healer, still black, blue and purple bruises. Nigerian De-De ain’t saying anything more, he’s been hiding in his bed, licking his wounds, his mouth was shut tight when I see him collect his food, I know I hurt him, it was written all over his bashed-up face, “all that shit over R$15 it’s pathetic.”


24/05/05
More phone calls home and still no more money yet, it’s embarrassing but just got to keep trying, I know what will happen, it will all come at once after its needed.
25/05/05
Everyone in here except me and a handful of others are coughing and sneezing. Bournemouth Pinky got his money from Western Union, nothing still for me, Bournemouth Pinky’s helping me out, “on the sly,” thank fuck!

26/05/05
Trading cigs taken on tick from Nigerian Chris Canteena for weed with a Brazilian, it’s pissing Nigerian Chris Canteena off because I’m on credit with him for the cigs, but what else can I do? “I’m juggling!”

27/05/05
Even though the little prick doesn’t deserve it, I can’t wait to get back on my feet and be back in a position to help Stretch out again he looks miserable as fuck, hopefully with Bournemouth Pinky’s help it won’t be too long.

28/05/05
Bored like fuck with the people in here, same bullshit every day from all of them.

29/05/05
Brazilian Amigon brought Bournemouth Pinky some good coke to try, I tested it and then left him to it.

30/05/05
Handed over the cell cleaning work to a Brazilian called Mardrugga more chance of him getting remission off his sentence than there is me, Bournemouth Pinky is still sniffing like it’s going out of fashion, he ain’t got no will power either.


JUNE 2005

01/06/05
Consulate sent us letters today saying that after their weak investigation, consisting of only phoning the prison and asking them about our missing money, “of course the prison is going to say they don’t know anything about the money, it was them who stole it for fucks sake,” are the consulate really that stupid or do they just want a quiet life and not help us really? They are officially saying that there is no money at Ary Franco. Which means Stretch and me loose R$1250 between us because the consulate kept giving our money to the robbing guards at the prison, not getting anyone to sign for it and not even notifying us when the money was put in the prison. Even when we told them what was happening they refused to listen and continued giving away our money happy with the fact that they were following policy as they saw it, “fucking idiots.”

04/06/05
“FREE!” drink, drugs and food, sitting up chatting with Bournemouth
Pinky about back home, spoke to my dad but he had no news!

05/06/05
Slept all day, didn’t feel like getting up, when I did get up I brought
Holland Mackie a bottle of cachaça for his birthday forty-one today.
Then more bullshit from everyone over the downstairs bed spaces, this time the one which should have been rightfully Stretch’s but he didn’t want it so it become my turn, o.k. except I don’t fit in them, I’m too tall, so I gave it to Holland Mackie, “harmless enough right?” Not in here with these people! Because of all the problems Holland Mackie has caused and the money he owes, basically he isn’t liked by many people in here when he made a big fuss of being in the bed he got himself kicked out of it and a Brazilian moved straight in, fucking pathetic how people are in here.
Man, I need a joint, at least on Thursday I can pay off some more debts thanks to home sending me another Western Union.

15/06/05
Fuck knows what’s been going on in the missing time ten days have passed me by and I have no memory of them, “fuck!”
Stretch is exercising with Polish body builder Chris and for some reason Jewish Manache in the bed under Stretch has taken an interest in


helping him out now that he seems to be helping himself. Stretch still ain’t paid many of his debts though and soon he will be having a run in with the Africans he owes in here, “they are some big mother fuckers!”
Bournemouth Pinky has managed to fall on his feet thanks to some Western Unions and has helped me out by lending me some money, getting me more time to pay my debts, “debts might I add that I wouldn’t have racked up if I wasn’t expecting the money from the consulate,” they don’t know how much grief and stress they caused.
I remember that Saturday just gone I had a drink with Bournemouth Pinky and Holland Mackie and that they both got really pissed, got loud and made loads of trouble with the African, Judgmental, hypocritical, two faced, dick heads in here, I got to watch, drinking with Bournemouth Pinky the light weight, he can’t handle it. Fucking people, fucking place, fucking situation!!!!

30/06/05
Two weeks of sleeping as much as possible, to avoid doing drugs, to avoid dealing with the bullshit people make in here, and to avoid spending money that I ain’t got.
Been trading cigarettes for weed still, chatting with Bournemouth Pinky trying to encourage him not to sniff as well, started drawing for Polish Ads but halfway through he cancelled on me, so now just drawing for fun and anyone who wants photos drawing, I draw them for R$3 – R$10, nothing really but it keeps me going.
Keep having big bouts of depression, “not enough drugs?” or natural? Owing people money, family problems, old mistakes all keep coming in my head, feeling weak, physically and mentally.
As for money, I owe maybe R$1100 and expecting R$900 in the next three weeks, plus anymore I can get if I can get on the phone, otherwise three long weeks I have to put up with the people I owe nagging and looking and speaking to me like I’m a piece of shit!
JULY 2005 07/07/05
Strange days and low times for me, tried using Spanish Frankie’s phone
but the line kept dropping on me so I couldn’t speak to anyone.


Nigerian De-De is on at Stretch for R$150 for phone calls he been making, “boy is crazy,” ragging up that kind of bill when he gets so little money, going to be problems for him soon.
I can’t say much Nigerian Chris Canteena is on my back every time I ask him for something, I owe him R$800ish for food and cigs, I hate the way he thinks that he can speak down on me because of my debt, in some respects he is cool to allow the credit in the first place but with that you also got to have patience.
Bournemouth Pinky put up R$20 for some weed to sell, I made forty balls, R$10 each profit.
Bombs in London today, Al- Qaeda suspected, you know its bullshit we blew ourselves up like America did with twin towers, governments around the world are a corrupt joke, makes you scared hoping everyone you know is safe.
The Consulate sent our Prisoners Abroad money out R$400 each for Stretch and me, that will pay off a third of my total debts.
Bournemouth Pinky is alright but I feel a cunt keep bumming off him
all the time, I’m not his problem, I hate it when people do it to me.
I’m skinny, hungry and tired like fuck, my skin is dry, my nails are brittle, my teeth are rotting, fucking malnutrition, legs hurting from not exercising but I haven’t got the energy to do it, freezing cold as well not helping.

08/07/05
Was woken at 11:30 with a senya to go collect my money from the “Valores,” office, missed my dinner, but it was worth it, thanks to my old friend Guinean Dems, I managed to get R$390 out in one go, I paid R$200 to Nigerian Chris Canteena to keep him sweet, R$100 to Brazilian Amigon for coke, I’m left with R$70 I’m keeping in my pocket, “I feel rich!”
Stretch nearly had problems with Nigerian Chris Canteena, he made Stretch pay him R$100 off his bill and Stretch was left with other people on his back after money, his new friend Jewish Manache stepped in as a middle man and settled things down for him.
Smoked a couple of joints, read a little and fell asleep, now I’ve woke
up with a really bad stomach ache.
It’s still cold, the Brazilians are walking around wrapped in blankets to keep warm, with their shorts over there trackies and socks and flip flops.
Bournemouth Pinky was clucking all day for a line and had to have one. I was able to say, “No” still, I’m doing good with abstaining.



10/07/05
Last night I went halves with Bournemouth Pinky on two litres of Casasha; I drank a 500ml starter, got pissed really quickly and fell asleep nice on my bed, and missed out on the sniffing, still saying, “No.”
Woke at 4 or 5ish and been wide awake all day, smoking nicely and selling good too, went half-half with Bournemouth Pinky on twenty-five grams of weed for me to sell, we paid R$40 for it going to make 60 – 70 good size balls, good quality by prison standards, “it’s still cold as fuck.”

17/07/05
Another piss up yesterday, started early in the day because the food wasn’t up to much, then Bournemouth Pinky paid for Stephanie the prison transvestite to give Stretch a haircut and a shave for a laugh, Stretch was too fucked to care, later he was puking his guts up in the toilet, “as usual,” and passed out hard until “Confere.”
In the night, I was so fucked I couldn’t move and it was my turn to chuck up into plastic bags while Stretch and Bournemouth Pinky took the piss out of me.
Bournemouth Pinky stayed up all night reading this diary last night looking forward to his input.
Home sorted a Western Union, I’m paying Bournemouth Pinky with it, the other bill with Nigerian Chris Canteena can wait I’m not stressing over it any more, he was happy anyway, wait and see what the consulate bring us.
One year of our sentence is already over. “Thank fuck.”

18/07/05
Paid Bournemouth Pinky his money on time, which was important to me so that I would still have a good track record of borrowing and paying back to him.

19/07/05
Stretch & Holland Mackie blagged themselves blankets and stuff by going to the church, Holland Mackie took Jamaican Adrian’s package and sold it for next to nothing.
20/07/05
Cold day in bed, managed to read a few copies of the economist magazine Prisoners Abroad sent us.


Stretch got a parcel from home and Bournemouth Pinky read a whole Tom Clancey novel in half a day, which is impressive when he says he never read much before prison.

21/07/05
Stretch got to breathe a sigh of relief today Nigerian bodybuilder Samuel was set free after doing a four-year sentence; he was Nigerian Chris Canteena’s partner and debt collector.

22/07/05
Bournemouth Pinky got us a litre of Casasha and brought a gram of coke, I had a sniff, “test only,” it’s the best gear I’ve tasted in prison so far. I fell asleep about half four and woke at 8 o’clock for “Confere.”

23/07/05
Bournemouth Pinky hadn’t slept and the French guy in the bed under me was moaning because we had disturbed his beauty sleep, tough shit you moaning bastard, we don’t do it all the time, it was Friday, “fuck we had a good night.”
Bournemouth Pinky polished off the Casasha, after lunch we both slept until dinner.

24/07/05
Slow day nothing really happening really Bournemouth Pinky and Guinean Dems went half-half on a phone, in the evening I had a sniff with Stretch & Bournemouth Pinky, talking about big ideas and setting up businesses back home to cover the haulage side of things. Bournemouth Pinky thinks I’m crazy but after talking the numbers through he could see the possibilities so am I crazy? or “do I just need the right medium to exercise my talents?”

25/07/05
I can’t remember what happened.

26/07/05
I’d tried in vain all day to call home for a Moral boost and to see how
everyone is.


27/07/05
Two guards rushed into the cell unexpectedly, finding a phone on Bronx Salino, “which later I’m told by Columbian Alberto, who works with the guards in the offices claimed it as his own and nothing was said or done about it?”
The guards found a second phone under Stretch’s mattress, Stretch was asked who’s it was and he sleepily said he didn’t know, he was asleep and someone stashed it there without him knowing, the guard didn’t believe him and took a pissed off looking Stretch to “Custigo, solidarity,” The Jamaican Adrian was shit stirring and slagging off Jewish Manache saying he should own up to putting the phone there, “not to Jewish Manache’s face though!” Holland Mackie was agreeing with him, Sierra Leone Rover also added “this man hid the phone and ran away!” Polish Rafael said “you know if the Jew went inside he would lose money and would buy himself out” Bournemouth Pinky said “I still can’t get over it;
Stretch has got some bad luck or what?”
I had already spoken to Jewish Manache and he said he would make sure Stretch was looked after and for me to remind him daily to send him cigarettes & weed, I said “that’s cool, is there any way we can get him out quicker?” he said “he’s never seen it go down like this before, it was a strange one, ask Guinean Dems.”
Guinean Dems said that he’ll speak to his boss tomorrow and try and get it sorted ASAP. As far as I’m concerned that’s the best I can do for now.

28/07/05
Spoke to my brother; he reckons that no one is sorting any money out
for me because they all think I’m wasting it on drugs.
As for any drug dealer friends, I’ve got, they won’t pick up the phone to me because I’m in prison and think I am setting them up, so fuck it I ripped up all their numbers and threw them away, bollocks to the people back home that won’t help me. “From now on I’m going on the beg like everyone else.”
Guinean Dems spoke to his boss and nothing can be done until the two guards are back on shift. Nothing is official, there is no paperwork yet.
Jewish Manache kept his word and sent Stretch biscuits and other shit, he’s being pampered nice, his notes said he was cool but cold last night, blanket and shit on the way, take each day as it comes!



29/07/05
Bournemouth Pinky had to wait all day to go to court, for confirmation of his sentence and to talk about his appeal, three to four months for the judge to decide.
Stretch got let out of “Custigo” but only to come and see Pastor John who didn’t bring any money like he said he would, instead he waffled on about Jesus and finally said he phoned and spoke to my dad, that he is ok and that he will call him again before next time he comes.
Stretch and Guinean Dems tried to speak with guards but had no luck. Another cell search and this time a Peru Christian got caught with a phone hidden in his shorts and no “Custigo” problem for him either, he’s in with Columbian Alberto, Bolivian Ceaser and all the grasses.
Went to see the Dr. and got pills for depression and cream for my skin.
Sold the apples and the stuff the pastor brought, now chilling.
Bournemouth Pinky is on about getting some more Casasha, Yes, please    well actually, No! I fell asleep until 11.45 woke up for a sniff
tester and went back to sleep.

30/07/05
Heard nothing from Stretch, Jewish Manache is still sending him stuff so he must be alright.
Italian Enero, Moroccan Ricky’s mate from Agua Santa came sat with me and Bournemouth Pinky, he tried making crack with just coke and water until eventually I showed him how to do it properly.
Bournemouth Pinky and me stayed up drinking and talking about what he should do with his missus, she is seeing another bloke, I told him to call her and ask her to tell him she loves him, if she don’t sound convincing finish it and forget about it but if she convinces him then it don’t matter what she does now, everyone has needs, just pick up the pieces with her when he gets out.

31/07/05
After an all-nighter, I fell asleep at 10:30 this morning watching Formula-1, slept until 17:00, burger & egg for dinner, laid in bed reading, Brazilian DelaRose from Ary Franco got beat and slashed up by his cell, Cell-B-4, the guards walked him past our cell looking like a bloody mess on his way to “Custigo” to join Stretch.


AUGUST 2005

01/08/05
Found out that Brazilian DelaRose was caught stealing one too many
times so they fucked him up, “simple as that, don’t be a thief.”
Stretch sent a note asking for a lighter and some bog roll, Jewish Manache will send it tomorrow, other than that all is well, “time for smoke!”

02/08/05
Called into see the shrink, gave him a load of rubbish, and he gave me some anti-depressants.

03/08/05
Slept the whole day didn’t get up.

04/08/05
First thing this morning after “Confere,” was a loud argument outside in the corridor, turned into one Brazilian guy getting a head butt and a bloody nose, another day in paradise, smoked some joints and went back to sleeping.

05/08/05
Stretch was finally let out of “Custigo,” he ticked a two litre bottle of Casasha, Bournemouth Pinky's not drinking for some reason, Stretch and Holland Mackie drunk up and left me the bottle, everyone in cell had an early night so I lay in bed quietly reading my book and getting pissed on my own until 4ish.

06/08/05
Slept all morning no cigs or joints to keep me going, Brazilian Mardrugga the cleaner dropped the bread for the cell, the lunch food was off, so I’ve had nothing to eat all day.
Bournemouth Pinky, Stretch & I had a drink, Bournemouth Pinky had a sniff and an early night, Holland Mackie has been on the crack with Italian Enero nonstop all night, and I stayed on my bed and finished my book off.


07/08/05
Italian Enero nearly didn’t make it up for “Confere,” Holland Mackie was out cold thirty seconds after the guard had left, Bournemouth Pinky was feeling rough even after his good news of a Western Union, “which got him out of bed early,” couldn’t get his spirits up, I finished the Casasha off and fell asleep until 17:00 food, Stretch cooked it up with spices, everyone has been out cold since, except Stretch and me were waiting for the film to come on at 02:00.

20/08/05
Long time without much happening to report on, spending weekdays reading and sleeping, weekends starting Friday usually Casasha, and a sniff to let my monkey get a little fix and then sleep it off Sunday. “Getting into a loose routine and feeling better for it.”
New arrivals, young kid Charlie from Curacao/Holland same place as Holland Mackie, and American Shamus a Californian.
Holland Charlie and Bournemouth Pinky had some beef at Agua Santa with each other, “some shit over phones,” Bournemouth Pinky got a bucket of water thrown over him apparently, but they are over the tensions and are ok with each other, Friday after having too much to drink Bournemouth Pinky got a cheeky, hard slap on Holland Charlie, “I know Bournemouth Pinky enjoyed doing it.”
Stretch and Jamaican Adrian are on an all-time low, going through the rubbish bin looking for a ball of weed Sierra Leone Rover said he may or may not have thrown away, when they overheard him say it, “disgusting, they went through every bit of sticky shit in that bin like they were looking for diamonds!”

22/08/05
Monday Jewish Manache sorted me out with my money home had kindly sent, I paid Bournemouth Pinky and a few others off, still got Nigerian Chris Canteena to pay but he can wait until the consulate come, if he didn’t wind me up with his bitching I would have paid him sooner.

23/08/05
Prison had a visit from the Mayor, “come for his brown envelope, stuffed with cash in person this time, we’re honoured!” All prisoners were put in the “Quadra,” safely out the way of the windows where we could have shouted things and made the prison look bad. Started to get a sun


tan been out here so long, “I’ve decided I’m going to keep it up every day.”

28/08/05
Bournemouth Pinky got some shelves, a “Fu-gon,” a stove and I made us a wicked curry, then we got pissed and I fell asleep, missed out on chatting up some pussy with Bournemouth Pinky and Bolivian Hector on the phone Jammy bastards!

29/08/05
Sausage stew, power cuts, fucking shitheads in the cell blamed us, bought a pot off Jamaican Adrian but we’re not to tell the Pastor who gave him it.

30/08/05
Spanish Frankie came to us this morning claiming the pot Jamaican Adrian had sold to us he’d also sold to him as well, Bournemouth Pinky made Jamaican Adrian speak to Frankie and we got the pot back.
Quick walk outside and then I was in for a tattoo on my inside left wrist of my artist symbol only cost me R$5 now and R$5 later on, “fucking cool as fuck!”
Stretch and the rest of the groovy gang went to the church to collect their freebie bags of hygiene products to sell in here later for R$3 a bag.
Done some more walking outside then Bournemouth Pinky called me in, he had cooked us steak and onions, Bournemouth Pinky let Jamaican Adrian chip in and join us for dinner, three man sized portions, “wicked!”
Holland Mackie and Stretch are sulking and saying, “Longman’s being a Dick,” why? Because I’ve cut them off by saying, “No” to them for a change and they don’t like it, bastards got used to me giving them all the time, constantly asking, “give me this!” or “can I have that,” freeloading fucks, carry your own habits for a while, I can’t afford to pay for my own addictions right now let alone anyone else’s!
Our fucking heating element shorted out on us today and we got to buy a new one, I was just starting to think maybe it was us that’s been tripping the power, when there was a power cut and it weren’t us because we had been off for hours and the fucking Latino assholes still tried to blame us, when they were the ones really done it, gobby little piss takers.
Man, its hot and sweaty in here tonight like you wouldn’t believe, the
air is thick and just not moving.


Finally, for now, Sierra Leone Rover got his long-awaited parcel from Sierra Leone and sorted everyone out with some packet soup and some rizla's, I appreciate when people do that, I think it was good of him, shows character.
SEPTEMBER 2005 04/09/05
Bournemouth Pinky got us a new heating element and so we been
cooking up our foods and filling our bellies, I got to say now that it kind of feels strange, after doing drugs for so long I think our systems need time to readjust to digesting food before it will behave like normal.

08/09/05
Had a litre of Casasha to myself a chilling night.

09/09/05
Was given half a litre of Casasha for “FREE!” Bournemouth Pinky got us another on top of that and then he had to have a sniff, I’m still doing good and saying no.
Nigerian Chris Canteena opposite and the French guy underneath came complaining about our volume; Nigerian Chris Canteena s gave in and walked away when the French guy Laurent ended up joining us for a drink, took the wind out of Nigerian Chris Canteena’s sails nicely. Told him, “who we disturbing, just him, well fuck off, who the fuck he thinks he is?” tell me to be quiet when he wakes me up every fucking morning, blaring shitty Brazilian music and singing his fat arse off like a little girl, “this is why I ain’t rushing to pay him back, he’s a cock. He should learn to shut his mouth and stop pissing me off!”

11/09/05
Today Bournemouth Pinky has been feeling rough had to shake him hard and encourage him to wake in time for “Confere,” after the guards left he had another sniff then went back to sleep again on and off all day long, his longest spell awake was at dinner time 17:00 until “Confere,” at 18:00 then sleep knocked out.
I managed to build a shelf, do some light exercise, have a shower and
tidy up, not bad considering I was pissed as fuck last night, “till next time!”


12/09/05
I’ve been eating well all week, instead of feeling the benefits of it I just
feel full of shit.
Bournemouth Pinky is trying to give up smoking cigarettes; in here
it’s fucking difficult because it’s full of smoke, smokers and cheap cigs!

15/09/05
By this evening Bournemouth Pinky’s not smoking has now changed
to cutting down instead.
Been listening to Nigerian Chris Canteena all week talking shit about me and slagging me off, “fuck him,” we worked out that he ripped Bournemouth Pinky off on his bill as well; Bournemouth Pinky will only use cash with him from now on.

16/09/05
German Manfred arrived in here from Agua Santa today, after a friendly welcome, he looked around the cell and said “Fuck!” Big family here now from Cell-A-1.
International calls are fucked up again but managed to send a few texts to my dad who told me a crazy mate is coming to Brazil and to text him, which I did and he replied that he’ll be here for Carnival in February and can he buy the Governor off to get us out, “joke.”

17/09/05
Got four kilos of beef for R$30 and after cutting it up and selling it on we ended up eating for “FREE!”
Next mission is to sell a Sony B&W TV for Bournemouth Pinky, he got it for R$60 and wants to get R$100 for it, it’s worth R$130ish so I’ll try.
Other than that, the sunshine is wicked, all is good except for the bugs and the prisoner B.O suck.

18/09/05
Bournemouth Pinky was still stuck with the TV, after I went around trying to sell it; the old owner came back and had a word with Bournemouth Pinky, he wants to buy it back for R$100.
Visit by Pastor John, got some free apples, delicious. Reading, eating and exercising are going well.


Nigerian Chris canteena has fucked himself up, he is owed R$5600 and is out of money, Ha! Ha! Teach him mother fucker.
Bournemouth Pinky and Jamaican Adrian woke me up arguing over fucking newspapers this morning, Jamaican Adrian saying, “I gave em to you,” Bournemouth Pinky saying, “I gave em to Longman,” and me saying “I sold em, so fuck off!” I hadn’t, I didn’t know what they were on about, but they woke me up for bullshit, they nearly got into a fight over newspapers, it was ridiculous.
Polish Raf and Spanish Pete have slid further downhill and are now injecting the heroin and looking like shit for it.
My old late night film buddy German Manny is still getting used to the place.
In the evening had chicken satay followed by one litre of Casasha and fell asleep early.
Feeling good in myself don’t feel like doing any drugs, going to write
some letters home because I got three stamps off the Pastor.

19/09/05
Got to text home for a Western Union number today at some point.

20/09/05
Visit from a load of sexy, female law students today, all suited and high heeled up, “they were paraded,” I mean escorted around by the guards, fuck knows why they bring them in here, they looked and smelled great though, I had to say hello to them couldn’t help myself and was rewarded with some smiles, “no phone numbers though!” Bournemouth Pinky joined in but couldn’t remember his phone number so we won’t be getting any second dates. Ha!

21/09/05
Got reply from home the money is on its way, if I can sort out one more Western Union from somebody then I might finally be out of debt for once, fingers crossed.
Guinean Dems had a heated argument with the two leaders of the religious cult that are in our cell, they offended his Muslim beliefs and he told them not to talk about what they don’t know, these crazy fuckers are a nuisance they scream and shout, going around perform baptisms and exorcisms, “Si, Si, Si,” at all hours and all sorts of Jerry Springer escapades,


every day at 7ish they all put chairs in the isle and start having a sermon,
the bane of everyone in the cell. “Gloria, Gloria, Gloria Deus”
Stretch has this crazy idea he can get away with paying Nigerian Chris Canteena R$100 instead of the R$400 that he owes him. Don’t know if I should talk him out of it or leave him to it? I plan on giving him R$300 and use R$100 to buy cigs via the consulate. In the end told Stretch about using the consulate to buy things?

23/09/05
Had a load of Casasha with Bournemouth Pinky and we ate a wicked Bolognese.
Paraguay Wilson and Bolivian Hector had a punch up, Paraguay Wilson shouting names and Bolivian Hector shouting “Vi, Vi, come on, come on” funny as fuck, couple of old bastards who forgot their ages, adrenaline got the better of them, wildly swinging punches, proper going for it, the pair of them wanting to carry on when their fight was broken up, they agreed to stop disturbing the cell and carry on outside tomorrow.

24/09/05
Had to laugh at Paraguay Wilson and Bolivian Hector, when they got up this morning they both looked like shit, all stiff and aching after last nights’ adrenaline had worn off, they had time to think about it, instead of fighting, they shook hands.
American Shamus scared the shit out of himself today, while boiling a bucket of water next to his downstairs bed, using a water heater, he somehow managed to knock the bare wires out of the dodgy prison socket and created an electrical fire, when I looked down the cell to see what all the commotion was, there were six-foot-long, yellow and blue, shooting sparks bouncing around all over the place, the knocked over water creeping along the floor made for some near deaths.
I will never forget in my life seeing six-foot-four, American Shamus come smashing through the papier-mâché side of his bed with a huge, arching spark snapping at his arse, his usually combed flat afro hair standing straight up on end, a petrified look on his face, he was still shaking and babbling on for a good forty-five minutes afterwards, brilliant entertainment for the day, “depending how you look at it!”


25/09/05
Drawing pictures for Polish Ads again and this time I’m getting paid for them on Thursday, same time home is meant to be sending a Western Union for me.
The TV Bournemouth Pinky had he has still got but the guy is meant to be sorting a job for him or something tomorrow.
I’ve been eating like a pig all week, “getting fat,” another week is over for us, I’m going to take a cold shower, have a cup of mint tea and then watch the late-night films on somebody’s T.V with my buddy German Manfred.

27/09/05
Been raining hard all day yesterday and today, I’m feeling like shit, I’ve got no energy, I just loaded myself up on Amytrill & Levozine see if they make a difference.
Cleaned up on the “Dharma, Checkers, Draughts” though so my brain is sort of working, forgot to say on Thursday last week Holland Macky got a job working at the Infirmary, thinks he will start getting remission.
Today Bournemouth Pinky confirmed that only if you pay the guards R$200 can you get time off your sentence, the guards let you work but don’t do the paperwork, instead they sell your remission to others, “you see how it’s a fucking scam?”

30/09/05
The Spanish consulate came with the money for the Spanish prisoners Pete, Sergio and Pedro, “all heroin addicts,” all of them owed out more than they received in, Pete and Sergio had to pay all their money to Brazilian Nava the Hells Angel Cage fighter with cauliflower ears, “he made sure he was right there before everyone else to collect his money,” everyone else they owed was out of luck and on their cases wondering why they hadn’t been paid.
Spanish Pedro the smart old fucker collected his money and went to solitary confinement rather than pay his debts, he was last seen ordering R$50 heroin for himself and ain’t coming back for shit, he owes over a R$1000 to Nigerian Chris Canteena and fuck knows how much more to everyone else.
Funny day, great people in here, real stand up guys, “NOT!”


OCTOBER 2005

01/10/05
The sun came out and I went to the “Quadra,” for a nice bit of sunbathing and walking. home kindly sent a Western Union, “Happy days.”

02/10/05
Today one of my cousin’s text me so now I’ve got her number for when I’ve got credit.
Time is passing, Peruvian John Raul got himself pissed and was singing and dancing around, acting the fool for laughs and having a good time, then next minute he was causing shit, smashing a fan and giving Angolan Kabral a load of shit, “funny as fuck, little man syndrome!”
Ending the night with four playboy mags’ (in Polish) not my choice in
mags but this is prison and beggars can’t be choosers.

03/10/05
The sun came out for some excellent sunbathing today; it’s the best
thing about being in prison in Brazil.

04/10/05
I’m getting a nice tan, today was even hotter than yesterday.
Stretch went to see the women in “social” to see about getting a visit from his dad, “which is now only nine days away,” and surprise, surprise he had left it too long and now it’s too late to sort any special arrangements, “we all told him to speak to the prison about it three months ago when he first heard about it but he never bothered,” so now the dick head blames the consulate for not doing anything, his Dad confirmed with the consulate three weeks ago that he was coming but as usual they did nothing, we already know they are fucking useless so what did Stretch expect?
Today I phoned the consulate office and was told that they are both on holiday for another two weeks, “working hard again I see,” so fuck knows when we will be getting our much-needed money off them.
I’ve got designs to make for the tattooist R$10 each.


05/10/05
Cloudy, miserable day confirmed the Western Union from home and finished the pictures for the tattooist.

06/10/05
Cloudy still today, ain’t been able to get on the phones to call my dad,
too many others on the phones in here, I’ll try again later.
Last night at 02:30 in the morning, a seventy years old Brazilian man started having chest pains and a racing heart in the opposite cell, it took over an hour to get hold of the guards and another half hour for them to come and take him to hospital, “fucking disgusting,” it’s the third time someone been really sick in here and it’s taken ages for the guards to respond, before one guy had an epileptic fit on a stove and burnt the fuck out of himself, the second guy had an allergic reaction or something and swelled up like a balloon and couldn’t breathe in all cases the guards were useless. “Here is no place to get sick!”
Phoned and spoke to my dad everything is cool at home got cut off
and couldn’t reconnect bit of a bummer but never mind.
Big tall Brazilian called Gancha in Cell-B-7 started beating on a tall, skinny, crazy guy, “who should be in a mental hospital,” in the end the guards came and took the crazy guy to Seguru/ solitary, how does that work?

07/10/05
Played ninety games of Dharma with Jamaican Adrian back to back and then sat chatting with American Shamus who recons he’s personally trafficked forty-nine times out of Brazil to Africa where he works with Nigerians shipping all over the world and was about to move a ton load before he got busted and got an eight years’ sentence here. He wants to work together afterwards, which is good for me if I still stay in the game. Finished the night with a drink and smoke with Columbian Bruho,
crazy, old fuck but he’s cool.

08/10/05
Outside sunbathing all day long, did loads of walking broken up with lots of cold showers.
In the evening after “Confere,” old Nigerian Michael came to me demanding money for Facina/cleaning, told him not to worry I’ll borrow it off Bournemouth Pinky and pay it later but that wasn’t good enough for


the little prick, he went into one, trying to make an issue out of it “this is unacceptable, when will you have the money?” I’m bored of this little man, he doesn’t seem to realise I could snap him like a twig, I just sat on the step and let him get on with it, he didn’t like me ignoring him and that annoyed him even more. He annoys the hell out of me acts like he’s in charge of the whole cell and speaks to me like a piece of shit so he can go fuck himself.
Sierra Leone Rover came over and started giving me a speech about why I shouldn’t argue over R$1, he doesn’t see how the man winds me up, anyway Sierra Leone Rover paid the R$1 for me which was cool.

09/10/05
Clouded over, pretty boring day, highlight being the film Gladiator.

10/10/05
Woke up at 07:00 to the sounds of everyone packing their things up ready for a cell search, funny as fuck watching all these people who think they are big and clever because they have lots of unnecessary things in prison struggle to carry all their stuff out, pointless search, the stuff wasn’t even searched.
When we came back in though most of the beds had been ransacked and smashed to pieces by the guards looking for phones and contraband! Ha! Really they are just periodically smashing the place up to try and demoralize us.

11/10/05
Still cloudy with patches of sun, after “Confere,” had my “FREE!” bread and coffee and went back to sleep, I was woken with a “senya” which said the consulate were here, thinking it was my prisoners abroad money I nearly ran there, but it was just Pastor John with some stamps, apples, envelopes and writing paper, should be grateful but I was disappointed, we had a little chat to see how I was and then I snuck off to see the women at social, spoke to a cute little Brazilian called Sylvania who speaks a little English and blushes nicely when I flirt with her, I’ll think of some more reasons to go back there as much as possible, time to read my book.


12/10/05
Sunny as fuck, good day, Spanish Frankie was set free after doing three years three months inside, only a little over his supposed two years eight month, “two third rule,” at least he has gone, I keep telling everyone to expect to do their full sentence and then if they are freed any time before that date then it is a bonus, I think it’s a better way of looking at it, rather than stress out “why ain’t I gone home yet?” Like Spanish Frankie and a lot of others do, every time he thought he was going free since the two years eight months’ date went past made him happy, only to then be smashed down again by having to do yet one more night in prison with an uncertain future ahead!

13/10/05
Found out today that our Prisoners Abroad money that we’ve been waiting for has been here since 03/10/05, “nice of the consulate to let us know when it got here,” the dumb bastards left it again without telling us it was here, what are they playing at, fucking useless, I hate them.
Stretch got the Brazilian Nava Hells Angel to get our money out of Valores for us R$390 each, minus a bribe to the guard. I paid Nigerian Chris Canteena R$300 still owe him R$422, I’m sure the bastard has added on it R$150, fuck it!
Had a smoke and chilled in the sun with Stretch, going to get a cake/bolo in a bit and enjoy the rest of the day.
Finished the night by drinking hot chocolate with Guinean Dems, German Manfred begged Dems for some and then took the piss filling his whole cup up, “greedy bastard.”

14/10/05
Brought bread, cheese, tomatoes & ham, had sandwiches for the first time in years with Bournemouth Pinky.
I went to visit the social again to try and get out into the craft shed with Polish Ads and the rest of the arty people, “any excuse to say hello and flirt with Brazilian Sylvania.”
Since I got back been watching Brazilian Edmilson go crazy after getting the sad news that his daughter is dead, poor bastard has been walking the corridor ranting and raving and ripping up her letters which I’m sure he will regret later. “hard to watch, very distressing.”
I’m waiting for a beer that’s coming later and chilling, little Holland
Charlie looks like he is following the heroin path, Stretch nearly had a fight


with pussy Spanish Pete, funny as fuck, “could have picked a tougher opponent,” Polish Raf calls Pete a masochist, says he is always getting beat up, must like the pain or he would learn to shut his mouth, ha!

16/10/05
Boring day, boring night waiting on a text is the high point of my day, maybe the consulate will come tomorrow or Tuesday, “will liven things up!”

17/10/05
Early morning start, after bread & coffee it was too hot & sticky to stay in bed so I showered and went for a walk.
Stretch was on his bed waiting for 13:00 when his dad would get here, he was gone until after 16:00, Stretch’s dad brought my trackies bottoms, Tommy Hilfiger t-shirt from the consulate for me and lots of T-shirts & shits of Stretch’s. I borrowed some money off Bournemouth Pinky and sat waiting for it to get cool enough to sleep.

18/10/05
Cloudy day, oppressive mood, coolness makes a nice change though, no call from the girls at social about being allowed out to draw with Polish Ads in the workshop.

20/10/05
Stretch’s dad visited again. Polish Ads came with me to see the girls about me getting into workshop with him.

23/10/05
Productive day phoned home spoke to my dad, brother, granddad as well as some close family friends, all of them wish their best.

24/10/05
Didn’t sleep last night it was too hot, missed lunch because I slept.
A large group of prisoners are in the canteen watching a pirate DVD on projector brought in by guards, Constantine with Keanu Reeves.
Went social, apparently, I’m up next to get in the workshop, “Yes!”
Stretch saw his dad for the last time; somehow his dad got my bulldog belt buckle back for me, I thought the guards nicked it off me in Agua Santa. “well impressed, good omen!


Bournemouth Pinky told me that he’s got his appeal hearing on
Thursday, be interesting to see what happens to him.

25/10/05
Consulate finally showed up, first they spoke with Bournemouth Pinky for half hour while me and Stretch chatted up the birds at social, then when Bournemouth Pinky came out Stretch jumped in front of me and was another twenty minutes, when I got in there I asked them about the two-thirds law on sentence’s in Brazil, they said they can’t see why it won’t apply to us and that they always get British Prisoners home on time, “yeah right, like who and why ain’t no prisoners got any memory of it,” they said they will ask a public defender to ask the judge to look into the status of our case and get back to us, “when? I don’t know,” got R$71 worth of vitamins.

26/10/05
Yesterday a Russian called Roman arrived, seems ok to talk to, balding, middle aged body builder.

27/10/05
Can’t remember properly, I got a numb hand, metal taste in my mouth, felt sick for few hours then it felt like I was having a stroke, my face went numb and had diarrhea.

28/10/05
Had a beer, big Angolan Gill had two watches stolen R$1000 each and is not happy.
Thunder and lightning storm knocked out our electric until the early hours, cool light show in the sky though.

29/10/05
In the morning with Holland Mackie smoked a spliff outside, under the concrete shelter watching the rain and slowly waking up.
In the evening sat reading magazines that my cousin sent me, going to write her a letter later.

30/10/05
Boring cold day highlight being a punch thrown by Polish Raf which knocked Angolan Kabral out. They had both had a drink and got into a


scuffle, Polish Raf says he didn’t want to fight but Angolan Kabral tried to head butt him so he knocked him out clean, then everyone in here attacked Polish Raf for acting like a dick, Brazilian Nava Hells Angel pushed Polish Raf around a bit in front of everyone and then had a private word with him in the toilet.
Spanish Sergio tried to re- start the trouble in the morning by mouthing off at Polish Raf and trying to get supporters against him but nothing came of it.
NOVEMBER 2005 21/11/05
It’s been a really long time since I wrote anything, reason being it’s been boring as fuck, sunbathing and eating away the time, sorting my head out and taking it easy.
Yesterday was one of them days Peru John Raul got pissed and started shit with young Spanish Pete, Polish Raf got drunk, smoked crack, got wasted and was going to start a fight with Spanish Sergio, but nothing came of it, “Sergio came into some money and has actually paid me my R$34 he’s owed me for months!”
Anyway today was a cool day until I went to take my food, normally I take one back to my bed and then come back to wait until the end where they give out any extra to anyone who wants one, when I took my second food at the end, a Brazilian canteena thought I took it without permission and started shouting shit at me and threw a food at my face, I moved my head to the side and it just missed me, hitting the next guy in line behind me waiting for an extra food, I said to the arsehole in English “who the fuck do you think you are?”
I reached over the counter, picked up a food and smashed it straight in his face like a custard pie, I called him out to fight, as he came round from behind the counter I took off my flip flops ready for him and he ran off back to his cell, I thought he had chickened out and started walking back to my cell, a couple of seconds later he was back with a eighteen-inch metal shiv running towards me, I had a split second to think, “fight or Flight?” I heard the guards coming through the gate of the canteen for “confrere,” fuck it, “Run,”
I ran towards the guard’s top speed and was going to jump through the serving hatch as I felt the blade slashing and missing at my back, I slipped on the wet, tiled floor, “fucking flip-flops,” skidding into the wall,


wincing, waiting for the cut and the pain, instead the Brazilian came crashing over the top of me, falling on, bending and dropping his weapon, I got to my feet and tried to compose myself as best as possible, when the Brazilian seen the guards he hid the knife in his T-Shirt and run off, I walked back to my cell with Stretch, Polish Raf and Holland Mackie, “very carefully, past matey’s cell.”
This morning I went with Guinean Dems to go see the Brazilian from yesterday in his bed space, he said sorry he didn’t know I had permission, he overacted, fuckin lucky we in prison outside he would now be dead, cunt slashed my back and nearly fuckin killed me for a canteen of food, in here no way I can retaliate without getting the rest of the Brazilians on my arse, phoned my brothers at home today, they said to kill the cunt, “nice,” wish I could, too much prison politics.

23/10/5
Got a parcel from home, lots of goodies, all the different nationalities are getting called to classification and are being asked if they want transferring home to finish their sentences or to stay here, good for German Manfred whose time here counts as three times more in Germany, so he would go free, but there is no benefit that I can see for us.
Brazilians are restless trying to pick fights with the “Gringos,” dangerous place in right now, home kindly sent me some money. Have to use the phone later.

24/11/05
My birthday today, dossed quietly for a change and it was cool listening to all the different ways people say happy birthday.

29/11/05
Three transfers from Agua Santa, Domingo a Spanish fisherman who arrived just before I left Cell-A-1, “he’s also artist and keeps a diary,” Alex an English-speaking Columbian I don’t know and another little guy I recognise from Agua Santa, all of them seem pretty cool.

30/11/05
Done some washing, enjoying the weather, ate chicken curry with Bournemouth Pinky and Holland Mackie watched young Holland Charlie


cutting Spanish Domingo's hair and fuck it right up, making it worse and worse until another guy stepped in and rescued him, funny as fuck.
Sent Christmas cards off to my Nan, wrote here a nice message. Forgot to write in that I spoke to loads of people on the phone for my birthday, “which was cool.”
Stretch got a chocolate parcel sent, “didn’t share none,” hot and sticky night, stood smoking with Brazilian Marcily watching the Count of Monty Cristo movie on TV.
Now writing this up, I’m getting slack on this diary, I’m sure!!
DECEMBER 2005 07/12/05
Started work in the craft workshop with Polish Ads making
Pyrography Maps and anything else I want.

10/12/05
Knife fight in here this morning, some Brazilian big mouth from Cell- B-5 causing shit with Brazilian Hell’s Angel Nava, Gringos are reporting having problems with this guy and his mates causing problems with the guards over work privileges.

11/12/05
My little bro’s birthday, fifteen-years old, phoned to wish him happy birthday.

13/12/05
I hear an unconfirmed rumor that there will be transfers to Niteroi prison on Friday; the prisoners who work in classification are being secretive and uninformative.

14/12/05
Sierra Leone Rover and German Manfred are telling everyone that Guinean Dems and Angolan Oswaldo have told them fourteen people are being transferred on Friday, and that they and Polish Raf and Chris, Italians Enero, Max, Dominico, Greek Tony, Portuguese Gill, Columbian Bruho, Paraguay Wilson, Jamaican Adrian and Holland Mackie are on the Provisional list for transfer.


Bed swapping going on as this lot make last minute deals, Bournemouth Pinky brought Greek Tony’s bottom bed so I now got an empty space next to me.

15/12/05
Went to the workshop carried on making a carving of a woman but
didn’t feel in the mood for it. Came back and done my washing.
Uncertain air in here as everyone is on about transfers, no one knows
for sure what’s happening until tomorrow. “Hungry like fuck man.”

16/12/05
Went to the workshop as usual, Polish Ads left me with the keys because he was off doing something else, I was pretty much alone till a Brazilian told me that Gringos were transferring.
I locked up and went to say goodbye to Polish Raf, Holland Mackie and Jamaican Adrian all the others had gone, Polish Chris, Italian Max, Greek Tony, German Manfred, French Laurent and Gill Portuguese went free.
At “Confere,” Polish Ads was missing from the cell, turned out he had complained of chest pains and went hospital came back at 11ish gave me Polish Raff’s old fan so I’m set up nice.
Italian Enero had me help blow up balloons for the party tomorrow and paid me R$5 to draw a picture on each one.

17/11/05
Early start everyone taking bedding out to get a good spot when they get their visits, Spanish Domingo was sorting out a hooker for him and Holland Charlie but only got one for himself in the end, Holland Charlie spent the rest of the day sulking on his bed.
Lots of free, fizzy drinks and cakes for everyone inside the prison, Brazilians are in a party mood.
Guinean Dems and Angolan Oswaldo sneaked outside without tickets and got put in Custigo, funny as fuck because they thought the guards would let them get away with it.
Relaxing in the evening was difficult, everyone is in good spirits it’s just
hot as fuck.

18/12/05
Ocean’s Eleven and Incredible Hulk films on TV, slow day.



19/12/05
Working with Polish Ads, used the telephone to speak to my family and went to a wedding in the chapel, poor Brazilian fuck got his missus pregnant and was doing the honorable thing.
Monday night hot and sticky, gave this diary to America Shamus who stayed up till 05:00 reading it and wanted to wake me up to tell me how much he enjoyed it.

20/12/05
Guinean Dems and Angolan Oswaldo “ass kissed” their way out of Custigo and both were distressed from the ordeal, Guinean Dems saying, “I couldn’t take a shit in that place, no way, it was too disgusting, I would have held it for twenty days if I had to.” he said he had a new respect for Stretch doing ten days in there.

21/12/05
Xmas is coming, not got anything, can’t make calls home, can’t buy food, drink nothing and the guards have shut the water off ALL DAY except for one half hour period, “dehydrating in the heat,” the bugs are biting hard, American Shamus get some books from his consulate, including a horoscope book I used to check our signs and they both 85% 90% correct. “Stretch loved it.”

22/12/05
Woke early or more like I couldn’t sleep, too hot and sweaty and still no fucking water to drink or have a wash with. At 09:15 until 09:30 the water came on so I had a quick wash and fill up a bottle for drinking water thorough the day.
Went to the workshop with Polish Ads, making his frames for the maps, doing good and giving him new ideas, came back at lunch still no water, went again, came back checked again, no water still. “dying in the heat!”
When it clouded over and a storm began it was like it happened especially for us, loads of us went out to cool off, we took soap and washed in the rain as it overflowed from the gutters. “relief!”
Back inside I discovered that the motor in my fan was fucked, stopped working, I pawned pieces for R$5, I’ve got to get a new one asap, it’s too hot without one.


My bunk is the last one before the wall, there is a six-inch gap at the side of my bed, before the “Confere,” the three fatties off the cell Nigerian Chris, Columbian Bruho, and Jewish Manache were betting each other R$5 to see who could squeeze through the gap, they were laughing their heads off the only one who could fit was Nigerian Chris because he could suck himself flat and fit without difficulty, “three bored fat men passing the time inside.”

23/12/05
“Hooray!” the troth in the bathroom was full of water and the taps are running at full power and there’s pressure in the shower, I’m off for a wash.
Carving frames for Polish Ads's maps going well, “having fun at least.” He put two maps up for sale in here at R$120 each, he got ripped off by the prison director who was supposed to buy a large map for R$400 but when Polish Ads gave it to him the director took it and never paid a cent.

24/12/05
Christmas eve, “jingle bells,” kind of depressing day, sat on my bed watching the faces of the cell as they get into their little groups, making food, having a drink and trying to act friendly with each other in the hope of feeling some Christmas spirit.
Spanish Jose gave me a huge cup of Casasha and later some sweet and
sour pork and chicken dish he’d been making.
In the evening, nobody really took any of the prison food or grill pork, so I took advantage of the extras and managed so score fifteen canteena’s for myself and filled my belly nicely for the evening not knowing when the next chance would be.
After “Confere,” American Shamus gave me another big cup of Casasha and we stood drinking and talking about these two Peruvian transvestites’ he had seen at Agua Santa, apparently they were selling blow jobs and their arses to “too many people to count,” American Shamus said it was fucking dirty how they were going around, “think about the diseases,” he said Holland Charlie , Italians Max and Enero, South African Jean, Spanish Domingo and Adi, loads of others, “they all had a go, dirty bastards!” Nigerian Charlie overhearing our conversation and joining in with an eye witness account confirmed it to be, as he put it, “nastiness, complete, total, absolute, NASTINESS,” he had me in stitches.


I was enjoying a few more “Casasha’s” and a couple of joints with Columbian Bruho, when a cat fight broke out between Stretch and Holland Charlie, both of them pissed, “handbags at ten paces!” Midnight Merry Christmas’s, hugs and handshakes. “Feliz Natal!”

25/12/05
Christmas day, “Merry Christmas! Ba humbug!” American Shamus has been puking his guts up from drinking too much Casasha last night, I can see him from my bed, “unfortunately,” as I’ve been drifting in and out of sleep, laughing to myself as he’s got that look on his face like he’s regretting it. “never again!”
Polish Ads tapped me on the foot during the night pointing at American Shamus and saying, “He no professional,” Polish Ads hasn’t had a drink for two weeks and is enjoying not looking like the rest of us zombies who look sorry for themselves or are sleeping it off.

27/12/05
Back to working with Polish Ads in the day time and floating between Bournemouth Pinky, American Shamus, Polish Ads and Nigerian Charlie in the evening.

28/12/05
Polish Ads is always on about big ideas when we get out he say he spoke with Polish Chris and Raf before but they got no imagination, couldn’t sleep at night got parcel from home loads of drawing material.
Had a piss at 04:00 in the morning seen Stretch getting wasted on crack with Bronx Salino, Italian Enero and Spanish Sergio.

29/12/05
Stretch was fucked out of his face in the morning from smoking R$25 of crack, he was emotional and crying like a baby, wanting me to listen to his melodrama’s, “fuck that,” I went to work with Polish Ads to keep out of the way.
I came back and was told that Bournemouth Pinky and Stretch had gone to see Pastor John and that Stretch had lost my “senya” because he’s walking around like a spaced-out zombie, blagged my way past the guards and was able to see Pastor John, watched Stretch break down crying his heart out to the unlucky Pastor. All of this before midday and Stretch is


going back to sleep. Bournemouth Pinky was pissing himself laughing at Stretch.
Everyone in the cell kept pulling me to one side telling me that I should have a talk with Stretch, I told them that I wasn’t going to, last time he told me, “I’m not his big brother and to leave him alone,” so crack on, leave him to it.

30/12/05
Big cell search was carried out of the cells while I was at the workshop, the guards are trying to fuck up New Years for everyone.
Loads of people seem to be smoking crack again in here; “I’m fuckin sick of the smell of that shit.”

31/12/05
All the faces in here getting into their little groups for eating and drinking again, I ate with Bolivian Hector and Bournemouth Pinky.
Columbian Bruho and the Spanish have been getting pissed up and are singing and dancing.
It’s uncomfortably hot, mosquitoes are biting, fireworks are going off all over Rio and we can see them in the sky, two million people are out on the beach partying for one of the largest “FREE!” celebrations on the planet.
Midnight, “Happy New Year,” handshakes all round, I’m sat on my bed writing this and trying to work out who is false and who is genuine as they wish you Happy New Year, looking you in the eye or not, “too many of them are false.”
Fuck this shit, what’s to celebrate, 2006 is going to be as wank as 2005
for us.












2006
JANUARY 2006 03/01/06
Just read back what I wrote over Christmas, guess it wasn’t so happy, it hasn’t been as bad as it reads.
Russian Roman has been putting in his money with ours for me to cook him and Stretch food, I’ve been watching Russian Roman for a while, I don’t think he can cook and is sick of the taste of the rice and beans, unless you spice it up its fuckin bland.
Went back to the workshop today Polish Ads is all blocked up with flu and looks contagious, Stretch seems ok, neither of us have heard from home which is a bummer.
Bronx Salino is still selling the crack in here, Spanish Adi and Holland Charlie have both finished all their money on it and are waiting for more from their families, so they can carry on smoking before it runs out, “History repeats, Dicks!”
Spanish Sergio is selling his belongings to raise money to fund his crack habit, Spanish Domingo and Italian Enero are smoking none stop day and night, fuck knows who else is hiding in their beds smoking this shit, Bournemouth Pinky is being offish of late and I don’t see much of him since he moved to his new bed, he is getting in there with Guinean Dems, Turkish Erdish and Lebanese Hassan, “he don’t have much time for little old me anymore,” maybe I’m at work all day and that’s it, I couldn’t give
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a flying fuck, people come people go, “I’m still happy doing my own thing,
same as always.”
Nearly forgot, Sierra Leone Rover managed to lose his job at the school, silly old fool wrote his resignation and handed it in, “Where it was quickly excepted,” he resigned because he had been told by his, “Secret,” source that he was on the transfer list of the group that just left, turned out his “Secret,” source wasn’t too good because he jumped the gun fucked himself out of his job and they wouldn’t take him back. Sierra Leone Rover also got a Christmas card from Brazilian President Lula, “His office staff anyway,” he got it because he wrote a seven-page long letter begging for clemency and/or pardon, “we wait and see folks,” dream world is obliviously Sierra Leone Rover’s hiding place from the big scary real world it seems. “he’s treating the card like a knighthood!”

05/01/06
My brother’s birthday back home, sorry bro missed it again; all I could
do was text best wishes to you.

08/01/06
Crazy talks with Polish Ads of all the ways he’s trafficked in the past, he says he wants to lead me like a horse, we will see, I like being my own man.
Home kindly sent a Western Union on Friday.

11/01/06
Still no money out of Jewish Manache he says the women on the street
hasn’t been to check it yet, have to wait.
The consulate still hasn’t sent the prisoners abroad money, when I spoke to Murrilo he said he hasn’t spoken to our lawyer even though I asked him to over three months ago.
Bournemouth Pinky’s lawyer Ismail confirmed to Bournemouth Pinky that this new law everyone is raving about is going to happen and that we first-time drug traffickers will only have to serve one-third of our sentences, “I’ll believe it when I see it,”
Evening, just chilling, drawing, writing letters and watching this lot in here fuck themselves up on crack, unfortunately Stretch is with them, “weak fools,” I’m sick of the fuckin drugs and the people who got no control of it.
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Jewish Manache gave me my money but it’s easy come easy go as I
have to pay it all out to the people I owe.

12/01/06
Money cleared at R$170 for £50, lazy day with some weight lifting off my mind, looking forward to using some money I kept back to make some pictures frames and canvas for myself.

13/01/06
Disaster day I gave up making the frames because I couldn’t get a stapler and so had to cut and bend nails, “bollocks to that,” it’s long winded, my money’s burning a hole in my pocket so I’m going to get a litre of Casasha and get pissed with American Shamus.

14/01/06
Somehow American Shamus volunteered to cut the nails for me, I talked him into it by saying it would be good exercise for him, I then got Brazilian Mardrugga to make the frames for me so I just got to paint them with Primer and then they’re ready to go, “all good.”

15/01/06
Fuck me either the Casasha or the liver I consumed was bad, I was up and down to the toilet every five-minutes, being sick somewhere between fifteen to twenty times, that was until Nigerian De-De, “of all people,” gave me some pills to stop me hurling, fuckin mental, left me with a monster headache.

16/01/06
Frames are moving along nice, painted my first landscape and it looks good, going to make a few to sell on display in here and see what happens.

17/01/06
Waited at the church for a “FREE!” soap and to ask the Irish Pastor to get me some acrylic paint for Primer, see if I can get some commissions off him to.

18/01/06
Painting going good, Polish Ads is making benches and selling them R$20 a pop, making one a day, and the crazy bastard has me helping him


stash his beer brewery in my workbench, I’ve got one hundred bottles a time fermenting inside, “ha funny as fuck,” if we get paid/busted which ever happens first.
Called home spoke to dad everything ok – good news for me plane ticket he will buy for me when I need it just tell him.

19/01/06
Stretch phoned consulate the secretary said they will be out all day don’t know where they are! And then they turned up here Murrilo and Andy Coles replacement Laura something or other, Bournemouth Pinky went first then Stretch and me together, I let Stretch talk to them I just sat there waiting for it to be over, thank you goodbye for three more months, collected our prisoners abroad money R$366 less R$15 for the functionario, I paid Nigerian Chris Canteena R$200 taking my bill down to R$222 paid a few other people then sat reading Newspapers and magazines the consulate brought.

20/01/06
Got two small pictures painted and one big one on the way, relaxing but it’s hot and I still feel ill, coughing, flem, snot, ear wax, fucking hearing keeps going on and off.

22/01/06
Pretty boring day until late in the evening when I was squatting down watching big brother Brazil outside Guinean Dems’s bed space, from out of nowhere Columbian Nicolas decides to be a prick and says that I’m taking up too much floor space and wants me to move for him, “there was plenty of room to pass behind me, he was just being arrogant, and ignorant,” I told him, “go round and to stop being awkward,” he shouted “MOVE!,” I said “fuck you, fuck off,” and the idiot went too far and pushed me so I fell back on my hand, I sprung up and uppercut him straight in the chin, he had a shocked look in his face, so I kept chain punching him in the face, forcing him backwards, then the pussy had an adrenaline rush “grew some balls,” and tried attacking me with left and right girly swinging punches but they didn’t do shit, Columbian Bruho and Bolivian Hector broke it up, just as I clocked Columbian Nicolas in the mouth again. The guy is a little prick who was having a bad day and took it out on the wrong person that night, fuck I really want to beat him up even worse now to teach him a proper lesson, “fuck it ain’t worth it.”



23/01/06
The water was meant to go off but instead the electric did, it’s been going on and off all day and its hot with no ventilators to keep us cool, where dying in here roasting alive.

24/01/06
Finished the big picture I was painting, now starting another small one, going to go see about using a phone, after waiting all day nothing for the phone, all lines are down, might have something to do with the electrics still going on and off.
In the evening learned a new trick for cleaning blocked ears, never done it before, American Shamus said it was ok to do so I thought fuck it lets try some Californian medicine and would you believe it, it actually worked and I don’t think I heard so well in a long time.

25/01/06
Sat outside in the prison grounds trying to get Brazilians on a visit to buy my pictures, don’t really intend to sell any but it’s nice to sit in the fresh air and enjoy a sort of freedom, by the end of it didn’t sell any, had loads of fake promises from people interested but only looking.

26/01/06
Electric off up until 20:20 but it not so hot, the guards kindly left the gates open to the yard until late so we enjoyed an evening walk in the fresh air.
Trying to buy a fan for R$15 have to wait until tomorrow but I’ll get
something. Still no phones, lines still down.

27/01/06
Borrowed the money from Bournemouth Pinky to buy my fan, a grand total of R$17 and then spent the rest of the morning washing my shorts followed by a long cold shower, “refreshing.” Then lay on my bed enjoying the breeze from the new fan.
Started painting Divinci’s last supper, taking breaks by laying back and reading Frank Sinatra’s biography, Smoking weed, blocking out the rest of the prison, sitting in my own self-imposed bubble and loving every minute of it, strange place to find this.


28/01/06
The temperature has been a cool day, painting on and off then in the afternoon went out blagging the guards to let me and Stretch get out to try and sell my paintings again, lots of people came to look but no one was buying, didn’t matter because we got to be out again just sitting and watching the world go by, lets you forget where you are for a little bit.
It started raining and everybody went to the Auditorium to shelter and we got to watch all the guys ducking behind the curtain with their girls for a quick five-minute fuck, funny, “prison romance.”

29/01/06
Kicked off this morning with Guinean Dems verbally blasting Bournemouth Pinky, Seems Guinean Dems finally caught Bournemouth Pinky skimming money off the telephone retail business they had together. I found out through Guinean Dems that he thought I was getting the use of the phone for free and that Bournemouth Pinky had been pocketing money and not cutting in Guinean Dems with his share.
Bournemouth Pinky has lost a lot of respect and trust today, his fall from grace, in a lot of people’s eyes he don’t look like a straight player, I’ve got no confidence in him and you have to have that to do well in this game. Bournemouth Pinky has made up his own story to cover up what’s been happening and to discredit Guinean Dems by saying that he’s just venting stream after arguing with his women on the phone and the line dropped on him.
Thunder storm loads of lightning in the afternoon, a few guys playing football in the rain, Stretch the dick stood on top of the shelter watching the lightning forgetting that lightning strikes the highest point, the lightning is well impressive on the horizon all around us.

30/01/06
Didn’t bother going to the workshop today, finished Frank Sinatra’s biography and my version of the last supper, went to see the girls in social to see about sorting a public defender to look at our case, Brazilian Sylvania was helpful but no joy with any information, have to just wait until they call us apparently, “trouble is they never do.”

31/01/06
Pastor John came with some apples, envelopes, etc. asked him to speak to the consulate about my vitamin money and to see is he could buy me


some water colour paints. He brought a letter from my cousin and some rizla which I shared out with everyone in the hope of getting bring ins on a free smoke.
FEBRUARY 2006 01/02/06
Columbian Bruho finally got set free at 18:30 today, apparently, he was
picked up by German George outside the gates, Bournemouth Pinky is doing something with these guys because he’s always on the phone to them, “leave them to it, plotting and scheming I’m growing out of it.”
Smoked some free joints thanks to the rizla from yesterday all good.

02/02/06
Noticed a problem with my last supper painting you can see light through it from some places from behind.

03/02/06
Had that Friday feeling all day today and nowhere to let it out, it’s frustrating, at 13:00 I wanted to be in the pub sinking a beer and shooting some pool, “but it’s not to be,” instead sat reminiscing with American Shamus about past glories, later I watched him shave Bronx Salino's hair for him and thought fuck it and got my hair cut back to a grade 3, feels good, clean.
Smoked a big joint kicked back finished the night.

04/02/06
One Year anniversary today, Lazy day sleeping and eating, went and played table tennis and kicked arse, had a good day, smoking dope everywhere at the moment lots of stoners in the cells all good. Colombian Alex gave Holland Charlie a load of weed to sell, no one in the cell thought Columbian Alex would get his money but Holland Charlie proved them all wrong and paid up the whole lot.

05/02/06
Late night, “hot as fuck,” no one’s able to sleep, spoke to my dad, all is well at home.

Lazy day done some walking in the sun.

07/02/06
Went to church with Stretch to collect the “FREE!” toiletries they give out, actually I sat outside and waited to the end because I can’t listen to the bullshit sermon, came back and smoked with Stretch then went to take a shower using my “FREE!” soap.

08/02/06
Bournemouth Pinky is back up and running, he’s renting international
telephone calls and seems to be making good money.

11/02/06
Got a Western Union number from home, played table tennis on and off, the weather has gone completely shit, grey skies and drizzling rain which means I can’t wash my bedding like I planned.
Woke 04:30 in the morning, couldn’t sleep so woke Stretch up for a joint, we sat watching and laughing at Columbian Alex throwing up his Casasha in the bathroom, after he finished he said, “I feel much better now,” he’d been drinking since 09:00 in the morning and couldn’t remember past 16:00 in the afternoon, only waking up at 01:30 and thinking to himself, what the fuck happened? “You were drunk and passed out again that what happened,” after he left the bathroom in a stinky mess, Stretch threw loads of buckets of water down to clean up after the pisshead, “so Columbian Alex didn’t get bitched at by the cell in the morning.”

12/02/06
Everybody still talking about this new law which is supposed to be happening, seems now only the Brazilian President Lula has to sign off on it to make it official, I still can’t see how it’s going to affect all of us in here.
Going to put my name down for “social” tomorrow as an excuse to see Russian Roman in “classification” to see whether he can do anything to help with my process.
Bellies full up today from eating three lots of liver, potatoes and rice, just watched the Die-Hard-3 movie with Stretch and American Shamus, debating on staying up or going back to sleep, “tuff choice hey?”
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14/02/06
“Happy Valentine’s Day,” lonely day for all the guys without any women but even worse for the ones who do have women but are locked up in prison and can’t see them. “Que the violins,” and “hide all the ropes and sharp objects.”
Been working my way through the C.D collection belonging to Brazilian D.J Fabricio to pass the time, various English, American, Brazilian and Euro popular music, he’s cool and funny, he’s on YouTube and various Brazilian TV shows.
Jewish Manache gave me my Western Union money today, I got R$170 for £50 the exchange rate is so fucking low and dropping all the time. Bournemouth Pinky stung me straight away for the R$29 I owed him, I still owe Nigerian Chris Canteena and I owe for some weed, I got to juggle what little money I got between all these debts, they have to be happy with that.

15/02/06
Ate three portions of beef and rice as well as two portions of Holland Charlie’s curry, a tin of sweet corn and for desert a condensed milk and chocolate powder mix which when cooked and cooled turns to a sort of fudge, fell asleep early.

16/02/06
Woke early laid stretching till “Confere,” played table tennis, showered then Stretch came with a “senya” for consulate, Murrilo brought the church of England Pastor a guy called David who has been here eight months, he’s about 38ish, seemed pretty cool, said he’s going to come every month with “FREE!” shit, so now we will be blagging off three different churches, ha!

17/02/06
Trying to draw what I see around me, something for future use, smoked up with Brazilian D.J Fabricio and generally chilled all evening till I fell asleep reading “The Lost World,” great story.

18/02/06
Woke early and was greeted by Columbian Alex who says he knows how to make coke into liquid and apply it to plastic, for example one fan equals possibly 500g when applied, then you cut it up and add some
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chemicals and extract the gear, sounds easy enough, shame he is
bullshitting and quoting from the local newspaper, “thinks I’m stupid.”
Then Stretch started bitching after “Confere,” saying that he’s “sick of these people, who do they think they are, telling me this and that and all thinking they big men, I don’t think I can keep my mouth shut much more “Bla, Bla, Bla!” I said “just ignore them and stop hanging around with arseholes,” he said “but they come to me!” I said “fuck em! Don’t let em get to you,” he mumbled and walked off.
Later walking and talking with Polish Ads about the past, crimes and the future. I got burned by the sun and am now red as a lobster, “nice,” table tennis on and off all day, too many showers today because of sweat, and too much pussy on the TV now its carnival time, the women are all in body paint, tits and arses are shaking beautifully.

19/02/06
Lazy day after watching Rolling Stones “FREE!” concert on Copacabana beach last night, two-million people, hungry and in need of money.

20/02/06
Forty-four people called to classification for finger prints etc. at 08:30 in the morning, didn’t start till after 13:00 so everyone stood around waiting like dicks all morning.
Guinean Dems supposed to go free today, he was all ready and they tell him he has to wait thirty-days more for the federal police to get ready to escort him on the plane out of the country because he is going to another country not his own, which fucks him up because his woman is in France waiting for him right now, “easy to get into prison, fucking difficult to get out!”
A convict legal advisor from another cell confirmed for me today that he has sent off to organise my tomba number to try and get my paperwork in order to minimise my delay when my time comes, when I told Stretch to do the same, he was indifferent and said “what’s the point ain’t no guarantees!”
Turkish Erdish the German tells me if ever I need money or to use the phone then he will sort me out, just listen for when International available and give him a shout.
Asked Bournemouth Pinky if he would lend me R$50 and I’d give him R$10 on top for the trouble but he wasn’t having any of it, since he sent a


successful package home he now thinks he’s a big man, “even though his mate back home is nervous and wouldn’t take two boxes and one on tick,” He’s telling everyone here that he’s from high society and knows everyone back home, they all come tell me what he says to them and to check if he’s bullshitting, now I could tell them it’s all true, it is possible, but who is he to me, for me to credit him in any way, so all I say is “it’s possible but I don’t believe it.”
End of the night watching U2 perform their vertigo tour in Sao Paulo on TV.

21/02/06
Woke around 6ish, laid thinking until “Confere,” was going to go to the church with Stretch and get some free shit off the Irish Pastor, but the guards were doing the big search in the other block and wouldn’t let anybody out, not even the people who worked.
Hot day caught some sun and exercised a little, cleaned my bed space thoroughly and tied up my shit all I need now is a joint. Spent four-hours walking backwards and forwards in the yard with Polish Ads talking about future projects, he proper makes me think and turns my brain on, I’ve never met anyone quite like him, “criminal genius.”
Started raining but it’s still hot. Had four new arrivals in the cell went I went back inside, one Spanish, one French, and two Brazilians, that takes us up to fifty-seven in here now. Still no International phones available.
Fuck I forgot to write yesterday that the identification people that come to check our documents pictures and fingerprints, set themselves up on Polish Ads’s bench in the workshop not realising that inside the bench was a load of illegal beer fermenting inside, Polish Ads said he was relieved to find out that they moved away after just five-minutes saying it was too dusty and no good for them in there, can you believe that for a piece of luck, “it stunk like a brewery in there!”
Finished the night getting stoned with Holland Charlie and French Goran the new guy, sitting on the end of my bed, French Goran seems friendly and cool, speaks a few languages, he had me laughing with his funny gestures, “he doesn’t give a fuck,” and he’s too loud, probably going to get into loads of trouble in here.

22/02/06
Woke up before “Confere,” again, Bread and coffee, then babysitting
French Goran, he seems to have latched on to me a bit, American Shamus


don’t quite know what to make of French Goran yet, I prefer to wait and
see how he turns out rather than making any assumptions.
Got a “senya” for the consulate turned out it was Pastor John with a bag of goodies and my paints, quick chat and a prayer, “you have to keep letting them pray for you otherwise they don’t get their fix and get very unhappy.”
On my way back sneaked off to the bakery to blag some extra bread for me, got back wrote this up and going to do some reading.

23/02/06
“Confere,” was at 07:30 for some reason and I’ve been up ever since, as soon as the gates were open went for a walk outside in the sun, when I went back inside French Goran called me over and invited me to come and smoke a gram of crack with him, I went for a taste and it still tastes shit so I left him with Stretch and they were off smoking together for hours.
I sat talking with American Shamus and then went out for another walk in the sun. Just before 18:00 everyone in the cell started talking about this new law again saying that it is in effect as for today according to the news, I still can’t work it out, even if it is meant for us to use, who’s going to do it, seeing as there’s no lawyers doing their job properly and the consulates aren’t helping people, and for sure the judges are going to phone up the prison and say, “let Mr. Longman out tomorrow please,” so I’m not planning on going anywhere.
Phoned my dad for five minutes before the line dropped, he said everyone at home was ok, spent the rest of the evening reading and fell asleep early.

24/02/06
Woke up and was wide awake at 04:00, laid looking at the ceiling until I fell asleep again, 08:00 “Confere,” and a nice message from the guards pack everything for a search, what a wake up rushing around packing everything, people panicking and stashing their shit or struggling with too many belongings, I packed everything I own into my one big bag, left my paintings hanging in the corridor and took my blanket outside so I could sit in the shade, drink my coffee, smoke my cigarette and wait for this bullshit search to finish.


I successfully stashed Russian Roman’s phone in my secret wall stash hole, police never, never check my bed, although for the first time they smashed up the bed of the guy underneath me.
After everyone tidied up, sat talking with French Goran, then we went out for a joint with Holland Charlie, getting some good sun, my tan is looking good again, someone said “got to keep it up in case I’m released,” ha. I don’t believe that shit.
Fucking hot, laid reading on my bed with the fan blowing over me, to stay cool, only moving off my bed to have a drink with American Shamus, Columbian Alex and Spanish Jose, we were all sat outside Columbian Alex’s bed, “talking bollocks,” until Columbian Alex decided Spanish Jose had had enough to drink and hid his Casasha from him, “it didn’t work as planned,” Spanish Jose went crazy, he started cursing and tearing the place up looking all over for his missing bottle, he never found it, he went to bed sulking and moaning, “Columbian Alex probably drank it himself the cunt,” after everyone else had gone to bed Columbian Alex came to me, disturbing me, asking me to get him some crack, I did “for an easy life,” and then Stretch joined him for a smoke and I went to bed.

25/02/06
Woke up tired but forced myself to go outside for a joint and a walk with French Goran until lunch, stuffed myself with meatballs and pasta, fell asleep until 15:00.
Just seen the state of Spanish Jose he looks like shit, Columbian Alex was the complete opposite up and running laps outside in the “Quadra” this morning, “go figure?”
Spent the rest of the night sat on my bed painting and smoking joints with French Goran who has perched himself on the end of my bed as a new permanent fixture, watching Nigerian Chris Canteena’s TV opposite and enjoying my fan.

26/02/06
Woke up early, drank lots of coffee to stay awake so that I can go outside and pretend to be selling paintings.
When I came back Columbian Alex had got himself a load of nasty prison wine that he was knocking out at R$10 a litre so I got one and shared it with Stretch and French Goran, “they liked it,” it does get you pissed, but it’s made with chemicals, it gives me a dirty headache. Polish Ads has fallen off the wagon because of this shit and is stumbling around


pissed as a fart, “it’s so sad to see,” when he’s good he’s great, but when he’s bad he’s terrible.

27/02/06
Woke early but laid drifting in and out of sleep until “Confere,” played table tennis kicked arse, went for a walk but it’s been raining and my flip flops are worn out, was supposed to borrow some money off a guy in Cell-B-3, Jewish Manache’s mate, but he said today that he can’t do it.
Food was shit, so now I’m hungry and in a foul mood because of it,
tried phoning the consulate but there on holiday for the carnival.
Spent the rest of the evening with Stretch and French Goran sat at the end of my bed, Columbian Alex gave us a “FREE!” bottle of wine, Stretch went and brought another one and we had a good night.

28/02/06
After “Confere,” Columbian Alex came and told me that Stretch took that bottle on credit and in my name without me knowing, I called Stretch and he said to Columbian Alex’s face that he took it in his own name and that Columbian Alex was mistaken, “Columbian Alex flipped,” started calling Stretch a fuckin liar and making a big scene, “over nothing,” Stretch started acting childish as well telling Columbian Alex to suck his dick, Bla, Bla, Bla!
Later when I was out walking in the “Quadra” with French Goran and American Shamus, I could see Stretch trying to sort it out with Columbian Alex but Columbian Alex wasn’t having any of it, turns out Columbian Alex screwed French Goran by over charging him on the wine, American Shamus says he thinks Columbian Alex is using Columbian Edwardo and all the other Columbians in the cell as well.
A few things have cropped up about Columbian Alex I don’t like and this fucking idiot, he thinks that I would want to work with him when I get out, “get real, two faced bastard” this man don’t play straight and acts like a greedy pauper all the time.
When Stretch went into Columbian Alex’s bed, “after speaking to the Brazilian who Alex is getting his wine off,” to confront Columbian Alex again, Alex told Stretch that “the Brazilian needs paying today,” and tries using it as a threat against Stretch, Stretch says “stop lying, I’ve spoken with the Brazilian already and he ain’t coming to get me, so what do you say to that?” Columbian Alex pulled a big knife out on Stretch and shouted “stop fucking with me, you don’t know who I am,” Stretch looked him in


the eyes and said “go on then do it,” calling Columbian Alex’s bluff, Stretch laughed in his face, called him a “fucking pussy,” and walked off smiling away to himself. Leaving a frustrated Columbian Alex sulking in his bed.
Later I was speaking to Polish Ads about it, Polish Ads went and told Columbian Alex not to do that shit again or he’d make it so that no Brazilians would sell Columbian Alex any more alcohol.
Finished the night chilling and chatting to French Goran who was perched on the end of my bed again.
MARCH 2006 01/03/06
Woke in the early hours for a piss and saw Stretch in the bathroom
cleaning all his sheets and bedding, “I knew straight away,” with a disgusted look on his face he looked up from his scrubbing and said, “bed bugs,” I finished my piss in silence, saying no more to him, knowing exactly how he felt.
Played table tennis, done some walking, phoned my brother, done all my washing and finally sat on my bed resting, smoking a spliff and chatting with French Goran.

02/03/06
Early morning walking in the sunshine, carnival is over for another year, new prisoner has just come from Ary Franco, old guy Polish Alex, “looks like a shark.”

03/03/06
After lunch was walking outside with French Goran when all of a sudden the guards rushed the place for a search, they kicked everyone into the “Quadra,” for over three-hours in the blistering heat, my eyes and my head are killing, it was torture.
When they let everyone back inside they done a one by one strip search, Bournemouth Pinky lost his roll of money and had to put it in “Valores,” dumb shit should have given me half to hold for him or something, “I think he wanted to get caught with it because it makes him look like a big man showing off his money.”


04/03/06
Got a text from my cousin today saying she was out clubbing with my little brother, all is well back home, always good to hear.
Guinean Dems paid me a complement today by saying I’m his toughest challenger in a debate and at chess, he is the only person I cannot beat, not one game.

05/03/06
After “Confere,” went back to sleep until lunch, ate my food, washed my sheet, cleaned my bed, went for a walk, hot day but not sunny, dinner time rammed myself full of meatballs, smoked a joint with French Goran, listening to his stories about robbing boutiques in Paris.
On the news, more about the new law, “I’m now free because I have served more one-third of my sentence, ha!” Lots of people getting happy and over excited believing that they will be going free soon, dicks, I just can’t see it.

06/03/06
Phoned the consulate to see what they know but only spoke to the secretary and was told the consulate would no longer accept our calls.
Bournemouth Pinky’s lawyer is telling him that it’s all good news and
he will be out of here soon.

07/03/06
Russian Roman, “got over excited,” he is telling everybody that their going home, the weak-minded fools in here are believing him without a single piece of evidence, Sierra Leone Rover is washing his bag ready for the off, loads of other people following like sheep and saying, “were going home,” within three months, it’s all gossip and hear say, I feel sorry for them. “I WANT TO BELIEVE!”
Went to the church, took French Goran for his first time, mother fucker must be bad luck or something, we waited but no freebies today, gave the Pastor two paintings to try and sell in his church.
After lunch started teaching a Brazilian Robson, “Tarzan looking, surfer dude,” to speak English ended up with him singing his ABC’s stoned off his head.
Finally got called to the “defenceoria” to see the lawyer, when I got there I jumped the queue to find Stretch had done the same, the lawyer said the consulate sent him to answer our questions about the new law


and to give us an update on our process, he said the new law does not apply to us in any way and to be expect to be released on the 14th March 2007, he said he will be back in January 2007 to sort out our paperwork.
When we got back, the cell went mad questioning us for info on what the lawyer had said, when we told them they didn’t believe us, “that’s how far deluded they are, fucking sheep!”
Bournemouth Pinky lost both his phones to the guards on a cell search, they found one phone and two chargers threatening him thirty days in “Custigo” if he didn’t give them the other phone, “he was defiant for about half a second before his pooper went wobble,” he gave them the phone. I fell asleep early my head’s spinning.

08/03/06
In the morning, Brazilian Robson called me over to have a joint and some English lessons, went out to get some sun after.
Lunch was inedible, hungry all day, my eyes won’t focus properly.
Stretch got a letter from the consulate re-stating what the lawyer said yesterday, when I showed this hard copy people started to realise that they were being foolish and got themselves worked up for nothing, there is still a diehard group who refuse to accept they were wrong and jumped to conclusions, “fucking stupid idiots the lot of them.”
Dinner was nice for a change thick beef and pumpkin with the rice and beans, I ate the lot, waited for ages for seconds, going to eat it all up and go to sleep until tomorrow forgetting these shitheads I’m in here with.

09/03/06
Woke up still feeling like shit, tried to go to the infirmary and see a doctor but the guard wouldn’t let me out so I had to buy some painkillers off of Nigerian De-De, made me feel better though.
French Goran got his money from his consulate and “surprise, surprise,” they didn’t bring as much as he was expecting, after he paid off his debts he didn’t have much left, he gave me R$50 to buy some weed, the rest he’s going to blow on crack, I then get Holland Charlie, then a Brazilian and then Bronx Salino all come asking me to give them French Goran’s R$50 so that they can buy his weed for him, I told them all to go away by shouting “FUCK OFF,” loudly at them, I’m not in a mood for games, I told French Goran to hold his money down otherwise these beggar boys start this shit, when he came back I told him to tell them to stay away.


I got French Goran his weed and he brought two-litres of soft drink sandwiches, hamburgers, cakes and sweets all day long, he kept telling me to roll bigger and bigger joints for him so I made him an eight-inch torpedo which impressed him and got him stoned as fuck, Stretch came for a smoke and eventually French Goran crawled off the bed saying “terrible, terrible!” when he had enough and couldn’t keep up. The smoke also cured my headache.

10/03/06
Watched French Goran waste his money getting ripped off by everyone, he wouldn’t listen to my advice so I left him to it, he’s managed to blow R$300 in two days, I can’t believe I used to be just like that wasting my money, makes people look at you like you can’t look after yourself and makes you a target for the “sharks.” Might as well write “victim,” on your forehead!
Smoked the night away watching French Goran need to buy something every five minutes, trying to make up for his boredom.

11/02/06
Bournemouth Pinky gave me a phone to stash, after his phones got busted last week he’s not taking any chances, he reckons he was grassed up.
Formula-1 on TV, shit weather outside, smoked all, day with French Goran, gave Brazilian Robson some more English lessons, Bournemouth Pinky got a new phone number so I text my dad the new one.

12/03/06
Early start thanks to Brazilian Mardrugga crashing around in the toilet waking me up, table tennis with Stretch then some gym with Holland Charlie not even 10:00, “fuck it,” back to sleep.
Brazilian Robson woke me up for a joint and more English lessons, Stretch and French Goran came over, he still looks like shit from nonstop sniffing and smoking, “lightweight,” French Goran taught Brazilian Robson and his mate to say “unbelievably beautiful,” well funny.
American Shamus brought a sketch of the cell I drew, so “bolo” for
me.

Nice day walking in the sun, then clouds then rain to cool off the evening, smoked with French Goran till he passed out, “not professional,” stood watching the new Polish Alex whoop Guinean Dems at chess strong player, something I have never managed to do.
Stretch and Spanish Sergio munching up biscuits and milk are making me hungry, time for sleep.

14/03/06
Funny start of the day, I find out last night Columbian Alex went in the bathroom and found somebody’s toiletries, instead of leaving them alone like a normal person would do he decides to use the shampoo and binned the rest, turns out the stuff belonged to Spanish Domingo who asked him what he was playing at, Columbian Alex couldn’t have given a satisfactory answer because Spanish Domingo broke his nose with a left hook. Columbian Alex threatened to kill him, Spanish Domingo just said, “see you in the morning outside,”
All day today Columbian Alex has been hiding in his bed with his tail between his legs, Spanish Domingo’s been out laughing and joking with French Goran, Stretch and everyone else, “Columbian Alex is pathetic and got no balls.”
Went to the church for nothing, no toiletries getting desperate, English with Brazilians Robson and Carlos the downhill mountain bikers fucking struggle with Th- sound.
Hungry as fuck, only little food today, drawing the prison for future reference to pass the time.

15/03/06
Hunger pains driving me mad, bread and coffee at 08:00, did very little to relieve the hunger.11:00, only got one chicken burger and rice, nothing else all day till 17:00, again only one serving of a slice of beef and rice, I could eat all in what I ate today in one five-minute sitting, it’s disgusting to watch others with money eat around you while you starve, add to it everybody wants to cook at the same time after “Confere,” and keep tripping the electric so it’s hot and shitty in here.
Finished the evening with French Goran and American Shamus drinking tea and eating bolo, “wish I had more,” the Brazilian Hells Angel Nava said he’s going to lend me some money tomorrow.
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16/03/06
Turkish Erdish let me use his phone to text my cousin a few times which was nice of him, out walking all morning with French and Brazilian Robson talking over ways of trafficking in the future, “nothing new heard it all before.”
Bournemouth Pinky and Nigerian De, De are having a clash, Nigerian De-De owes Bournemouth Pinky R$100 and ain’t paying up, Bournemouth Pinky is threatening to take his TV and telephone if he doesn’t pay, Nigerian De-De is prepared to fight for his stuff, Bournemouth Pinky is enjoying fucking with Nigerian De-De, “we’ll wait and see.”
Interesting morning so far, “Kebbies” for dinner and I got lots, so no more hunger for a while, shower and a nap or maybe coffee and washing? “Washing it was.”
Stretch got some parcels and got some C. D’s from home, listened to some Boyz to men then smoked till 04:00.

17/03/06
The little old Brazilian man who I get my cigarettes off on credit says he is maxed out and that his wife has been arrested so times are hard for him now.
Bournemouth Pinky just drops the line he might be transferred because he was caught with the two phones, apparently, he has been tipped off that he’s on the list and is seeing the director today about it, also he is going to try to sell his stuff quietly so he doesn’t get bumped on the price, maybe he go’s today, maybe next week.
After an all-day wait Bournemouth Pinky went nowhere, so we wait and see.
Finished the night off making a list of English and Portuguese words for Brazilian’s Robson and Carlos to study tomorrow.

18/03/06
After “Confere,” went out walking with Bournemouth Pinky talked about him going still being an option only the director can change it on Monday now. He tells me about Guinean Dems spending R$32,000 in fees for his release, “not $36,000 according to Russian Gossip,” and about Roman Russian is going to lose his job on Monday for abusing his position and keep running to speak with everyone’s lawyers for free advice while
 (
Zootkilo
 
Brazilian
 
Prison 
Diaries
)

 (
175
)

they wait for their clients, Brazilian Bahir the cunt head of Security warned
him about doing it now he’s going to get rid of him, stupidness.
Columbian Alex up and moving around a bit meekly showing off two black eyes and a broken nose, slowly coming out of his self-imposed exile. French Goran kicking the ball around barefoot playing football with the Brazilians was funny to watch while sunbathing, smoking joints and
chilling with Brazilians Robson and Carlos, Alex and B.C.
Rammed my belly with Meatballs at lunch and chicken for dinner, nice to have a full belly.
Text my dad, still no response, going to spend the rest of the night drawing, waiting till tomorrow when I’m going to have 25g of weed and French Goran is going to have 25g of weed, which he has organised on tick for us R$40 each.
Later in the evening stood talking with Russian Roman about Russia its history and his past, I didn’t know that in 1989 when Russia become socialist country the government had to give all the business it had to the public and that the mafia conned all the money out of the deals and broke Russia, 80% of Russians’ money is in Moscow and Moscow is second richest city to Tokyo in first. People were apply to control bank for million dollar loans, paying 10% to the guy who signed the check and walking with the money, lots of ordinary people took advantage of all the change, Roman included, he says he had a mattress stuffed with cash and Swiss bank accounts with just over a million, he was going to buy a club in Miami for half a million, the owner changed his mind last minute and the closure lawyer conned him out of the check and got him kicked out of America for six-months because he used Mafia contacts to try and get his money back, eventually he got a settlement and his money paid back over seven years, he has had a rise and fall and now sells drugs, university educated and now works with idiots with no brains, nice story had me captivated for a while.

19/03/06
Text from home, no money, have to wait, sunbathed all day mostly on and off in and out, in the evening done some more drawings listened to music and sulked because no weed till tomorrow, French Goran forgot the guy’s name so we can’t call him, fucked up leaving it to French Goran to organise, never mind, early night I think.


20/03/06
Boring day didn’t get the weed, helped Holland Charlie weigh his up and got plenty of free smoke, played chess with French Goran, then just as I was falling asleep my right hand, my lips and my leg all went numb and I got headache and diarrhea, no food all day is killing me.

21/03/06
Passed quiet, no church, small search Holland Charlie providing the weed, chess and headache, French Goran went Custigo for not having a senya.

22/03/06
The day started quietly, played some chess with French Goran, went to the School, went to a smoke joint and teach Brazilian Carlos English.
In the afternoon, there was a cell search everyone forced outside, one of the guards made Stretch eat some weed that was found under his bed. The guards even went to the extreme of climbing up into the ceiling cavity, discovering and throwing down bottle after bottle, hundreds of them that were secretly distilling up there, “they must have been tipped off by a grass.” The guards didn’t find Polish Ads’s distillery, “hidden in
my bench in the workshop.”
They took Lebanese Hassan’s money, Russia Roman’s phone, “he’s having a bad week first his job now his phone, looks gutted,” few other people get their beds ransacked but most depressing Holland Charlie lost all his weed, one hundred balls of his and 500g he was holding for a Paraguay guy, “who just so happened to have brought it off the very same guards who just took it,” he went and see the Paraguay guy to apologise, he just said don’t worry, “shit happens!”
The guards fucked a lot of people today in this block, “the question is why?” They know where the drink is and haven’t touched it for a year or more, they don’t always ransack different people, normally only the same, they obviously got a bee in their bonnets about something.

23/03/06
Bournemouth Pinky had the day off while they test someone else for the position, chess in the evening, “getting better, brain is coming back to life.”
While walking past to take a shower, Brazilian Hell’s Angel Nava
noticed through the crack in the sheets hung up around Russian Romans


bed, Russian Roman was sleeping naked because he has a rash all over his thighs, balls and ass hole, Brazilian Hell’s Angel Nava snuck off and called loads of people, telling them to stand next to Russian Romans bed but without any of them knowing why, when he got enough people and couldn’t hold in his laughter any longer Brazilian Hell’s Angel Nava pulled down the sheets, slapped Russian Roman’s legs and arse with a towel, waking him up, saying, “O que é isso, Vagabund,” blew him a kiss and walked off to take his shower, leaving Russian Roman unamused, gave everybody a laugh at the poor bastard.

24/03/06
Peru John Raul overslept at “Confere,” and got sent to “Custigo,” I didn’t see what happened but I hear Nigerian Christopher alerted the guard somehow and fucked Peru John Raul. Nothing came of it and after lunch he was released from “Custigo.”
Played Brazilian Carlos at chess beat him and scared him off, played French Goran, drew then lost before he went to school, turns out this fucker Nigerian Christopher was here before and that Nigerian De-De saved him from being killed for talking to the guards, “place is full of grasses.”

25/03/06
My system trying hard to fight off this sickness, in here it just passed from one person back again, people are dropping like flies to it, “not nice at all,” played chess and then slept.

26/03/06
Raining hard all morning beef burgers and eggs for lunch, Stretch, French Goran and me stocked up nicely, French Goran went for a run in the rain, chicken fillets for dinner, plenty to go around again because it’s visit day everyone’s got food from home, late night chess, then I couldn’t sleep.

27/03/06
Bad sleep, weird dreams, finished the night by playing chess with French Goran.

Nothing much happening couldn’t be fucked to go church and find
out about my paintings.

29/03/06
Guards are hanging around looking for phones and harassing people.

30/03/06
Pastors John and Richard visit, Richard showed his holiday pictures and new baby and then off loaded his whole life story, “wonderful,” Guy needs a shrink. John brought usual goodie bag asked him to bring me some food next visit.

31/03/06
Cold the last few days, seasons changing, still hiding Bournemouth Pinky’s temp phone for him, interesting to see if I get busted with it seeing as my bed has never been searched and only Bournemouth Pinky and me are supposed to know I’m holding it.
Nigerian Christopher the grass is going out of his way to irate Sierra Leone Rover the last few days. Sierra Leone Rover is biting every time, “much to the grasses enjoyment.”
Brazilian Carlos’s birthday today, he kindly gave me a slice of choc cake, Brazilian Robson just got his own dictionary so now everyday lessons at 15:00.
Passing the time by observing everyone’s behavior and trying not to be
bored shitless by how mundane life is, “yawn!”
APRIL 2006 01/04/06
“April fools!” You’re in prison, joker’s day.
02/04/06
Chess with French Goran and Spanish Domingo, I’m catching up fast but they have the advantage that I forgotten how to play again, my memory is fucked, if I don’t play I forget, soon I’ll get them though, I know I’m better.
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02/04/06
Malookino the Brazilian under me got released today, text from home and still no money, typical I should be out of debt around now but fate is deciding to prolong my ball and chain that bit longer. Bournemouth Pinky said he will lend me R$50 on Thursday.
Stretch phoned the consulate and is trying to work his luck with Laura the new woman there.
Forgot yesterday hooked up American Shamus and French Goran, American Shamus got weed, French Goran needs credit, “Voila, happy marriage,” and French Goran always pays extra to people who credit him, leave it to American Shamus to manage him now.

10/04/06
Slow week nothing much to report on, Bronx Salino made a door for his bed, Stretch and Bronx Salino put porn up in the shower, Bournemouth Pinky lent me fuck all because he didn’t get money off someone, today’s Bournemouth Pinky’s 34th Birthday, text home no reply, seven weeks late on money, consulate due this week hopefully, I built a tunnel / facade next to my bed to stop people disturbing me when they talk through to get to the hole in the wall next to my bed, Stretch got a Western Union to pay off some off his debts, both of us are nearly clear and struggling over the last bit of credit, few fights between Brazilians and that’s about it.

11/04/06
No church, no freebies, two new Nigerians arrived Lincoln and Michael.

12/04/06
French Goran took some tablet that Spanish Domingo had sent over from Spain something like Diazepam but stronger, French Goran played chess with me at around 15:00 and can’t remember anything after that till he woke up at 22:00, “lightweight.”

13/04/06
Late night, reading, can’t sleep, stressing over no money and no family and friends helping, French Goran playing football and vowing never again to get wasted. Stretch is re-modelling the Brazilian Hells Angels
 (
Zootkilo
 
Brazilian
 
Prison 
Diaries
)

 (
180
)

Nava’s bed. Bournemouth Pinky quit smoking since his Birthday and is
still going.

16/04/06
Pretty un- eventful, sleeping a lot to pass the time and ignore being hungry.

17/04/06
Stretch phone consulate they said tomorrow they will be here.
Spanish Wan and French Goran brought a load of Casasha and a little coke and got pissed then invited me and Stretch to join them, French Goran started airing his views to new Nigerian Michael about him being a grass because Nigerian Lincoln the other new guy has been telling everyone that’s what he is, Sierra Leone Rover, American Shamus and me kept Nigerian Michael calm and from going mad on French Goran, I spent the rest of the night listening to Nigerian Michaels story, he says he used to be head of a gang of three-hundred who worked for the Nigerian Governor as Security and paid murderers, “the Machete killers” or some shit, anyway after that went tits up, he went to China and Japan to hide for a few years, he then returned to South Africa where he met Nigerian Lincoln who persuaded him to work with him and to come here to learn the ropes and take back six-kilos and get a percentage, Nigerian Lincoln made him do some humiliating initiation ceremonies, “he made him cut his prick as a sign of allegiance,” held him hostage a little bit and then when they were caught denied knowing Nigerian Michael and the fourteen or fifteen-kilo he just got stitched up with. They both told conflicting stories. After he went sleep, me and Stretch sat talking till 04:30 in the morning.

18/04/06
This morning went back to sleep straight after “Confere,” only to be woken up son after by Nigerian Michael shouting and hollering loudly at French Goran and Nigerian Lincoln, he was moaning about them slagging him off, then all of a sudden Nigerian Michael slapped French Goran in his mouth, there was a scuffle, Holland Charlie and Spanish Adi armed French Goran with a stick to fight back, but it got broken up, nothing came of it, “it was touch and go for a minute.”


Later when French Goran heard Nigerian Michaels side of the story he apologised to him and Nigerian Michael said sorry for hitting him. “ah, how sweet!”
Murrilo from the consulate came with David the priest; they had our
money and a load of other “FREE!” stuff.
When we came back we paid everyone off as best we could both still
in debt but it’s getting easier.
Tidied up my shit and going to kick back and relax for the first time in
a long time. “Phew!”

19/04/06
Brazilian Mardrugga the son of a bitch came hassling me for R$5 I owe him, I told him before that he only has to wait till Monday when I have more money coming but the old bastard snatched my fan trying to make me look like a cunt in front of the cell, “the fucker made me mad, all the free spliffs I’ve shared with this cheeky bastard” lucky for me Nigerian Chris Canteena who has seen that I’m not a cunt and stick to my word, “as best I can do with all the let downs in this place,” anyway he lent me the R$5 just to shut Brazilian Mardrugga up, Nigerian Chris Canteena said to me “think about it for a second, at least you now know Brazilian Mardrugga’s true colours!”

20/04/06
French Goran is going mental, bouncing off the walls, he’s all over the place because his consulate was a no show with his money, I had to get him to phone them to find out when they are coming just to calm him down, “he was going crazy.”
I had a smoke with Stretch then sat talking with Nigerian Michael about Nigeria and its corruption.

21/04/06
Text my home, said thank you, they got my letters and will send me some more money tomorrow, thanks to home I’m finally going to be out of trouble with all these debts in here, I’m kind of shocked that it’s all worked out, maybe my lucks changed?

22/04/06
Sold twenty-six pairs of contact lenses for R$20 this morning to Brazilian Babyzone, used the money to buy soap to wash my clothes, got


me and Stretch two “bolo’s” each, then went on the phone for fifteen minutes for R$5, spoke with home and got my Western Union number. American Shamus was in charge of watching my time on the phone and maybe managed to sneak me an extra ten-minutes on there for “FREE!” before the owner of the phone came back.
24/04/06
Western Union was the fastest ever to get into my hand, low rate again after 10% service charged was ducted I got R$169, R$100 went straight to Bournemouth Pinky and the rest on all my little debts, I now owe a reasonable and respectable R$60, “I feel fucking great.”
French Goran’s consulate came with R$526 for him, after he paid R$460 out in debts he wasn’t left with much in his pocket, he has since been walking around like a spaced-out zombie high on shit quality, credited, crack, I warned him, he didn’t listen, not my problem, “now everyone in here is speaking to him like he’s a crack head and he doesn’t like it.”

27/04/06
Have a variety of people who all like to sit on the end of my bed a chill, hanging out and telling me all sorts of bullshit stories about themselves from the past, as well as all the gossip that’s happening in here, “thank fuck there is weed,” and books to fall back on otherwise I would go insane listening to them all.
MAY 2006 04/05/06
Weeks gone by and it feels like a month, time is dragging, on the news its saying that prisoners only have to serve half their sentences and now the stupid fuckers in here are getting happy again, I don’t think they were ever taught not to believe everything you see and hear on TV.
The cell is now full with sixty-two people, on sixty-two bunks, in one
big, concrete sweat box. “hell on Earth!”
The last guy to arrive is from Ghana/Belgium, called Ali, he seems cool, says he’s been to England a few times looking for work as a welder. All the crack heads are still smoking away and getting twisted, Stretch has slowed down a lot and has been coming to the gym with me; we can’t do a lot because we have no food and we ache too much and for too long
after, mind over matter, “no pain!”


Been designing tattoos for the prison tattooist and got a new one done
on my right leg for “FREE!” need more.
Check this out right, I seen two people talking last night, then later watched one of them tell everything word for word to somebody else, I fucking hate that shit, those people make me sick, “shit stirring gossips.”
It’s getting cold at nights lately; wake up freezing, this place wasn’t
designed for comfort, hot and cold at the same time.

11/05/06
Funny as fuck, poor French Goran came back from the prison school with swollen lips, a bee flew into his cup and stung him from inside, his lips swelled up so big he looked like a botched collagen implant, “looked like pop star Pete Burns,” Russian Roman said he wished he had a camera.
Spanish Sergio was set free and should be on his way home.

12/05/06
French Goran finally got his money R$789, he owed R$600 more or less and after buying weed and Casasha he spent the lot in a couple of hours, “Terrible,” someone stole R$40 off him as well, “nice friends, Piranha smell blood!”
Stretch passed out drunk, Holland Charlie was right behind him, Nigerian Michael can fucking drink, and yet again I controlled myself, I just had a little to drink and left them all to it when they started on the cocaine, “you got the touch, you got the power!”

13/05/06
Just watched Rickey Hatton become the New Welter Weight Champion on the news, in Sao Paulo prisoners are rioting now for two whole days, more than fifty dead including police on the street, it’s happening in seven different areas of Brazil, these guys are using army surplus rocket launchers to fire at prison walls and going crazy, what I hear is that some big gang boss locked up in prison somewhere has had his mother threatened by the guards in the prison, the guards said to him unless he paid them some protection money, “sort of thing,” he didn’t pay, what we are seeing on the news is his and his gangs response to the threat. “fair play!”

14/05/06
Mother’s Day in Brazil, the riots are continuing, Brazil is in total chaos.



15/05/06
Body count is now over seventy on the news today, police are going crazy killing and beating everyone, people here are nervous that it will spread to Rio and start affecting us. This is all over International news and not a word from the consulate to see if we are ok.

16/05/06
Rioting is finished for now, “way too many innocents killed. Life is cheap here!”
People in prison are getting pissed off because the “semi alberto” law they had been hoping for was a joke. “Fucking freezing cold.”

17/05/06
New Angolan came yesterday, back up to sixty-two in the cell, this guy has a stutter and don’t seem too clever.

18/05/06
On the news police cracking down on phones inside prison, in here Alex the Brazilian phone thief got busted with his forth phone in a month and has been taken to “Custigo.” and another Brazilian has gone free from our cell so now we are down to sixty.

19/05/06
Everyone in here is getting ready for the prison party and visits from their women tomorrow and Sunday. This is the third party since I have been here, “FREE!” fizzy drink, “bolo” and a new TV for in the dining hall, “strange place.”

21/05/06
Too many disappointed people here today because they didn’t get the visits they expected, “Brazil!”

26/05/06
Just got off the phone to my dad everything is ok at home, “what’s been happening here?” Police are going crazy on mobile phones, Brazilian Alex got sent to Bangu-2 because he’s been caught too many times with mobile phones, this dick was also caught with his “account books” that


he keeps all of the numbers that he’s been stealing off people from on the
street all day long, so now he will get another process and do more time.
The new Angolan strangely transferred himself to “Custigo,” apparently because he was paranoid of being killed by a seventy-five-year- old man in our cell who he grassed up and caused to be here.
Columbian Nicolas was set free finally. Bournemouth Pinky is working national and International telephone lines for Jewish Manache and is getting himself into all sorts of problems, he thinks Angolan Oswaldo is grassing prisoners up to the guards “quite possibly,” and that he is doing it out of spite towards people he has run in’s with.
Today Sierra Leone Rover and Bournemouth Pinky nearly came to blows after an argument, Bournemouth Pinky the pussy went for a tool and so Sierra Leone Rover went and got a knife and was waving it around saying, “next time you will get this in your face.”
Visit from Pastor John.

28/05/06
Just worked out that as of today we’ve been locked up for ninety- seven-weeks and three-days, a lot has changed back home, a lot has changed in prison, and a lot has changed within me.

30/05/06
Old bastard, Nigerian Michael is going free today after serving four- years and eight-months of a seven-year and six-months’ sentence, after all his belongings are divided up amongst the cell it will be like he was never even here, “good riddance to him, I hated the slimy, piece of shit.”

31/05/06
This morning heard the sad news that a prisoner from Cell-B-2, who was at work trying to reduce his sentence, died of a heart attack, fucking shit, no one deserves to die in here.
There is a problem with the food today anyone who ate it is reporting being sick, belly ache, sweats and diarrhea. “I ain’t risking it for shit, straight in the bin.”


JUNE 2006

02/06/06
Got a parcel of sweets and rizla sent by my cousin, sharing them out and enjoying the tastes of what are now, alien flavors in our mouths.
Stretch is staying in Cell-B-3 tonight so that the guy with an international phone could come and run conferences via his women on the street, don’t know how much Stretch is getting paid but I can’t see him doing it out of the kindness of his heart.
Jewish Manash has Bournemouth Pinky running his telephones and Stretch doing his laundry and chores, I’m the only English guy in here not working for a fat lazy Jew.

05/06/06
Brazilian Hells Angel Nava was transferred out of here to Manaus to finish his sentence.
French Goran brought himself a new bench so he can crawl onto his bed easier when he is fucked. Later on in the night Italian Enero took it off him because he thought it belonged to someone else, Nigerian Michael told him to put it back saying, “it’s French Goran’s,” Italian Enero fronted it up to Nigerian Michael and challenged him to a fight tomorrow morning, “only because he was being egged on by Bolivian Ceaser and the rest of the racist Latino group.”

06/06/06
Italian Enero spent all of last night and this morning going around getting his backup sorted and telling his twisted side of the story against Nigerian Michael, Nigerian De-De is going round doing, “damage control,” defending Nigerian Michael by telling the Portuguese and Spanish speaking people that Nigerian Michael was right to tell Italian Enero not to take something that don’t belong to him, while Nigerians De-De and Michael were separated Italian Enero snuck off and got himself a two by four piece of wood and smashed it over Nigerian Michael’s forehead when he wasn’t expecting it, “dirty pussyhole,” Nigerian Michael grabbed the stick, wrestled Italian Enero onto the ground and repeatedly punched Italian Enero in the face, all the way through it Stretch was leaning over them screaming at Nigerian Michael, “beat him, beat him, beat him,” Nigerian De-De and Lincoln, French Goran and me held everyone else back giving Nigerian Michael a chance


to teach Italian Enero a lesson, “we all disappeared pretty fast though when the guards turned up out of nowhere to break it up.”
Afterwards I had to tell American Shamus how to press ice into the huge egg sticking out of Nigerian Michael’s forehead, Nigerian Michael will be alright, now just waiting to see what’s going to happen with the likes of Bolivian Ceaser and his group they are already shit stirring.
With all that was happening, I nearly forgot to write that at one point Bolivian Ceaser grew some balls and was going to stand up against me today, but he pussy’ed out at the last minute when he seen that I really, really wanted him to fight with me, “I would absolutely batter him silly, jumped up little prick!”

07/06/06
Played table tennis after the guards locked the gate to the yard stopping anyone from going out. While I was playing I noticed Lebanese Hassan and Turkish Erdish were fascinated by the pigeons outside, I had to go over and ask what they were doing, they said, “it must be mating season or something,” playing along I asked, “how do you know,” excited they said, “because all the males were puffing themselves up and chasing the females,” anyway one unlucky male must have been sick or injured because he couldn’t move properly, flopping and struggling all over the floor, that didn’t matter to the horny male Pidgeon’s who were taking in turns to shag him up the arse every time he fell over, there were a group of prisoners gathering around Lebanese Hassan, all of them stood at the bars calling and encouraging the disabled pigeon to come their way and get through the bars, “it listened,” it started edging it’s way over, the crowd grew bigger, closer and closer it battled, the calls from the prisoners became cheers, then a big collective sigh as the pigeon struggled and only just managed to scramble up on to the first step, a Brazilian reached down and lifted the panting pigeon up through the bars, “cheers and applause,” sitting him down in the corner for a well-deserved rest, at least the others left him alone for a while.

08/06/06
Playing French Goran at chess played double or nothing, over and over, writing our scores down on paper, we are up to a million R$, he has three-balls of weed and I have three-balls of weed representing our millions, I won and made French Goran skin up my victory spiff. “Hail to the King baby!”


09/06/06
Tried going back to sleep after “Confere,” Italian Enero had other ideas, he decided he wanted to play bastard love songs at full volume, which set Sierra Leone Rover off shouting and complaining, loads of others in here shouting at him to turn it down, but Italian Enero downright refused and nearly had a punch up with Peruvian Christian over it.
Pastor Richard came bringing in money for Bournemouth Pinky, two packs biscuits, one pack of crackers and a sponge cake for Stretch and me to share between us, plus some well needed, new flip flops for me finally got some in my size.
Richard said that Birmingham Dee is still in the hospital and not been set free after being here three-years and three-months, even though he is a really sick, schizophrenic and should be back in England being looked after.

17/06/06
Stretch’s birthday, twenty-three today, it’s about this time two years ago that we first started putting the deal together that fatefully led us to being arrested in Brazil, hopefully this will be our last time in prison, around this time next year we should be free.

18/06/06
Nothing of great interest to report, Jewish Manache gave me my money from home, paid it all out in debts just waiting for the consulate money now, kind of popular at the moment, I have a line of people who all want to sit on the end of my bed and enjoy my company, Holland Charlie, Stretch, French Goran, Nigerian Michael, Ghanaian Ali even Peru John Raul got up, “just to see what it feels like and see what all the fuss is about, funny.”
All the regulars still sniffing and smoking crack, the guy next to me who works at industrial gets drunk at least once a week and is fucking the gay guy late at night, “Vo Lugar! Nastiness!”
Yesterday French Goran cleaned his bed, he must have disturbed a bed bug nest because he set everyone off around him cleaning on a bed bug hunt.
Brazilian Luciano the young crazy, nutcase had four-nests and hundreds of the little fuckers all around his bed, “his pillow was crawling, nice!”


Bournemouth Pinky is being an ass trying to impress Jewish Manache with his attempts to shit on people, “showing off to impress these losers in here is fucking sad!” What’s more he’s phoning his mates back home telling him all the scams Jewish Manache has him running as if they are his scams and bigging himself up hard, “shame he’s still here after wasting money on lawyer etc.”
Windy as fuck this morning.

30/06/06
Cold every morning this week been staying in bed after “Confere,” eating then going gym, Pastor John came today brought some fruit and stationary etc., while we were there a guy from Cell-B-2 was stabbed, not sure if he’s dead or not, “if he has to wait like everyone else to get treatment then he’s probably bleed to death already.”
Little observation for some reason Bournemouth Pinky is looking like shit, looks like he had been on a session last night.
JULY 2006 05/07/06
What’s been happening? Well the guy who got stabbed came back on
Monday seems ok to me, he had his t-shirt off and I couldn’t see a scar.
French Goran got a letter and a photo of a Columbian girl in the Telavera Bruce Prison.
Holland Charlie had a visit today from the Brazilian girl he has been writing to, I see her she was a pretty, too old for him, thirty-five-ish.
Murillo from the consulate came and spoke for a long time to Stretch and then quickly to Bournemouth Pinky and then superfast with me, all good I’m tired of talking to them anyway, I paid everyone off with the R$450 most of my moneys gone but I feel good for clearing my debts.
Stretch paid everyone a little money, “I think, then whoosh,” straight back on crediting the crack, waste of time me trying to tell him anything, he’s got to learn for himself.
American Shamus has been talking about wanting me to go and work for his families’ truck business in the United States, wish it could happen for real, that I could learn to drive a truck on the long highways over there, sounds like a dream after being confined in here for so long, shame I don’t think I’m aloud into America anymore with my new criminal record.


06/07/06
French Goran is wasted and out of commission from smoking too much crack, yesterday while we went to see the consulate, Italian Enero had twenty-grams of coke that he had smuggled in especially for him and his friends, it was supposed to be a secret, French Goran accidentally see it somehow and became hypnotized at the sight of it, standing outside Italian Enero’s room, eyes like saucers, dancing from side to side on the spot, fiddling with his dick, making a complete fool of himself, begging and pleading as hard as he could, trying anything and everything desperately, “just to get a little bit for his habit,” Spanish Domingo took pity on him and sent him off with a little bit to go and smoke with Bronx Salino.
Nigerian Michael and Ghanaian Ali are vexed with French Goran for being such a weak fool, Bronx Salino on the other hand can’t believe his luck because French Goran, “the idiot,” keeps taking more and more crack on credit and sharing with Bronx Salino for nothing, I know the state of French Goran’s finances and I know that he already owes more money then what he is expected to get in the next three-weeks’ time, that means the next twenty-seven-days are also going to add to his debt and there ain’t no way he can afford to pay it back like he’s promising everyone, “the drug has got him well and truly fucked.”

07/07/06
Bournemouth Pinky was feeling generous today and let me have a “FREE!” phone call which I used to call my dad and see how everyone was at home.

08/07/06
“FREE!” Hair cut off of Bolivian Hector, still the best cut in here, I’ve been exercising every day for three-weeks solid, now going to try and keep it up and keep getting healthier before I go home.

09/07/06
Italy and France in the World cup football final today, “who gives a fuck,” chilling atmosphere, I’m kicking back with a joint, Italy were the champions, “if anyone cares.”
Italian Enero was being predictably noisy, splashing his money around with the Brazilians and the Angolans who tag along for the freebies.


After evening “Confere,” we all had to go out of the cell while the guards turned the place over, robbing what they could and generally smashing the place up, they probably did it out of spite because Brazil got knocked out of the world cup and they didn’t want the Italian celebrating, “they really are that petty minded, so who knows.”

10/07/06
Stretch, Holland Charlie and Spanish Adi were out sunbathing yesterday now the three of them are all pink instead of the crack head pasty colour they all were.
Woke late and done my washing, Bournemouth Pinky called me as I was going to the gym saying that he see a Brazilian walk into a cell with all our magazines from Prisoners abroad, the ones the consulate said to us we were not allowed and were left in Valores, Bournemouth Pinky was all fired up and being all righteous and so we went and took them off the guy because they were rightfully ours, we shared them out between us and every time the Brazilians came try to get them back for their mate we just told them to “fuck off,” the consulate is a joke and can’t be trusted to look after our property, “let alone us.”

14/07/06
Tomorrow I will have been in here for exactly two-years, time is passing, things are changing; Angolan Oswaldo and Peruvian John Raul are supposed to be freed any day now.
Pastor Richard came, bringing cake and biscuits for us; he brought a few bags for the Nigerians as well. Other than that, all is quiet, “thank fuck.”

20/07/06
Reading the God father novel, “brilliant book way better than the film,” been training Italian Enero in the gym in exchange for vitamins and nutrients, been doing the same with some others and can sustain longer periods of training.
Stretch has been selling weed for Sierra Leone Rover and they seem to be doing well out of it, On Monday for some reason their supplier never restocked them, Stretch noticed Bournemouth Pinky talking with the supplier beforehand and must have brought Sierra Leone Rover’s supply, Now Bournemouth Pinky has a Brazilian selling weed for him and Sierra Leone Rover and Stretch are out of business. What they don’t realise is


that Bournemouth Pinky is smart and not many people know that he has got himself involved in bringing the weed into the prison, I know this because I’ve been stashing it for him in my secret wall hole, “for a fee of course,” since the same day Holland Charlie got busted because of what happened last time.
Polish Ads came asking me about Nigerian Michael apparently, he still owes Polish Ads money for the carpentry work he did on his bed.
Columbian Alex had the cheek to ask me to run his account book on French Goran because they don’t trust each other and they need a middle man to sort it out. French Goran, “the fucking fool,” took a whopping R$925 worth of crack on credit from Columbian Alex, French Goran said he knew nothing about it, I think Columbian Alex has taken advantage of the situation and he has been bumping the total up when French Goran wasn’t there. French Goran is owing more than R$1500 to everyone in the prison, he gets a Western Union from his family today and more from his consulate next week but it’s not even enough to pay half of his total debts, there is going to be some very angry creditors in the next few days, “as we speak, he is still taking credit for yet more crack.”
Lincoln Nigeria came and asked me to have a word with Stretch because Stretch wouldn’t lend him some washing powder, “petty bullshit,” but still, I have to try and keep the peace between them otherwise things blow up fast.
Peru John Raul is still here, hasn’t been set free yet. Sierra Leone Rover looking old, Spanish Domingo is keeping him awake with his loud music, Siarra Leone Rover’s lack of sleep is getting to him.
I’m fucking stoned, tired or crazy but I can’t remember if I’ve gotten the day and date right, it’s gone right out of my head, its late in the morning just finished talking to Nigerian Michael, making comparisons on law and disorder between Nigeria and England as well as the second-hand market possibilities in Nigeria.
Polish Ads wants me to do some drawings for him and found him an advert in the economist for original Antique maps on the same day. Stretch and me both played cards tonight good fun.
Bournemouth Pinky did good and going to try again next week, going to do a little deal so me and Stretch can make some money too, only problem at the moment is Bronx Salino is holding us up owing R$250 to Bournemouth Pinky, Bronx Salino got a Western Union same day as French Goran but didn’t pay anybody, Bournemouth Pinky told him he’d call his mother and tell her he owes the money for crack and that


Bournemouth Pinky owns Bronx Salino until his mum sends some money to rescue him, “funny as fuck,” Bronx Salino wasn’t sure if he should be worried or not. Bournemouth Pinky must have been listening to the little Brazilian crack head who threatens people over the phone with a few clever scams to get top up put on his phone, “Bournemouth Pinky is a quick learner and has no mercy.”

21/07/06
Dick! Angolans had a piss up last night and ended up regretting it they all been in the toilet shiting their selves to death, all last night and today. “Casasha boa!”
Tonight, it’s the Brazilians who work at Industrials turn to get drunk and high and then they have the excuse to fuck the gay guy who sells his ass “vo, luga!” they all pretend they don’t remember in the morning.
Alex Columbian been playing games with French Goran and trying to involve me again, saying Bronx Salino is owing him R$250 and its holding him on continuing his credit with everyone else, “I don’t give a fuck, leave me alone.” Columbian Alex thinks he’s a smart talker but don’t realise I know that French Goran only owes R$700, Columbian Alex is charging R$925, which is a substantial difference. French Goran is hoping to cut Columbian Alex out entirely from meddling with his supply, but Columbian Alex is demined to keep his slice of the pie for as long as possible and is saying all sorts of strange things to keep French Goran listening to him, getting away with it on French Goran is one thing but Columbian Alex thinks his dumb shit can work on me, “Please!” I just listen to his crazy ramblings and never agree to any of his crap and he just keeps on at it like it’s going to wash with me one day, “he’s mad,” and not too clever if he can’t see the difference between a sheep and a wolf.
It’s good watching this crap, it’s weird because once upon a time I might have been so wasted myself that it could have been me in either of those positions, submissive or dominant, worst of all was being so stupid as to not realise it myself till now, “more or less.”

22/07/06
Holland Charlie’s twenty-first-birthday today, had a smoke at 00:05 with him, Stretch give him t-shirt for when he go’s home, I left the two of them playing chess at 02:00 in the morning, all night long the piss head next to me talking in his sleep, saying, “Vo luga,” over and over, “wonder what was on his mind!”


Brazilian Jew Marcello who speaks English is getting depressed, he shot and killed his friend when they were arguing and drunk one day, sounded like an accident, he tells me he wants to start taking drugs, I told him just smoke weed and sleep to rest his brain and that hard drugs will just make him worse, hard drugs are never the answer, after a little chat he went and brought a weed and went for a lay down, poor guy, “too nice for prison.”

25/07/06
Writing this after a cell search, many people’s beds were wrecked again, pictures torn, personal items stolen, toothbrushes on the floor and telephones taken yet again.
Turkish Erdish and Lebanese Hassan lost theirs, Nigerian De-De lost his, Bournemouth Pinky was lucky this time, my bed was searched for the first time ever, the functionario’s took my carbohydrate powder, “probably thinking it was cocaine,”
Stretch lost some weed, pretty shit night, doing some drawings for Polish Ads going to pay R$20 for them, only I have to collect it from Nigerian Michael who owes it to Polish Ads for work on his bed.
I had a go at French Goran, he owes me R$30 for bread and I have to pay this Friday, same day his consulate is due to bring him R$650 but he says he can’t pay me because he has to pay off everybody else, I told him “tough shit, I’ve let your debt slide three-times already to help him out,” if his money comes and he don’t pay I’ll sell his fan, bed and radio and that might not even cover it, “fucking place, fucking people.”

27/07/06
On the news, today was a transcript of a telephone call made to a woman who was threatened and conned out of money by a Brazilian, the voice and tactics used match the guy who sits with Bournemouth Pinky everyday doing just that, conning credit for mobiles to pay for his crack habit, the guards spoke with him but of course he denied it, if they used voice recognition for the call they can match it to him, “but here don’t seem to use it?” We wait and see what happens with this little story, this country doesn’t care what goes on towards others but they all worship TV and publicity.
22:00, sat with Stretch watching Lucianna Gomerez on the TV show, “Super Pop,” live music from Sao Paulo, when Holland Charlie starts shouting, “look, look,” as Jewish Manache beat Bronx Salino from one


end of the cell all the way down to the other, that was until Nigerian Chris Canteena broke it up, Bronx Salino didn’t fight back instead he blocked and defended the relentless, raining hammer blows of Jewish Manache's giant, tubby frame, Bronx Salino doesn’t seem to be marked or bruised, “which makes me think Manash was pulling his punches,” after Nigerian Chris Canteena broke it up, Jewish Manache went and came back with his knife shouting over and over, “I will fucking kill you for stealing from me,” but again, I think that was all show more than anything, Jewish Manache has to protect his reputation and Bronx Salino was taking the piss and well in need of a lesson.
My guess as to why all this happened might have something to do with the fact that a “note” came for Jewish Manache two-minutes before he kicked off, I think one of the Brazilians tipped Jewish Manache off that Bronx Salino was receiving a Western Union through another person, secretly trying to get out of paying what he owes to Jewish Manache, unlucky for Bronx Salino, “the rest is history as they say,” crack addiction caused this situation as it has done many times before and will do many more times again.
Late night thought as laid here reading, listening to a loud fight in Cell- B-7, can’t be bothered to watch, yesterday Brazilian Alex got beat up in the afternoon when I was outside walking, that’s three-fights in three-days, first Brazilian Alex, then Jewish Manache and Bronx Salino, now the one in Cell-B-7, “strange huh, something in the water?”

29/07/06
Afternoon food came late today, then a little bald head functionario came in spoke to Brazilian Fabricio and Columbian Alberto, afterwards they told everyone that the guard said that they know we have mobile phones hidden in here, the guard wants the chargers for the last lot of phones they took because he has given it to his daughter and “his little girl needs the charger,” there was uproar, everyone in the cell went mad after hearing this, calling “Collectivo” to organise what we going to do in response because the guard has threatened if they don’t get the chargers, then they are going to come in and destroy everything in the cell.
The “Collectivo” has agreed that after “Confere,” if they come to do the search then when they ask us to leave, we all have to refuse and walk to the back of the cell together, if they touch anyone of us then the whole cell will attack the guards, “great minds came up with this bullshit idea,” I can’t see it coming to that though, “this lot are too disorganised,” either


way it’s going to be interesting to see what happens, sticks and knives versus automatic weapons, “Great odds, fish in a barrel comes to mind,” imagine the look on the directors face when this lot start moaning, “We want to speak about being threatened by this functionario, ha!” he’s going to fall of this chair laughing hysterically.

30/07/06
All that shit yesterday came to nothing in the end, “useless mofos,” this morning Nigerian Michael got Casasha and sat on my bed with Stretch and Holland Charlie getting drunk, I had a few and fell asleep, “fall asleep often if I drink now?”
Woke up for dinner at 17:00 Stretch was asleep after drinking too fast, throwing up in the toilets, “as usual,” and on his bed and finally in a bucket on his bed. Nigerian Michael is only a little pissed up but is going to drop soon, Holland Charlie just ate some noodles with me and is going to go sleep soon, Stretch just showered and sorted himself out says his head is still spinning.

31/07/06
Stayed awake from morning waiting for French Goran’s consulate to call him up to the office to collect his money, when French Goran came back he gave all of his money to Nigerian De-De as a broker to pay off a small group of people that he owed.
French Goran then went into Turkish Erdish’s room, “to hide,” and to sell off his new stuff for some desperately needed cash, there was a line of people outside, eagerly waiting to be paid, “most went away disappointed.”
Turkish Erdish let French Goran off of the money he owed him to
help him out, “for the fourth time!”
I made sure I got my money this time, “never again,” stupid old bastard plays to many games. He doesn’t even have respect for the people who helped him, he’s slagging them off when they refused to give any more money, “the guy is an ass,” he’s still taking credit.
AUGUST 2006 01/08/06
“Time is moving nicely!” Russian Roman has started hiding his phone
in Nigerian De-De’s secret wall hole, “which is right next to my bed,”


trouble is, he is doing it so blatantly, everyone can see, without knowing, he’s compromising the security of my wall hole which is not too far from his; dumb fucks got no common sense, I’ll have to teach him how to do it on the sly properly so he doesn’t get me caught.
Turkish Erdish see French Goran about to take yet more credit for weed and snapped at him, “go on, take it, take more, then later you can’t pay and they beat your ass, go, take.” French Goran was then moaning that Turkish Erdish should mind his own business, the French idiot don’t realise Turkish Erdish “owns,” French Goran’s ass, because he’s helping him out when he doesn’t have to, it was French Goran who involved Turkish Erdish in the first place by begging him to help him, it’s not Turkish Erdish sticking his nose in, he’s just trying to protect his investment in the hope of getting his money back.
Spanish Domingo and Adi are all over the new Spanish guy, kissing ass and being extra friendly, at the cost of blanking out Holland Charlie who used to cook and train with them every day but since the new guy came they hardly even speak with him anymore, so Stretch and me been looking after him and helping him eat, “poor little fucker.”
Russian Roman took American Shamus, Belgium Ali, French Goran and a group of other prisoners to go and see a lawyer about the “Semi Alberto law and the one-third-law,” the lawyer told them plain and simple, the one-third-law, “does not exist,” and they do not qualify for “Semi Alberto,” except possibly Russian Roman who paid for fake documents before he was arrested, such as wife, baby, house, work, etc. Russian Roman did his homework before hand and prepared for the worst, he was the only one who came back saying he now has qualified for “Semi Alberto,” and will be going soon, “best of luck to him,” in truth Russian Roman is a nice guy.

04/08/06
Late nights staying up reading, only had a little sleep, “Confere,” bread and coffee, I went back to sleep. I only managed to get an hour when Sierra Leone Rover woke me up, “again,” shouting and complaining about Spanish Domingo playing loud, classical music and disturbing him. “Sierra Leone Rover disturbs people, moaning about someone who is disturbing him, Oh, the irony!”
At 09:30 had a “senya” to go see Pastor Richard, Bournemouth Pinky got one too, Pastor Richard means well but he’s a little crazy, ditzy or eccentric, “if he was female, he would be blonde,” I can’t follow him, he


jumps from subject to subject, losing the point often, he’s all over the place, Bournemouth Pinky pretends to follow him, he laughs and nods in the right places but it’s only to use Pastor Richard.
After coming back, I asked Nigerian Michael about the R$20 he’s been promising to pay me all week, he said, “it’s coming at 17:00,” only I see him get his money at 15:00, pay everyone else again and not pay me, “I ain’t no mug, watch,” I confronted him his excuse this time is that he had to pay everyone else first, “so he didn’t get beaten,” I listened, and told him, “you’re taking the piss,” then he walked off mumbling.
Nigerian Michael went straight off to threaten Holland Charlie and Stretch for R$5 each that he says they owe him for some drink on Sunday, I said simple, “I’ll take their debt, they now owe R$5 each to me, so where’s the other R$10 going to come from Michael?” he floundered, “Ah Yeah! Um! Bullshit, Bullshit, Bullshit,” and finally he says he ain’t paying me nothing, he owes Polish Ads the original debt, not me and he will pay Polish Ads in his own time, maybe one month and “fuck Polish Ads he won’t do anything to me.” I said, “you recon, we’ll see.”
Anyway, after explaining later to Polish Ads what went down, this being third time Nigerian Michael didn’t pay when he’s had money and seeing as this was originally Polish Ads debt, I had to ask him, “what did he want me to do?”
Polish Ads said leave it with him, he will give me the R$10 that he owes me himself and take his debt back off Nigerian Michael, later when I see Polish Ads speaking with Nigerian Michael, I went over to hear Nigerian Michael saying a whole other story and saying things I said, that I never said, he had the cheek to lie to my face and told Polish Ads smiles calmly and says, “if you don’t pay my friends the Brazilians will come smash up Nigerian Michael’s bed, destroying all the work that Polish Ads done on it and clear the debt that way.”
I get paid from Polish Ads either way for the drawings and for the maps I do, Nigerian Michael had his three-chances now, “he’s out,” hard life, don’t cross me, “chow, bye-bye,” I don’t need people like that in my life anymore thank you.

05/08/06
Nigerian Michael's looking like he’s lost today, nobody wanting to talk with him, ostracized, “everyone’s fed up of his constant bullshit.”
Peruvian Maradona who looks a little like the football star, “he thinks so anyway,” it’s his birthday today, large chunk of the Spanish speaking


people here are drinking and celebrating with him this evening, Nigerian Michael is trying his hardest to stay as close as possible to the crowd in the hope of getting a “FREE!” drink, he looks well out of place, awkward, trying too hard with his head and hands going to the Spanish music, not understanding a word of the songs or any of the conversations.
Been waiting for a text from home with a Western Union since last week, no problems or pressures to pay anyone this time, all the money will still go on debts but the people I owe are all cool and relaxed.
Stretch has a headache and feels sick probably dehydration he was in
the sun this morning then in the gym and he’s felt like shit ever since.
I fucked my shoulder in the gym, the bench is too narrow and my shoulder popped off the side while making bench presses and now there is a pulled muscle paining me.

06/08/06
Day of rest no gym today instead shaved, showered, moisturized and sunbathed, stayed up all night watching movies, all the new movies at the cinema when I was free on the street are now showing here on normal TV, soon they will be showing all the new movies I’ve missed at the cinema because of being in here.

07/08/06
Out walking in the sun chatting with Bournemouth Pinky before Turkish Erdish called me to go to the gym with him, done a little but couldn’t be bothered shoulder was still killing and had no energy from all this shit food that couldn’t be eaten again, “it smelled like it was long out of date.”
Holland Charlie having problems with the gay in the cell, he’s going round telling everyone that he sucked Holland Charlie’s Dick, instead of laughing it off, Holland Charlie was well angry with Sierra Leone Rover for gossiping, I managed to calm Holland Charlie down, it was hard not to laugh, “funny shit,” somehow Stretch was mentioned as well for fucking somebody else, it’s all bullshit, “I think,” all I know is I wasn’t there, “nor would I want to be.”
Evening food was shit as well, bad day in prison when you’re hungry,
like me.


08/08/06
Food shit again this afternoon and in the evening, not good for me, stayed up finishing off reading another Martina Cole novel, one hours sleep, then out walking with Bournemouth Pinky in the morning.

09/08/06
Food was hot dog then I started feeling pins and needles in my left hand, arm, side of my neck, lips, check, eyelid and tongue again, then I climbed on my bed and passed out.
I woke up just before “Confere” and started vomiting out this type of acidy tasting water, then crashed out on my bed, blacked out again, I missed “Confere,” guards must have allowed me, I woke in the evening, hungry and thirsty, head pounding, feel disoriented, ate some bread and water and managed to kept it down.

10/08/06
Hot dogs again for food, “it’s a fucking joke,” they are starving us in here, feel so weak, money came from home, “thank fuck,” last thing I needed was people on my arse for money I owed, “food here I come, what to eat first!”

11/08/06
Funny day, walked all morning for some exercise, short distances, just before “Confere,” another prisoner got food thrown in his face and the guy who done it said “I’ve been here ten-years, go on say something,” total madness.
After evening “Confere” the crazy young Brazilian Luciano hacked up and spat a massive flemy-bogey, right on the floor and the wall next to my bed, “it’s not the first time,” I’m sick of telling him not to do it, so I just hacked up and spat a massive flemy-bogey straight on his head, shouting loudly in his ear, “FUCK OFF,” the whole cell got on his case, he does it everywhere, dirty little bastard never listens to know one, he’s feral, finally got him kicked out of the cell, let the Brazilians whoop his ass.
Russian Roman and Lebanese Hassan, normally best mates started arguing and getting excited, then Brazilian Mardrugga went for Nigerian Michael who owes him money, Brazilian Mardrugga tried to get Nigerian Michael with a stick but didn’t succeed, it was stopped before it really started.
Power cut, no fans and its getting hot.



12/08/06
Finally some edible food today, sunbathed, walked, went gym and then I was walking again at about 16:00 when a fight started in the main corridor between two Brazilian’s, both are normally pretty cool guys, one is ex-soldier, the other is a cook, never any problems before today, apparently when they were out on their visits the soldier got caught by the cook sneaking a peak at the cook’s missus, the cook said nothing at the time instead he waited until the soldier came back to the cells where he attacked the soldier with a knife, stabbing the soldier in the forearm as he defended himself, the soldier still smashed the cook in the eye wreaking the cheek before it was eventually broken up.
I hardly owe any money, but do you think I can get a fucking joint to smoke and wind down? “Place is a joke, where’s all the drug dealers for fucks sake!”

14/08/06
Finished reading Frank Bruno’s Autobiography last night, not a bad book considering it’s written by a meat head.
Spanish Domingo had a major session last night smoking the crack that he brought in to the prison to sell, “yeah right, heard that one before,” he was in his own little world, only coming out of it to wake me three- times, first for a lighter, then for a cigarette and finally for some ash to put on his pipe, just before morning “Confere,” he asked me to get him some Levozine from Nigerian De-De and then he passed out.
After morning “Confere,” he was supposed to go on a visit to see his girlfriend, twice he was called and twice he passed out unable to move, finally he made it to the bathroom where he collapsed and fell under the sink, he laid there who knows how long until someone found him, the other Spanish in here tried looking after him, the best they could do was get him up onto his bed and leave him there to sleep it off, “fuckin mess he’s made of himself is unbelievable.”
On a lighter note, French Goran got a picture of the girl from the women’s prison he’s been trying to get to visit him, he’s been smiling, “like the Cheshire Cat,” showing the photo to everybody, he’s impressed with her, could be worse I suppose.


15/08/06
After morning “Confere,” I was just drifting back off to sleep when Sierra Leone Rover decided to start shouting his head off complaining about Spanish Domingo’s radio, the gay guys TV volume and the Angolans voices, after making his usual song and dance about the volumes disturbing him he made the mistake of saying something about his own mother in English which the Angolan thought was an insult towards his mum and so the Angolan jumped off his bed planting a two-footed kick straight into Sierra Leone Rover’s chest to shut him up.
After the scuffle Spanish Adi and Holland Charlie rescued Sierra Leone Rover from a beating, Sierra Leone Rover the fool kept attacking the younger fitter Angolan, Sierra Leone Rover grabbed the guy by the throat and got punched in the mouth and knocked into a sitting position on the floor, finally the Angolan was carried out of the cell while Sierra Leone Rover was left sat on his arse in the middle of the floor with the right side of his jaw swelling up like a tennis ball, it was hurting him so much that he had to go to the infirmary, loads of people in the cell told Sierra Leone Rover to tell the medical staff that it happened playing football so as not to bring unwanted attention from the guards. “will he listen?”
I got called to “classification,” to sign some papers for the Federal Police, apparently on the 25th August we have to do an “expulsion interview,” for the final stages of our process to make sure we’re sent home on time, “maybe, believe it when I see it.”
While I was outside I see Sierra Leone Rover, he still hasn’t learnt his lesson and thinks he was in the right, stupid old fool has to go to the prison hospital now to get his jaw looked at all because Sierra Leone Rover can’t bite his tongue and keep his mouth shut.
Spent the rest of the day training in the gym and helping Brazilian Robson with his English, he’s a cool guy but he hasn’t got much chance of speaking good English, his brain is too scrambled from drugs and he comes across as a surf bum. “cowabunga dude.”
It’s around 19:00 and the guards have just finished searching our cells and giving a lecture to everyone, saying that we can all lose everything we own and that according to the rules all they have to do is keep us fed, “no more and no less,” they don’t even have to legally provide us with water, all of this was caused by Sierra Leone Rover and the Angolans fight this morning.
After the guards left a “collectivo” was called and people in the cell were bitching about respect and the lack of respect in here, “collectivo”


doesn’t fix anything, these fucks are too ignorant for a debate and are so stupid that they can’t even remember the original points from the beginning, the one who shouts loudest and can bully enough supporters to follow wins, after the “collectivo” the real idiots show themselves, walking around going from one person to the next repeating over and over what has been already said before like they were the ones that thought of it in the first place, “fucking sheep, baaa,” they’re so stupid and caught up in it all that they forget that they have already spoken to you, they come back on repeat, “like a broken record,” I had the same dick head walk up to me five-times in fifteen-minutes and say the same sentence as if it was the first time he told me.
Sierra Leone Rover is going to find it hard when he comes back because the guards made it seem like he has been talking to them grassing prisoners up, people here saying they will kill him if he comes back to this block, others are saying they won’t pay Sierra Leone Rover the money they owe him, generally no one has a good word for Sierra Leone Rover right now.

16/08/06
Sierra Leone Rover came back at 03:00 in the morning and has been put into Cell-B-5 with the Brazilians, none of the other prisoners have said or done anything to Sierra Leone Rover yet, but because of what happened yesterday the guards are taking great delight in searching our cell yet again, this time they found two and a half kilos of weed as well as loads of coke and crack, “lots and lots of unhappy prisoners in here with no drugs to take the edge off, it’s going to get violent.”

17/08/06
Mother fuckin, piss taking, Italian Enero the wanker is taking full advantage of the situation today, celebrating no Sierra Leone Rover by blurring his music at full volume like it’s a disco, nonstop from 08:30 this morning, doing my head in because all this prick listens to is shit love songs and he’s dancing around like a woman, we should have peace and quiet in here and not be disturbed by these ignorant assholes, “the system is a joke.”

18/08/06
Long days in here at the moment, time doesn’t seem to want to move,
with hardly any weed in here everyone is getting stressed, “myself


included,” the food has become completely in-edible, apparently, they have changed the supplier
Bolivian Hector the barber has been working up front in the offices, cutting the guards hair for remission, he’s been bringing back amazingly delicious looking food from up front every day, because he cuts the guard’s hairs he gets to eat same as them, “takes the piss when you think about it,” the guards are eating like kings while we’re in here starving like dogs in the street.
At evening “Confere,” the guards pulled us all out of our cell so that they could search it again, this time they found sixteen-litres of fermenting Casasha hidden under Bronx Salino’s bed, he says he was holding it for some Brazilian’s in another cell, the guards opened all the bottles and threw the contents all over the cell floor stinking the cell out and making a right mess.
When we went back in to the cell, some people started arguing and some were trying to clear up the mess, it was chaos, they were so disorganised that they were splashing the dirty stinking water all over the place, making things worse.
I suppose if you look at it from the guard’s point of view they think it’s great to keep catching “Gringo’s” with phones, money, drugs, the “Gringo’s” are a joke to them, “Gringo’s” are a cash cow, a fat pig, ripe for the taking, anything the “Gringo’s” do good, or bad just makes the guards look good, the guards can do what they like and justify it as, “just doing their job,”
I’m sick of the attitudes of the international prisoners, they think they are smarter than everybody else when the reality is completely the opposite.

19/08/06
Two-fights to start the day off, Cell-B-1 was disturbed all night by a group in their cell sniffing and being loud, so this morning the whole cell attacked the group, massive, violent bloodshed and then straight after two- people from Cell-B-7 were arguing loudly over money, they got excited and kicked off with each other, fighting and rolling about as well and it isn’t even 09:00 yet.

20/08/06
Normally today is my day off, a rest from the gym but I decided to put some weights on my shoulders and run up and down on the spot for a


few hours, just as I finished and was dripping with sweat the weather changed getting cold, the sky split with thunder and lightning, then hailstones as big as golf balls, then vicious wind and rain that was so strong and so hard that you couldn’t see ten-feet in front of you, still felt nice when I went out in it to cool off, I wasn’t the only one out in it Stretch and a few others were out running in it and a few Brazilian’s were collecting the hail from the floor in amazement, for loads of them they said it was the first time they had ever seen it, normally it’s too hot, “just shows how the weather patterns are changing.”

21/08/06
Only thing of interest today is French Goran is waiting for a Western Union number from his sister, he’s getting super nervous because he owes maybe R$1400 and will only be able to pay half of it, “if he’s lucky.”

22/08/06
Nigerian De-De went to collect R$40 from Bronx Salino, Bronx Salino, “paranoid from all the drugs,” pulled a knife to scare off Nigerian De-De, “Big mistake,” that was like a red flag to a bull, Nigerian De-De went for his own knife, Bronx Salino got lucky, an Old Italian prisoner took pity on Bronx Salino and quickly paid the debt for him, saving his life.

23/08/06
Was woke up by French Goran climbing across on my bed “with me in it,” and looking through my things, I told him to fuck off or I’ll kick him in the face, I wasn’t in the mood for junkies, went back to sleep, only to be woke up by French Goran stood arguing with American Shamus at the end of my bed, told them both to fuck off, “bastards!”
I drifted off again only to hear more shouting, as I sat up I see French Goran sail backwards through the air rapidly because he was pushed off his bed by Nigerian Lincoln who had found out that French Goran got some money yesterday and didn’t pay him R$40 that he owed.
Nigerian Lincoln was acting the hard man and was threatening to take French Goran ‘s bed to sell it and recoup some money, French Goran hopped past me in pain, his ankle fucked, maybe broken calling Nigerian Lincoln outside to fight in the corridor, “I was thinking, for fucks sake, all I wanted was a lay in this morning.


In round one, French Goran wrestled Nigerian Lincoln to the floor and was dominating but as usual other people in here interfered and broke it up.
In round two, Nigerian Lincoln punched and scratched at French Goran’s face like a girl or a cat hissing, this time Nigerian Lincoln wrestled French Goran to the floor, but Nigerian Lincoln made the mistake of smashing into the big Brazilian guy who sits quietly keeping himself to himself fixing fans in the corner, “this guy was huge,” makes "Arnie" look small, anyway he picked up Nigerian Lincoln in a bear hug and held him limply until Jewish Manache escorted a bleeding French Goran back into the cell.
Afterwards Turkish Erdish paid French Goran’s debt to Nigerian Lincoln trying to do French Goran a favor, I think it was good of him considering French Goran already owes him R$60 and hasn’t offered to pay him five-times in a row.
When French Goran got his bed back and I got him some ice and made him bandage it properly for him, later I see he re-bandaged it himself and that his foot had swollen and gone purple because he retired it too tight, “idiot.”
Evening food was shit so I brought and made spaghetti Bolognese for Stretch, Holland Charlie and me, it went down good, and enjoyed it.
At night played Ludo with American Shamus, Spanish Juan and the new Spanish guy Anco, the new guy is crazy he doesn’t even know me and he’s trying to get me to send him a load of Ketamine when we go free, while we were playing Holland Charlie kept putting his head around the door laughing and joking pissed as a fart and getting worse each time.

24/08/06
Played chess all day with French Goran trying to keep him out of trouble, played Ludo with American Shamus in the evening.

25/08/06
Same as yesterday, nothing really happening all is quiet. Made my “expulsion interview” for my process, the lawyer says that everything is up to date and going well no problems yet, “fingers crossed.”

26/08/06
Washed and cleaned all of my clothes sheets and blankets, everything is fresh now, went for a walk in the sun, then went to the gym with


Brazilian Robson and Holland Charlie, they went for sun and I went back to the cell to make myself a big plate of spaghetti with eggs and spicy sauce.
French Goran and loads of other people are waiting for Bronx Salino to sort them out with some coke seeing as he just got 10g of good coke delivered off his women who snuck it in on the visit today, Bronx Salino had promised a little to everyone all week, now that today is here though and it’s in his hands the only place you can find Bronx Salino is with his mentor Bolivian Ceaser cooking it up and smoking it to themselves, ain’t no way they are giving any of it that to anyone else.
Just before “Confere,” a young Brazilian in here was shouting his mouth off and making a big seen, saying that another Brazilian was robbing him and so American Shamus and me escorted him out of the cell. “strange.”
SEPTEMBER 2006 05/09/06
Three African guys arrived today taking us up to sixty-one in the cell.

07/09/06
Strange days here, the weather has been cold, wet and even snowing, Brazilians are walking around wrapped in blankets and I’ve been laying on my bed with a heater, all has been quiet in here except for Bronx Salino making trouble for himself by taking too much credit with crack and coke, he is pushing his luck too far, American Shamus is trying to look out for Bronx Salino but it’s not easy.
Roll on next month when the consulate brings our money.

13/09/06
Long gaps nothing much to report, phoned home spoke to my dad, all is well.
Bournemouth Pinky and Jewish Manache are still wheeling and dealing, thick as thieves, thinking they are clever.
Stretch has chilled out a lot lately but is still chasing “FREE!” drugs, “like a dog in heat,” being annoying and ponsing cigarettes off everyone.
French Goran is still sniffing and smoking anything he can get on
credit, because he is expecting money from his family he doesn’t see a


problem with taking so much credit, not realising the seriousness of the situation, people get killed in here for R$1.
Bronx Salino is still up shit creek and has had a run in everyday from somebody he owes money to, it’s a good job he’s a fast talker, he begs really good and manages to put shit off and delay until another day. “quite skillful actually. I can’t do it.”
Nigerian Michael somehow got some good quality coke to sell and the prison junkies lapped it up one time, so now he should be alright for money in here.
American Shamus has been looking like he’s got flu symptoms every day for a long time, I always see him dosing himself up with medicines trying to get better, I think that because he takes so much medicine his immune system is weak and he won’t get better for ages, “if at all.”

14/09/06
The weather has flipped around again and last night was uncomfortably hot and sticky making it difficult to sleep, today was 36 degrees centigrade.
Lunch was out of date hot dogs, showered and went to the gym after listening to French Goran going off one, irrational, coked up, ranting and raving about how “terrible” everyone and everything is in here.
Last night he tried to get wasted for the fifth or sixth day in a row but was disturbed by Brazilian George in the next bed to him, both of them had been smoking crack and were both high as fuck freaking each other out when they could see each other through the curtains, they were both so paranoid they thought the other one was going to kill them and went so far as to only be able to sleep with a weapon stashed next to their pillow. “madness.”
Stretch’s bed was right next to these two and Stretch spent all night pissing himself laughing and telling anyone who would listen to have a look at the state of these two, French Goran was getting mad at Stretch saying, “what a shit” Stretch is for telling everyone about what he was doing, Stretch don’t give a fuck.
Stretch was outside sunbathing with Holland Charlie and Spanish Adi; I went to join them for a while then walked around the yard doing laps with Turkish Erdish.
Nigerian Charlie had been asking up front if it was possible for me to receive an urgent fax and he said the guards told him point blank, “NO, this is prison not a hotel,” Nigerian Charlie told me to speak to Brazilian


D.J Fabricio because he could steal the fax from the office where he works.
D.J Fabricio said no problem first time, I like that he’s such a mild- mannered person and did it straight away for me out of the goodness of his heart, big difference compared to the likes of Jewish Manache and Bournemouth Pinky who act like big men and yet when I asked them they didn’t have a clue how to get the fax in here. All I’ve got to do now is time it right with home.

17/09/06
Bournemouth Pinky’s started sniffing again and it has become a regular habit once more. “his nose is sore, red and always dripping, “he looks like a sniveling child.”

21/09/06
French Goran has been sniffing and smoking coke nonstop for a while now and it’s started to get the better of his body and his mind, you can visibly see his injured right leg is not healing properly, it’s wasting away from lack of vitamins and nutrients, “coke addiction is a bitch,” he’s constantly paranoid and anxious, he keeps shutting himself off in his bed trying to be left to his melancholy thoughts, or to have marathon wanking sessions, trying desperately for a climax that never comes, only a dribble, loads of people have caught him playing with himself on his bed when they’ve looked in to see if he was alive, lowering their option of him even more.
Stretch has also joined in the crack smoking and is off again. “yee-ha!”

22/09/06
Last night I couldn’t sleep until day break then I dosed on and off till “Confere,” had my bread and coffee, had a Brazilian from Cell-B-7 offering me fifty-balls of weed on credit with the condition that I do it half-half with Stretch, I refused the deal because no more money is passing between Stretch and me, Stretch is a liability and I’ll end up having to pay it all and Stretch would smoke for “FREE!”
I was woken up with a note to go to “Valores” to collect a parcel that had been sent from home, inside was some magazines and unexpectedly some photos of my friends and family, “emotional.”
Was walking and talking with French Goran, listening to him going on about Stretch pestering him when he’s trying to get high and how it is


doing French Goran’s head in, he can’t work out why he is so interesting
for everybody.
Stretch was playing table tennis and he overheard his name come from French Goran’s lips, Stretch walked towards French Goran saying, “I’m sick of this everyday your paranoid and saying that I’m doing things to you, shut up!” French Goran made the mistake of opening his mouth to defend himself and Stretch, “unfairly and unexpectedly,” head butted French Goran on his nose.
French Goran turned away in pain and in shock while Stretch angrily walked off back to his game of table tennis, I felt really sorry for French Goran, he didn’t deserve that at all, I don’t know why Stretch keeps taking advantage of him, its twisted, it’s out of order and I told this to Stretch afterwards.
French Goran said it’s the second time he’s been attacked when he wasn’t expecting it and from a person he thought was a friend, “made me feel really sad listening to him,” what’s he’s becoming reminds me of the mess I made of myself.
I stuck around the “canteena” area with him sharing a joint and trying to cheer him up, When French Goran went for a lay down I went and played table tennis until dinner.
In the evening played chess and got stoned with French Goran, Stretch and Holland Charlie were sleeping, Jewish Manache and Bournemouth Pinky are sniffing their brains out. “mugs!”
Last thing at night reading M.G magazines sent from home with American Shamus while cocaine zombies are walking around the place, is fucking depressing, “at least now I can look at the photos from back home and think about better people and better times.”

26/09/06
Managed to make a few calls home, I now owe R$40 for phone calls
but it’s worth it to hear the voices at home.
Today three Brazilians transferred out of our cell to make way for a new Nigerian and two Angolans.
I’ve been training in the gym and forcing myself to eat as much as this
shit food as I can stomach.
French Goran is still flying around in his own little world with the occasional trip back to reality before he runs off to lock himself away on his bed doing another session until he passes out.


Stretch has been reading fantasy books on his bed and so we don’t see much of him unless I go challenge him to a game of table tennis and a spliff, nothing much to say to each other anymore unless we feel like bullshitting about good times back home.
At this point I need to mention the boil on Stretch’s arse, it’s the size of a golf ball and is inflamed and oozing puss, Stretch has tried to get me to have a look at it but I keep passing up the offer saying, “I’m not a doctor,” American Shamus made the mistake of looking at it and he described it to me as “being very impressive to say the least,” no one knows what’s causing these boils on people, the nurse gave him an injection to clear his blood and Stretch is describing smelly, green and yellow, scabby worms that are emerging from the boil, apparently the worms are a good sign and the boil will now get smaller. “wonderful.”
OCTOBER 2006 01/10/06
Bournemouth Pinky, Italian Enero and Spanish Anco had a piss up and were stood sniffing and bullshitting all night next to my bed like they were in the pub on a Friday night.
When they were finally wasted enough not to care anymore they offered me a line of sniff, “a little tester, only one,” and a drink of “cachaça,” it was actually Spanish Anco who decided to share with me, not the other two, stingy, Peacocks, they are tight as fuck and never considered sharing.
I kept egging Bournemouth Pinky on, encouraging him to do more and more, I got him so drunk that, “he got his wallet out and lent me some money without me having to ask.”
Waiting for the consulate to come is murder, I hate waiting, only a week to go.
Finally for today there is a crazy Angolan moved in to the bed next to me, this guy is like Chris Rock on crack and is jumpy as fuck, last night he tried to wake up four-different people and none of them know why, “I have my suspicions,” all the shit people in this cell have been hammering away at this poor guy, making him more nervous and jittery, all the other Angolans made a point of talking with this guy but they don’t appreciate that he is mentally retarded or something, they think that by talking to him they can fix him.


03/09/06
This new Angolan guy isn’t just crazy, he’s a raging homosexual, “I fucking knew it,” he’s has been offering himself and his services to absolutely everybody in here, most people rightly told him to fuck off, dirty bastard, “looks contagious as fuck,” but there is a small group of Latino’s encouraging him and egging him on, they act all macho and shit but they will all bend him over or get a blow job when they are drunk enough, mark my words
I received a Western Union from home on Friday, Bournemouth Pinky fucked me around all day, letting other people use the phone ahead of me, when all I wanted was a quick few minutes to say thank you to home for sending the money.
Home text me on Bournemouth Pinky’s regular number, but again Bournemouth Pinky fucked about and I didn’t get the message till late in the day, anyway tomorrow I should get R$180 from home, then the consulate is due with R$390 ish.
Other big news today the guards called Holland Charlie to let him know that tomorrow they are letting him go free, straight out the front door. Good luck to him.
French Goran got a Western Union today but it’s only €100, which is nothing for his mountain of debt, somewhere between R$1500 – R$2000 and still climbing, “on sniff that Nigerian Michael is kind of forcing him on now,” French Goran only pays to the person who has sniff, not the people who have run out.

04/10/06
Woke early today and it’s nice and hot outside. Last night in Cell-B-7 an old man, in his late seventies, with no friends or family sadly tried to kill himself, our mate Brazilian Robson found him in the toilet at about 02:00 in the morning hanging by his neck from a wire, Brazilian Robson raised the alarm in time and they managed to rescue him in time, the guards came and got him now to take to the prison hospital.
On the News, today someone tried to kill the director at Ary Franco, by running his car off the road and sprayed it full of bullets, he is also in the hospital now, “divine justice for another bastard prison officer.”
Poor Holland Charlie is still here, looking uncertain while waiting to get set free sometime today.
Exercised a little but my elbows are hurting like fuck. Forgot to mention on Monday an old Brazilian man here called Biear had his head


split open and stabbed in the shoulder, owed drug money to some young boys apparently, anyway he got patched up and is now hanging around people his own age for moral support.
Western Union came, still waiting consulate.

05/10/06
Consulate finally came this morning, Laura and another woman and Pastor David, Stretch told the women all about the boil on his arse while I was talking with Pastor David, Stretch had me laughing and cringing wondering why he was telling these two-women about his boil.
Consulate fucked up everything we ordered and brought me a load of stuff I can’t sell and didn’t want or order in the first place, they put our money in “Valores” and once Laura told me that I said, “Goodbye,” and walked off, these Consulate dicks wind me up, “naïve, ignorant and stupid.”
Brazilian Canteena Cashoron did me a favor and got our money out of
“Valores” free of charge, “I paid it all straight out to debts.”

07/10/06
The crazy, gay, Angolan guy made me jump this morning, I was taking a piss in the toilet, on my own, no- one around, half asleep and concentrating, as I was finishing up, shaking myself off and turning round, this fucker had sneaked up quietly and was stood right behind me, grinning and smiling like a fool, like he had been watching over my shoulder the whole time, I shouted at him, “get the fuck out of here,” and he ran away out the door, back to the cell, I don’t know who was more scarred, him or me? My hearts pounding, “Fucking place!”

10/10/06
Holland Charlie is still here waiting for his turn to go home nine-days over his release date and counting, little Peruvian John Raul with the massive scar around his body has finally been released from here, he is supposed to be expulsed to Peru today.
The Old man from Cell-B-7 who tried to kill himself is walking around like a ghost, lost deep, deep in his thoughts and looking like the life was sucked out of him, “the two-thousand-yard stare,” the limp, blank, unfocused gaze of a trauma victim, shell shocked.


Another old Brazilian man from Cell-B-7 ran away to “Seguru” today on accounts of stealing or swapping good crack for shit crack when holding it or bringing it into the prison.
Italian Enero, Spanish Domingo, French Goran, Bronx Salino and Bolivians Ceaser and Chelie are all far, far down the crack rabbit hole right now, smoking is all they think about, consumed, even the other part time smokers are getting themselves into all sorts of grief because of debts, “it’s contagious.”

15/10/06
Time seems to be moving at a good speed lately, summer is on its way and the nights are getting warmer again, only problem with it is the mosquitoes, dirty creatures, major problem with them is my new, skinny, H.I.V/ Aids, Angolan, bum bandit, neighbor, they bite him and then bite me, “I’m fucked,” which ever judge sentenced this poor bastard is a sick motherfucker, I mean if you had to choose between dying of aids of drug trafficking to afford the medicines to relieve your suffering, “what would you do,” now he has to waste what little time he’s got being tormented by all the homophobic and ignorant people in here, I feel sorry as hell for the guy and I’m even sorrier for myself having to be two-foot away from him all night and most of the day.
Stretch has been on the phone and his mum finally sent him a Western Union, I got one tomorrow as well so we going to buy twenty-five-grams of weed and have a smoke.
The boils on his body have become a total of four-golf balls he had to break open last night, all look painful as fuck. Nasty dirty place is fucked up.

16/10/06
I couldn’t buy any smoke with Stretch today because I had no money left after paying all my debts and there is no way I’m taking credit ever again, “draw a line under that shit, been there done that and got a whole wardrobe full of T-Shirts!”

19/10/06
Exercising the time away, eating as much as I can to try and bulk up,
and the food is still shit, “it’s not easy!”
Stretch has been smoking crack with Bronx Salino for four days straight.


Bournemouth Pinky refused to lend me R$150 for a week, even when I offered him R$30 interest, instead he said he would rather lend it to the Brazilians who work on the Industrial site because they pay back double what they borrow, “cheers cunt!” he only gives to help himself, I’ve got nothing he wants, “blown up with self-importance a typical fucking user,” Jewish Manache is an expert user, he blows smoke up Bournemouth Pinky’s ass and manipulates him to do all of his work for him, “good Ebed,” Bournemouth Pinky loves it because he thinks he’s learning, “all of Israel’s secrets,” and don’t realise Manache is playing him at his own game, “stupid goyim!”

20/10/06
Finally, after officially finishing his sentence twenty-one-days ago Holland Charlie has been set free, on Tuesday just gone he called his consulate and was surprised to hear them say that due to a change in the law, “that they never told him about,” they wouldn’t be paying for his ticket home like they have been telling him for the whole time he’s been here, instead unless he finds the money himself he would have to stay here in prison indefinitely until the Brazilian government found the money to pay to expulse him.
After getting over the shock, he called his mum to help him, lucky for him she sorted the money out fast and sent it to the Consulate people, who then paid the Federal Police, who then signed the papers and came and picked him up at 10:30 this morning and will be putting him on a plane later today. He’s lucky, “least it’s not just the British consulate who are useless fuckers,” Holland Consulate should have told him months ago he had to pay his own ticket, not twenty-one days, “After,” his sentence finished, costing him twenty-one days of his freedom, that he can never get back.
After Holland Charlie left, Stretch and me went and smoked a joint with Brazilian Robson who pulled out a picture he had of Holland Charlie smoking a joint at Agua Santa; every time Robson smoked the spliff he kept offering a puff to the photo saying “come on Charlie smoke up, man stop hogging the joint!”

21/10/06
Woke up by Brazilian Mardrugga banging tunes on his bucket and
singing to himself, “crazy old fool,” won’t be for much longer, the


annoying mother fucker is going to work at the industrial complex, hopefully the work will tire him out and have him out of here for the day. Pastor Richard came to visit, he talked non-stop for an hour, “I was sleep walking back to the cell,” hungry after missing the food because of
him talking, but I least he gave me two-packs of biscuits to eat.
Exercised then had one drink of “Casasha” courtesy of French Goran, which then turned into a whole bottle, “celebrating,” after he got the news he is getting some money sent from home.
In the evening after “Confere,” just about to have a cigarette when Angolan Nu-Nu, “the guy with the PSP stashed in here,” starts swinging punches at Nigerian Chris Canteena and with Angolan Kabral at the same time, smashing the place up as they went, Big Angolan Pedro grabbed Angolan Nu-Nu and dragged him kicking and screaming into to the bathroom, I picked up Nigerian Chris Canteena and held him back, when Nigerian Chris Canteena calmed down and stopped struggling, I went in to the bathroom just as Angolan Nu-Nu started kicking off on Angolan Pedro, Angolan Nu-Nu smashed passed me intent on getting to Nigerian Chris Canteena again, Stretch kept telling me to stay out of it but the “Casasha” wouldn’t let me, “I like Nigerian Chris Canteena too.”
When I see Angolan Nu-Nu going crazy again I thought, “fuck it,” and got him into a head lock, just as he was just going limp some sly fucker punched me on the side of my head, then Stretch grabbed my arm and made me let Angolan Nu-Nu go, pulling me out of a sea of screaming people all grappling with each other, afterwards I stood there laughing with Stretch while all the others carried on pushing, shoving and arguing it out.
If me and Angolan Pedro didn’t break it up then Nigerian Chris Canteena looked like he would have killed Angolan Nu-Nu for attacking him and smashing up his stuff, “fuck knows what it was about,” it felt good stopping it, especially when I could feel some of my old strength returning, Angolan Nu-Nu isn’t so big but Nigerian Chris Canteena is a good eighteen-stone and I picked him up and restrained him with ease, I love it, makes me remember back home and all the Friday nights drinking and fighting, or working on the door, “all I need now is a kebab and a spliff and I’ll sleep like a baby.”

22/10/06
Party day again today, “Brazilian prison madness,” all the Brazilian’s
are in a good mood because today they can spend all day outside their cells


with their families chilling out on the grass by the shop, some of the guys will be off hiding behind walls, trees, dustbins or anywhere they can find fucking their women.
Some of the “Gringo’s” also have visits from their families, girlfriends or hookers, Polish Ads spent all day catching up with his kids, eating cake and drinking fizzy drinks, trying as best he can to be a dad.
Spanish Anco came back relieved and bragging about a hand job from his woman he was visited by.
Stupid, useless, wet fish Bournemouth Pinky spent all day with a girl that Moroccan Ricky had worked hard and set up for him to get a long overdue bunk up, instead of smashing out her back door, Bournemouth Pinky acted like he was on a date and did what he always did on a date back home, he chatted loads of bollocks, sniffed a load of coke up his nose and got drunk as a skunk, she sat there feeling uncomfortable till it was time to go, she said “bye,” he said, “see you again next time,” she said, “of course,” and ran as fast as she could out the prison without looking back.

23/10/06
This morning I was supposed to go and have another tattoo done but I stayed up too late watching movies and didn’t wake up until 12:00 by then it was too late to get started so hopefully will do it tomorrow.
Spent a long time chatting with Polish Ads about his family, he’s really optimistic about the future at the moment, “shame he doesn’t stay like this very long.”
Talking to French Goran who is now flipping out over his debts, R$1900 that he owes and can’t pay, a thousand of which he owes just to Nigerian Michael, who has well and truly taken advantage, ripped him off good and proper with shit over price coke.
French Goran was on about going to the guards to grass on Nigerian Michael in the hope of getting him transferred, he says Nigerian Michael is pressuring him to pay to him and nobody but him, to basically fuck off all French Goran other debts, regardless of the consequences.
French Goran had even gone as far as to write a letter to his consulate, “that was until I managed to talk him out of it,” made him throw it away, “shit like that get you killed in here,” I told him straight, “I don’t grass on anybody and I don’t run,” I know I am a standup guy, “American John Alite said so,” I like to keep my integrity intact. Then French Goran was discussing slitting Nigerian Michael’s throat in his sleep, I agreed with him


but talked him out of it by saying that “he would fuck everyone else in the cell and they wouldn’t be impressed,” and finally we settled that if he threatened French Goran anymore then French Goran would boil up some hot oil, sugar and water and tip it over Nigerian Michael’s face in his sleep, put him in hospital for ages but not kill him, “maybe.”

25/10/06
Nigerian Michael’s birthday today, he brought four-litres of “Casasha” and tried unsuccessfully to encourage people to join him in his celebrations, when “FREE!” drink failed he brought “FREE!” weed, when the weed failed he brought coke, “cokeheads don’t give a fuck, they ain’t got no standards,” and by the end of the day Stretch, Bronx Salino, Bolivian Ceaser and even French Goran were singing, dancing and hugging Nigerian Michael, “pretending to be friends,” the rest of the cell were groaning to yet another night of loud voices and music disturbing their misery.
Weed has been scarce in my system over the last six days; my memory is returning to haunt me again as well as all the usual aches and pains from various body abuses, without weed I fall apart physically and mentally, it just takes the edge of.

26/10/06
I was sick as a dog all day and stuck in bed trying to lay as still as possible and ignore the rushes of hot and cold sweats, later in the evening I had a shit which seemed to restore some sort of balance to my body, a cheap hot dog and plenty of water were my only medicine, “nice to be sick in prison.”

27/10/06
Aspirin from Turkish Erdish, Ibuprofen from Spanish Anko and then
a chocolate milkshake provided by me are today’s cure for no weed!
Text my dad all ok, “makes me feel good to say hello,” Stretch spoke
to his dad, seemed to wind Stretch up rather than relax him.
NOVEMBER 2006 02/11/06
Somewhere my dates have got scrambled up, “in here if you’re not careful it’s so easy to lose track of time,” what’s new in here?


The Angolan HIV prisoner has been moved to the prison hospital and no sign of him coming back soon. “thank fuck, creepy contagious mofo.” No more fights in here for a while, “food is still to be desired,” exercise has gone out the window since I was sick and not because I’m lazy either, but because I thought it good to rest and save some energy, also because I’ve been getting a massive new tattoo of a dragon down the right side of my torso , Brazilian tattooist B.C’s been doing a great job on me with the homemade tattoo machine, it’s a mix of his and my designs and I’m trying to learn to use the machine myself so could have a new skill to go home
with.
Money wise, I’m on schedule and above board all creditors in here are happy with me, only small debts, living as best as I can in here, “trying to be as true to myself as I can,” been taking each day as it comes and it’s working.
After watching the behavior of the other prisoners in here and comparing it to different situations, I’ve come to the conclusion that you have good and bad people in all categories, “well obviously,” surprising for me is that eighty-percent of them are always stuck constantly in a state of flux, changing emotions, ups and downs, they can’t stay true to themselves from one day to the next, eighty-percent have no control over themselves, this means they’re always living in a kind of constant nightmare of unpredictability.
This seems worse in the International Prisoners; it’s like a “dog eats dog” environment in here. Brazilian’s interact with each other and with “Gringos” differently, the majority of them get “saucer eyes” from greed, envy, jealously, lust and will kill without a single thought if they think that they can get away with it.
Most “Gringo’s” think that Brazilian’s are stupid and hold them in extremely low regard, smart Brazilian’s know this and actually play “Gringo’s” on this with reverse psychology, stupid “Gringo’s” fall for it all the time, it’s shit luck being here, unless you want to shout and make a scene you will never get your point across, “shut up,” and “put up,” it’s your problem, “not mine,” nice knowing you, “chow!”
“Genius does what it must, Talent does what it can!” till next time, make the most of every situation, “peace!”


03/11/06
Only a few interesting things happening, yesterday Bronx Salino paid me the R$25 he has owed me for two-months, he is trying to clean up his act and pay everyone he owes before he goes home, his “conditional” date past on Oct 21st, he worked and has “remission” it didn’t come off and is still here, which now means all the people he would have run out on and not paid are now on his back for collecting their money.
French Goran woke me up while arguing with Turkish Erdish next to my bed, French Goran had agreed to borrow R$50 and pay R$75 by borrowing from a Brazilian, organised by Polish Shark Alex, “madness,” the condition was that if he didn’t pay on time the debt would become R$150, threats were made that if French Goran didn’t pay then they would get him with a knife or a stick, Polish Alex, cold, calculated and uncaring washed his hands of the whole thing refusing to help him, which of course set French Goran up nicely because he readily agreed to the conditions and even signed a docket agreeing, “dick, Polish Alex got paid out of this. To make things worse, “boom,” all the International Phone lines dropped, which means French Goran can’t get his money and was panicking his arse off, he finally got to speak to his family and desperately
got an emergency Western Union sent to him tomorrow.
He then went straight off and took more credited coke and sniffed and smoked to “celebrate” his luck, success and relief in his eyes after he escaped another beating.
When his money came, French Goran paid R$350 off of a R$1800 debt. Then in shock he recalculated and realised that on Thursday just gone he smoked R$100 of crack without realising, he now owes more than R$800 to mix of people plus another R$700 only to Nigerian Michael. “weak minded fool.”

04/11/06
After “Confere,” Brazilian Robson came to speak with French Goran about his bill of R$115 he owes Brazilian Robson for sandwiches and food, “R$50 more than what French Goran expected,” it’s all French Goran’s fault for being wasted and not paying attention, negotiating drug deals and turning himself into a target, everyone keeps fucking him over as he agrees to all sorts of stupid shit and then is shocked weeks later when they come to collect on deals he’s totally forgotten about.


Spanish Domingo stepped in as negotiator because normally laid back Brazilian Robson was likely to have smacked French Goran in the mouth for messing him around. “he needs the money to survive in here.”
French Goran had to agree to pay because of what he agreed before and no longer had any argument left, Spanish Domingo proceeded to give French Goran a lecture about his behavior and bad book keeping skills.
Moral of this story “don’t negotiate when high.” French Goran came to me afterwards for support but when he found no sympathy from me he went off for a walk on his own cursing the world and everybody in it.
I got no patience for him or anyone else right now I’m filling up with a cold and feel like shit. “everyone carries their own cross mofo.”

05/11/06
After evening “Confere,” yesterday I was waiting for French Goran to show up to smoke weed and play chess like normal, after an hour I went looking round the cell for him expecting him to be smoking or sniffing coke somewhere, but nobody had seen him and we were one missing when the guards did the count, no one knew where he was and it was all a little mysterious, “turned out he was late coming out another cell at “Confere,” and the guards took it bad and sent him to “Custigo” for a few days, this morning he sent me a note asking for some of his things, Nigerian Michael and Stretch took care of it while I slept, still blocked up with cold. French Goran will be alright, probably doing him good to get away.

06/11/06
Coughing myself stupid, chest is hurting like fuck, twenty-days I’ve made a real effort to stop smoking and I think this is nicotine withdrawal fucking with me, only smoking two or three cigarettes in a day instead of twenty, thirty or forty, have to quit these bastard things, they’re a disgusting habit.

07/11/06
Time is flying along thank fuck, French Goran is still in “Custigo” and to be honest “I’m glad of the peace,” I like him a lot but sometimes it’s like he is the stupidest man in the world, he says and does everything without thinking, then he over thinks about the unimportant or changeable things. “It’s like his mind waves are always in a storm and he don’t know which way to sail.”



10/11/06
Stretch has been on the phone back home trying to get some money from his dad and step mum, he explained to them that he is sick and can’t eat any of the processed food being served if he does he breaks out in sores and boils which only leaves him with the rice and beans as every meal comes with some sort of processed meat, he told them he is desperately in need of their help and that if they care about him to show it now, after one week’s wait with no reply he phoned again only to be told its someone’s wedding and they will try and send him money, “in two or three weeks,” which is a real bastard for Stretch, he couldn’t believe it and went to get himself some crack and blow his mind to oblivion for a few days, his logic I suppose is “if his family don’t care about him why bother to care about himself?”
Pastor Richard came today, immediately after coming back Stretch was off selling his stuff to get money to pay for his crack debts, his debts are not high but any drug debt is a brick to carry around your neck.
Bournemouth Pinky recons his lawyer has done some shit for him, and his remission is being processed or something, so he is asking Pastor Richard to pick up his things from the consulate and bring them here ready for him to be off, only thing is, if he isn’t out of here in about forty-days’ time when the courts close, he’ll be stuck here till early next year which is when his normal “conditional” date would be, “two-weeks before us,” so all the lawyer is doing is hedging his bets or just blowing smoke up Bournemouth Pinky’s ass.
Bronx Salino is still here after his conditional with remission as are many others in here, “it’s a joke,” to think at this stage in a process you can get out of jail early.
On the other hand, the other English guy who was recently arrested has gone home after paying $40,000, “CASH,” to the Federal Police then let him walk, “thanks for your visit, no hard feelings, please come again.” Pastor Richard came today, telling us how Birmingham Dee is still in the prison hospital, many months after he should have gone home and there is no sign of it changing any time soon for him, “it’s fucked up and these consulate pricks do nothing for him,” they know all the right people to help him but won’t risk putting their names on any paperwork to add
weight to his case, “they’re pathetic.”


It’s cold and wet these last few days, which isn’t helping my cough at all, but at least I’m not in “Custigo” which must be really shit on nights like this.
Spanish Domingo, Italian Enero, Brazilian D.J Fabricio and even Peruvian Maradona are the main line of crack distributers in here at the moment, D.J Fabricio the stupid fool has got caught up in this shit, he was a none smoker of drugs before coming to prison and will find it hard to get out of the habit now he’s smoking it and supplying it, “dumb game, don’t get high on your own supply.
Something like seventeen out of fifty-seven people are smoking that shit in here at the moment, the air is always thick with the distinctive toxic, fishy odor, “Kind of like plastic burning,” stink of crack, somewhere in here there is always someone smoking it, four-months till my “conditional” date ......

11/11/06
Woke up after dreaming about something that shocked me awake, I didn’t go back to sleep, instead I done my washing in a “zombie,” like state.
Went for a walk, done some exercise, smoked a joint and have been coughing nonstop for over an hour, “not from the joint,” just this white froff like a lager top, chest abs and nuts ache from the convulsions of the fierceness of the coughing fit.
Sleep is difficult I keep coughing myself awake, slept a little sat against
the wall, “fucking painful,” Still raining, prison is all closed down.

13/11/06
Had to go to the infirmary to see the doctor I’ve been in so much pain, he spoke English which made it easier for me, after listening to my chest he wrote a long prescription and said I had a chest infection, “Great, just what I need,” and if it’s still bad in a week to come back.
When I got back to the cell French Goran was back from “Custigo,” we had a little chat, but I had to lay down for a while and rest, then I had the worst coughing fit yet, something cracked under my left arm in my chest.
I was in so much pain I staggered all the way to the front office and told them I want to go the Hospital for some good painkillers or something, after a long, painful five-hours of waiting outside in the rain with a Brazilian guy, “who was in a worse state than me,” says he has


Hepatitis, the guards sent us back inside because the transport never came to take us to the Hospital. Inside another painful night coughing up nasty coloured flem, my ribs hurt, Spanish Domingo had a look, recons I cracked my ribs coughing so hard.

14/11/06
In the morning Spanish Domingo sorted me out with a load of painkillers from Spain and after “Confere,” I was finally able to lay down and get some sleep.
At 13:00 woke up feeling much better and was able to cough a lot of shit up and out with only a little pain, phoned Murrilo at the consulate and asked him to send me some strong painkillers which he said he would do on Thursday because tomorrow is closed for yet another holiday in this fucking country.
Yesterday French Goran was being sensible for a change, “the break done him some good,” but after smoking weed, then drinking Casasha led to sniffing coke, his brain has gone again and the effects of “Custigo” were short lived, “can’t teach an old dog new tricks!”

17/11/06
Pastor Richard came with my medicines from the consulate, after a little chat with Stretch, Bournemouth Pinky, me, and now American Shamus as well, I came back coughed my ass up and then finally got called to go to the hospital, “as an emergency, what a joke,” after a long wait, the
S.O.E came to drive me on the two-minute journey to the prison hospital. I was locked in a small, concrete room with five-concrete beds, a shower, a toilet and about Forty other sick people, horrible, cramped and smelly, when they called me to see the doctor I explained what was wrong, he gives me a form and told me to take it next door to the nurse, she told me to roll up my sleeve, “I thought she was taking my blood pressure,” before I could object, she stuck me with a massive needle full of clear liquid, I said, “what was that,” she didn’t answer, smiled and told me to go, I wandered back through to the doctor’s office again, a little confused and asked him if he understood what I said was wrong, without looking up from his paperwork he said, “yes,” I said “what about an examination or an x-ray,” he looked up at me like I was an idiot or something and said “the machine is broken, goodbye,” I couldn’t believe it, what a waste of time, “Fucking country, still don’t know what she injected in me that day.”

Big thanks to Spanish Domingo who kept the good medicine coming all week, I just been reading and resting not being able to do much, just going to the toilet three-meters away leaves me short of breath and the left side of my chest aching. Still not smoking cigarettes finally quit those fucking things and right now I can’t even enjoy a joint.
Noticed something this week that I don’t know what to make of it, “if I don’t go and see Stretch to say Hello, he doesn’t bother to come and see me and do the same?”

19/11/06
Highlight of the day was Jewish Manache going mad on French Goran who happens to sleep on the bed above him, Jewish Manache is obsessively clean, he had had enough of French Goran who is obsessively dirty, keep disturbing him with bed bugs, crumbs, rubbish, smells as well as kicking and banging on the roof and many, many other things about French Goran’s lifestyle that finally made Manache snap, “the straw that broke the camel’s back,” when French Goran accidentally broke the electric connection that ran between their bunks being clumsy with his stuff, Jewish Manache jumped, “yes the fat bastard can move when he wants to,” up onto French Goran’s bed, throwing French Goran’s stuff everywhere and ranting and raving and making a big scene, “all to make French Goran look like a shit,” it was not good, he completely lost it, when he went too far, I had to step in and tell him, grab hold of him and to chill out, “fat fuck was going to give himself a heart attack,” the best thing to do is for French Goran to move beds, because he ain’t going to change, they are like chalk and cheese, complete opposites, so now French has moved over the other side of the cell and is above his best friend Nigerian Michael, peace has been restored, “for now.”
During the night watched the Matrix Revolutions movie, Spanish Anko, Stretch, French Goran, American Shamus, Spanish Adi, Holland Charlie, Brazilian Gilson, “and me,” all squeezed together to watch it on two-TV’s in the middle of the cell.

20/11/06
Still coughing, think maybe Spanish Domingo is right about my rib, which is why I’m in so much pain, I can feel it through my skin now that I can touch it and I can hear my rib click as I breathe or move.
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Lay on my bed reading all day, “counting the days until I get out of here, ha,” at the moment both Stretch and me require Medical treatment and here just does not provide it adequately.

22/11/06
The last few nights French Goran has been smoking crack for “FREE!” with Nigerian Michael, only this morning I wake up hearing Michael telling French Goran that he must have R$95 of him to pay the debt and seeing as French Goran already owes him R$500 its now gone up to R$595 and nothing was “FREE!” for French Goran at all.
French Goran’s family have told him that they don’t understand why he is spending so much of their money and that they are sending the French consulate to come and see what the problem is.
French Goran is getting nervous not knowing what to do, he owes R$1200 – R$1500 and the people here are pressuring him to pay up. I told him truthfully the best thing he can do is go to “Seguru” by quietly sneaking his stuff out, wait for his consulate and explain to them that he has become a junkie and needs to be transferred out of here because he has lost control and owes too much.
These people pressure him, he then pressures his family and it’s not right that he should pay these people who are poisoning him, the money should be for his children to rightly have to live with.
After he tried to argue with me but after a few home truths he see I was right, his debts are snowballing out of control, he has no will power to stop himself and his quality of life here is piss poor, it’s sad and humiliating for him to admit it but finally he saw the logic of it and started to make his preparations to leave here soon, I’m going to miss him he is good humored, intelligent and a good chess player but the crack and these people are destroying him, its best to get out of here.
He spoke to his family and says he will be going to “Seguru” tomorrow morning there will be a lot of upset arseholes in here tomorrow, “good on him, these fucks deserve all they get,” they played him, now it’s his turn.
He was going to run today but put it off till tomorrow, Nigerian Michael and Italian Enero separately are on his back saying to him if he doesn’t pay he had better go to Seguru or they are going to fuck him up. “He is, just they don’t know he’s decided to go and not pay them.”
Still coughing and in pain, thought fuck it, smoked a joint and surprise,
the coughing stops for a few hours, “unbelievable!”
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23/11/06
As I lay on my bed waking up, listened to Nigerian Michael hassling French Goran for money owed, not a good start to the morning, but seeing as I knew French Goran was doing a runner today it kind of made me smile.
Later I walked and talked with French Goran, around 14:00, he finally saw his opportunity to go, he took one plastic bag and his tatty old sheet and cushion.
Spanish Wan see him go and came back to tell everyone, “which spared me having to break the news,” I only had to confirm it with everyone, “yes he has gone Seguru owing nearly R$2000 to over twenty-five different people, no I don’t think he is going to pay,” Nigerian Michael, Nigerian De-De, Peruvian Maradona, Italian Enero, Brazilian Robson are all crying about their lost money, yet it was these bastards who gave him crack when he didn’t want it and have pressured him so much to pay that he has ran off, “hopefully he won’t ever pay the pricks,” sad on the others alright prisoners who helped French Goran, he always intended to pay them but was always forced not to.
Anyway, Bournemouth Pinky, Ghanaian Ali, American Shamus, Holland Jacques, Nigerian Lincoln, Spanish Domingo all wished him the best, they all knew he was being used and abused but there was nothing anybody could say or do to stop him letting them fuck him, “fool unto himself,” who might have just got the last laugh so long as he can get over this and sort himself out.
I nearly ended up in “Seguru,” with him, when I went round there to give him his clothes, the guard searched the bag and found a bloody crack pipe in there, he looked at the other two-guards, showing them the pipe and asking for their opinions, of course they said “Custigo” too, I knew they were only fucking with me, it wasn’t my fault, I never checked the bag properly, they left me hanging, it wasn’t a nice feeling with “Custigo” right there and my Birthday tomorrow.
One-hundred and twenty-three weeks in prison, fifteen more till our
“conditional” release date.
Pretty cool spoke with Holland Charlie on the phone, he’s back in Den Haag, Holland he only got out of the prison over there yesterday after doing thirty-odd days more for other crimes he’d committed there.
Also, let my will powers off and had a few drags on Stretch’s cig, I wasn’t going to mention it but Stretch made me as he is reading what I’m writing right now.
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24/11/06
Happy Birthday to me, this morning my dad text to wish me
congratulations, “that’s made my day already.”
Then Pastor John called us, I got there first tried to be quick but Pastor John sat us all together and went into one, proper on the god vibe, which soon got Bournemouth Pinky’s back up, so he started making snide comments and playing up, “making himself laugh,” and winding Stretch up, Stretch likes Pastor John and see it as being disrespectful, “he’s right,” Stretch didn’t think Pastor John deserved what Bournemouth Pinky was doing.
I like Pastor John too, but today he was being too strong on the preaching, he kind of deserved it because he brought it on himself, I just tried my best to be polite and not ask questions so I could get out of there as quickly as possible.
Came back got some weed and sat chatting to Sierra Leone Rover in the canteen, ate some “FREE!” cake and lent him R$50.
Bournemouth Pinky organised for me to go to Cell-B-4 where his mate let me use the phone for twenty-minutes for “FREE!” to speak to dad and my little brother, “nice one.”

26/11/06
Stretch has gone to “Custigo” again for some stupid shit, he went outside to the canteen with permission from the guard to buy a bottle of Pepsi, and some fresh water for Jewish Manache, while he was there his Brazilian/Japanese friends from Cell-B-1 called him over to meet their family on visit, while he was eating and drinking with them a guard see him and knew he wasn’t supposed to be there so sent him to “Custigo,” fucking stupid little shit reason, “the guard is a cunt,” hopefully he will be out tomorrow, but if they write it up his “conditional” is fucked.

27/11/06
Last night Holland Jacques sorted me out with a late-night snack of spicy noodles, I don’t know if he was being nice or if he didn’t want to wash the pot?
Woke up at 03:00 sweating my tits off, all the electric on my side of the cell is off, Fat Holland Jacques borrowed my bench to go sleep on in Stretch’s bed because he was too hot in his own bed, I had to get it back off him because it hurts to jump off my bed without it.


Slept really badly, hot and in pain, so I was awake when they brought Stretch back at 05:30, I was surprised he didn’t get mad at Holland Jacques for being in his bed without permission but he didn’t seem to mind, late night watching some Martin Lawrence film on TV.

28/11/06
Woke up early because of the heat but just laid as still as possible till I drifted back to sleep, done this off and on through “Confere,” and on till lunch time, tried the phone but too early everyone’s at work, washed my t-shirts, kicked arse at table tennis, walked until 16:00, tried the phone again and managed to speak to my brother.

29/11/06
Played table tennis but couldn’t get my game together, walked for a little bit then couldn’t be bothered, got food then lost my appetite.
Got a “senya” to go and see the doctor, got changed into my jeans and t-shirt but when I got to the gate the guard must have been racist of something because he wouldn’t let me go through, he kept saying “no” and wouldn’t give me a reason, wouldn’t even acknowledge me, he was letting all the Brazilians pass and so I gave up, “obrigado,”
Medical attention is out the window, it’s a waste of time anyway, I think two of my ribs are broken, there’s a lump and bruising, my breathing is restricted and I’m in pain every day, “to be honest I no longer care,” it’s just another thing in life, “fuck it just get on with it.”

30/11/06
Last day of the month, “another one over and done with,” it’s been raining all day which is a good thing because at least it keeps the place cool, fell asleep early last night bored out of my brains and no decent conversation to be found, going to sleep early fucked me good and proper because I kept waking up every fifteen minutes, right the way through to “Confere,” at 08:00.
Spanish Domingo, Italian Enero and Bolivian Chelie were on an all- nighter last night, nonstop crack smoking, they all look like shit this morning and they’ve been unconscious all day.
From when I woke up I’ve been walking around trying to stay off my bed, ate my food then carried on walking, tried to make some triceps dips but struggled to make ten-reps, “two months ago I was making two- hundred-reps look easy,” then I went outside walking bare foot in the hot


rain, played table tennis, “improvement on yesterday,” washed my t-shirts, walked some more, took evening food was lucky I was allowed three of them, while I was eating the electric cut out and from then on the power was on and off all night, fuckin annoying especially seeing how its blown my light bulb and I’ll have to buy a new one again.
Bronx Salino has been gone all day at court, not because of his sentence but because he has to sign documents for paternity of his Brazilian baby, “someone told him it was a good idea,” he tells me that when they came to pick him up in the transport van it was already over full and the guards were telling him to squeeze in by laying on the floor, when he refused the guards repeatedly beat his legs with a baton until he had no other choice but to jump inside, forced to lay down by everyone’s feet, the guards aren’t supposed to beat anyone but they still do at every opportunity, “I swear now,” that if any one of them so much as tries to hit me I’m going to hit them straight back and take the beating from the rest of his mates, “I’ll be smiling all the way for standing my ground,” all prison guards are sick in the head if you ask me.
DECEMBER 2006 01/12/06
“On the first day of Christmas my true love gave to me	bar hum
bug!”
Woke up this morning for “Confere,” then went back to sleep after
eating my bread and drinking my coffee.
Was woke up an hour or so later to hear that Bournemouth Pinky had been sent to “Custigo” for telling the Brazilian guy, “who brings the remission forms into the prison for the people who work to sign,” that Bournemouth Pinky wasn’t signing it anymore because his “conditional” release date is now and he should have gone home, “so he isn’t signing anything anymore out of protest,” the Brazilian guy told Bournemouth Pinky that he had to sign it otherwise the Brazilian would get in trouble with the guards, Bournemouth Pinky took the paper and tore it up defiantly, this left the Brazilian guy with no choice but to report it to his boss.
The “functionario” came to see Bournemouth Pinky and got mad at him because the way he sees it is that, “Bournemouth Pinky was disrespecting the system,” and so he sent Bournemouth Pinky to “Custigo.”


I wrote Bournemouth Pinky a note asking if his room was safe and he wrote back telling me where to find his phone and watch and instructions to give them to Jewish Manache to hold for him.
After I done that I got a “senya” to go up front but when I got there it was only gay old Brazilian Elliott wasting my time, he wanted Stretch but got our names mixed up.
On my way back I see all the Brazilian Women waiting for their “palatorium,” weekly, conjugal, bunk up visit, even though I’m not supposed to, I couldn’t help giving them all a smile even though they were all depressingly ugly bitches, then I noticed one really nice one who was smiling a big smile at me, “I’m not writing what happened next to the bakery in the next twenty-minutes.”
As I swaggered back to the cell feeling light on my feet, a Brazilian prisoner came up to me with a message from Bournemouth Pinky asking for his toothbrush, soap, etc. “funny as fuck,” we’ve already sent it to him, which means it must have been high-jacked along the way.
Back in the cell I get another note supposedly from Bournemouth Pinky asking for R$150 to be sent from Jewish Manache, “we were pissing ourselves,” the problem was the spelling was fucked up and Bournemouth Pinky should have money in his pocket, Jewish Manache recons French Goran has been forced to write the note on behalf of the Brazilian scum bags in “Seguru,” sad how low French Goran has gone to, he is the only one there really who could have helped them write the letter, “I don’t know some of the Brazilians are pretty smart.”
Bronx Salino is now pushing his luck with Spanish Anko he’s owed him R$350 for more than Six-weeks and Spanish Anko is getting nervous and now threatening to smash him in the face if he doesn’t pay up.
Two new arrivals one Nigerian and one Czech, Nigerian Michael has taken the new Nigerian under his wing, “he’s fucked, poor bastard, don’t stand a chance,” The Czech guy is called Mirek, I hate not knowing how to pronounce someone’s name properly I think it’s ignorant, says a lot about the people in here hardly any of them can say my name right, anyway Czech Mirek seems cool, he’s struggling to communicate and has only just learned some basic Portuguese, he’s another one now that has found his way to sitting on the end of my bed and smoking joints, “I don’t know what the attraction is with new comers but at least one person from every new group ends up sitting on the end of my bed getting stoned and telling me their life story,” Czech Mirek was busted with four-kilos and got a four-year sentence, simple enough process, Polish Ads and Polish Alex


came to talk to Czech Mirek, they are able to talk and understand each other even though they are from different countries.
Finished the night watching DVD’s on Italian Enero’s secret DVD player, the player was smuggled in in little pieces and was re-assembled in the cell, it looks like a mess of wires but it plays perfectly.
Quiet night so far all the Angolans are getting pissed on “Casasha” so it might get loud later, Bournemouth Pinky returned from “Custigo” looking wrecked.

02/12/06
Bread and coffee, back to sleep, woke myself up around 09:30 so I could take my cushions outside to air in the sun to scare away all the bed bugs and little beasties hiding inside them.
I had to climb on top the roof of the shelter to get some rocks to weigh down my cushions so they didn’t blow away, normally an easy thing to do but at that time in the morning bright sunshine in my eyes I really struggled.
I came back in and brought some flour to mix with water and made glue to repaper my bed space with magazine pages and block up any holes, I should now be bug free for a little while.
Because the bed space next to mine is empty and not maintained it won’t take long for the bugs to come back, I even offered the smelly old Brazilian prisoner underneath me that I would to do his bed space for him “FREE!” of charge, he didn’t want it done, said he likes it how it is, he doesn’t wash and he stinks of piss, sometimes at night I can smell it in my sleep and it wakes me up, it’s horrible, “dirty old git.”
Late afternoon watching boxing on TV main fight is Holyfield and someone else, evening time ate a large meal of rice and beef, at “Confere,” some cheeky Brazilian threw a bottle of “Casasha” on my bed as he went out of the door trying to stop himself getting caught and fucked up by the guards, he was too slow and the guard caught him in the corridor, “mother fucker could have got me into a lot of shit,” made me mad.
Nigerian Chris Canteena opposite me see it in my eyes and tried making a joke of it to chill me out, I had already chilled out, I see that he saw me getting angry, so I restrained myself fast because I don’t like people seeing me react.
Power cuts all evening as usual, Czech Mirek is looking like a lost sheep at the moment, he still doesn’t know what to do with himself, or who to trust, he keeps looking round the room nervously saying, “acki no bon”


and that means, “here no good,” he’ll be alright when he settles in, “he just doesn’t know it yet,” he is twenty-two-years old, big and strong, polite, “prison school of hard knocks starts again for another new student.”
Sleep time for me it’s about 01:00 in the morning it was a long day and I’m knackered.

03/12/06
Enjoyed the feel of the sun on my face when I went to the gates overlooking the courtyard this morning, stood there eating my bread and drinking my coffee, came back and saw Jewish Manache deliberately give Bronx Salino his money in front of everybody in the cell, Bronx Salino was shocked and was looking around nervously at all the people he owed money to, “they looked back like a pack of starving escapees from a lunatic asylum.”
I watched him give a little bit to Spanish Anko and a little bit to a
Brazilian guy and then he went and hid the rest in his bed, “go figure.”
Is Spanish Anko still going to beat Bronx Salino if he doesn’t pay him the rest of his money tomorrow like he’s saying, I told Spanish Anko if he doesn’t beat Bronx Salino tomorrow, out of principle I was going to beat Spanish Anko for being a pussy, and he laughed, Stretch has been calling him a pussy all day long winding him up saying that he’s all talk and no action.
Turkish Erdish pulled me into his bed winging about money and how everyone keeps asking him to lend them money, I said, “not me bruv,” he kept saying, “why do they keep asking me,” he said Stretch asked him last night and he told him that he’s not lending anyone anymore.
Turkish Erdish kept going on and on until I had enough, I had to tell him to shut up and stop being a dick, “the sound of his that high pitch moaning voice was winding me up,” it was the last thing I wanted to be hearing at 09:00 in the morning, unbelievably he managed to put me in a bad mood for a good few hours after, at least he had the sense to stay out of my way for the rest of the day.
In the evening watched the “Passion of the Christ” and the “Face Off”
movies on TV before giving in to tiredness and going to sleep.

04/12/06
One of the worst things about being in here is the not knowing what’s
happening on the outside.


Bournemouth Pinky has just had $900 transferred to the British consulate for them to hold and to pay for his flight home, his paid lawyer has organised his paperwork for him and has calculated a new release date of December 8th, which is only four-days away.
The lawyer has spoken to a friend of his at the federal police station and he’s saying that there not much chance of him going home before Christmas, it just shows that all the money Bournemouth Pinky’s paid didn’t make a difference, the system says four-days’ time he goes free, but in reality the federal police will ignore this and won’t let him go until they’re ready, Bournemouth Pinky’s situation though is still better than mine, no money from home, no lawyer, consulate is a joke, doesn’t leave a nice feeling in my stomach, frustration isn’t a strong enough word to describe the helpless feeling I’ve got right now, it’s horrible, but at the same time I have to accept it.

05/12/06
Was woken up with a “senya” to go up front, when I got there it was Pastor Richard, I sat there with Stretch while Pastor Richard rabbited on, then he had to pray for us, then he gave us our bag of charity goodies, I asked him if he could bring some books for me next time if it was possible. Came back to the cell smoked a joint with Brazilian Moza he says he should be going free soon, went for a walk with Brazilian George who was telling me about a bad dream he had, it was a coincidence because I’d had a bad dream last night too, a face similar to the one from scream was after me and I woke up punching the air in front of my face feeling like an idiot when I realised what I’ve done, walked with Brazilian George until 17:00
lock up time.
The food was shit uneatable, had to buy something else to eat.
After “Confere,” Polish Ads told me his good news, he has won the right to go to an open prison and should be back on the street sometime in the New Year, which is better than how it was set sometime in 2016.
There was a phone call today saying that Russian Roman was back on the street today, then bad news two-international mobile phones were caught and confiscated by the guards, these idiot prisoners can never move fast enough to hide things, it’s always when I want to use the phone it happens, “sods law.”


06/12/06
Woke at “Confere,” after the guards left I stood and watched a big argument in the corridor, Brazilians were shouting and finger pointing, all for nothing in the end, I don’t understand any of it when they shout so fast, I just see highly strung people in a tight space with no cigarettes or weed stressing out in the prison.
Bournemouth Pinky let me know that he won his appeal and could be out of here any day now, he’s all over the place with nerves and excitement, and he really wants to be home for Christmas so he can sit down with his family for Christmas dinner.
Sat wasting time with American Shamus working out the sizes of European countries to prove a bet I have with Ghanaian Ali that you can fit all the European countries into the same area as Brazil, “which you can if you want to check, Brazil is massive.”
New guy from Nigeria with an English passport arrived today, Harrison is his name seems a bit strange hasn’t really said allot, “he’s another religious nutcase and seems to be a two-faced piece of shit,” I’ve taken an automatic disliking to this bastard and lucky for me he has moved into the bed space next to me.

07/12/06
Not allot happening so started making Christmas cards to sell and try to make some money.

08/12/06
Fuckin fed up and not in the mood for anything, feel like screaming or beating the shit out of someone, these noisy fucks in the cell are getting on my nerves loud music blaring at 08:00 in the morning, Nigerians screaming for each other’s attentions, and people generally just being nuisances, these men are supposed to be hardened criminals instead they are mentally challenged, defective individuals.

09/12/06
Sold some Christmas cards, exercised in the gym, feeling better but still have pain in my ribs.
Brazilian Benicio from Cell-7 came to me and said that he’d seen English letters and photos in the rubbish bin and thought they might have been thrown away by mistake, so I went with him and see lots of pictures of Stretch’s family covered in rice and beetroot.


I cleaned them the best I could and went to find Stretch, on the way back American Shamus asked me what was going on I told him I didn’t know, when Stretch came in, I handed him the photos and he took them and threw them in the bin again and walked off without saying a word.
Later when I asked him what was going on he said, “I don’t need them anymore,” and that was that, I didn’t push him to find out what was on his mind, maybe he’ll tell me another day when he’s ready.
Bournemouth Pinky has been physically sick from all the stressing he’s doing, the only thing he can do is lie in his bed and try to sleep, and anything else is too much for him. When it’s my turn to go maybe I’ll understand why people stress over the last few days, right now I don’t get it, “surely he should be getting happy.”

12/12/06
Yesterday I got called to see a lawyer who was a representative of the courts or some shit, “I don’t know,” I told him that my exams need to be organised and the lawyer said it will be sorted out in January.
Bournemouth Pinky got a print out of his process, he’s officially a free man, “so why is he still here,” it shows that he is eight-months over his release time, Murrilo at the consulate has brought him a ticket for the 20th December, if the courts and the federal police don’t sign by the end of the week it’s going to be a waste of money and they’ll have to buy a new ticket, the tension on Bournemouth Pinky’s face is tremendous, he says, “it’s a fucked up situation to be in.”
Last night I spoke with the lovely French Lara who is one of French Goran’s girlfriends, she phoned Bournemouth Pinky, she asked us to tell French Goran that she was going to come visit him in January, or she was until she called the French consulate to ask about it, they told her not to bother coming because French Goran already has a Brazilian women coming to visit him, “she must have been well gutted,” she told us to tell him to forget any more money, forget her phone number and forget that she exists.
Bournemouth Pinky told me this morning to go and tell French Goran face to face but the guard wouldn’t let me go around there, so I had to write the poor cunt a letter telling him what happened, “his consulate fucked him good and proper.”
Pastor Richard came today but was in a hurry, he called American Shamus, Nigerian Olu, Bournemouth Pinky, American Shamus couldn’t make it, he was busy with the phone, Bournemouth Pinky collected his


belongings that Pastor Richard had kindly picked up from the consulate for him, Stretch and me were not called but he brought us some flip flops, “each the same size,” he obliviously forgot my giant size, I sold mine R$8, “fuck it.”
All last night the New Nigerian Harrison was having nightmares and kept rolling over through the curtain that divides us, knocking my shit everywhere and making the paper Marché surface creak and groan under his weight, I kept pushing him back first gently and finally beating him back when I’d had enough of it, then to top it off, the son of a bitch woke me up 07:00 chanting and praying.
After “Confere,” I laid into him verbally and left it at that, later in the afternoon, Czech Mirek was on my bed chatting to me when Nigerian Harrison came and said melodramatically in Portuguese to Czech Mirek “tell your friend I’m sick and that if he wants to kill me it doesn’t matter I’m already dead” I said “tell me yourself, you ignorant fuck, I understand Portuguese, I know you speak English or are you that rude you would let Czech Mirek struggle to explain what you’re saying,” he went on he’s sick Bla, Bla, Bla, I said, “I don’t give a fuck, it’s got nothing to do with you annoying me and disturbing me with your stupidness,” he then said, “it was me who helped your brother here Czech Mirek and taught him Portuguese, fed him, shared with him” I said, “you what, I’m not his brother and I don’t care about yours and his history, you disturb me again and you’re going to get problems” I told him, “fuck off, I don’t want to be your friend and it’s you who is making me your enemy, you don’t disturb me, I certainly won’t disturb you” he said, “that’s that then” I said, “just piss off,” and finally he did, not liking it one bit that I wouldn’t take any of his crap, ignorant cunt winds me up just looking at him, you can see he’s a grass with a guilty conscience.

13/12/06
Slept bad last night kept waking up, this morning after “Confere,” felt really depressed, been trying to get on the phone to wish my little brother Happy birthday, but either the phones drop here or there is no answer there, on top of that I have to get hold of my dad to organise my money for the plane ticket home, I need it to be at the consulate here before the end of February so the consulate can notify the federal that it is all sorted and won’t hold me up going home.


Apparently, the ticket money is the main reason most people stay here long times over their sentences, while they wait for the federal to find the money to pay for it.
Here in the cell we had sixty-two people and were full, then one Brazilian moved out and the Nigerian next to me moved beds thank fuck, now a Professor Brainstorm looking, fifty-something guy from Uruguay, Hugo, has taken his place, this guy is not new he has returned from another prison, he seems a little bit eccentric, laughing wildly, joking around like a kid and drinking like a fish already.

14/12/06
Shitty sleep again, walked and exercised from 09:00, drinking coffee like crazy to stay awake, text my dad to tell him to keep his phone on in the evening.
Uruguay Hugo challenged me to play chess, he’s fifty-two years old, four and a half years in prison of an eighteen-year sentence, grassed up by someone who said he was a boss, kicked my ass at chess, good and proper, five games to three, but I’ll get him same as everyone, “let them win a few till you figure their style and then adapt to it so they can’t touch you ever again.”
Phoned my dad in the evening spoke to him for fifteen minutes, telling him about Bournemouth Pinky going home and to expect to go for a beer sometime soon together, he told me no problems for the flight money for me, that it will be ready for February.
After I got to speak to my brother for fifteen-minutes and Poland Alex picked up the R$5 bill for me, helped me out good, “what’s he after?”
Bournemouth Pinky sorted me out with a gram of sniff he was testing and didn’t want, after one big line my mouth was grinding away but not really much else happening, don’t know what else to say about it really, I’m going to sniff the lot and test it properly, “fuck it.”

15/12/06
Apart from making my jaw go crazy that gear last night wasn’t very impressive, went to sleep on it no problem and woke up easily enough this morning, went for a walk to get the blood flowing, waiting for a guy in Cell-B-1 to pay me some money for a tattoo design I made him so I can get a joint.
Italian Enero was grassed up by someone that he had the DVD player
or the guards have been watching his parcels, when a load of CD’s arrived


the guard checked them on the DVD player they have and found pirate movies and porn, so they told Enero to bring them the DVD player or he goes to Bangu-2, “this was a few days ago,” since then I’ve been hiding the DVD player and DVD’s for him, yesterday he took the DVD player, “I still got the DVD’s” but today the head of security called Italian Enero told him times up, and beat him a little so now Italian Enero is shook up and can’t do nothing about it, if he reports it he fucks himself.
American Shamus said the same as me, he’d do another eight-years if the guards touched him, “fucking bastards,” but then it gives Italian Enero a taste of his own medicine, one of the things he’s in prison for is attacking women and smashing up hotels?
American consulate came with money and shopping for American Shamus and Bronx Salino as well as some new magazines, “which I’m already working my way through.
Sierra Leone Sierra Leone Rover paid me the R$50 he owed me, now I get to pay my bread debt to Brazilian Luciano, noticed I got fucked by bed bugs last night, getting hot must hatch them, now I’m going to fall asleep for a few hours I’m tired out.
After falling asleep woke up at 22:00, smoked a few joints and then sat up till 06:00 chatting with young Nigerian Olu or shall I say listening to him rabbit on, offloading his probs, he’s nice guy good laugh, he’s missing American Mafia John Alite from Cell-A-2 back in Agua Santa.

16/12/06
When “Confere,” finished I went back to sleep but was woke up by Polish Ads making shelves for his old mate Uruguay Hugo in the bed next to me, so I got up, stripped and cleaned my bed, washed a few things and went to make some chin ups, try and burn off some energy, fucking horny today for some reason, probably watching all the pussy dancing on the TV.

17/12/06
Hot fucking day, summer is well under way, Turkish Erdish came to me and said, “did I remember when I came back from hospital and see all the women for Palatorium,” I shit myself, “why,” I asked him, he said his woman knew the girl I was with, who she was and said she might like to write to me.
I wrote to Turkish Erdish's women to see what she is saying and to ask
her to pass my details on to the girl I saw. “why not?”


Another late night chatting with Nigerian Olu, I don’t have the heart to tell him to stop talking, he seems like he needs to have someone to replace American Mafia John Alite’s conversations.

18/12/06
Tired as fuck at “Confere,” wishing the guard would hurry up and count faster, went for my morning piss then straight back to sleep until lunch time.
Showered to wash the sleep sweat off, then down to the canteen to walk myself awake, fucking hot day again, played some table tennis, done some chin ups, took a second shower, done some drawing, went for another walk.
Bournemouth Pinky spoke to Ishmael the lawyer everything is moving apparently, only the federal police have to sign it now and he could be released into Ishmael’s custody for one night in Brazil tomorrow.

19/12/06
Tired at “Confere,” again this morning, last night was one of the hottest yet, everyone in the prison was up late unable to sleep.
Fell asleep, woke up again for food, took a shower, went for a walk with Bournemouth Pinky as he catches the last of the rays before he goes home, done some chin ups and press ups but couldn’t be arsed, played some table tennis with Nigerian Olu but again couldn’t be bothered, showered and sat in front of my fan to keep cool got bored and went for a walk.
Then along comes Bournemouth Pinky, bags packed and ready to go, we said our goodbyes, he said he’ll call my dad and go for a beer when he’s back and that was it, off to Ishmaels and freedom, airplane home tomorrow, Christmas in England, “nice!”
Mirek the Czech guy has taken Bournemouth Pinky’s bed, Peruvian Christian got his T.V and now it's like he never existed in here, except for the people who keep saying “Bournemouth Pinky’s gone” over and over, dumb fucks keep walking into each other “Bournemouth Pinky’s gone! Yeah! Bournemouth Pinky’s gone” like it makes a difference to them.
In the evening, I accidently fucked up one of Spanish Anko's magazines tracing a picture, I pushed too hard and left lines on five pages, “he wasn’t happy!” It made a good picture though.
Its uncomfortably hot again it needs to rain.


20/12/06
The temperature is forty-three-degrees in Bangu today, sun is burning, air is difficult to breathe and a cool place to stand is non-existent, shower helps but your dry and sweating within minutes.

21/12/06
Thirty-nine-degrees all day, Bournemouth Pinky is stuck out on the
street with passport problems apparently, “at least he’s on the street.”
In the evening the sky thundered loudly and now we have heavy duty, torrential rain pouring down and the temperature is slowly dropping to a more bearable level.

22/12/06
Coolness didn’t last long, fucking hot again this morning, Stretch is happy his Japanese friends have been trying to hook him up with their sister and now Spanish Anko is doing the same with his sister, still nothing from his dad but this morning he received a parcel from his Grandparents. In the late morning Pastors John and Richard came calling American Shamus, Nigerian Olu, Stretch and me, I sat and chatted with Pastor John for a bit, Stretch stayed chatting long, long after everyone else had
finished.
In the evening reading my book trying to ignore Spanish Domingo, Italian Enero, Uruguay Hugo and Brazilian D.J Fabricio feasting and partying with music blaring.
Nigerian Michael came and sat with Nigerian Chris Canteena and automatically I knew something was up, next came Nigerian Charlie then finally Nigerian Lincoln, they switched to speaking English and even though I tried not to listen it was difficult not to overhear as Nigerians Chris and Charlie tried to sort out an argument between the other two, they came in together for the same crime and have been stabbing each other in the back since they got here.

23/12/06
Straight after “Confere,” the Nigerian shit kicked off again, Nigerian Lincoln seemed to be getting the blame, Nigerians Chris and Charlie left them to it and both Nigerian Michael and Nigerian Lincoln lost the urge to settle it like men, instead they bitched about each other to the eagerly awaiting Brazilians who love their “Novella” bullshit dramas.


In the evening, I went around all the people who have mobile phones to try and get a text, out of eight people not one had credit on their phones, most were waiting for Bournemouth Pinky to sort some out for them as he is on the street, even his good friend Bolivian Hector has been waiting three-days for him to buy credit but he just keeps saying later to them all, “he doesn’t need them anymore.”

24/12/06 Christmas Eve:
After “Confere,” there was a big queue of Brazilians forming around
Jewish Manache for his National telephone line.
Bronx Salino told me he had an International phone line as well so I waited for two-hours to call my dad and brothers to wish them merry xmas before I lost the chance, when I finally got on the phone it just kept ringing and ringing, after fifteen-minutes of answer phones, I got the hump so fuck em! I tried and they couldn’t be bothered to answer.
Anyway, not speaking to my family put me in a bad mood for the day so I went to the gym to relax myself, after my shower Spanish Juan gave me R$10 and said to enjoy xmas with it, Stretch has been with Spanish Anko and Adi chilling, Czech Mirek and me have been smoking on and off all day long, in the evening he brought a load of chocolate and sweets for us to munch on inviting Nigerian Olu to join us.
Uruguay Hugo the drunk in the bed next to me, Spanish Domingo and Italian Nero are all having a private indoor BBQ, its easily forty-degrees in here, ignorant fuckers, Jose been serving the Casasha up and everyone seems to be taking it easy and trying to enjoy themselves as best they can. Swings and roundabouts, Erdish Turkey let me know today that he spoke to Kinea his women who said that the girl at the prison got my message and will reply soon, curiosity killed the cat? Spent the rest of the night with Shamus chatting the night way.

25/12/06 Christmas Day:
Being in here makes you realise that today is no different from any
other day, it’s hot, sticky and uncomfortable as usual.
After waking up and showering I went and put my name on the list to try and use the telephone to call home again, the earliest I can get on it is 21:00 tonight, everyone needs to speak to their families and the phones are running hot nonstop.
Chicken fillets for lunch, normally there would be no left over’s but
because everyone has food parcels and money from their families there


were loads left over, I took full advantage to fill my belly and ended up with five-extra for myself.
Played table tennis and showered again, after the exercise I was well ready to tuck into my prison feast.
Jewish Manache has given me a new mobile number that I can use for messages from home, have to get my family to stop using Bournemouth Pinky’s number now he’s gone.
Stretch was in a bad mood last night, he stayed on his own, missing his family in silence, until I went and wished him merry xmas, and jokingly telling him to stop being unsociable, after a few minutes he came along wishing people merry Christmas but soon lost his energy and went back to his bed, today he was up early in the morning washing his clothes and then he’s been sleeping all day since.
Bar hum bug is the expression on everyone’s faces today, you can see them forcing themselves to try and get in to the Christmas spirit but the ghosts of Christmas past present and future keep flashing on and off like traffic lights on their eyes, its fuckin depressing to see grown men with such little sprit “ho, ho, ho.”
Finally managed to get through to my dad and wish him merry Christmas.
Found out today that the crazy Russian Roman took five-trips outside from the open prison and has now done a runner, up north somewhere near Manaus hiding in the jungle until he can organise a passport and safe passage out of the country, good luck to him, crazy bastard!

26/12/06 Boxing Day:
Nothing to report today except that I found out that Stretch nearly had a fight with his mate Spanish Adi on Christmas Eve and that’s why Stretch was in a bad mood, apparently Spanish Adi saw that Stretch was clucking to join in with Bronx Salino and some others smoking crack, Spanish Adi started making fun of Stretch, Stretch over reacted, flipped and hit Spanish Adi in the head with an empty plastic bottle, when I asked Stretch why did you do that he said, “to shut him up,” I couldn’t help but laugh!

27/12/06
Another slow day again, I don’t know what’s happened but everyone seems bored shitless and lifeless, I exercised a bit, played table tennis, walked, finished a book and then started another.


Stretch’s boils are making a comeback; big, nasty, sore looking things
braking out all over him look really painful.
Jewish Manache, Peruvian Maradona, Czech Mirek and American Shamus are all depressed as fuck and look like they’ve got Flu symptoms, even the Angolans are unusually quiet, the depression is contagious and is spreading through the prison like wild fire, I think it’s time for me to increase my sleeping and going into hibernation for a few weeks hopefully I’ll dodge this season’s blues.
English Bournemouth Pinky phoned Bolivian Hector from out on the streets of Rio, he said that he is stuck here because the Federal police ain’t signing his paperwork and holding things up, Pastor Richard is forced to house Bournemouth Pinky in his small accommodation or Bournemouth Pinky would be sleeping on the beach.

28/12/06
Another late night chatting with Nigerian Olu last night left me feeling like a dead man this morning, I took Polish Alex up on his offer for a free shave and haircut, showered and finally woke up a little.
Went and played table tennis for a bit but couldn’t get my groove on so to speak, instead went and laid on my bed next to my fan reading, it wasn’t long before I was disturbed by a large gang of guards forcing us all outside so that they could do a search, stealing anything they wanted and smashing the place up, if they found anything illegal I never heard anything.

29/12/06
Italian Enero, Spanish Domingo and Uruguay Hugo are getting mash up tonight drinking, sniffing and blasting their music at full volume, I played late night chess with Uruguay Hugo when the other two went to sleep on him, the old bastard is good but he was too drunk to play properly and I kicked his arse.

30/12/06
Went back to sleep after “Confere,” this morning but kept getting woke up by these annoying people who keep tapping my foot and telling me its dinner time, the food was shit so I got up washed my face, slammed some coffee and went for a walk to stretch my legs, exercised a little still getting chest pains.


At evening “Confere,” Angolan Kabral was pissed up and was holding the guard up, the guard angrily told him to go outside and wait, Angolan Kabral dismissingly told him “fuck off,” the guard stepped into Angolan Kabral's face, eye balling him furiously, Angolan Kabral just burst out laughing saying “what’s your problem its New Year’s Eve, get a life,” the guard was vexed even more when the whole cell erupted with laughter, embarrassed the guard finished his count with his tail in between his legs. After “Confere,” I ate a big meal and fell asleep, I remember Czech
Mirek woke me up for something but I don’t know what.
When I finally got up in the evening I had a few drinks with American Shamus, Nigerian Olu, Spanish Domingo, Italian Enero and Uruguay Hugo, didn’t really enjoy it though because I hate feeling like a free loader.

31/12/06 New Year’s Eve:
Seems like time doesn’t want to move today, kicked arse at table tennis, twenty-people couldn’t knock me off today, so retired as champion, walked for a good few hours and done a reasonable set in the gym, no money, no drink, no drugs, not even a joint today.
After evening “Confere,” went for a smoke with Nigerian Michael, Nigerian Olu and Czech Mirek, listened to Nigerian Michael bragging that he’s smoked three-grams of crack today and that he reckons he’s stopping forever starting tomorrow, “yeah right, heard that before.”
The Spanish have been eating and drinking together, living good on the money their consulate gives them, was chilling out with Stretch for a bit but got tired of watching him smoke joints and not offer me any, “thanks mate.”
Text my dad Happy New Year, didn’t get a reply for my effort but that’s the best I can do from here so at least my conscience is clear.
54321… fireworks, “Happy New Year,” lots of hand shaking and pats on the back, crazy people are shouting Happy New Year at unreasonably excessive levels through the bars it’s echoing through the whole prison.
Looking at the depressed faces in here is making me want to scream. 2007 is supposed to be my countdown to freedom, seventy-four-days until my conditional release date, I wait and see what happens but I don’t have much hope in it being true.












2007

JANUARY 2007 01/01/07
Time still seems to be passing slowly in here, feels like when you try to run fast in the sea, no matter how fast your legs move, you still don’t get anywhere.
Angolan Kabral was pissed out of his skull again at evening “Confere,” he made the mistake of mouthing off to the wrong guard this time, for his punishment we all had to strip off and go stand outside while the guards smashed our cell up, the guards think that we will then beat Angolan Kabral up for them.
Nigerian De-De lost two-telephones and a bag of international phone chips worth over R$1000 he was fuming with Angolan Kabral and kicking up a fuss, whining about his loss, Angolan Kabral though couldn’t give a fuck and doesn’t see it as being his fault.
Had various people sitting on my bed chatting to me one after the other all night long, I patiently dealt with all of them, but all I really wanted to do was get back to reading my book and forget about this place for a while, took me until 04:00 in the morning to finish it. I haven’t heard anything from home for a while now.
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02/01/07
After “Confere,” I went straight over to the canteen in Cell-B-5 to get some biscuits to have with my coffee, the late-night reading left me hungry.
Nothing happening so I went back to sleep, I was woken up with a “senya” to go to “Valores,” when I got there it was a late birthday card from my Nan.
Played table tennis, done some chin ups, smoked a joint with Czech Mirek then hung around the canteen until food.
In the evening Nigerian De-De called a “collectivo” to try and get support to bully Angolan Kabral into paying for his lost phones and Sim cards, it was a waste of time for everyone because after hearing both sides and agreeing that the search yesterday was Nigerian Kabral’s fault, they then turned around and stated that there are no written rules to say that Angolan Kabral has to pay anything lost in a cell search, basically as a group everybody is washing their hands of the whole thing and saying that it’s up to Angolan Kabral’s conscience or down to Nigerian De-De’s anger to sort it out, in other words the “collectivo” was just a load of interfering, big mouths shouting off for no reason, talking in a big circle and finishing off in the same place they started from.

03/01/07
After “Confere,” tidied up and wiped down my bed space finding a pen that I’ve been missing for ages now.
Overheard an argument in the corridor between Three-Brazilians, something to do with one of them taking a letter that was supposed to be for French Goran, from what I could make out, Brazilians Mardrugga and
D.J Fabricio had rounded up a little posy against the other guy who
supposedly took French Goran’s letter, for what reasons I’m not sure.
Played table tennis all day got some weed on credit was looking forward to making a joint after “Confere,” when I heard the word “collectivo!”, Brazilian D.J Fabricio was leading the group from this morning demanding that Brazilian Babyzone should tell them who has the letter that belongs to French Goran and why was it taken in the first place, half way through the argument Brazilian Babyzone completely fucked himself by changing his story and looking like a liar, this lost him supporters.
Brazilian D.J Fabricio’s group won the argument, making Brazilian
Babyzone climb up and call the guards himself to take him away, it ended
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up with the guy being forced out of the cell at knife point, Italian Enero made a fool of himself in front of everyone by getting a piece of wood and acting hard, like he would back up Brazilian D.J Fabricio but just made himself look like a pussy, left many people asking why was he getting involved anyway.
To me it all seemed a bit much for such a small thing, there must have been more to it than just defending French Goran’s rights, Stretch was friends with Brazilian Babyzone who was kicked out and tonight he is looking after the guy’s TV, radio and other possessions.
“I just want them all to shut up and leave me to make my spliff.”

04/01/07
Late night smoking ganja I had Stretch, Spanish Anko, Czech Mirek and Nigerian Olu all pleading with me to let them go to bed because they couldn’t smoke anymore, “we all pooled our puff,” and I was rolling them foot long spiff’s, good to know I’ll still be last man standing after a session. This morning Jewish Manache gave me my W.U from home, spent the day making people happy by paying back what I owed, “all in all not a bad
day.”
Oh, yeah! Brazilian Babyzone that was kicked out of our cell last night has been let back in already, he is now over in Cell-B-5 with our other reject Sierra Leone Rover.
05/01/07
Went back to sleep after “Confere,” was woke up by Brazilian Paulo with a “senya” for me to go up front, it was Pastor Richard, I got there before everyone else, he told me how he came to have English Bournemouth Pinky staying with him and how it’s Interpol not Federal that are holding up his paperwork, apparently every time Bournemouth Pinky steps out onto the street he is at risk of being picked up as an illegal immigrant and could wind up back inside if he is not careful.
Jewish Manache and American Shamus came and collected loads of shopping that Pastor Richard had brought for them, when Stretch finally got there, I excused myself and went back to the cell, “thinking what a piss take,” the Jew and the American getting the English Pastor to bring all that shopping in for them, “taking advantage of his kindness.”
When I got back I smoked a joint with Bronx Salino and listened to Czech Mirek crying on about losing R$150 when the functionario opened a parcel he received yesterday, “dick,” the guard told him he could collect


it today, but when Polish Ads went looking for the guard he was nowhere
to be found, “typical.”
Went for a walk to stretch my legs after an hour Sierra Leone Rover came over and told me that a big fight was kicking off near our cell but when I got there it had all turned to nothing and everyone was dispersed by the guards for “Confere.”
I managed to send my brother a text wishing him Happy Birthday.
Tried making pyrography for Polish Ads, basically burning patterns into leather with a solder, but because the power on my bed keeps fluctuating I couldn’t do it, I kept burning through mine.

06/01/07
Exercised in the gym after “Confere,” played table tennis, chess, checkers, and then I found a bottle of “Casasha” and sat with American Shamus drinking until evening “Confere,” had a little nap, woke up, ate loads of food, then spent the rest of the night taking on all challengers and kicking everybody’s arse at checkers.

07/01/07
English Bournemouth Pinky is still stuck in Brazil waiting to be allowed to go home he spoke to Jewish Manache on the phone earlier, it was hot day today but I missed most it because I was sleeping till 14:00, went out in the sun for a bit and then it clouded over and started raining, a kind of hot rain and steam mix, loads of prisoners came out into the yard to enjoy the rain.
In the evening had Czech Mirek and Nigerian Olu on the end of my bed constantly challenging me to play checkers with them but I got bored of keep beating him so I watched the movies Golden eye and Lethal- Weapon-3 on TV.
At the same time I was watching T.V, I could see a strange scene unfolding through the crack of Uruguay Hugo’s door, him and Spanish Domingo were eating, drinking, smoking cigarettes, both of them waving their hands around like they were conducting an orchestra, a brass band played music on the radio, making the whole thing look like a scene from the Mad Hatters tea party from Alice and wonderland, the expressions on their faces were like little kids without a care in the world, they were really getting into it and it looked surreal as fuck, if everyone in the cell joined in I would have thought I was in the loony bin, “obviously of their nuts.”

Trying to lay in bed as long as possible in an attempt to make the day a bit shorter.
Exercised, played table tennis, Stretch phoned the consulate, they said they will be here today, but as usual no, there’s no sign of them, smoked a few joints, showered many times to stay fresh.
Czech Mirek has been called to collect his money off the guards, now he can stop panicking, he’s a nice guy, “too nice for in here,” I mean this guy even offered to do my laundry for me just because I said I don’t like doing it myself, he has got to be the first genuine person I’ve met in here for a long time.
Also, I forgot to say on Friday the Brazilian Robson who I’ve been helping learn English was supposed to transfer to the open prison with a group of other prisoners, they waited all day, stuffed in an uncomfortable holding cell with all their belongings only to come back for another night, “horrible waste of time,” they were transferred out of here finally on Saturday afternoon.

09/01/07
Tried going back to sleep after “Confere,” but Czech Mirek was eager
to get started on my washing.
In the afternoon, useless Brazilian Murrilo from the consulate finally came, I spoke to him about chasing up our lawyer, our expulsion and our exams but the chances are this prick won’t do any of it for us.
On the way back I see French Goran who was waiting at “social” to organise a phone call from his girlfriend Lara in France, he was pleased to see me and kept shaking my hand and hugging me, “I don’t like man hugs,” normally that would have been ok, but today he looked and smelled like he hasn’t had a wash in a few months, “he stunk!”
I then went to sort out my money from Prisoners Abroad that the consulate delivered; the guard was ok and let Brazilian Murrilo give all of it to me in my hand, “no charge.”
When I got back to the cell I paid out nearly R$400 in debts, went half- half with Stretch on some weed and some “Casasha,” spent the rest of the night sitting and getting high with Czech Mirek and Nigerian Olu until I fell asleep.
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Woke up after “Confere,” with some serious munchies, I think last night’s session got to me, I ate four-breads, half a pack of cream crackers, two-oranges and six-sweets, then went for a walk to clear my head, ended up playing an amassing game of table tennis with Nigerian De-De, “better than fighting each other,” both of us wouldn’t let the other get the upper hand, it was win lose, win lose and rally after endless, rally, loads of prisoners were watching and cheering, afterwards I went to do some chin ups, showered and now chilling waiting for dinner time.

11/01/07
Same shit different day, played table tennis, “like a shit,” my attention is somewhere else, but I’m fucked if I know where it is, reading is still by far the easiest way for me to pass my time, trouble is I’ve read everything written in English and there’s nothing else to read.

14/01/07
Went for a run and did a good work out, a shower and a shave and I
feel like a new man, “simple pleasures.”

16/01/07
After “Confere,” I slept till lunch, ate, then played table tennis all day kicking everybody’s arses.
Pastor Richard visited today but didn’t call Stretch or me, Stretch got the hump because he wasn’t called, American Shamus came back with a message saying that Pastor Richard has been on at the consulate telling them that they must do their jobs and help us, English Bournemouth Pinky is still staying at Pastor Richards house and now it’s getting crowded because female English prisoner Mary Louise arrested with Jamaican Adrian has just been released and is also staying there cos she has nowhere else to stay, Pastor Richard didn’t call us because Pastor John should be here on Friday.
After evening “Confere,” Cell-B-7 opposites was hit by a search from the guards, they lost many, many litres of “Casasha,” six-mobile phones and their chargers, the guards even found a sword in a sheath for fucks sake, spoke to my dad for twenty-minutes, he told me not to worry about the money for my flight home, it will be there when I need it.
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I was table tennis master again all day today I was unbeatable, shaved Bronx Salino’s hair for him, ended up doing three-other peoples as well, past the time until we had a power cut and that put a stop to it, later smoked joints with Czech Mirek and kicked his arse at checkers, watched a movie, read a little, then fell asleep.

18/01/07
Fucking tired and hungry, went in search of the extra bread I buy from the bakery but never received yesterday, found it, came back and ate four- breads, washed them down with some coffee, back to sleep till lunch, food was no good, some more coffee and bread, went and exercised but had to stop because of a mad headache, evening food was shit have to have noodles.
Italian Enero is complaining of chest pains, most nights he’s hooked up to a respirator because he caught pneumonia at Agua Santa, “doesn’t stop him from smoking crack like it’s going to run out though,” for the last two or three weeks he hasn’t smoked and now he is having difficulty breathing, “how does that work?” he’s asked to go hospital as an emergency patient and has been waiting for nearly twenty-four-hours.

19/01/07
Exercised in the gym, walked in the yard, in the evening power cuts none stop, fucking hot and sweaty, Czech Mirek shared some biscuits he got from home, all of them tasted of coffee that was in the fed- ex, Bronx Salino cooked us up some egg sandwiches, smoked a few joints and fell asleep.

20/01/07
Hot day today, made the most of it by walking in the yard and enjoying the sun.

21/01/07
Repeat of yesterday, only difference was I watched a Brazilian beat down on another Brazilian for “teefing” money out of his bag while he helped him carry his bags back from the visit, it’s not the first time this guy has been caught stealing and was long overdue a beating, the funny thing is it won’t teach him a lesson, “complete garbage.”
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22/01/07
Fucked up the dates on the original of this diary like an idiot, brains getting lazy, went to play table tennis but my head wasn’t in it, done some chin up’s, went for a shower, then sat chatting with American Shamus about the future and what we going to do when we get out.

23/01/07
Woke up late and left my brain somewhere else most of the day, after a walk, exercise and shower I was functioning better.
Whispers this week about a supposed transfer to Bangu-8, today confirmation came from the prisoners who work in the front office, all “Gringos” are to be taken from here sometime this Friday, we wait and see what happens I’m going to leave here owing the Brazilians a couple of hundred R$, others will be leaving thousands, some prisoners will lose money from having to sell off their possessions for cheap, TV’s, fans, radios ain’t got any value right now, “it should balance itself out,” win, loose- loose, win, myself personally I’m looking forward to the change of atmosphere, but not the transfer itself, which will be a horrible experience to say the least!

24/01/07
Today turned into one of them days that just do your head in, woke at “Confere,” aching and desperately in need of a piss, the functionario had other ideas, first he took forever to count fifty-nine-people, then when I finally started pissing he called “Confere,” again, there was no way I was stopping so I took my time and got an unfriendly look from the little prick of a functionario, then after bread and coffee I couldn’t get back to sleep although I really wanted to, got up played table tennis, walked, exercised, shower, good, then waited all day for my “senya” to go and collect my vitamins the consulate sent.
While I was waiting my dad sent a text to Polish Alex’s phone saying to call him, Jewish Manache “ummed and ahh’d” but finally let me speak: The consulate have got a New stupidity level now, my dad wanted to organise sending my money for my ticket out here, “around £850,” but the consulate in England won’t accept it because their computer doesn’t have my release date on it, but and this is the kicker, federal will not authorise my release until the consulate here confirm in writing that they are holding the money and will buy the ticket, “bureaucratic bullshit,”
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Jewish Manache only gave me ten-minutes so I had to speak fast, “nothing sorted!”
In the evening after another fucked up “Confere,” the guards decided to search our cell and keep us standing around while they fucked the cell up, hopefully for the last time if we go on Friday.
“Smoking time!” Found out the guards found twenty-international sim cards worth R$600 each, three-phones and chargers and that was all just off of Jewish Manache, “he’s slipping,” Spanish Anko also lost his phone, Polish Alex too, now it’s near impossible to contact my dad, also English Bournemouth Pinky has finally got on a plane and has gone home.

25/01/07
Laid in after “Confere,” and didn’t wake until 12:30, lazy day, many International prisoners are selling up their stuff at “bargain basement prices” to the Brazilians who are cashing in and loving every minute of the confusion and chaos caused by the transfer, smoking up with everyone, joints are flowing freely and many people can’t wait to be out of here.
Spoken to all the people I owe money to, half said don’t worry about it, they had enough out of me, “cheeky bastards,” and half are expecting me to send them the money at a later date.
Evening “Confere,” was late, after “Confere,” many people in the prison started partying and getting drunk. I’m keeping out of it, not in the mood, tried to call the consulate to sort out this shit with the ticket and both Murrilo and Laura were out and I had to speak to the nightmare secretary that can’t take a message and kept telling me her name and phone number over and over.

26/01/07
06:00-hot and sunny, loads of people are up early eager to be out of here washing clothes and preparing their bags, I slept on and off until “Confere,” then started organising my own stuff.
Our cell is like a free market, or street bazaar, people walking with cushions on their heads and ventilators under their arms, buying, selling, haggling then Angolan Kabral who was extremely drunk got a beating off a Brazilian guy for some shit, “I don’t know,” everyone threw the Brazilian out.
Ghanaian Ali and Columbian Edwardo came in from up front office and told us to pick up our stuff and make our way to the Auditorium, “then the waiting began” which me, Stretch, American Shamus, and


Nigerian Olu were spared, “luckily,” by a visit from Pastors John and Richard, asked Pastor John to chase up the consulate to get our exams done and the problems with my dad and the ticket.
When we got back everyone was flaking out bored of standing around doing nothing, Angolan Nu-Nu lazily doing backflips out of boredom, by 17:30 I’d given up hope of us going anywhere but around 18:00 we finally had a functionario come over with a list, called Stretch, Nigerian Olu, Jewish Manash, Italian Enero, Spanish Anko, Bronx Salino, Nigerian Lincoln, French Goran and me, nine of us, the first batch to have to squeeze into the small hot van, five on one side, four on my side, in England it’s called a dog van used for two Alsatians.
Stretch, Spanish Anko, Enero and I were sweating our arses off in the cramped space for the fifteen-minute trip to the next prison, with no air and all our belongings rammed on top of and around us. “Jewish Manache must be dying.”

BANGU-8

26/01/07 cont.;
We pulled up and stepped out into a prison similar in design to the last, concrete and bars everywhere, the reception was one big welded cage built to protect the guards.
Looking around quickly I see some super skinny, malnourished looking prisoners at the Bars of wings marked D and E, we were escorted to C wing and walking down the corridor.
Stood in blue jeans, white t-shirt and a big false grin was the Swiss guy Camilo from Agua Santa, he was obviously working for the guards, “he had that pained look on his face like the director’s dick was permanently stuck up his arse!” and they got him to translate for any new prisoners who didn’t understand the rubbish they were saying about rules and regulations.
Jewish Manache is a funny fucker, he was carrying a mountain of stuff and was the first to be searched, his unrecognised Jewish prayer stuff causing the most problems for him at first, then I watched him slip some money in the director of the prisons hand, quietly and under cover, then the rest of his stuff wasn’t searched properly and the director quickly moved on to the next prisoner, as this was going on Nigerians Olu and Lincoln were strip searched in font of everyone, Stretch and Italian Enero were strip searched as well and to add insult to injury Stretch protesting


all the way had to have his long hair shaved bald, his face was a picture of anger and frustration as his hair fell off in clumps around him, Italian Enero also lost his designer Mohawk.
For some strange reason the guards were confiscating our books, I lost my book with all my phone numbers hidden in it and couldn’t do nothing about it, Swiss Camilo said not to worry too much because next week I can collect it quietly with him.
C-Wing has five doors, “I think,” leading to Cell’s which look all the same, three-double concrete bunk beds, a sink, a shower and a toilet all in one, there was also a concrete shelve with two-power points, finally there were light fittings, “but no bulbs.”
Stretch and me went into the middle cell, Spanish Anko joined us at first but later went next door to be with his mate Spanish Juan, as people were coming in, I see a few others had lost their hair, American Shamus had his huge curly black Afro shaved bald and Spanish Jose had his shoulder length hippy hair shaved down to his bald white head, both of them loved their hair and now they got the same pissed off frustrated look like Stretch.
We ended up with French Goran, Ghanaian Ali, Sierra Leone Rover and Holland Jacques in our cell, unlucky as always Turkish Erdish has ended up being the only one of us to end up in the other block with the prisoners from Agua Santa who have been in this prison for a month or so already. The other prisoners who transferred from Cell-B-8 with me are all mixed up in the cells around me.
This place is a lot different from where we have just come from, it’s a lot like that shit hole Agua Santa, lots of people don’t like it and are voicing their complaints trying to get everybody together to complain officially about the cramped conditions, the fact that there ain’t enough work for remission, fact that we can only go out for one hour a week, the director of the prison has already heard about the “Gringos” complaining and has ordered for us to just wait until Monday and he will personally speak to us and here our concerns, “I don’t see much chance of him doing anything he looks like a two faced, crack smoking undercover cop, wearing Don Johnston Hawaii-5-o styles!”
I managed to sneak five-grams of weed over from the other prison apart from Bolivian Ceaser I was the only one smart enough to bring my own; “I figured this place was going be dry.”


28/01/07
This place is fuckin crazy, there was a “collectivo” translation prisoners forced to stand around and listen while assholes shout their mouths off, the supposed point of it was to organise and sort out what we are going to do and say about the conditions of this prison as a group, personally I haven’t got a problem with the place it makes no difference, a prison is a prison no matter where you are, they feed us give us water for drinking and washing and all other liberties are taken away. There is an canteena for buying extra same as anywhere else, I can just sit back and do my time till I go home, unfortunately for these other jokers in here it’s not going to be so easy because they are used to the extra freedom there was in the last prison, right now it’s too much for them, they see the regime as being too hard, it’s a smaller space compared to what we have been used to, its closed, there’s no sunshine, no infirmary, no social, no nothing, there ain’t even any paint on the dusty walls.
The group has decided that tomorrow, some selected people will go and speak to the director on behalf of everyone, “Great! It’s not going to work,” and then if the director doesn’t respond, then these idiots want to go on a hunger strike, “to protest,” and that’s the best plan they can come up with.
After the “collectivo” shouting spree was over, I went to speak with Jewish Manache about it all, he explained that as he sees it we are being illegally kept here and that we must fight for our rights and be strong as a group rather than be weak and let them fuck up the quality of life that we had before “Bla, Bla, Bla,” his speech almost roused me to a “Braveheart” moment, I found myself nodding my head and agreeing with him, I was about to run off and moon at the guards, and then I thought; hold on a minute, “if this all kicks off,” and the guards were to say to Jewish Manache, “listen mate your conditional release date is in four-weeks’ time, stop protesting and go along with us or you will do your full sentence,” what would he say, what would he do, would he stay and protest for his so called rights or would he put his tail between his legs, shut his mouth and go and be a free man. The answer is oblivious he would go and be a free man at the first opportunity and forget the nightmare called prison in Brazil.
The problem is in here, no matter how rational I might try and be these pricks can make a hunger strike and I’ve got no choice but to go along with them, I can’t contact the Pastors, the consulate or anybody at home, we’ve been completely shut off from the outside world and so the only


thing I can do is go with the flow in here or else I’ll start getting problems with the other cons, if I weigh that up against siding with the guards then fuck it, the cons win, I already had my side chosen for me when they sentenced me to four-years, the cons are my people and if they are going to have a hunger strike, then let’s go for it, “Fuck that I need my food! So, does fat Jewish Manache.”
I finished off my weed, couldn’t see the point in dragging it out, now
the hard times are ahead this place is locked down tight.
Late night talking with Sierra Leone Rover, American Shamus and Nigerian Charlie, Charlie used to work on a 500-hectare agricultural experimental center for the I.I.T.A, sounded like interesting work and chatting with them was one of the best conversations I’ve had in ages.
Noisy night for some reason the guards left the cell doors open and everyone was moving around and talking till late.

29/01/07
This afternoon we had to go out into the court yard to listen to the director’s response to our concerns, he said, “to relax and not to worry,” the place had just been re-opened and things will improve slowly over time, he said, one of the first things he will do is open all the gates to give us more freedom of movement, then he will allocate work and the use of the reception telephone. “This guy sounded like he was just saying what everybody wanted to hear and these idiots believed him.”

30/01/07
I’m starving over four-days, out of eight-servings of food I’ve only been able to eat two, they were that bad and Spanish Juan hasn’t even eaten one.
Waiting for Stretch, French Goran and myself to be transferred over to the other block, there are too many idiots in here trying to control the cell by shouting their mouths off, if we’re not careful we are going to get into a fight and then we will fuck ourselves right up.
Spoke to the Security Chief about collecting my books and he took me straight there to collect them no problem.

31/01/07
Today Nigerian Charlie started working for the Chief of Security,
Nigerian Chris Canteena has finally been set free, “lucky bastard.”


The guards have now locked us down even tighter than before by locking the inside cell doors as well, now we have less room to move and are locked in, six men to a cell, twenty-four-hours a day. “That’s what you get when you complain in this hotel.”
FEBRUARY 2007 01/02/07
Arguments are happening more and more frequently over stupid shit
because nobody has a space to step back and take a breather, everybody is tripping over everyone else. Spanish Anko and Juan have managed to transfer to the better block, Ghanaian Ali has moved out of our cell for two reasons, one because he’s fed up of Sierra Leone Rover already and two because he didn’t want to share his fan with the rest of the cell, “tight git!”
When we transferred here most people with fans and TV’s had to leave them behind to come at a later date, today young, little Spanish Adi ‘s mobile phone was found hidden up inside his fan, the guards took him out of the cell and beat the shit out of him because of it, he’s black and blue, the guards have no right to beat prisoners but they do and they get away with it, anyone who breaks the rules is supposed to go to court for another sentence and then serve more time as a punishment, instead the guards take it personally and deal with it themselves.

02/02/07
11:30 in the morning, the lunch food was just served and Pastor Richard called Jewish Manache, American Shamus, Stretch, Nigerian Olu and myself, we took it in turns to explain to him how bad this place is, all the time the guards were trying to understand what we were saying and you could see that they were getting worried because they couldn’t understand English.
We asked Pastor Richard to explain to all the consulates especially the Spanish consulates that they need to get here with a camera as soon as possible so that they can take photos of Spanish Adi’s bruises before they disappear.
Pastor Richard told us that according to the newspapers all foreign prisoners have been moved here for their own protection, he said that the world outside including the consulates think that we are in a better place


than where we were, it’s one big lie to try and generate money for this shit
prison and for the director who is on his last chance for bad behavior.
I hope that when the consulates find out that’s it’s a scam that they can do something, Jewish Manache keeps saying that we have gone from a five-star hotel to a zero-star hotel, we are on twenty-four-hours lock up and for what?

03/02/07
Sierra Leone Rover’s birthday today, everyone wishing him the best, he’s fifty-five-years old, as the day went on though his continuing bitching and moaning came to a head when he got into an argument with Holland Jacques, because he couldn’t get his own way Sierra Leone Rover packed up his belongings carrying them to the bars and demanding to speak to a guard.
When the guard got there, Sierra Leone Rover demanded to be sent to solitary or be transferred to Agua Santa, after listening patiently the guard explained that this prison doesn’t have solitary and that today is a Saturday so there isn’t any chance of transfer, Sierra Leone Rover would have to wait until Monday to speak to the Chief of Security.
Deflated, Sierra Leone Rover then had to return to our cell because yet again he wasn’t allowed to get his own way, “the man never learns,” in the evening I had a talk with him and had to tell him some home truths, “for example,” since I’ve known him he has been a “cantankerous, old fart,” and that he is always finding problems with everybody else’s actions when he should be looking at making his own faults better.
I told him that people in here aren’t prepared to put up with his shit anymore and that he ain’t going to get his own way no matter how many temper tantrums he throws, he said that he wants to transfer to Bangu-2 and I had to tell him that he don’t know what he’s saying, Bangu-2 is where they lock up all the psycho’s who can’t play nice and are killing each other daily, I told him that with his attitude he wouldn’t last a week in there, he then said in a broken voice, “Maybe that’s what I want, you don’t know if I want to die?”
I got mad at him for talking such nonsense, I took my sheet and told him to tie it up on the bars and end it now, like a man, I told him to stop talking balls and to do it now rather than put it off, no one will stop you, go on and do it. Of course, he never done it, instead he apologised for being an old fool and so I left him to think, then Holland Jacques had a


quiet word with him and everyone settled down watching TV in silence before falling asleep.

04/02/07
Without saying a word Sierra Leone Rover cleaned the cell this morning and there is a kind of peace in the air.

06/02/07
Tried to have a lay in but was woken up by a guard telling everyone to get out of the cell block, because I took my time taking a piss and washing my face the sad director grabbed me and Nigerian Charlie and asked us to observe while the guards made a thorough search of all five cells, Jewish Manache’s cell was turned over worse than the rest because the dumb guards found Lebanese Hassan’s C.D player charger and freaked thinking it was a phone charger, when all the prisoners were allowed back they went crazy about the breach in privacy and the lack of respect shown by the mess everywhere, I could see their point but at the end of the day these guards can get away with doing whatever they like.
Some of the arseholes in here are demanding we go on a hunger strike to protest, just as they were getting supporters food arrived and I said, “for one I’m starving,” and so I took my food, the first one and soon everyone followed.

07/02/07
Holland’s Jacques is on a mission to wind Sierra Leone Rover up as much as possible, it’s kind of funny to watch because Sierra Leone Rover keeps biting every time.
The consulate came to visit with Pastor David, Murrilo took notes on what we had to say, he probably will lose them though knowing him, he said that after five-months he finally spoke to our public defender and that he assures Murillo that he will send some people to come see us next week. Murillo also said that he had had a meeting with the director and the director told him to relax, sit tight and hopefully we will be transferred back to the other Prison, “Murillo actually believes the liar son of a bitch,” with a guy like Murillo looking after you, you don’t have much faith in being looked after, he is one of the most incompetent men I have ever met, he makes the idiots in prison look clever. “Fucking waste of time
wanker!”

At “Confere,” the guards left the gate to our cell closed until 09:00 for reasons unknown, I then went next door where I sat and read the petition that has been written for everybody to sign to try and get us back to Esmereldina Bandera, it’s very rough and not very formal and was missing the major points of Spanish Adi’s beating and the fact that three of the guards here killed the Chinese bloke at Agua Santa which I also added.
Then there was a “collectivo” which I’m strongly against as they don’t achieve anything other than get everyone’s blood boiling for nothing, but so as not to get into confrontation with these idiots that are trying to make decisions for everyone, “I go along and wait patiently for them to talk themselves out,” most here don’t even realise what American Shamus, Stretch and me have done for them by bringing our problems to the attention of the Pastors and the British consulate who are the only people in a position to do anything legally for us, unlike these people in here, stirring up trouble talking about hunger strikes, rebellion and holding hostages in the hope of attracting media attention, “Fucking Dicks!”
After the meeting, we were allowed out for sun and then we come back for lunch and I managed to get plenty of extra so my belly is nicely full.
In the evening, Peruvian Maradona transferred to our cell, which is cool he’s a joker, but he’s also a thieving little bastard with twenty-years of robbing people in Brazil so you got to watch your stuff good, which I do naturally, “already some fucker has been mooching through mine and Stretch’s stuff but nothing is missing, just scouting.”
Holland Jacques loves watching the Novellas that come on TV and since we got here he’s kind of been dominating the TV and getting away with it because Stretch, French Goran and me don’t watch it so much, yesterday he fell asleep, “something he does quite regularly and surprisingly quickly,” and we don’t have a radio here, “it’s nice to hear the latest tracks,” anyway he fell asleep around the same time and naturally we put the music channel on as we all dislike all the Novella crap, when he woke up, he wanted to watch what he wanted and got a shock when we wouldn’t let him, after arguing and realising he was beat and not going to win three against one, he pathetically said, “don’t ask to use my lighter,” like a little kid, made me piss myself laughing while he sulked and pouted quietly on his bed he’s forty-four-years old acts like a four-year old.
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09/02/07
Holland Jacques is still sulking and not talking to us, I even offered the man some cake last night and he refused it, even when he was the only one in cell not to take any.
We had a “senya” to go to “Medico for Psycologia” with some of the “Gringos” from Agua Santa; a Holland guy Michael still hasn’t learnt how to behave with the guards and kept getting in trouble for not sitting where he was told to.
I went in spoke with the Doctor about medicine then came back to get my hair cut by Polish Alex who has set up shop, when Stretch came back he told me he had made his first exam for leaving, after my hair cut I tried to get back to see the Doctor to make mine but the idiot guard wouldn’t let me and made me go back to the cell, nothing I could do to get back worked and in the end the Doctor left and I missed my chance because of the stupid functionario.
About an hour or so later we were visited at the cell gates by the Assistant to the Governor of Rio who listened to our concerns regarding human rights at this prison, Stretch and me were first to give him our details to look into our case maybe he can help maybe not but it was worth a try.
American Shamus has lost his TV in the transfer and is trying his hardest to locate it but it’s like banging your head against the wall with these asshole guards, he’s looking stressed and frustrated as he doesn’t want to lose the R$400 he paid for it.
Jewish Manache had a call upfront and was supposed to be transferred to Agua Santa where he would be able to buy his freedom from within the prison and finally get to go to a “semi Alberto” prison, but for some reason it never happened.
Holland Jacques got into an argument with Nigerian De-De for continuing to hassle the canteen staff at food time and swapping foods, picking and choosing what he can get as if he is something special, I’ve no love for either off them but I’ve got more respect for Nigerian De-De than I have for Holland Jacques who is maybe six-feet two-inches tall and thirty-five stone plus in weight, and a loud mouth, idiot who thinks he can get away with being a prick because of his size and because he’s got a little money and knows a few big people on the outside, trouble is he’s too fat to move and don’t intimate Nigerian De-De, “or me for that matter,” his money is running out and his attitude stinks.
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Even worse was watching the director of the prison and his Hench men, enter the two man cell opposite and beat the shit out of the prisoners, many of us witnessed him punch kick and even hit with a broom handle, until he came out sweating and threatened all of us watching with the handle to move away and stop watching, the prisoners over there apparently found a knife “shiv” in the cell when they got there less than a week ago and threw it out the window so as not to be associated with it, and then sometime since then the guards found it outside and came and fucked them up today, its fuckin sick and it makes me want to kill these people who are abusing their power and running rough shod over everyone and getting away with it, they’ve obviously done it before and next time it could be any of us and I want to get them before they get me.
As I finished writing this Jewish Manache has just been taken away wishing everyone good luck before he left for agua Santa.

10/02/07
Last night Stretch got his radio from “Seguranca” and set it up right
next to my bed so I put it on low and fell asleep with my foot tapping.
Holland Jacques tried to get Sierra Leone Rover on side, “unsuccessfully,” for the TV Novella dispute, Sierra Leone Rover told him to let the rest of us watch music for half hour and stop making problems, so beaten again Holland Jacques forced himself to sleep while we enjoyed the music program Ha!, This morning destiny stepped in and the owner of the TV heard that Holland Jacques was trying to sell his TV on the sly and told everyone, unfortunately he’s giving his TV to his friends in cell- 5 to replace the one Jewish Manache took with him, this has now got Holland Jacques well and truly fucked because he ain’t got an argument anymore.
The cell has now got Sierra Leone Rovers tiny portable TV/ radio that
Holland Jacques can’t even see from his bed.
Holland Jacques has now returned to winging about Nigerian De-De shouting at him yesterday, his brain go’s around in circles, he still isn’t talking to Stretch an me for not letting him get his own way on the Novella, he’s a big baby, it would be a joke if he wasn’t so annoying, I’ve come close to smacking him a few times as has Stretch and Peruvian Maradona, “one wrong word at the wrong time and he’s going to get a shock.”
The rest of the day passed uneventfully, I’ve settled for just ignoring
Holland Jacques the idiot, at night he and Sierra Leone Rover were


engaged in conversation and when it got too complicated for him he started shouting and abusing Sierra Leone Rover just because he knew he would get away with it.

11/02/07
In the morning Nigerian Michael and American Shamus came to see what all the shouting was about last night and Sierra Leone Rover was too scared to tell them in case he set Holland Jacques off again.
For the rest of the day I sat and finished reading one of Stretch’s novels his dad sent him and listened to the bullshit banter between Holland Jacques and Sierra Leone Rover, Holland Jacques constantly dominating and putting Sierra Leone Rover down.
In the evening, it started raining which has cooled down the cell and reduced the flies and mosquitoes but keeps coming in through the open bars and is wetting Stretch’s bed, the electric and Sierra Leone Rover.
Sierra Leone Rover and Holland Jacques woke me up arguing, I want to say something but Sierra Leone Rover won’t shut up and keeps bringing it upon himself, I’ve told him to not talk to Holland Jacques and let him drive himself crazy, “like I do,” but Sierra Leone Rover don’t want to listen same as always he thinks he knows best.
Stretch, Peruvian Maradona and French Goran all had enough of Holland Jacques too, Stretch and me won’t take any of his shit and all he can do is whine and sulk, he now says he wants to go to “Custigo” for the rest of his sentence because we won’t let him get his own way, “I can’t wait to see if he really means it or if he’s full of shit as normal.”

12/02/07
After “Confere,” Holland Jacques was off telling all the other prisoners his side of the story, making sure to twist it just enough to make it all look like Sierra Leone Rover’s fault, “cunt.”
Our coffee was served cold, bread was old, off and moldy, someone decided for everyone to send it all back, fucking hungry.
From the other group of “Gringos” next door, Angolan Jose Maria Kanga was beaten by the Director and Chief of Security for stopping to say hello to the Brazilians in D-Block and passing messages back and forth, after that we all see the Director beat a Brazilian from D-Block unconscious, just outside of our cell, “Great place we were in!” the warden is a psychopath and so are the guards.


Today we put our names down for medical and while we were outside waiting with the others, I got talking to a German guy who was telling me about what they went through at the Agua Santa rebellion, he said the Brazilians took them hostage and that for over three or four hours the guards pretty much shot the place to pieces, nine people died and more than forty got seriously injured, “again different to what the papers reported,” the guards stole everything of valve afterwards, everyone was taken naked upstairs and there was blood and carnage everywhere.
The little old German guy is only here for extradition, “which will never happen,” and in ten-months he’ll be allowed back on the street.
Stretch was taken to make his next two exams, while I went to medical to try and see about making my first, I found out as did Stretch that my file has disappeared and no one knows anything about me and that there is nothing I can do except wait and see if it turns up.
The psychologist told Stretch that if he can get an address in Brazil they will release him sooner, so he needs to speak to Pastor Richard, the psychologist told the Chief of Security to let Stretch use the phone, but the bastard never let him.
Then Pastor Richard turned up to see Nigerian Olu and Bronx Salino and when the Pastor tried to call us again the guards never came to get us, “like the bastards they are.”
Pastor John is supposed to come Friday, we wait till then, I’m fuckin pissed off with this process rubbish, the guard’s attitudes and this fat prick, Holland Jacques in my cell is going to get the full force of it if he steps out of line again today, “I’ve had enough.”

13/02/07
After waiting all day and trying to get out, it wasn’t looking good for Stretch to use the phone, finally when I see the Chief of Security I persuaded him to let Stretch out to use the phone. They only let him make the one call to Pastor Richard which was better than nothing so at least he’s got his Address ready for the examination people.

14/02/07
Went back to sleep after “Confere,” woke at 10:00, walked up and down the corridor for half hour to wake up, showered and then food time, just as I started to eat the guards rushed in disturbing everyone and forced everyone out to the “Quadra” to take sun, I tried not going but they weren’t having any of it.


Outside spoke to some of the others from the other cell who telling me the problems they having there and how Spanish Domingo has been trying to trade crack for weed unsuccessfully and now has the C.V threatening everyone as they only want to steal the crack he’s been bringing in on his visit, “nice, great fun.”
When we came back the guards were next door which is suspicious in itself, then the guards came back with the Director who produced a note to Spanish Domingo sent three-days ago from Uruguay Hugo, I don’t know exactly what it said but it was something to do with the crack delivery, the main point after the Director left though is that Spanish Domingo never received the note and that one of the people who is working in the corridor passed the note to the guards, seeing as there is only Nigerians De-De, Charlie and Michael working makes them all look bad, I hope it’s not Nigerian Charlie I like him too much, Nigerian Michael I don’t believe would do it he’s a criminal through and through, but Nigerian De-De is a piece of shit who is well capable of doing it, until more evidence turns up though no one can be sure and all are suspect, “nice place, nice people, just what we need before we go home.”
When the Director was asked what’s happening with the “Defenceoria” that it’s supposed to be here this week, he replied simply, “next Tuesday at 13:00,” which means he got it wrong when he told us this week as did the consulate who also told us this week, “it’s all bullshit,” no one knows nothing in this fucking country, “twenty-eight-days and counting till conditional.”
French Goran got a visit from his consulate and came back with R$150 which he paid out in various amounts to everyone and was left with nothing, after the visit with the Director he managed to go to “Valores” and collect his chocolates, pens, papers etc. which he shared out to everyone in the cell, the guards stole some of his stuff and kept his vitamins back so maybe tomorrow he will go collect them and get some more money for himself.
Stretch was never called to see the psychologist like he was told, in the late afternoon found out she never came in today, “important job to do and don’t even come in, fucking joke.”

16/02/07
Carnival has started outside and is dominating the T.V.


17/02/07
They let us out for sun again today with all the people from Agua Santa who we are not supposed to mix with because they haven’t been sentenced, “the guards don’t follow the laws of the country.”
When we came back Sierra Leone Rover’s heater had been broken, naturally or on purpose I don’t know but Holland Jacques is the number one suspect, he kept trying to buy it from Sierra Leone Rover many times before, but wouldn’t sell it because he knew if Holland Jacques had it he wouldn’t let anyone use it, “Holland Jacques did it out of spite is my guess.”
Stretch called a “collectivo” after speaking with Nigerian Lincoln the Facina who hasn’t cleaned properly and wouldn’t listen to Stretch’s advice to wash the floor with soap once a week, the “collectivo” actually worked for a change and now the fucker has been forced by everyone to do it, big ha! for Stretch.

18/02/07
Enjoyed watching Nigerian Lincoln’s face as he washed the floor this morning, Sierra Leone Rover had it out with Holland Jacques about him keep fucking with him, Holland Jacques agreed to play nice to keep Sierra Leone Rover happy but I could hear by his voice he was full of shit.

19/02/07
How’s this for bollocks Holland Jacques is telling Sierra Leone Rover and French Goran that he once smoked five-kilo crack in twenty-seven- days and that it only paralyzed half his body for two months, “I’d like to see him smoke 25g in one day which would kill most junkies,” the man is a compulsive liar and believes his own lies its sick.

20/02/07
Shit food left me in a bad mood because I’m fucking hungry and can do nothing about it; I hate it, “twenty-two-days till conditional and no sign of going anywhere.”
All day not one guard in the prison, they left control to the ex-police who are prisoners.
Late last night everyone stinking up the place because of the cabbage and processed meat we been eating, Sierra Leone Rover enjoying watching the transvestites making their carnival, Mosquitoes biting hard.


A loud bang like a gunshot echoed through the place followed by a load of shouting, when I looked out the bars using my mirror I saw the ex- police prisoners roughly taking people to the “Seguru” cells opposite the entrance to our block, after half hour I finally saw a functionario show up, followed by a load of shouting which eventually died out later, a shower to cool off and then I fell asleep.

21/02/07
Holland Jacques woke me, French Goran and Peruvian Maradona taking a shower, dragging his fat feet and huffing and puffing from the exertion of moving his large frame around, the guy makes more noise than anyone else and yet is constantly telling everyone else to be quiet, I still ignore him but when the others comply with him or apologise to him it gets on my nerves.
After “Confere,” about 09:00 watched the Director systematically beat the four Brazilian prisoners moved to “Seguru” last night, he looked like he was enjoying himself, smiling like a coke head, maniac, eyes rolling, yet again.
I laid on my bed listening to the music till food time, Paraguay Hugo came and informed us that yet again no “defenceoria,” the consulate is full of shit, the Director is full of shit, in fact this whole place is full of shit, “which explains why there are so many flies in here.”

22/02/07
Hot and sweaty flies bugging us all day, mosquitoes all night its uncomfortable as hell in here.

23/02/07
After “Confere,” the Chief of Security came to tell us “banyo del sol” I chose to stay as the sunshine is affecting my head, hurting my eyes, so instead I ran up and down the corridor and done a few exercises, enjoying the free space, late afternoon Stretch got to go see the shrink to give Pastor Richards address and to see what was happening with his exams and asked them to call me next week.

24/02/07
Holland Jacques woke everyone early yet again, this time washing his clothes at 06:30 in the morning, first I asked him to be quiet and he


ignored me, then I shouted at him and he ignored me then the third time when I called him a son of a bitch, getting in his face.
I got his attention and he tried arguing, thinking he was perfectly in the right to be disturbing everyone and waking us all up, I told him straight that I’ve stayed quiet all this time but now I’m sick of his shit, if he wants trouble then that’s what he’s got, who the fuck does he think he is to do whatever he likes and think he can get away with it.
He knew he was going to get his ass kicked if he answered so he just sat there refusing to talk, Stretch had a go at him, French Goran and, Sierra Leone Rover tried telling him but he just sat there saying nothing, so finally I told him, “I’m telling the functionario to take him out of the cell, otherwise I won’t be responsible for what I do to him.”
As soon as the gates opened he went running to every cell trying to twist the story and get support from the others who really couldn’t give a shit, after Sierra Leone Rover, Stretch and French Goran went around telling everyone what really happened, later we decided to refuse to enter the cell at “Confere,” until they take him out, but when I spoke to the functionario he said they can only move him on Monday and to wait till then.
When I was talking to Peruvian Maradona about another thing, Holland Jacques tried to butt in and I had to tell him to shut the fuck up and mind his own business, twice now I’ve give him good reason to fight and twice he’s backed off like the loud mouth pussy he is, it’s easy to talk about killing with guns like he does all the time trying to act the hard man but when it comes down to using his hands the fat prick don’t stand a chance, my patience has run out with him and I’ve made that very clear and he can only run telling stories like an old women or banging on a bottle and whistling to himself trying to disturb everyone like an attention seeking little kid. I can’t wait till Monday to be rid of him once and for all.

25/02/07
Long fucking day organising and making sure everyone is certain of getting rid of Holland Jacques, short supply of food left us all hungry again.

26/02/07
If anyone’s had any doubts about Holland Jacques, he finally fucked
himself this morning by deciding at 07:00 to perform maintenance on his


ventilator and making as much noise as he could with it in the process either he has no brains or no respect for the people sleeping around him? Tried to get the functionario’s attention this morning but the guy walked off playing deaf, so now we have to wait for the next chance to get
them to move him.
Pastor John came in the afternoon and while we were there the Chief of Security Rodriguez came to ask what the problem was in the cell, we explained that because Holland Jacques keeps making problems in the cell we all decided it would be better for him to leave before things get violent, he said ok, he will speak with the cell and left us to speak with Pastor John. Now I don’t know what Holland Jacques told Chief of Security Rodriguez, but when we got back he was still there, when I spoke to Sierra Leone Rover and Peruvian Maradona they said that they said nothing, they only let Holland Jacques speak and Chief of Security Rodriguez said he would be back later, Holland Jacques was going cell to cell telling his side of the story, saying that all of us are ganging up on him and poor Holland Jacques is being picked on, “BULLSHIT!” A few idiots sided with him as can be expected in here, and when the Chief of Security came back he said
he was too busy to speak with us.
Columbian Alberto involved himself arguing for Holland Jacques against Stretch, when Stretch turned trying to walk away from the argument Columbian Alberto the pussy, took it as insult or weakness and slapped Stretch hard on the back, Stretch turned to fight him but just that second the guards came to make “Confere,” I had to hold him back and calm him down, “nothing was settled between them, it’s not over.”
When we were all inside Peruvian Maradona tried to get himself out of the shit with Holland Jacques, while the rest of us shut Holland Jacques up and put him in his place.
I offered him out to fight me but for the third time in three days the pussy wouldn’t get up and fight me, preferring to bitch and wine like a little girl and get her boyfriend to do the dirty work.
Sierra Leone Rover tried doing the same as Peruvian Maradona but
you could see it wasn’t working on Holland Jacques.
Stretch settled down eventually and went to sleep, French Goran did the same, I chatted with Sierra Leone Rover for a while before calling it a night.


27/02/07
After “Confere,” and the cells were open, walked with French Goran in the narrow corridor outside our cells until French Goran got tired and went to rest, I still had energy so picked up a broom handle that was laying there and started making some Aikido exercises with it, I haven’t done in a long time, got some impressed looks from people who didn’t realise I know some shit, “it felt good to let off the steam that way.”
The guards called for us to go “Banyo del Sol” I went out without thinking, when I realised Stretch was still inside waiting for Columbian Alberto to wake up, I made the excuse of needing a piss to come back inside and check what was happening.
Stretch had already confronted Columbian Alberto who said some shit about speaking later, Stretch kept on at him about being a pussy and needing his friends here for back up, Columbian Alberto went and had a shower and stayed in there hiding for more than one-hour, which is where he was when I came back and Stretch filled me in on what had happened, this big Columbian six foot six, self-styled hard man was scared shitless of Stretch who was waiting in the corridor for him, calling him out, he stayed there right up until everyone else came back and then the pussy finally showed his face and never said a word.
Then the “defenceoria” turned up and everyone got excited about
seeing a lawyer.
The Director showed his face to look good for the lawyers, bringing money for the prisoners who were unfortunate to have money in “Valores.”
French Goran fucked himself because in getting some money the Director disclosed exactly how much he’s got in there and hearing it sent his creditors into a frenzy, especially Italian Enero who got into an argument wanting R$50 instead of R$30 that they agreed previously, French Goran wouldn’t cough up the money and was feeling brave, Italian Enero pushed French Goran and then a scuffle broke out briefly, before Stretch and Ghanaian Ali broke it up because the Director is about, while Bolivian Cesar and Peruvian Christian added petrol to the fire with their stupid comments.
Top it all off, the “Defenceoria” only called D-block prisoners and no one from here, we were left at 17:00 with food being served and a message to say, “they will be back next week,” then I will only have nine-days till my conditional release date. “OMmmmm!”


The evening passed uneventfully and was peaceful enough to calm myself down a little.

28/02/07
The calm was nearly spoiled by Ghanaian Ali who was bitching about the mess on the floor outside the cell, a little rice had been spilled on the floor which sent him into a hissy fit that caused Stretch to explode on the idiot, who then exploded on me, “not a good idea first thing in the morning at the best of times,” so I then went full mental on him until French Goran walked him away before I decked the cunt.
Walking all day not much happening when Swiss Camilo brought some papers to sign for those wanting to see the director, I gave one to Stretch and French Goran and didn’t bother with one for myself as I’ve been waiting three-weeks since the last time I filled one in, turned out to nearly be a mistake as later in the day Nigerian De-De told Stretch his transfer to Cell-C-7 has been authorised, luckily Nigerians Michael and De-De realised I would want to go too and sorted my name too, which now leaves French Goran here on his own and me hoping he can get there with us because he’s sick of these people just like us.
Yesterday on the visit Lebanese Hassan’s girlfriend was abused by one of the guards and today everyone was up in arms, “not Lebanese Hassan though,” about the injustices of this place and talking about Hunger strikes and other stupid shit I don’t want to get involved with.
Lebanese Hassan’s girlfriend also forgot for whatever reason to bring Holland Jacques food order which left fatty in a shitty mood all night, today his consulate brought a different order for him which the guards stole two thirds of, normally I would feel sorry for the guy but now it just seems like divine retribution for an asshole. Hopefully we will transfer to the other cell tomorrow. Tonight, I finish the letter I’ve been writing for my dad and then an early night.
MARCH 2007 01/03/07
Fucking crazy day, all day long speaking through the bars to this guard called Castelo who was in charge of moving us yesterday, he told us we would be moved to the other cell today but he kept saying “not yet, later,” so when the Chief of Security Rodriguez came in we told him that the other guy had organised yesterday but still hadn’t moved us yet, two


minutes later, he moved us to over to Cell-C-7, then ten-minutes after we got there, Chief of Security Rodriguez came back with Castelo, the idiot, who said to our faces that he never authorised it and to move us back.
There was no point calling him a liar so we had no choice but to return. When I spoke to Nigerian Charlie who works up the front office he said he see the paperwork was done and that when he seen us in Cell-C-7 he thought it was all sorted, so fuck knows what this Castelo pricks problem is, he’s the same guard who fucked me up by not letting me see the psychologist before, he’s a real dumb looking motherfucker who reminds me of Yogi Bear.
Another thing the Spanish today got visited by their consulate and Anko, Jose, Juan and Jesus all got busted trying to sneak their money back inside and all ended up in “Custigo,” for a few hours, sweating it until they got a heavy warning and returned to their cell.
Evening there was a more relaxed atmosphere in the cell; my attitude is “fuck it,” everyone knows where I stand, so leave it at that.

02/03/07
Holland Jacques woke me up showering at 06:00 again, huffing and puffing and sloshing about, “fat bastard!” Why he is so ignorant and can’t wait until everyone else is up, “I don’t know,” I just bit my tongue and forced myself back to sleep, but kept waking up to all the different noises he was making.
To make things worse there were other strange sounds of banging and talking elsewhere in the prison.
It’s gone 08:30 and there is still no “Confere,” yet, which was unusual, Sierra Leone Rover looked out the cell door bars and noticed a huge pile of cushions stacked up outside the main entrance to our cell block.
At 09:30 the guards allowed the “facinas” to give us our morning bread and coffee, but still the guards kept us locked in for another fifteen- minutes or so before they opened it all up.
Lebanese Hassan and Nigerian Michael started shouting and throwing punches at each other, it was just being broken up by some other prisoners, when out of nowhere the Director rushed in armed and mob handed with four guards punching and kicking Nigerian Michael into submission, Lebanese Hassan put his hands up over his head and surrendered without being hit, the Director got the guards to lock us all back up again taking Nigerian Michael and Lebanese Hassan off for a bollocking, fuck knows what happened to Nigerian Mike but Lebanese


Hassan was escorted back to his cell five minutes later, “looking pretty pissed!”
Later in the day, with short notice, Nigerian De-De was told to pack his stuff to be transferred to a “Semi Alberto” prison and “poof” he was gone and forgotten.

03/03/07
Hot, sticky and uncomfortable all day with no ventilators to cool our room, the place is full of flies all day long, apparently, this place was built on a landfill site, it’s disgusting, the smell is unbearable but there is nothing I can do about it, except try and stay as still as possible on my bed reading and using no energy, “just have to suffer.”

04/03/07
Today give in to the heat and thought if I’m sweating may as well sweat some more, exercised all afternoon to pass the time, not much else happening in here.
Classic TV, Rocky-2 on at 21:00 everyone fell asleep, except Peruvian Maradona and me, dry night for cigarettes, sold everything I can to get some money already, Stretch brought a pack that mysteriously disappeared, “thankfully,” late at night Peruvian Maradona kept stealing Holland Jacques cigarettes and gave me one every time.

04/03/07
Fucking Holland Jacques early morning noises woke me up yet again, then he woke up Peruvian Maradona, then French Goran, followed by Stretch all cursing about being woke up, fat prick caused a domino effect waking everyone.
As soon as the gates were opened, “I was off,” out walking in the corridor to keep out the way, after food, exercised and waited till Nigerian Olu got some cigarettes and gave me one, then French Goran borrowed R$2 off Sierra Leone Rover for Cigarettes so finally could relax.
Evening Sierra Leone Rover surprised me by supplying me with half his salt and pepper, I won’t say no, anything to help the food go down is a bonus, now waiting for the “defenceoria” tomorrow to see what they are going to say.


06/03/07
Nearly didn’t get to see the lawyer because they never sent a “senya” for us, we had to beg and plead like dogs to Chief of Security Rodriguez to let us out, when I finally got there the lawyer was confused as to why I hadn’t made my exams already and said he had already requested that I make them and would do so again. He also didn’t know we were paying for our own tickets even though he has spoken to the consulate, they never told him.
He also said to expect to be here between five-seven months more for no reason other than the system in Brazil is fucked up, after I wrote another letter for Murrilo at the consulate telling him to get on to the lawyer and sort out the confusion, “I don’t think he will but it’s the only thing I can do.”

07/03/07
French Goran was called up by the guards to be taken to the hospital, he didn’t know why or what for, but went anyway, “for a day out,” when he came back in the evening he was telling me that while he was there, he watched the Jewish guy from the cell next to us use his horribly scared leg wounds to get two massive injections of Morphine and got nicely high and fell asleep for the twelve-hours or so while they were there. He also met a Hindu guy there who was telling him about reincarnation, same as the book he’s reading now, “coincidence or destiny?”

08/03/07
Yesterday I fucked my left foot up good and proper while doing running exercises in the corridor, bare foot and on the concrete, “don’t have any Trainers,” so now I’m limping around like a dick.

09/03/07
Pastor Richard finally made it to the prison, but yet again he never called us, Stretch had to practically beg the functionario to let him out to see him, lucky he did because Pastor Richard had brought some stuff for us and had been speaking to my dad on the phone but was waiting for him to call back or something, so I am none the wiser as to what is going on back home, “the not knowing is a killer,” I’ve decided I’m not going to let it affect me. I put my faith in destiny, “what will be, will be.”
Stretch received some parcels from his grandparents and nearly didn’t
get them, when he went with Chief of Security Rodriguez to collect them,


he took too long chatting to a prisoner in the other cell so the Chief sent him back with his tail between his legs, “cursing all the way,” fortunately the Chief called him again and Stretch came back with a load of new clothes to wear when he gets set free.

10/03/07
My turn to clean the cell today, finished it quickly, worked up too much sweat, had to shower and cool off, now I’m washed and chilling, waiting for food to come.
Played chess with French Goran and got my ass kicked, couldn’t concentrate, sat eating the chocolate powder the Pastor brought for me, “tasted good,” fucking miss chocolate and many other nice tasting things, bland rice and beans everyday gets to you after a while.

11/03/07
Fucking place is full of flies again, need ventilators in here badly, wrote to prisoners abroad and sent them the copy of my C.V they requested.
Shit, showered and shaved then Stretch came to tell me that the functionario’s had given our books, “which were supposed to be locked up safely” in “Valores,” to the library instead of to us, it’s well out of order, now we have to go and hunt them down, turned out everyone’s bags have been opened and all our personal belongings are missing.

12/03/07
Turning into one of them days today, after “Confere,” the Director turned in for work and the first thing he did was go to Cell-C-5, “opposite us, we can see everything,” and with the Chief of Security Rodriguez, the Sub Director and two other functionario’s proceeded to beat the crap out of the Brazilian prisoner in there because on Sunday morning he was, “supposedly,” found in procession of a twelve-inch metal rod, “a support from a chair,” what we would call a “shiv” in England or a “Shank” made for stabbing through the ribs and puncturing lungs.
The Brazilian must have told the guards that Cell-C-7 have weapons as well because the guards went straight over there next and yep those idiots had two “shanks” as well, which then meant that our cell got turned over as well, fuckers cost us our two-litre water bottles we use for exercising and now because of all this we are all being punished by being given no food.


In here you can do nothing and trouble still comes looking for you, it’s a bad place to be, later in the day the Chief of Security Rodriguez let me go collect my books finally, I got Stretch’s and a few extra as I grabbed what I could through the bars.
Food was finally allowed, Angolan Kabral was called to make his exams, Holland Jacques told Sierra Leone Rover about Angolan Kabral and Sierra Leone Rover said, “you’re only telling me to make me sick,” two-minutes later Sierra Leone Rover was begging and pleading for all his might at the bars to be let out, they actually let him and he came back saying that he too had made his first exam.
Ended the day in darkness as we still have no light bulbs, also one of the functionario’s tried making problems with me at “Confere,” I just laughed at the little fool what can he do?

13/03/07
Walked a bit to exercise my foot, most people went out for sunshine, the Sub Director a guy who is a bit cooler than the other guards saw me limping and asked what was wrong, after I explained to him he took me to the medical office to get some anti-infantries, “nice of him!”
In the evening after “Confere,” Sierra Leone Rover had one of his funny turns, first he started on at Stretch about the radio being on, funny thing was twenty-minutes beforehand he had told Stretch to choose radio or TV, Stretch chose the radio, all is well, except it wasn’t what Sierra Leone Rover wanted so he started a long winded argument beating around the bush, “instead of just saying can you turn the radio off so I can watch
T.V please,” then he tried to bring Holland Jacques into the argument which backfired on him because Holland Jacques told him not to involve him, “because,” he thinks Sierra Leone Rover is “sick in the head,” and that he should “see a doctor because, maybe he is a little crazy,” This spun Sierra Leone Rover out completely and he started ranting about any past issue with Holland Jacques he could remember, “I was laughing my head off at the stupidness of it all,” it was like Sierra Leone Rover just decided he wanted to argue and he was trying to work his way through everyone in the cell provoking people, French Goran made the mistake of trying to calm Sierra Leone Rover down and gave up within thirty-seconds after he got a mouth full of abuse, then Holland Jacques tried to bring me into it as back up for him, but I said, “no way amigo, I’m not falling into this bullshit again,” saying that, kind of broke the tension and made everyone


laugh at themselves, except for Sierra Leone Rover who rolled over and forced himself into a sulky sleep.

14/03/07
Conditional release today “hooray,” two-years eight-months finished, “home time,” stupid fuckin country, can’t even follow its own laws, Stretch has gone to the hospital trying to get some prescription drugs, leaving me here to make my first and second exams, “that I was supposed to do months ago,” funny thing is, I still got one more to do after this and no idea when it could be.
While I was taking my exams, the Director came and laid down the Law to everyone, probably because he is getting so much heat off his bosses caused by the consulates and because of our complaints about him being such a nut case.
Lebanese Hassan is getting problems from him and the guards because he complained about not getting his money, the Angolans got him in trouble for coming into the cell’s carrying guns in his trousers, the Director of this prison is out of control and so are many of his guards, the only one who is ok to me is the Sub Director Manuel, I’ve never seen him ranting and raving or abusing his power blatantly and I’ve only seen him witness guards beating prisoners but not actually taking part, he speaks to me with respect as well as humor and interest, maybe him and the director are playing good cop bad cop on everyone, maybe the Sub Director is a bastard, I just haven’t seen it, personally I think he is just waiting quietly, biding his time until the Director fucks himself out of a job and then the Sub Director can get a promotion.
Loads of other prisoners made their first and second exams today. In the evening Sierra Leone Rover had another one of his mental explosions, this time directed at French Goran.
When French Goran said to me how boring it was not having a light in the cell and being forced to watch shit T.V instead of being able to read a book or play chess, Sierra Leone Rover butted in shouting at French Goran like he was a child and went off on one about a completely irrelevant point, then completely out of character French Goran then snapped back saying, “I wasn’t talking to you,” Sierra Leone Rover replied, “sorry I thought you was because you was looking at me when you was speaking,” French Goran said sarcastically “see I told you it’s too dark in here, I was facing the opposite way entirely talking to Longman, either that or you really are sick in the head,”


Sierra Leone Rover then puffed himself up and said, “well, if I’m not wanted here, I’ll just have to go somewhere else,” then it clicked in my head, I know what the old bastard is up to, he thinks that because Bronx Salino has been saying that he is going soon, Sierra Leone Rover thinks that he can go and take his bed in the other cell, but the old fool needs an excuse to get himself transferred and so he’s picking fights in here as a build up to his master plan.

15/03/07
American Shamus read the diary to catch up on what’s been going on in here, laughing his arse off at Sierra Leone Rover’s antics, when he read what I think Sierra Leone Rover is planning he said flatly, “there ain’t no way Sierra Leone Rover would be able to move to my cell, no one there would put up with him.”
Loads of people have been transferred from the shit hole Prison Polenta, all of them “Gringos,” one of them is an English guy, Short, bald, Jack Russell looking bloke named Kenty, he’s in the next block but we going to try and bring him over here with us, “maybe get rid of Sierra Leone Rover.”
Had to make a big clean-up of my bed with Stretch, the walls are unfinished concrete and are honey coned with tiny little holes that are full of fucking bed bugs, took all day to clean, at around 19:00 when we finished, Stretch told everyone that he was sleeping with the light on to prevent any of the left-over bed bugs from my bed migrating up to his, everyone said fine and then went to sleep.
I laid there watching the late night movie and scanning my clean bed for more bugs, just before the movie finished maybe 02:00 in the morning, Sierra Leone Rover woke up and I whispered to him, “Good night bruv I’m going to sleep do you want me to change the station so you don’t have to get up,” he said, “yeah,” and I put it on what he wanted, then just as I laid down he shouts, “what about the light!”
I thought to myself, “oh here we go again,” I whispered, “Stretch told everybody why he was leaving the light on, didn’t you hear him,” Sierra Leone Rover started stammering, “Yes BBBUT, IIIiiiiii, thought he was joking,” I whispered, “obviously not!”
Then in a patronising voice Sierra Leone Rover said loudly, “so do you need to sleep with the light on,” I said, “not even when I was a kid but for the last two years in the last prison I always kept my light on to keep away bed bugs and mosquitoes,” Sierra Leone Rover shouted, “don’t tell me


about Mosquitoes, what do you know about mosquitoes, I grew up with
them, what do you know!”
I whispered, “I only have the last two years to go on, like I said all I know is that when the light was on they never bothered me and when the power failed they would bite me to pieces, I think the light messes up the heat vision or something,” Sierra Leone Rover said, “I don’t know about that one, but I know mosquitoes, you know nothing my friend nothing, let me tell you something.  ,”
I cut him off from his shouting, I had enough and he was pissing me off, everyone else was asleep so I said quietly, “No let me tell you something for a change  FUCK YOU, now go to sleep!”
Sierra Leone Rover lost it and started shouting at full volume echoing through the whole prison, “fuck me, fuck you eh, fuckin terrible, fuck me, fuck you, fuck you, fuck me, fuck you,” I don’t sleep with the light on, agh! "man! Bla! Bla! Bla,” just at that moment a snoring Holland Jacques wakes up a little and in a sleepy, sing song, dreamy voice saying, “its sleepy time Sierra Leone Rover” and drifted back off to sleep.
Peruvian Maradona has been having difficulty sleeping lately and was just about to drift off when Sierra Leone Rover’s shouting made him jump wide awake, he said to me in a whispered voice this guy, meaning Sierra Leone Rover, is a real cunt and then laid there trying to go to sleep for another two hours, saying over and over, “concha tu madre, concha tu madre.”

16/03/07
I can’t believe that that crazy old bastard Sierra Leone Rover had a problem with the light being left on by Stretch and then has ago at me as if it was my fault, Sierra Leone Rover thinks that’s sane thinking, “I think he’s mistaken,” shit, if I didn’t know what he was like already and he spoke to me like he did last night then I would have beat the shit out of him like the others in here have done already.
How he can get through life acting up as much as he does I don’t know, his character constantly provoking people, I’m surprised no body murdered him sooner, over the last four days he’s picked four arguments with four different people for no reason.
I think what’s going on is that he’s secretly jealous that Bronx Salino is going home today, instead of thinking, his time is nearly over and that he will be going home soon, Sierra Leone Rover seems to think that he


should have been released already and everyday he is getting more and
more wound up, “dick!”
Holland Jacques just got himself a job working in the kitchen for the guards, the guards have told him that all the prisoners who work will be moved into one cell somewhere else, for this reason Nigerian Michael quit his job as the canteena saying, “I don’t want to be moved where the Director can pressurise me by threatening my job.”
The real reason the director is doing it is so that when visiting VIP’s come to the prison, he can present the prisoners who work as a good example of all his prisoners, it’s a scam to make him look good and nothing more.

17/03/07
The whole Prison is pretty much sleeping all day today because everyone stayed up watching the start of the Formula-1 in Australia this morning.

18/03/07
Another slow day, the shit food they serve here is making the sentence much harder to do, in the evening watched the films Romeo-Must-Die, Leon-the-Professional and the Victoria Secrets fashion show and, “didn’t make it to the end, fell asleep.”

19/03/07
Have to give my name in to try and get to see the psychologist so that I can make this final bullshit exam that is supposed to get me my freedom, while I was up the front I got some anti-inflammatories for my swollen foot.
About 13:00 Sierra Leone Rover got his wish and was moved over to B-Block because he complained to the guards about everyone in our cell, Holland Jacques was also moved over to Cell-C-6 because of his work, so now we have two free beds and we’re waiting for English Kenty and his South African mate Alex to move over here.
English Kenty got here just before “Confere,” and we all had a good laugh listening to his stories from his twenty-four and a half years in the British Army, he says that he didn’t know that he was carrying drugs and that he thought he was carrying money, “I’ve heard that story somewhere before,” I’m sure he’s not telling the truth, “he knew really,” we’ll wait and see, listening to him sounds like he knows some big people back home


and it stands to reason that he’s working for them now. Anyway, he is a London Cockney living in Kent, just married to a Muslim girl from Gambia and he’s been working his arse off getting money to fund the building of his house over there, he seems polite enough just have to wait and see.

20/03/07
Early day today, English Kenty didn’t sleep all night, “fuck knows why,” the guards must be in a good mood because they opened the gates and let everyone outside into the courtyard for the first time in ages. Shit food was served for lunch leaving me hungry again, the evening food was edible but there wasn’t enough of it.
Exercised in the evening, making press ups while listening to Stretch translating a letter for French Goran from his Brazilian girlfriend, was funny because French Goran had already had the letter translated by an Angolan Pastor but the Pastor had translated the letters meaning to be completely different.
English Kenty was then giving French Goran unwanted pointers on how to reply to his girl, “as if French Goran didn’t have a clue,” French Goran was supposed to be taking notes but instead when I stood up and had a look at what he was writing, I see that he was just pretending and had a page full of doodles instead, I then sat down and watched him acting as if he was taking notes and nodding along when really he was just bullshiting them.

21/03/07
Long day today with no cigarettes making it feel longer, English Kenty reckons that he’s fifty-five years old and that he left the army in 1983 after twenty-four and a half years’ service, now maybe he means 1993 because otherwise it will mean that he was seven-years old when he joined up, “or he’s full of shit.”
Just now one of the prisoners in Cell-C-5 set fire to himself and his cell, flames and smoke jumping through the bars, I watched from the opposite side, helpless, as the Director came down, took one look at the smoke and walked off looking angry, then he came back two seconds later with a thick mains fire hose and blasted a strong jet of water through the bars, “there was lots of screaming,” when the fire was out, a guard opened the gate and then the Director peppered strayed the smoldering prisoner, they then locked him back up in the burned and blackened cell, ten-


minutes later they were giving the burnt up prisoner a lighter so he could have a smoke, I can still smell cooked flesh, “fucking crazy people, crazy system, crazy fuckin place.”
In the evening all the water in the cells was shut off, either the Director used it all in that hose or the guards are fucking with us, some of the Brazilian prisoners working for the guards brought us a little water to drink and to wash-up with, “trouble was the water they brought us came from inside a dirty old wheelie bin,” they were pushing around and bailing it out through the bars into our all-purpose buckets using four pint milk bottles with the bottom’s cut off, “dirty as fuck,” but damn it, I’m thirsty as fuck, so what else can I do?

22/03/07
Having no water continued over to this morning, everyone is strung out, in Cell-A-5 Columbian Alberto started on at Paraguay Wilson just because he, “accidently,” flushed the toilet, wasting the water from the cistern on a piss instead of a shit.
Last night in Cell-A-4 the idiots Uruguay Hugo, Italian Nero and Columbian Ceaser had Ghanaian Ali running his arse off, up and down the corridor like a slave collecting water for them, this morning they had the cheek to complain about him taking too long, I can’t stand these pricks, their big mouths grate on my nerves nonstop every day, I don’t understand how they get away with it, they don’t ever dare to say anything to my face but I wish they would so I would have an excuse to repeatedly smash them over and over and over, just like their voices do to my ears. The South Americans in here are two faced bitches, out of all the other races in here they are the most troublesome, there the type of people you can quiet easily kill and not feel any remorse for it.
Late evening the water finally came on; I drank like a fish and enjoyed a cold shower as best I could.

23/03/07
Pastor John visited and the first thing he did was slip me a R$192 when the Chief of Security’s back was turned, then he made me the quarter master and gave me some much-needed bags of food and supplies to share between the five of us, he then settled down and got to know English Kenty for the first time.
When Pastor John was discussing the bible, he made a point of
explaining that the word “Word” in the bible can sometimes be


substituted for the word “water,” this made me remember that the word “God” is also changeable for the word “energy,” so this sentence “In the beginning was the word and the word was with God, and the word was God” now changes to say “in the beginning there was water and the water was with energy,” This changes the implications loads.

24/03/07
Nice day today, the money I received yesterday is making life a lot
easier, treated the cell to a load of sweet and drinks, “sharing the love.”
Wrote a letter home to say thank you for the money, gave them Pastor Richards email address and asked him to contact English Kenty’s daughter for him and let her know that he’s ok and where he is because English Kenty hasn’t been able to get hold of her.

25/03/07
Forgot to write in here, a couple of days ago when Ghanaian Ali was having problems with Columbian Ceaser they ended up getting into a fight, everyone was hoping Ceaser would get a kick-in but for some strange reason Nigerian Lincoln stopped Ghanaian Ali from fighting and put a stop to it. Most of the people are good in here but there’s a small group of four or five scumbags that really need to be taught a good lesson. In the evening chatted with English Kenty and French Goran about the Freemasons, seems like English Kenty used to be a Freemason until
he had to give it up when he became a Muslim to marry his wife.

26/03/07
English Kenty corrected himself today about his dates being wrong saying that it was 1993 and not 1983 that he left the Army, “I don’t know if I’m untrusting and too suspicious but I don’t believe him,” come to think of it, “I don’t think I trust anybody really,” anyway he seems like a nice enough person and his lies can’t hurt me, so I don’t give a shit, I’ll just do what I always do, which is to take him as he comes and see how it goes.

27/03/07
The guards promised the prisoners that they would let anyone who wanted to go out for sunshine today that they could do but because Stretch and Peruvian Maradona got bored last night and thought it would be fun to get the whole prison screaming, shouting and banging on the bars, “it


was cool though, everyone working together like a noisy orchestra,” the guards are now saying no sunshine for anyone because they disapproved of all the noise, “petty bastards!”

28/03/07
The guards must have got in trouble for not letting us out yesterday because today they let everyone out but looked like they didn’t really want to do it.
Lebanese Hassan went to go and see his Lawyer and on his way back the guards stopped him and confiscated/stole all his money, the money wasn’t even given to him by the lawyer it was what he received from the Chief of Security the other day and didn’t want to leave it in the cell when he wasn’t there, the guards are stupid mother fuckers who are just on a power trip abusing their positions to rob us, “cunts!”

29/03/07
Washed and shaved, then we were called to go and see Pastor Richard, when we got there, Pastor Richard had sneaked in a guy from Human Rights to speak to us, under cover as a consulate official or church worker about the poor conditions and rough treatment we see in this place. I explained to him about, “everything I’d seen,” but for me, all I cared about was passing my conditionals and going home, I’ve had enough now, they can’t do anything more to me now.
English Kenty had a call from Laura the secretary at the consulate phoning to say that they were sorry for not contacting him sooner and that they have spoken with his family and that the consulate will be here next week, “just shows how useless these people are, English Kenty has been here ages and only now that the consulate finds out about him.”
South African Alex has transferred to our cell finally, he’s a year older than me, but acts like he’s fourteen had me laughing all night long, he’s like a big dopey Great Dane puppy.

30/03/07
Lazy day nothing really happening sending loads of notes to the people
in “social” trying to get them to do their job and get me sent home.

31/03/07
Last day of the month, cleaning the cell in the morning, I’ve left
everybody else to do it seeing that I did it last week.


After dinner made a folder for South African Alex to put his paperwork in out of a cardboard box, English Kenty liked the design of the folder and says he is going to start making them to sell at R$1 apiece. We’ve got a leaky shower in here that disturbs French Goran and English Kenty, “I warned them not to, many times,” but these idiots keep over tightening it and have now fucked the tap completely, when English Kenty fiddled with it, he blew it off the wall and soaked the entire cell in a fountain of water for five long minutes until he managed to reconnect the pipes to the wall, there was nothing anyone could do except stand there and get soaked, I thought it was hilarious and stood there soaking
wet laughing my arse off, “the tap now leaks louder than ever.”
APRIL 2007 01/04/07
“April fools,” French Goran told Stretch that President George Bush
had been assassinated and it was just on the news, Stretch realised it was a wind up in time but English Kenty over heard it and went running to tell American Shamus, next thing I know loads of people are on about President Bush being shot and they are all checking their TV’s looking for it on the news, “funny as fuck,” when we told English Kenty it was only an April’s fool joke he was gutted it wasn’t true, two minutes later American Shamus came in with a big smile on his face after realising what day it was saying “ok you’ve got me!”

02/04/07
No sign of the consulate, English Kenty got a letter from them saying his family had been in contact weeks ago and they only just got around to telling him now, “useless pricks.”

03/04/07
Laid in bed most of the day couldn’t be bothered doing anything, still no consulate, Kenty’s wife finally managed to speak with him on the phone, when he came back he was happy to have heard from her, all teary eyed he said, “I balled like a baby when I heard her voice.”

04/04/07
So after a slow day the consulate showed up, Laura the secretary was here for her last visit before she transfers to Kuwait, she came with the


new secretary and Pastor David, I spoke with her first and went through my shopping I’d ordered, my process was not moving in the courts and she had no new information for me, then I went to the new secretary to sort out my left over money from the prisoners Abroad, I was left with R$168, the dumb fucks spent R$200 on my shopping three times too much than the prices I see on TV, after chatting to her about bullshit, I then went to Pastor David who filled me in on current affairs and offered to do what he can to push the consulate.
When we got back to the cell the Director called us all and gave us back all the things that were confiscated from us, “we think he did this because I asked to stay here and it made him look good for a change.”
In the evening, we all had a fat munch up on all my goodies and then a late night chatting with English Kenty and Stretch.

05/04/07
English Kenty is happy as fuck, all he’s wanted is a cup of tea since he’s been arrested so today he was happy as a pig in shit making the tea that I’d ordered the consulate to bring, small things make time so much easier it’s, “magic,” as English Kenty says.

06/04/07
Last night we started playing a game to pass the time French Goran’s suggestion, think of a celebrity and everyone take turns to guess who it is by asking questions with yes or no answers, fucking funny with stupid guesses like “ok he’s prime minister of Australia, is it crocodile Dundee?” or “Black cartoon character, is it pink panther?”
This morning English Kenty learned how to ask in Portuguese, “can I borrow the water heater please,” fastest and clearest thing he’s learned yet, “man really loves his tea.”
Cheese, ham and mayonnaise sandwich for breakfast, well nice!
Stupid discussion with French Goran about Russians speaking 1000 dialects he wouldn’t have it as true believing he was right and everyone else was wrong frustrated the shit out of English Kenty and me as French Goran was literally, foaming at the mouth, veins popping out his neck, calling us stupid and saying we knew nothing, “guys fucking hard work sometimes,” we ended up laughing at the fool even though a part of me wanted to give him a slap for his insults and say, “who do you think your shouting at!”

Borrowed Sierra Leone Rover’s Almanac to show French Goran that the official language is Russian plus many others and he said the book was wrong, “dick,” and then went off in the corridor, walking for four-hours, talking to himself like a mad man, later that day he struggled to play chess with Uruguay Hugo because he was still thinking about Russians.

08/04/07
Spent the morning making a dustbin and shelves for the cell out of cardboard with Kenty, exercised a little, Stretch borrowed Sierra Leone Rover’s T.V so we could watch the new movie Troy last night, got a good picture until we changed the station and when we went back we could only get black and white.

0904/07
Gave the TV back to Sierra Leone Rover and said thank you, another night doing our best to pass the time.
10/04/07
English Kenty got a call from his wife but got problems from the Chief of Security because the consulate hasn’t authorised for him to get a call every week like they were supposed to.
A public defender turned up called loads of prisoners, “but not me.”
Stretch went and gave them my details to call me, “they never,” in the end the Security Chief took pity on me and let me out, the lawyer is fucking useless, nothing happening with my case until I see a psychiatrist to finish the exams.
Stretch on the other hand has had his probation authorised by the judge and the lawyer was surprised he was still here. Stretch is now under the impression he is not free because his dad hasn’t sorted out a plane ticket. Stretch is angry at his dad, which is understandable when he should be celebrating his freedom.
English Kenty was also told that if the police don’t find his evidence which has disappeared from the warehouse by the twenty-eighth of this month, he is free without charge, “which will be a turn for the books,” he also told Stretch that if he doesn’t get the ticket money from his dad then he will pay for it on his visa card, now that is what I’m talking about, why the people at home friends and family can’t be that simple, “I’d do the same if it was me.”
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11/04/07
In the afternoon Pastor Richard came with Stretch and English Kenty’s shopping as well as a much needed ventilator for each for us, each of us had different requests for him I asked him to email my dad for me to see how he’s doing, after he finished and we were going back the Director was waiting for us to try and hijack our money, Nigerian Olu was the only one with too much but we all had to be fully searched in case we were sneaking any in, “disappointed the Director had to let us back inside.”
When me and Columbian Alberto went back to collect our ventilators the director made us sit on a broken bench which had a rusty nail sticking out of it, “which I didn’t see until it was too late,” it was right where my right bum cheek went down tearing my shorts and my ass, fucking jumped a good distance straight up.
Later in the evening got into an argument with French Goran about him keep asking people to contribute money when he wants to buy something, instead of buying it outright and sharing it like everyone else does in the cell, it’s not fair that he uses everything in the cell and contributes nothing, one-hundred and sixty-four cigarettes in four-weeks, he then only gives back twenty, R$12 a day on crisps and drinks for everybody – he then buys a R$2 pack of biscuits to share, last night he wanted R$1 for weed, Kenty, Stretch and me got mad on him, I said he’s taking the piss.
I spent R$160 in one week on everyone plus R$200 on shopping and he contributed zero, things are well out of balance with him, he’s taking but not giving. After we all smoked joints together but he knows he’s getting the cold shoulder now and no more freebies.

12/04/07
Wrote a letter to the consulate re capping this month and asking for some answers as to what is happening.
Yesterday passed slowly, today passed quick, just before “Confere,” French Goran told everyone he was changing cell because he was told off yesterday, that he can’t afford to stay here anymore, “bollocks he gets more than everybody and wastes it on shit,” no hard feelings and he was off to B-Block I’m going to miss him but at the same time he’s fucking hard work.
At “Confere,” Paraguay Wilson tried to get something from canteen and when Ghanaian Ali told him he couldn’t right now, Paraguay Wilson
 (
Zootkilo
 
Brazilian
 
Prison 
Diaries
)

 (
291
)

started cursing him, just as the functionario was counting everyone for the night Ali couldn’t take it anymore and ran down to beat Paraguay Wilson, Columbian Alberto and Stretch broke it up, but the functionario see it and beat Paraguay Wilson in front of everyone, the Security Chief then beat Paraguay Wilson as well and Ghanaian Ali somehow managed to get out of it even though he was the one that started a fight. Paraguay Wilson clapped Ghanaian Ali on the shoulder as he came back in as if to say well done, “Dick.”
After “Confere,” we all were rushing to take a shower as the water has been off and on for two days.
Spent the evening trying to get through to South African Alex about controlling his body language, attitude and actions when he goes before the judge, English Kenty recons I’ve got more chance of getting through to him because we similar age.

13/04/07
Unlucky day for some, Ghanaian Ali came in the morning because he felt like he needed to explain himself (he heard me trying to talk him out of it as he went past yesterday) he was so emotional he broke down crying a few times, he’s a good guy and don’t like what he is being forced to become in this shit hole with shit people, it’s not fair and it’s not right that we have to put up with these small brain Latinos, but put up with it we must or else compromise our own integrity.

14/04/07
Fucking too many holes in the walls around my bed fucking infested with bed bugs every day I find a few and quickly squash them but it’s never ending.
Slept all afternoon woke up to the sound of English Kenty making tea had everyone laughing because Stretch told them it would wake me up.

15/04/07
Lazy day, the guards are still playing games with the water so have to wash at every opportunity in case it goes again for a few hours.
Fell asleep in the afternoon again, dreamed I was free, at a bar with Turkish Erdish and that he had dreadlocks, strange.
Woke up ate a chicken sandwich and watched Italian Enero, Uruguay Hugo and a few others walk around drunk as fuck, shouting their mouths


off and being pricks, fuck that shit, I hate people who can’t handle their
drinks, it shows weakness.

16/04/07
Today twenty-eight people were called up to make the psychiatrists exams finally, after exercise and a shower I went and waited for my turn and when it came it was a surprise to see the Dr. from Esmereldina Bandera, after chatting to him about himself and where he went he said goodbye, I said what about the exam he said its finished he filled everything in from memory and laughed and asked after Stretch I was shocked its more than ten-months since I see this guy and he remembered everything, impressive.
When I came back Stretch got to go up front to phone the consulate who told him he only has a short wait, his dad has been calling every week for a month, they hadn’t received my letter or English Kenty’s, and they have authorised with the prison for his wife to call every Tuesday. So not a bad day really everyone’s processes are moving and with any luck we’ll be out of here soon. Until then just got to take it easy, suffer the waiting and delays and prepare for when release finally comes.

17/04/07
Late night chatting to Peruvian Maradona about him wanting to come to England to fence all the things he robs from the countries he visits.
This morning I went back to sleep till 11:00-ish, brought some sardines for sandwiches because food was shit. Washed down and tidied my bed to reduce the bed bugs.
English Kenty waiting all day for the 15:00 call from his wife, been happy all day looking forward to it only to have the time come and go.
When South African Alex came back from up front he said that English Kenty’s wife had called and the functionario hung up on her and when South African Alex tried to explain it was authorised, the functionario just said NO! and sent him back.
English Kenty was fuming that it happened but tried to keep his cool. Nigerian Michael made it worse by saying Italian Enero was seen speaking to the Director and giving information, which made English Kenty think it was to do with his phone call and was threatening to break his neck if he found out the Italian fucked up his call.
Turned out Nigerian Michael was shit stirring and it was lucky I went to the source Nigerian Lincoln to clarify it and stop anything bad from


developing, the last thing English Kenty needs is to kill anyone in here and get another process.
The Director came to speak to the prisoners about their phone calls and gave everyone a load of lies and bullshit saying the President Lula has cancelled all calls for prisoners amongst other crap and expects us to swallow it as truth, he’s a fucking prick.
After “Confere,” Stretch, South African Alex and Peruvian Maradona were the perfect people to distract English Kenty from any negative thoughts and done many funny things to keep him occupied because he was so fucking angry.

18/04/07
All day English Kenty has been trying to get out trying to phone the consulate and has been repeatedly refused, contravening our human rights to a new level.
Stretch and me got called out to go to “Valores” to look for Stretch missing belongings but to no avail. When we were up front, we see some letters from the consulate still to be given out.
English Kenty requested to speak to the Director and was sent Swiss Camilo to explain about the President cancelling all outgoing calls and that the consulates have been notified, it’s all bullshit to get us to buckle under the director who has already got Italian Enero and Uruguay Hugo, etc. on side to try to get everyone to sign a statement cancelling our previous petitions on this place.
It’s sick that these pricks cooperate with the guards like dogs on a leech. Swiss Camilo said he will try to get us a copy of this new law from Lula but it doesn’t make any sense and I don’t expect it to be of any value.

19/04/07
The guards called everyone outside to take sunshine for an hour, I stayed behind took a shower and tidied up, English Kenty is stressing as he slowly starts to realise how fucking stupid and pathetic this country and its people really are, he’s trying to get to phone the consulate but it just ain’t happening.
As for the guards producing the document proving the Law on phone calls, well it just never appeared! This Director is a fucking crack head, dictator, breaking many Human Rights Laws and we can’t do a damn thing about it.
Filled in the Prisoners Abroad leaflets for sending tomorrow.



20/04/07
Posted my letter to Prisoners Abroad, 11:00 Pastor Richard came to see us, American Shamus came too as did Columbian Alberto.
While we were there Swiss Camilo produced the documents about the phone calls and as we thought it’s a load of shit that is about the Director being responsible to make sure no Prisoners are using mobile phones in prison, but either he is misinterpreting it or is deliberately doing it to be a cunt remains to be seen.
Pastor Richard brought me an e-mail from my dad saying all is well and they can’t wait for me to be home, I quickly scribbled a reply as well as some instructions for Pastor Richard to notify the consulate that my exams are now finished and to get the consulate to call us here once a week to check on us as we can no longer call them.
Pastor Richard is also looking into English Kenty’s case for him to find out if he will be freed or is going to become stuck in Brazilian Bureaucracy. Swiss Camilo found some other paperwork to give Pastor Richard to back up the Director and the telephones, which Pastor Richard is going
to give straight to Human Rights to get onto it.
Just sat and worked out with English Kenty I’ve been in Prison as of yesterday 144-weeks, 1009-days, 24,216-hours, 1,452,960-minutes and 87,177,600-seconds.

24/04/07
Finally got our water heater off the guards that Pastor Richard brought us on Friday, now we can make our own tea and coffee without having to borrow a heater from the pricks next door.
Chief of Security told English Kenty that he will let him make a call tomorrow to the consulate off his own back and without the director knowing, so English Kenty made him a cup of tea and he was well pleased.

25/04/07
English Kenty got to call the consulate and they thought everything was sorted last week so English Kenty had to explain that nothing has changed here and they are not giving phone rites. Laura told him there have been movements on mine and Stretch’s processes but nothing for English Kenty’s.
In the evening had Kenty, South African Alex and Peruvian Maradona exercising with me, good camaraderie in the cell even though we are all


stressed for personal reasons, no one is taking out on anyone else like I’ve
seen so many times in the past.

26/04/07
Chief of Security let everyone out for sun yesterday and today even
though he didn’t have to and could get problems from the Director.
English Kenty’s been making orange marmalade all day, and then he and Nigerian Olu were called to the Directors office about their missing belongings that the consulate has located. No mention of telephones.
Prisoners in the other cells being moved around don’t know why but as people were moving the Director thought it would be funny to spray a couple of cells with pepper spray and fucked up most of the people standing in the corridor.

27/04/07
Stretch was at the bars getting coffee when he called Swiss Camilo over and started having a go at him about the ex-police prisoners and Swiss Camilo having the keys to their own cells and the benefit of letting themselves out and walking around after night time “Confere,” loads of people disagree with it because it is unfair to us, me included, the difference is I really couldn’t give a fuck what other people get up to.
Pastor Richard came and said no response from my dad via e-mail. But good News on my court process now moving and catching up with Stretch, so only a little bit more patience and all this crap will be over. English Kenty’s process is looking good, so long as the police don’t cheat, he will be out of here soon hopefully with no charge.

28/04/07
Fucking cold night, I had to get under my blanket, going to suffer when I get back to England. It was hard work waking up this morning, good thing it’s our cleaning day, so got straight into it to get the blood flowing. South African Alex took some sleeping tablets last night and was pissing everyone off with his reluctance to get cleaning, guys a fucking baby acts like a little kid all the time instead of a twenty-nine-year-old it’s pathetic, keep telling him in any other prison they’d fuck him up, take advantage and ruin his time in prison, if he doesn’t change his ways and
wise up he’s going to find it hard when we’re gone.
Chief of Security Rodriguez was in charge today and organised for everyone to go out in the court yard, once everyone was gone he pulled


English Stretch and Kenty to one side to join Spanish Anko and Adi for a bollocking about questioning Swiss Camilo yesterday morning about him and the others being free to move around while we’re locked up.
It was getting pretty nasty and at one point I thought the ex- police were going to gang up on them. Spanish Anko and Adi were saying sorry like pussy’s, English Kenty came back because he hadn’t said or done anything and Peruvian Maradona went out to verbally defend Stretch and stand up to the gang and actually turned the tide as he wouldn’t back down and take their shit.
Chief of Security Rodriguez gave up and called it off sending everyone back to the cells, nothing resolved as usual. I’m well impressed with Peruvian Maradona; he stopped Stretch getting a beating. In the evening when the guard locked us up he called Peruvian Maradona Stretch’s “Advogado”

29/04/07
Another Holiday weekend, nothing happening, Swiss Camilo nervously spoke with Stretch, telling him it wasn’t him who said anything and that he was told it was someone in our cell that told the functionario probably Italian Enero or Uruguay Hugo earning favors with their favorite guard Vargas.
MAY 2007 01/05/07-02/05/07
After the long weekend English Kenty has had wait and see whether he is being charged with trafficking, at the last minute on Friday Swiss Camilo helped him get out to phone the consulate to find out what is going on, he’s there now so we wait and see what the news is.
13:00 English Kenty is still in the dark as to what his fate will be, the consulate told him the police charged him on Saturday 28th which is one day over their thirty-day extension time, so now he has to wait for Ishmael (Bournemouth Pinky’s Lawyer) to call him to see if the police have fucked themselves and Ishmael can do some legal magic to get him out.
Ishmael wants £5,000 from start to finish and the other problem is English Kenty can’t get hold of his daughter to send the money he desperately needs, so now English Kenty has gone all introverted with all this shit in his head and has laid on his bed like a dead man, horrible situation not knowing and not being able to help yourself.


Ying Yang effect gave English Kenty a negative, which then became a positive when he was finally allowed to speak to his wife on the phone; just the sound of her voice lifted his mood for the rest of the day.

03/05/07
Slept all afternoon nothing else to do, then Czech Mirek brought me a book from the library.

04/05/07
Was going to sleep again but thought I’d better get up and washed in
case Pastor John came.
Just as I sat down to eat my lunch, the call came for us to go up front instead of Pastor John, Pastor Richard was there with a lawyer for English Kenty, after a brief chat he said there was no news from my dad, but Murillo had spoken to him about the money for my release, so now I need for Murillo to phone me to let me know what’s happening.
Pastor Richard also said that I’m just waiting for the judge to sign now same as Stretch (maybe we go the same time) and that when all is signed we’re free, the consulate will put us in a hotel around the corner from them until the money gets here from my dad and I finally get on a plane out of this God forsaken country.
Turned out English Kenty was charged on time, it was the consulate not looking into the details properly and giving out the wrong info, “pricks!”
Pastor Richards Lawyer friend is going to work for English Kenty behind the scenes, £2,000 start to finish, well good for him.

05/05/07
Woke up cold and stiff and not in the mood for cleaning but got on with it anyway, slept in the afternoon, washed and showered then took a walk in the corridor with South African Alex before dinner.
Strolling along nicely when Uruguay Hugo rushed out of his cell door, full speed, arms flailing, straight in front of me, I brushed the old drunk aside and the cheeky prick started shouting abuse at me like it was my fault, I went back to sort him out, he raised his arms so I threw them down and told him to look where he’s going or to at least say sorry, he ran in his cell, bitching to his little group of assholes for support.
I just walked away before I lost my temper with these stupid pricks, he
walks into me and it’s my fault, go figure, once upon a time I would have


smashed his head in, now I’m sat here debating with myself whether I should have or did I do the right thing, fighting is my natural instinct and fighting against it makes me fucking stressed out.

06/05/07
Passed pretty uneventfully, long chat with Peruvian Maradona who is now six-months over his conditional release, he asked me if I could ask English Kenty to help him with his process, Peruvian Maradona needs a lawyer to hurry the Brazilians up but don’t have any money to pay for one and will probably end up serving all his sentence without one.
English Kenty agreed to help by speaking to his lawyer about it and getting him help however he can, no problem whatsoever, really nice of him and really hard for Peruvian Maradona who had to swallow his pride to ask in the first place, for me translating was a humbling experience.

07/05/07
Woke up to a bowl of porridge from English Kenty, relaxing morning, everyone went for sunshine, I needed to go out to get some Vitamin-D but was too lazy, had a nice shower instead, just in time for lunch.

08/05/07
Slow day, fucking cold, still no phone call for English Kenty, maybe tomorrow, late night explaining to South African Alex about the pitfalls of doing drugs in prison and the way these shit people will fuck you out of your money at every opportunity.

09/05/07
Last night’s speech was a portent of things to come first thing this morning Nigerian Michael was pushing weed onto South African Alex R$4 a ball, Nigerian Michaels a piranha and South African Alex is fresh meat.
Apparently English Kenty got a call and the guards hung up on it again, the guards used the excuse that the consulate has failed to fax permission for this week.
Stretch got called to “social” and was told to expect to be set free in the next two-three weeks and that there is only one more signature to get on his paperwork and then chow!


French Goran gave Stretch a ball of weed and I told Stretch to wait till South African Alex was asleep before we smoke it because English Kenty is trying to clean South African Alex up.

10/05/07
Freezing cold night everyone slept bad, after food the Director, Sub Director and a guard went into Cell-A-4, Italian Enero, Uruguay Hugo, Peruvian Christian and Bolivian Caesars cell to search for something.
Then the Director came to our cell looking for problems, he could find nothing to complain about except the wall paper I put up to stop the bed bug problem, he said “to take it down he’ll give us some paint,” I said “when he brings the paint I’ll take it down.”
Stretch asked the Director about his two precious stones and was told
the Fed’s will take them when it’s time to go.
Next the Director went next door pulled Nigerian Michael out and took him up front to question him and beat him because someone grassed on him dealing in prison.
English Kenty got to call the consulate to complain about his phone call from his wife, they said they sent the fax on time and that it was the prison playing games, so they re-done the fax for today.
The consulate told English Kenty that they will be bringing mine and Stretch’s stuff to sort out and tell us what is happening with our processes soon.

11/05/07
Still cold nights, waking up stiff, quick wash with freezing water and just as food came a guard came to collect Stretch, Nigerian Olu and me to go “consulate.”
Pastors John and Richard were here with a load of stuff for everyone, still no news from my dad but Pastor Richard said “maybe next week my dad’s been busy?” Nice chat with Pastor John (he’s looking sick, seventy- five-years old)
Back to the cell to divide out the goodies and now I got a couple of John Grisham novels to read Cool.

12/05/07
Waited all day for “Confere,” so that when we were locked up and no one was watching, to paper Stretch’s, English Kenty’s and South African Alex’s bed.


Our excuse for doing it is, when the Director was here we said to him about the bed bug problem and he said take down the paper and he will bring us some paint, so there ain’t much chance of that happening and he won’t be back in here for a couple of months, so we going to say that he said to take it down when we get the paint, slight difference but enough room to paper the whole cell and fuck with the guards.

13/05/07
Back to sleep till about 12:00 cold and tired, little walk with Peruvian Maradona, chat with English Kenty about borrowing his DVD collection to catch up on all the movies I’ve not seen and explaining to his daughter the situation in here.
In the evening, we cracked on with some more decorating, going to leave this place well nice for these guys and who ever joins them.
Afterwards when Stretch was tying his fan back on the wall he got into a stress because he couldn’t do it, I offered to help but he got insulted, so I left him struggle with it until he snapped the cords, jumped off his bed and put the fan next to the dust bin, no patience at all and completely fuming for not being able to do it, no perspective at all, funny as fuck, when all he had to do was ask!

14/05/07
Call for ‘Banyo do sol’ woke me up, most people went out, I stayed in
doing exercises to warm up.
South African Alex went to court to give his statement and came back in the evening feeling relieved.
Done some more wall papering, Peruvian Maradona had me in stitches as he struggled to paper his bed “I’m a thief not a fucking decorator, in prison in Peru you shit on the floor, I can’t believe you guys got me doing this, I’m not cut out for this shit, where’s the sponge gone, quick, quick, quick   Ahhh fucking papers a two-faced bastard peeling
off on me” when he finished he said “check mate”
I said “no you missed a piece,” and he threw the sponge at me and
attacked me with his sticky hands as I pissed myself laughing.
Made some press ups, got all sweaty and then the water got shut off again, so had to wash with bottled water.
Chatted late into the night with English Kenty about his disturbing visions from his army days, I suggested using Buddhist techniques to combat them.



16/05/07
English Kenty got a call from his wife, his daughter is still not co- operating and is now stressing Kenty out, wrote a letter to my dad to see if he can help out, I’ll get Richard to email him on Friday.
No electric or water in the cell all night, place is shit hole.

17/05/07
Early morning start, everyone went out to the courtyard for sunshine,
I’m waiting on the food, I’m starving. Fell asleep early.

18/05/07
Washed and showered ready for Pastor Richard to come, Stretch went up front to check on his court process and found out he should have been released legally five-days ago, everything was signed on the 10th May and by law they could only hold him for seventy-two-hours, so why is he still here?
Brazilian law doesn’t mean shit, no one follows it and the consulate doesn’t push them enough to make them do their jobs, its fucking bullshit. When Pastor Richard came I watched him give out loads of stuff to everybody, and money he’d received from people’s families, when it was my turn to speak to him he hadn’t heard anything from my dad, he tried to cheer me up but it didn’t work, just an e-mail saying “how you doing” would have made my day, now I feel like shit, my patience is out the window, this place is making me claustrophobic, and feel really oppressed,
its fucking depressing and today I’m feeling it.

19/05/07
Another long slow day, nothing really happening in the evening, South African Alex, Stretch and English Kenty fell asleep early, around 21:30 Chief of security Rodriguez and a few functionario's came in checking all the cells, then the Director showed up and on his way out looked through the bars, see the paper on the walls, and went mad screaming at the guard to open the door so he could come in, Yes.!”
Ranting and raving waking everybody up and going crazy wanting to know who put the paper up, I told him everybody done it because of the bed bug problem we told him about before, he said to take it down, so I asked him when is he getting paint? He said “whenever I fucking feel like


it and not before, take down the paper by Monday or there will be trouble,
crazy, you are all crazy!” eyeballing me hard.
I said “yes we are fucking crazy” eyeballed him back until he broke off and went out to have a go at Chief of Security Rodriguez and the guards who didn’t see a problem with what we’ve done, they went to every cell telling them all to take down the paper they had put up for some reason, “the Director is a fucking cock.”

20/05/07
I prepared a statement for Swiss Camilo to translate to the Director tomorrow, we have left the paper up until after he reads it, “fuck him,” all the other cells have removed theirs, pussies.

21/05/07
Gave the statement to Swiss Camilo to pass on for us, we waited all day but nothing happened, Stretch swapped cells with American Shamus so he could watch a movie in Cell-5, stayed up all night laughing and chatting with Shamus.

22/05/07
Fuck knows what happened but after “Confere,” the guard who was on duty Saturday looked in and see we hadn’t done what the Director wanted and gave us some friendly advice “do it and save yourself a headache, the Director is a wanker”
I was going back to sleep nobody else was going to take it down, when I heard above me “rip” I say, “Stretch what you doing?” His reply “the director is the last person to sign my release; I don’t want to piss him off!” I could not believe what I was hearing, I was in shock, Stretch was the last person I thought I would hear that shit from, after all that we have said about standing up to the Director and not letting anyone push us around, Stretch was bullied, pressurised, scared into giving in to this
asshole Director.
I don’t understand it and could not say anything as I watched him tear off the paper without a thought to a single person in the cell and I could see the looks from the others and I was ashamed and disappointed I had to leave the cell before I blew my top I was 100% gutted none of these words are sufficient to describe how fucking shitty, because of Stretch’s actions.


After about an hour, I finally said to English Kenty “you realise we’re all going to have to take the paper down now,” he said, “yeah I was thinking the same thing, otherwise the guards are going to think we’re rebelling”
Peruvian Maradona says, “Stretch fucked it up for everyone,” I translated to English Kenty and he said, “yeah South African Alex just said the same thing, oh well let’s get on with it, we made our point and lodged a complaint,” I said, “yeah, I suppose but it would have been nice to speak to the Director first like we planned,” English Kenty said, “never mind,” and I grudgingly cracked on with stripping my wall.
English Kenty done his bit fast he only had a little, Peruvian Maradona got called for a visit from his woman, South African Alex left his bed and kept well out the way, Stretch, English Kenty and me worked in silence.
South African Alex went to the church so we hid his bed and when he came back and see no cushion and no paper we told him Chief of security Rodriguez took his cushion to “Custigo” for not taking the paper from his bed, he got well worried, we kept it up until we finally gave it back after “Confere,” he was relieved, “ok you mother fuckers 12/10 you got me.”
I’m tired after a long day of high emotion and hard work, coffee time, then a night with the bed bugs again.

23/05/07
English Kenty tried all morning to organise to receive his phone call from his wife but these bastards wouldn’t let him, the consulate sent a fax to authorise it and to request that he be given access to his suitcase to make an inventory of his belongings for them.
While he was checking, he had a nice surprise, he thinks some coke was still in the seam of his suitcase, he’s going to try and get the consulate to pick it up and send it home for him.

24/05/07
The Director came in to see if we had taken the paper down and to let us know he has ordered paint and it should be here next week or the week after, “we’ll see?”
The Director was caught unexpectedly when English Kenty verbally attacked him over his telephone rites and got the Director to back up a little and has now gone to “social” to try and sort out more.
When English Kenty and Stretch came back from “social,” out of the
blue a guard was asking if anyone wanted to go to the library to watch a


new DVD, English Kenty, Stretch, South African Alex, American Shamus and me went with about twenty others and sat freezing our asses off watching “the imposters”, or in English, The Departed, Jack Nicholson, Matt Damon, good movie, after I came back made coffee for everyone to warm up.
The American consulate turned up for Americans Shamus and Billy (two-weeks early) hopefully he’s going to get some tea bags because we are running low.

25/05/07
English Kenty and Stretch have been waiting all morning for the phone call to the consulate that the Director promised yesterday, but because he is not in today it’s not being allowed, English Kenty has been stressing at Swiss Camilo and the Sub-Director but he has been told he must wait for the Director and by then the consulate won’t be there and it will be too late.
No sign of Pastors Richard or John today either which is disappointing to say the least, still no news from my dad or about my court process, this place is long winded.
At the last-minute Pastor Richard turned up for us with some money from home (no e-mail) but some good news for English Kenty, my dad managed to get through to his daughter and get her to send the documents he needs for Monday, English Kenty is well pleased with my dad and so am I, too much respect for him.

26/05/07
Didn’t sleep well for some reason, woke up tired and had to stay awake to spray the cell to try and get rid of bed bugs, after lunch went to sleep for a few hours.

27/05/07
Finished the cleaning of the cell in the morning spent the rest of the day finishing a book American Shamus lent me “Ishi-The-Last- Californian-Wild-Indian, really good book but such a sad story.
In the evening English Kenty wrote a letter of thanks for my dad to give Pastor Richard tomorrow at court, spent the evening burning loads of tissue paper to get rid of a swarm of mosquitoes, fell asleep late, too much coffee.


28/05/07
Slept until food came, English Kenty took a shower when the Sub- Director, came to get him for court, American Shamus and me wished him good luck but I don’t think he needs it, he seems pretty cool and ain’t stupid he knows what he has to do.
When English Kenty came back it seemed like everything went ok, the public defender was beautiful women apparently, Pastor Richard was there with the private lawyer, the only representative from the consulate was Elisa (the secretary.)

29/05/07
The public defenders came today one in the morning and then two in the afternoon, when I finally got to see them and asked if there was good news he said “No the opposite, there is a judge at V.E.P refusing to sign conditional release for “Gringo’s” and that the lawyer is doing everything in his power to fight it but right now it’s looking like I will have to do my full four-years, unless something changes”.
After asking many questions I left feeling completely gutted, this country is a human rights nightmare and because of some racist judge trying to make a name for himself I now have to look forward to another thirteen-months in prison and there is nothing I can do about it except accept it, the consulate won’t do anything and neither will anybody else.
When I came back and told everyone, no one believed me until more people started coming back and saying the same thing, everyone is in various states of shock, showing itself in many different ways, to make things worse we are being kept here with no electric, no water and no telephone, it’s disgusting that this country can get away with this treatment of people.

31/05/07
Tried getting copies of our legal documents but classification, functionario’s, Director wouldn’t allow it so stuck without being able to help ourselves.


JUNE 2007

01/06/07
Couldn’t sleep all night stressing out and frustrated with this place, in the afternoon Pastor Richard came with our supplies and some much- needed e-mails from home.
Pastor Richard spoke with my dad and all was ok, my dad spoke to Stretch’s family for him but they didn’t want to know, Richard got on the phone to Stretch’s dad and had a go at him and my dad told Pastor Richard if Stretch needs a place to stay he’s always welcome.
Everyone here thinks my dad is well cool and everyone wants to meet him, everyone feels they know him from his letters and stories from me.
Late afternoon we get a call all English and Americans to the front to go see two guys from National Geographic, BBC and Raw-TV, Flavio Somoggyi and Fernando Continentino wanting to make a documentary on prison life.
They came to ask our permission to be filmed and our willingness to take part, we all gave them our backgrounds and fake stories, I made sure to tell them about this diary and everyone was backing me up saying you got to read it.
All the prisoners were wary of signing the release form but it was pretty standard stuff so I signed and everyone else followed suit.
All in all, not bad, the Director was well pisssed to have everything out of his control and was trying hard to act relaxed.
We invited them back to our cell for a cup of tea and look around and they were well up for it but the Director refused telling them they only had permission to interview us so no tour. “I hope they come back.”
England are kicking Brazil’s ass at football so I look forward to the
looks on these pricks faces.
Spanish Domingo gave Stretch a joint, we waited for South African Alex to go sleep which he never did so we smoked it in front of him and he didn’t even know.

02/06/07
We were supposed to scrub the cell in the morning but I persuaded everyone to wait till after lunch because I was still sleepy, nothing else happening, lazy day slow as usual.
Reading about the universe till everyone went to sleep then sat chatting with English Kenty until 03:00 in the morning about Freemasons and


hypnotism, my turn to sweep in the morning, done it quickly so I could get back to sleep.

03/06/07
Woke up at 13:00 everyone’s going crazy because the power had tripped again and nobody had bothered to check if anyone else was using a heater, “pathetic!”

05/06/07
Slow day, chatting with Czech Mirek, Polish Alex and Turkish Erdish through the cell bars, Polish Alex said Polish Ads has been asking how I am and to see if I still want to work for him on maps etc.
Just before “Confere,” the Director started moving people around from cell to cell no one knew why, we ended up with a guy from Paraguay, Milciades, pretty quiet, seems ok.

06/06/07
The old Director from Esmereldina Bandera visited today, the Director of this place tried his best to keep him away from us but when the old Director saw Nigerian Charlie and Columbian Alberto who used to work for him, he made this Director open up the gates so he could come in and talk to them, turns out he’s been promoted and is now this Director’s boss.
Also, Thirty-Brazilians have been transferred here today, a lot more money for the Director, R$800 each per month for his budget.
Paraguay Wilson is being set free today, just before “Confere,” three more people were transferred to A-Block, taking us up to thirty-three people in a place designed for thirty people, we got ex-boxer, fifty something, heavy set, Turkish Mustafa a guy who speaks no English but a little Portuguese, he’s cool nice old guy.
Turkish Erdish came over and moved in with American Shamus and the Angolans. English Kenty is sleeping on the floor because he’s the smallest in our cell, space is tight.

07/06/07
Stayed awake reading all night back to the habit of sleeping all day to keep out the way, our corridor in A-Block is heaving with people making noise, talking, shouting, laughing and exercising.


08/06/07
Slept until 14:00 not wanting to wake up and interact with people, went for a walk with Nigerian Charlie to wake up.
Turkish Mustafa got some weed and we had a little smoke, then I played chess with South African Alex and then English Kenty, just as we finished Peruvian Maradona woke up shouting, ranting and raving.
I misunderstood what he said I thought he said someone hit him on the head when he was asleep but Stretch said no he was complaining the noise was doing his head in, strange thing about it though is there was no noise.
South African Alex was watching Stretch and Turkish Mustafa play Turkish dharma and English Kenty was offering me a cup of tea.
Peruvian Maradona is cracking up, the other day he was convinced Stretch was slagging him off to everyone and Stretch told him to stop being paranoid, Peruvian Maradona thinks he’s a hardened criminal and knows everything about prison, he’s been in and out quite often but this is the longest he’s been in prison, two-years, and he can’t hack it, no sympathy from me, I’m from the school of hard knocks and if you can’t do the time don’t do the crime.

09/06/07
Stayed awake till gone 04:00 reading and enjoying the peace and quiet night time brings, had to be up cleaning the cell so got right down to it, later wrote this up, forgot to write no Pastor allowed to visit yesterday because of another Brazil bank holiday.

10/06/07
Woke up to hear Sierra Leone Rover’s voice and thought I was dreaming, turned out Rodriguez had allowed everyone outside for sun and then left the gates open so everybody could intermingle, nice of him made a change, I played chess and kicked ass, walked with French Goran and borrowed some books off him.

11/06/07
Slow day, Director came with some paint to start on Cell-5 but brought
P.V.A paint that had gone off, so after they took all their shit out they had to put it all back in, wait and see, at least our complaints worked and all will benefit from it.


Late afternoon received letters from the consulate responding to our fax asking them to come out, they refused and said that yes our “parole” has been cancelled and no explanation, I’m pissed off at them as is Stretch and English Kenty.
I sent extracts from this diary back home with instructions to e-mail as many newspapers as possible and wrote to Prisoners Abroad to complain about the consulate and the situation here, see what happens.

12/06/07
Fucking sick as a dog last night same old story first my left hand and arm went numb then the left-hand side of my neck, mouth, lips and eyelids, followed by blinding headache on the right front and back, then shakes and vomiting, today I stayed on my bed no energy to move, Pastor Richard came but I stayed here.
English Kenty got good news, my dad got his cash card and will now send it to his wife for him, now his daughter will be blocked from spending his money, and tomorrow he will get his sentence.
Pastor Richard is also going to get his mate to look into our case and so we had to give power of Attorney to Dr. David Henderson, till they do something though it’s just the same shit different day.
Director came back with more paint, this time white wash that comes straight off, dumb fucks try cutting corners to save money, end up wasting it.

13/06/07
Slept bad all night headache keeping me awake, couldn’t get my head comfy on my bottle pillow. I was going to wait as long as possible before getting ready for these idiots to come and paint the cell, English Kenty and Turkish Mustafa had other plans, “sometimes these old guys are hard work,” they started humping all the gear out of the cell and I had to jump up quick so they didn’t break any of my shit moving it.
Peruvian Maradona and Paraguay Milciades joined in, then Stretch and finally South African Alex, by then the cell was stripped bare ready and waiting for painting.
English Kenty fucked off to court to get his sentence, I got bored of waiting and put my cushion back on my bed to doss on, Stretch went to find out when they were coming and found out they had locked the paint away safe and only the Director has the key and maybe he will be in later! “Fucking idiots,” so back in with all the stuff and nap time.


Paraguay Wilson got brought back to prison after two-days on the street, why? Problems with paperwork, fucking country! “If I get out on the street there ain’t no way I’m coming back peacefully,” I’m killing as many police as come after me and I’ll have a smile on my face the whole way to hell.
English Kenty came back from court late evening after finding out he got a four-year sentence, no “conditional” and no “semi alberto” because they think he is a risk of running away and so will have to do four-years straight.
I think it’s good all things considered, but I’m the only one, it didn’t help Pastor Richard giving him wrong info yesterday and everyone else saying “sorry! And “Bad luck” to him, after he told them his sentence.

14/06/07
Slow day, head still a little fuzzy, bad news today, Lebanese Hassan wrote to Turkish Erdish saying that over at the other prison Columbian Edwardo who we were all friends with back in Esmereldina, passed away, somehow he got really sick, his mind was going and he was taken to hospital and later had a suspected heart attack, he was only in his early fifties, real nice guy who didn’t deserve to die in this shit hole, system is really shit! At least now he is at peace! “last thing I remember him saying was he couldn’t wait to get home and see his family,” now he never will.

15/06/07
Cell painting day, finally, we moved all the gear out to let them white wash the cell, gave it a few hours to dry cleaned up the mess and put everything back, Nigerians had their cell done and someone stole their energy saving light bulb.

16/06/07
Philippe the Croatian next door has been thrown in “Custigo” because when he went to court he told the judge we are not being allowed to make phone calls, the judge wrote to the Director and the Directors response was to lock Philippe up, just shows the type of person the Director is. The rest of Saturday night I spent throwing up and spinning out, fucking horrible, don’t know what does this to me?


17/06/07
Early hours, I finally stopped chucking up and laid there feeling quite relaxed, today was Stretch’s birthday and I slept all the way through it, by evening I was ready to eat and my fucking chicken dinner had gone off, absolutely stunk, “last thing I needed.”

18/06/07
Washed and sorted myself out from the sorry state I’ve been in all weekend, and still don’t feel 100% in fact 70% would be too high, I feel like I’ve had a fucking stroke.

19/06/07
Strange day, I was feeling better all morning and then in the afternoon started getting the metallic taste in my mouth again so had to lie down.
Chief of Security Rodriguez called a list of names out, we thought it was the Pastor but it turned out to be nothing that I could work out so went back to sleep.
Woke up feeling terrible, then stayed awake right through the night unable to sleep, “system is all fucked up.”
20/06/07
Early morning visit by Pastor Richard, too many people going to see him these days, no news on our case, shit visit not able to talk to him about anything, came back and slept till “Confere,” woke up and read all night long.

21/06/07
American Shamus’s consulate came in the evening with some new books and magazines as well as R$800 for Billy from his family for his birthday, he got a new mattress, blanket and TV as well, Chief of Security Rodriguez even let him have all his money in, “for a small bribe of a R$20.”
As for me, another late night reading and enjoying the peace and quiet of the twilight.

22/06/07
The Director is fucking loads of people around by not giving them their money from “Valores” for something like three weeks now, it’s having a knock-on effect on me “because” my money has finished and


I’m waiting on South African Alex to get his money and pay me the R$12
he owes me so I can buy some cigarettes to last till the consulate get here.

23/06/07
Cell cleaning this morning finished off the last of our soap powder scrubbing the floor and the toilet, English Kenty got American Shamus to buy some extra for him, exercised, washed, finished a book, ate my food and went to sleep till “Confere.”
In the evening sat listening to Peruvian Maradona ranting and raving at Paraguay Milciades about all sorts of bullshit, giving his expert opinion on “Valores” and prison situations, “all had no valve, totally useless.”
The more I listen, the more I pity him for having such a small brain capacity, Latino macho, homophobic personality that don’t even know how limited his experiences are, worse of all he is getting more and more paranoid, grouchy and irritable every day, my patience is running out with him and his temper tantrums, I just want peace and quiet! Is that too much to ask?

24/06/07
Last night talked Paraguay Milciades through an exercise routine for him to do a half hour full workout for everyday of the week and got him to write it down to record and remember what he done. Today he slept all day as if last night killed him.
In the afternoon, I walked up and down the corridor with Turkish Erdish for a few hours talking about when he gets back to Germany, where he lives and his grim prospects of more criminal charges for previous crimes.
After evening “Confere,” Stretch and me got English Kenty to vacuum suck the huge boil on his stomach using a jar and a candle to make the vacuum, nasty things people come down with in here fuck knows why so many people get these things, Stretch gets them on his arse, South African Alex gets them on his balls, English Kenty’s first one is on his gut and loads of other people have them around the place, “it’s sick.”
Italian Enero’s birthday tomorrow he brought a whole tray of “bolos” and shared a small piece with everyone, guards included and then after “Confere,” he bribed his way out to use the telephone, causing instant uproar in our cell as Stretch, English Kenty, South African Alex and Peruvian Maradona started moaning about how unfair it is, “which it is,”


and slagging Italian Enero off because if him and the others didn’t pay for
calls we would all be allowed to make calls no problem, no bullshit.
Peruvian Maradona was stirring shit and causing Stretch to rant more which was making English Kenty and South African Alex shout out rubbish and it was pissing me off so I said, “look if you ain’t going to do anything about it why go on and on about it winding each other up, the trouble is you can’t stop it or say anything about it without making problems for yourself, it’s not nice, but what can you do?”
English Kenty agreed, seeing the sense in what I was saying, “I would complain but no one will do anything and you just can’t make yourself stand out.”
Stretch got defensive saying, “I hope you ain’t speaking to me” I said, “no, everybody,” he didn’t like it because he was in full swing bitching and moaning with Peruvian Maradona but slowly he stopped and was only agreeing “yes or no” to Peruvian Maradona who continued on and on and on, Latino, big mouth, little action style.
He sucks up to Italian Enero to his face and slags him off behind his back and I don’t like that two-faced shit from anyone, Peruvian Maradona does it about everyone, which is one of the reasons he’s so paranoid, he’s a shit person and thinks everyone else thinks like him.
Anyway, Italian Enero is in the wrong, bribing guards is against my principles because it makes things fucking shit for everyone else and by making the guards lives easier makes them have a better life and stay in their job holding us prisoner! “Vicious circle.”

25/06/07
After “Confere,” when I was laid going back to sleep English Kenty was moaning to Stretch about Paraguay Milciades disturbing him exercising late last night, I had to butt in and say that if English Kenty, Stretch, Peruvian Maradona and South African Alex hadn’t been hogging all the floor space earlier in the day then Paraguay Milciades would have got it out the way earlier and not disturbed anyone.
Plus, English Kenty can’t expect everyone else in the cell to be quiet just so that he can get a nap between 21:00 and 23:00 if he gets woke up at that time it’s his own fault for sleeping so anti-socially every day, I’m awake until 05:00 most nights from 01:00 till 08:00 it’s always quiet as fuck, perfect for light sleepers.
Moaners really jar my brain it’s what women do who have too much
time on their hands, during the day English Kenty and me glued up


patches on the wall to fix the new clothes lines, then I spent the rest of the day plaiting up my old sheet for the lines tomorrow.
Social services came asking about everyone’s situation and what kind of hygiene products you need and if you need telephone access etc., so something is happening in the administration here, suspicious or curious?
I got out of the cell finally to check out the library for myself and came back with six books to read for the week.
After evening “Confere,” and food I laid down to wait for South African Alex to make everyone a cup of coffee and fell asleep for a few hours, knackered out from twisting washing lines.
When I woke up Peruvian Madonna had had his hands under my cushion while I was asleep he tried telling me a Newsweek magazine that was there “fell out” but it’s impossible I know exactly where it was, I recon he saw the edge of the magazine sticking out and thought it was a porno magazine and tried to swipe a look, see it was something else and couldn’t get it back under the cushion and had to leave it on the shelf, where I see it after I woke up, sly little cunt, I’m going to smash him up soon, he’s really doing my head in with his petty, ungrateful, shit.
To make things worse South African Alex had fucked the coffee up as
well, tasted nasty, “useless mother fucker.”

26/06/07
Today passed quietly and without event, reading the classic book “Robinson Crusoe” to pass the time very good book with similarities to the isolation and madness that creeps up on you in here.

27/06/07
Stayed awake until 03:30 in the morning reading, was tired this morning and went back to sleep, when the call to go see Pastor Richard came, I told English Kenty and Stretch to apologise for me but last week was torture for me and bored me stupid all the singing and happy clapping for the Nigerians does my head in.
When they came back English Kenty had an e-mail from my dad, Pastor Richard told Stretch that our process has been re-opened and is now active again and not long to go, “according to Murrilo at the consulate anyway.” We have heard nothing here so wait and see.
I wrote some e-mails for home, and English Bournemouth Pinky to give to Pastor John to give to Pastor Richard for me on Friday if he is well enough to come in.


Turkish Erdish, Nigerian Olu and South African Alex got their money off the Director finally today, South African Alex paid me R$10 he owed me and English Kenty the R$20 he owed, but because of owing too much to everybody South African Alex didn’t give English Kenty the R$50 for the last/next three months shopping we all agreed to contribute to make life easier on everyone.
Turkish Mustafa gave English Kenty his R$50 already no problem and Stretch and me will put up ours when the consulate come even though we could be going anytime now and in effect will be leaving everyone with a nice going away present for the cell. “You never know we might still be here in another three-months.”
English Kenty is well pissed with South African Alex for not carrying his own weight around the place he’s like a little child constantly having to be told what to do and what not to do, he’s a lazy fucking bum whose parents have spoiled and kept him wrapped in cotton wool, they have created a useless cunt, if I was his dad I’d shoot him to save myself the shame and embarrassment.
Israel guy here got to use the phone by bribery and found out he is supposed to be going free tomorrow or extradited to America but the Director came shouting and screaming saying he ain’t going nowhere and how did he find out about it Bla! Bla! Bla! Wait and see if he goes or stays, who’s right, who’s wrong and what happens to Chief of Security Rodriguez and the guard that took the bribe and let him use the phone?

28/06/07
English Kenty and South African Alex went to hospital all day trying to find out about their boils, English Kenty got injections, South African Alex just wasted his time, they done nothing for him.
In the evening time Cell-4 Uruguay Hugo and the ignorant crew killed the electric for everyone by not asking if anyone else was using it, “fucking dicks,” I stayed awake till 06:00 reading “the Princess’s Bride” funny book.

29/06/07
Laid back down to sleep but next door in the other cell the Angolans were making too much noise shouting at each other because they don’t know how to speak at a civilised volume.
10:30 Pastor John called us up front and I had to struggle through the sermon he gave, took a lot of patience and hard work not to walk out, long and boring.


Before him and Pastor Richard used to talk to us about the outside world but lately they have been full throttle on the religious crap and it’s starting to unnerve me, it’s the last thing I need four months over my conditional. I blame English Kenty coming on the scene as a Muslim convert; they feel like they lost a follower and they are trying hard to win him back.
Before evening “Confere,” Uruguay Hugo pulled English Kenty out to talk with him and Nigerian Charlie about the heater, Uruguay Hugo had been speaking with the Director, “on everyone’s behalf,” without permission, again and the Director told him we have to only use one heater or lose them all because we can’t use them sensibly, which is a joke as it’s Uruguay Hugo and his idiots in his cell who are mainly responsible for the fuck ups, so now we had to rig up a line outside to put our heater out for everyone to use as and when they want, to stop us all losing our heaters and spoiling it for everybody, “pathetic.”
English Kenty was telling me that him and American Shamus have been talking about buying Pastor Richard a car and organising a driver for him.
English Kenty had Peruvian Maradona in mind for the job but when I ran it past him for English Kenty, his brain was too small to see the opportunity and blatantly past it up without even seeing the bigger picture, not surprising to me, but I could see English Kenty was a little gutted getting his offer knocked so easy by Peruvian Maradona who only see it as interfering with his petty thefts and scams on the outside.
Even the twenty-seven-years old Paraguay Milciades who Peruvian Madonna thinks is a stupid baby, looked at Peruvian Maradona like he was a fool passing up a good thing.
I wish people made me offers like that, I’ve never had one in my whole life and have had to make my own luck with fucking hard work and plenty of mouth.

30/06/07
Slow day, weekends always are, evening time reading Carl Sagan’s “Contact” novel of the film by the same name, Uruguay Hugo’s cell killed the power again for everyone but it came back on after an hour or so.
01:30 in the morning Turkish Mustafa, Stretch and South African Alex all laughing and joking loudly waking Peruvian Madonna up and causing him to have a shit fit, they let him get away with speaking to them like shit


as well, “he needs a smack in the mouth,” he’s a little Peru guy and they could all fuck him up, “I don’t know how he gets away with it.”
JULY 2007 01/07/07
I stayed awake late reading as usual which has many benefits, it allows me to stay focused, gives me time to myself to think and exercise and has the effect of me being able to sleep all day and not have to interact in all the petty shit that goes on around me.
English Kenty complaining to Stretch about encouraging South African Alex into acting immature, it’s not the first time, they ain’t going to stop, leave them to it, the moaning about it is more annoying than them playing around, what’s funny is English Kenty has the cheek to complain and pass comment when he hears the other cells moaning “bunch of fucking women” and yet he is well on his way to being just like them.
He was also on about “getting in there” with Uruguay Hugo’s cell to use them for future benefits, I had to explain to him how that’s just as bad as bribing the guards yourself, “guilt by association.” I can hold my head high knowing I’m morally correct and haven’t dropped my own standards, I wouldn’t have anything to do with them on the outside and I won’t have anything to do with them in here.
He tried to counter with “keep your friends close, enemies closer” I said “when you sup with the devil use a long spoon” and besides they are “fools” not enemies the thought of doing anything with them makes my skin crawl, back to reading.

02/07/07
Sleeping trick again after “Confere,” got up about 13:30 after everyone come back from going out in the court yard, nice and quiet while they were all out slept well, spent all afternoon struggling to do an unusually difficult Sudoku puzzle with English Kenty and Stretch, in the end I must have gone through six or seven combinations before Stretch quit and English Kenty had a break and then clever dickey Longman here cracked it all on his own with pure persistence.
In the evening finished the “Contact” novel, the book is way better than the film as usual, going to start Isaac Asimov’s “the robots of dawn” next, I wish I’d wrote down all the books I’ve read in prison, I easily read five or six a week and could have read nine-hundred books in three-years,


“it's a little less due to availability but I read anything I can, magazines, newspapers, walls, you name it,” what I really wish I’d done is a list of all the books I’ve read in my life, it’s got to be around 15,000 books, more or less of various sizes, it was only a little while ago I thought about it, hence the reason I’m adding books to the diary.
Peruvian Maradona had a shit fit at Stretch, Peruvian Madonna is in the wrong again, jumping to conclusions, later when Stretch was sleeping Peruvian Madonna tried getting my support but instead I took the opportunity to explain what’s been on my mind to him about him being paranoid and in unknown territory at two-years and eight-months in prison is his longest time ever and he can’t handle it, and to tell him again well and truly I have never seen Stretch pull faces behind Peruvian Maradona's back or slag him off ever and to let him know I’ve only ever heard Stretch stand up for him and defend him to others, me included.
He needs to stop and think seriously about what’s going on in his head or he’s going to end up finding things really difficult in here, especially if he carries on being a two-faced shit with people who ain’t two faced, English Kenty, Stretch, South African Alex, Turkish Mustafa, Milciades (maybe) and me are all many things but we are all pretty decent straight people, “most of the time!”

03/07/07
Ok the sleeping was excessive today almost like a sickness, I was awake till 05:00 in the morning, slept for three hours, done “Confere,” and then slept till 16:30 woke myself with a shower, ate some food and fell asleep accidently from 20:00 till 22:00 where I then stayed awake right through till the next day “Confere.”

04/07/07
With no sleep, all night and none coming all morning I showered and woke myself up properly because today we were expecting either the consulate for their three-monthly visit, Pastor Richard or the public defenders.
By 14:00 none of them had showed up, so I let myself have a nap till 16:00 and I’ve been awake ever since, nothing impressive happening, had a good day eating today plenty of food for me as most of the others in here can’t eat the beef burgers or beef that we were served or else they get boils, always good to eat, especially when yesterday was a short day of edible food.


01:30 in the morning, everyone is asleep except for South African Alex and me reading our books, he’ll drop off to sleep in an hour or two and afterwards I’ll get some left over hot chocolate from English Kenty that he’s stashed for us, then I’m going to crash out too, till then back to the book.

05/07/07
Today is one of them days that you wish never happened or that you had more power to change the events and do more to help.
05:00 I finally went to sleep only to be woken up at 07:00 after a bad dream, “knife attack,” I had a piss, said, “good morning” to English Kenty and went back to sleep for an hour.
“Confere,” came and went and I drifted back to sleep, food came it
was shit sausages so I stayed asleep.
Pastor Richard came, I gave English Kenty my e-mail responses to give to Pastor Richard and went back to sleep.
When I woke up English Kenty was under his blanket, Stretch was on the end of my bed happy he had got some e-mails from his family and full of news about our process but when he finished he said English Kenty had had bad news, I went to speak to American Shamus who told me what happened and then we were joined by English Kenty at the bars, who then broke down crying as he explained that his ex-father in law had been on the phone to Pastor Richard and told him that his daughter had been threatened by the Nigerians who sent him here and that they had been to his six year old grandsons school to try and kidnap him, believing that English Kenty had done a runner with their sniff.
English Kenty told me that his daughter was in police custody and he didn’t know what to do, I run him through a few suggestions and tried to keep him thinking clearly about what to do, but it’s easier said than done, he seemed to get better and pulled himself together, I left him with American Shamus and Nigerian Charlie so Charlie could give him some Nigerian perspective on it all and I went for a walk in the corridor to think how best to advise him.
After “Confere,” we talked about bullshit things while everyone else was still awake, I grabbed a few hours’ sleep and am now writing this up waiting for English Kenty to wake up so that I can talk to him properly on his own.

The stress of yesterday’s news kept English Kenty sleeping most of the night, at one stage he woke up and helped me clean and fix the water heater that Cell-4 borrowed and sent back caked in hard soup and broken at the wires, but he never mentioned the subject of his family so I thought it best to leave it until he’s ready to talk about it again.
Went to sleep around 05:30 after doing a few exercises and reading some of the book “American Prometheus” a biography of J. Robert Oppenheimer, top book about the famous physicist.
Today couldn’t sleep after “Confere,” over tried, everyone went out for sun and I stayed in, took a long shower and moisturised my dry skin, lack of Vitamin-D, but I just don’t feel like being cramped out in the courtyard with everyone bumping into each other.
No consulate again today so now it will be next week, they are using the excuse they don’t have the funds available to bring the Prisoners Abroad money that desperately need, “fucking pricks piss me off,” their attitudes towards us suck!
Its 20:30 here I’m listening to the radio and writing this up everyone
else is asleep early for some strange reason?
In the early hours sat talking with English Kenty about our future business plans and what he wants to do in the future, I just got to get home before I even consider getting some money moving before I can do anything.

07/07/07
Supposed to clean today but no one has any soap powder, slept on and off all day, slow weekend again.

08/07/07
After staying awake all night I was more than ready to get yesterday’s cleaning out the way, English Kenty, Turkish Mustafa and me got it done quick time and all I wanted then was to take a nice long shower and loose myself in the water for half hour, when I got out I felt refreshed and couldn’t sleep so went for a walk up and down the corridor with Turkish Erdish until food came, because it was chicken fillet there was no extras so I made myself go to sleep to ignore my hunger, evening food was shit hot dog sausages so after “Confere,” I went back to sleep until 23:30 and then stayed awake all night reading.
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09/07/07
Oppenheimer is an amazing book teaching a lot of political history from the 1940’s I wasn’t aware of and has got me thinking deeply about a lot of things, after “Confere,” now writing this up waiting for my turn in the shower.
Forgot to write this yesterday had Stretch and English Kenty on a guessing game about yin and yang, the philosophers stone, the holy grail when broken down into basic parts are all the same but in what way? And what is the fundamental principle missing from all of them that no one is willing to accept?
All of the above represent energy and the matter, after a load of guesses and hints we got there and the second part had them proper stumped so I gave them a coin and told them that in their hands is now a way of tapping directly into the true power of the universe, but what is it called? I told them as well that it’s what separates man from monkeys; a long time later they got it – chance – is the most powerful force going, more powerful than everything and completely unpredictable when broken into heads and tails. Then we got talking of other things and I asked if they knew anything faster than the speed of light? “nothing is faster than the speed of light” was the reply, so I said what about space itself, it has to move faster than light to accommodate the expanding light, and a second thing how about thought itself how fast is a thought, both were suitably
impressed.
Back to today, what are the odds of the consulate visiting us today after failing to come out as promised by the end of last month, “I have it in writing,” or last week even, with their bullshit story of having no cash in the office, will they rush to accommodate our needs today, of course not!
The highlight of the day was American Shamus performing surgery on my left big toe nail to relieve the twist that has grown down one side of it for more than ten years and hurts me every time it gets too thick.

10/07/07
Stayed awake till 04:00 in the morning and allowed myself to fall asleep rather than stay up, woke at “Confere,” showered and moisturised ready for the day, afternoon food was real shit oily beef covered in skin and fat and had to force myself to eat as much as I could.
13:30, 14:00 the consulate finally showed up, “hooray!”
Murrilo and the new replacement for Laura a guy called Stuart, English Kenty done all the talking while Nigerian Olu, Stretch and me just sat there
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listening, I only spoke when they misunderstood what English Kenty was trying to explain to them about his family situation, they told him that they cannot get the police to go around and check on her safety and that the FCO wont authorise it, true or false I don’t know but it sounds like a load of shit.
While we were there the public defender came and spoke to Murillo about our case, he made it clear that he has filled the Habeas Corpus and it will take a month before it is decided, Ministry Publico has made a seven-page document pushing for us to go, and it all sits with this racist judge in VEP who won’t sign our release and there is nothing anybody can do to change the judge or fight his decision, its fucked up that one man I’ve never met or done any harm to can have such a negative hold over my fate.
Other than the lawyer’s interruption and speaking up for English Kenty, when the consulate asked if there was anything they could do for me, I just laughed sarcastically and said, “there is nothing you can do for me,” Stuart said, “are you sure?”
I looked him in the eye, weighed and measured him so he felt it and said “yep!” End of meeting and he knows it, “right,” says he “let’s get the fuck out of here,” say I, no disillusions on our part, waste of space.
In the evening Stretch got a Fed-ex from his grandparents with a load of sweets and chocolates.

11/07/07
Went to sleep about 03:00 woke at 07:00 before “Confere,” organised with Polish Alex the barber to get a haircut and chat about our future but the guard was not letting anyone out for some reason, had a good day on food got plenty of extras.
South African Alex was smoking weed all afternoon with Bolivian Cesar and the other idiots in Cell-4 making the place stink up and making it bait for everyone else, these people just don’t think, all they have to do is wait till after 18:00 and they can smoke as much as they like, South African Alex came back stoned like a bitch, “fucking lightweight.”
Stretch asked if I wanted to put R$5 in with him and Turkish Mustafa and get some weed so I said, “yeah why not,” around 19:00 jumped up for a smoke, South African Alex joined us and was getting on my nerves, giggling or laughing at any stupid shit like a twelve-year-old smoker, when the joint finished I went back to reading, Stretch and Turkish Mustafa


started playing Dharma and South African Alex just sat there saying dumb shit and seeking attention.
Peruvian Maradona was straight over with English Kenty whispering poison in his ears knowing that English Kenty don’t like us smoking, “putting gas on the fire,” little shit then moves to his bed next to me when English Kenty went to sleep and started on South African Alex slagging off Stretch and Turkish Mustafa and even English Kenty whose side he was just on, he tried getting me involved but I know his game, the sly little fuck and I don’t play it, I just kept reading and listening to all that was going on, finally I went to sleep, woke up at 01:30 ate some food and went back to sleep, it was too cold to stay awake and was pissing down with rain.

12/07/07
The rain is now drizzle but it’s still cold, I’m awake at 07:00 writing this up and well impressed that for two-days in a row I can wake at 07:00 in the morning, other than that it’s a slow long day nothing much to do.

13/07/07
Another 07:00 start, three days in a row and I’m no longer impressed, getting up this early just makes a long day longer, I love the time between 04:00 and 07:00 but it’s so much better as an end to your day rather than the start of it.
Today was another bank holiday in Brazil so the place was on lock down and no Pastors allowed in, the holiday was just for the start of the Pan America Olympics, crazy.

14/07/07
My body is playing a sick joke on me, making me wake up at 07:00 again, South African Alex done one of his tricks this morning and knocked Turkish Mustafa’s water all over Peruvian Maradona and Paraguay Milciades, giving them an early morning wake up call, guy is just too clumsy, third time he’s done it and third time he’s left it for the others to clean up and don’t even say sorry, just goes back to sleep.
After “Confere,” I went to sit in the corridor and wait for Stretch, South African Alex and Paraguay Milciades to do their cleaning, then once everyone was finished I busted out my washing and finished the lot in an hour and half and out on the line drying.


Stretch, English Kenty and me treated ourselves to salad and chips, I added sardines to my salad and the others had beef in breadcrumbs, well nice to change the diet but at R$7.00 each you can only do it occasionally, all in all a productive day only now not much to do.
Last minute before “Confere,” we sent Turkish Mustafa to get us R$10 worth of weed from Spanish Domingo in B-Block, after smelling it coming from Uruguay Hugo’s cell all day I had to have a smoke, I told Stretch and Turkish Mustafa to wait till South African Alex was asleep so that he didn’t join in with us, anyone who knows me will know how unusual that is of me because I don’t hold out on anything, especially weed, but South African Alex just can’t handle it and becomes a complete nuisance and pain to be with.
I fell asleep and when Turkish Mustafa woke me, South African Alex was in the group to smoke, I watched him carefully, he behaved himself and kept his mouth shut for a long time and then Peruvian Maradona set him off and was encouraging him to play the fool.
I went back to sleep listening to Peruvian Maradona slag off Turkish Mustafa behind his back to Paraguay Milciades, slating Turkish Mustafa’s limited Portuguese vocabulary, disgusts me that such a retarded idiot can even think of pulling down other people, when he himself ain’t shit.

15/07/07
Woke at 07:00 again, after “Confere,” washed my jumper and just have my towel left to do, ordered a R$2 salad to go with my chicken and rice, ate really good.
English Kenty’s playing tricks on South African Alex all day today
because he caught him stealing his coffee while he was asleep.
Today English Kenty nicked his food and replaced it with a paper chicken and a note saying 1 x coffee = 1 x chicken, South African Alex ain’t happy, hopefully teach him not to touch what ain’t his, later English Kenty will give him the chicken back.
Today Stretch and me have been in prison for three years, happy anniversary! Bullshit fucking country let ME GO!

16/07/07
06:45 I woke up this morning English Kenty was already awake writing a letter and offered me a cup of coffee straight away, so not a bad start.
After “Confere,” had a run in with Peruvian Maradona, the little shit
pissed me off checking up on whether I swept under my bed properly, like


he’s the only one who knows how to sweep, I said, “yes boss, you think you can do it better?” he didn’t like that one little bit and was in a foul mood for the rest of the day, ha, fucking cunt.
At about 11:00 the Director and Sub-Director came in and started searching Cell-C-6 looking for a telephone apparently sold by the Jew who left on Friday.
Then Chief of Security Rodriguez went into Cell-A-4 and started searching in there for the phone, he then fucked off for half an hour only to come back and carry on the search with the Director and a few minor guards, they are still searching in there as I write this we are all locked in our cells.
Apart from the hassle of a cell search the only thing that our cell has to worry about is a two-litre bottle of tangerine wine that I’ve been fermenting for six-weeks, Peruvian Maradona the fanny panicked and wanted me to throw it out the window, Stretch joined in with him suggesting that I flush it down the toilet, I’m here saying relax if the guards come then I’ll just say it’s mine because they can’t do anything other than take it off me and give me a beating, officially brewing alcohol isn’t illegal, so fuck them, it don’t even look like the guards are even going to search in our cell anyway, fucking pussy's that I’m stuck in here with its unbelievable, where’s the real criminals?
At about 16:15 Pastor Richard came and called a good twenty-people out, it was chaos and confusion all the way for the guards who aren’t used to organising the movement of so many prisoners into the little space.
Pastor Richard brought me the rest of my Prisoner Abroad money and an e-mail from my dad and my little brother who after three years in here isn’t so little any more, my one regret about being here is not being there for my two brothers.
Pastor Richard was well rushed and all the shopping that he brought for everyone was divided up in such a way that much of our stuff was missing, not a big problem anymore you just get used to the guards robbing your stuff. In the evening, we all shared our stuff and ate well.

17/07/07
07:30 woke up, after “Confere,” English Kenty had made porridge for
everyone, later I washed and shaved and made myself presentable.
At 10:30 I see the idiots next door take their new phone and charger from its hiding place above the door outside the cell, hidden in the light fitting, they were that blatant loads of people see and somehow the Sub-


Director was tipped off about it and came searching their cell again, so far he ain’t found nothing, but the question is how did he know to come now? Swiss Camilo was talking to Uruguay Hugo and Italian Enero just five- minutes after they took their phone down, so did they fuck themselves by
saying something they shouldn’t have to the Director’s stoolie?

18/07/07
Late night smoking weed with Stretch and Turkish Mustafa and playing Turkish dharma, left me tired after “Confere,” so I went back to sleep till midday, nice!
Just wrote an email for my dad and brothers for when Pastor Richard comes next time. Not a lot happening at the moment Sub-Director has been in for another spot check but can’t find anything, not finding their phone next door is driving them mental.

19/07/07
Slow day nothing happening fucking boring, Brazilian Elliot called me and Stretch up front, first time in a long time, as usual it’s a waste of time so I excused myself and come back.
After “Confere,” everybody went to sleep except Turkish Mustafa who was training Paraguay Milciades in exercising and finished by teaching him a bit of boxing, I enjoyed watching him teach its well obvious he knows what he’s on about and I would not like to take a whack off him ex Turkish heavyweight champion looking mother fucker, fuck that.
After a hot chocolate, I fell asleep laughing as Stretch tried sitting on English Kenty’s head so he could fart on him and English Kenty saying “you will lose your balls and it will hurt, I’m warning you, don’t do it, your fuckin moron,” English Kenty rightly got into a stress because of it and Stretch found it all well amusing, I laid there and couldn’t help laughing at the pair of them.

20/07/07
The Director is on the war path because of the electric keep cutting off and is refusing to let anybody go outside because somebody has a phone and he can’t find it, unfair or what?
Sat watching English Kenty getting Spanish lessons off of an English- speaking German, interesting to say the least.
23/07/07


Woke up after dinner, wrote a fax to the consulate asking them for any information on my case, English Kenty is getting more Spanish lessons from German Daniel.
Tonight, I’m going to get a Turkish massage off Turkish Mustafa, yeah! yeah! I know what you’re thinking!
Yesterday I got some creatine powder off Turkish Erdish, swapped it for my Centrum tablets, time to start training.

24/07/07
Not a lot happening, done a little training in the afternoon, spent the evening cross referencing various books, need new ones to read, Nigerians Michael, Christopher and Nigerian Olu went to court about Nigerian Michaels extra charges for the procession of weed, they came back late and sounded like they were arguing all night, “they were only talking.”
. 25/07/07
Cold, rainy night and the mosquitoes were out in force, didn’t sleep good at all, Pastor John came today and called English Kenty, South African Alex, Stretch, American Shamus, Nigerian Olu, Nigerian Michael and me but I wasn’t in the mood for all that rubbish today so I gave my letter to English Kenty to pass on for me and then I went back to sleep.
Stretch and South African Alex were the last to come back, South African Alex collected his money from his family so now I’m going to wait and see how he’s going to go about paying what he owes.
Chief of Security Rodriguez came in and took off our plug sockets from the wall, obviously still looking for the mobile phone, I said, “good afternoon,” with a smile on my face and pissed him right off.
Uruguay Hugo from Cell-4 has transferred to B-Block because he doesn’t want to be associated with the people in his cell and their mobile phone.
Funny thing about the phone is that the Director, Sub-Director and Chief of Security were the ones who sold the phone to the Jewish guy in the first place; they probably think that it is evidence against them.

26/07/07
Couldn’t slept last night, woke up after having a bad dream my brother having a car crash and then I couldn’t go back to sleep because the dream was so disturbing, in the end I got up and showered but had this horrible


nagging feeling that wouldn’t go away all I wanted to do was call home and check that everybody was alright.
Spanish Adi is out of here today, he’s being transferred to a Spanish prison and in two or three weeks he should be set free onto the streets, fucked up situation he came here seven months after Stretch and me and will most likely be free before us, this countries law and policies are a joke.
South African Alex gave me two packets of cigarettes towards the R$5 he owes me, he still owes me one, I don’t mind least he gave me something, he hasn’t given anything to English Kenty for all the food and drink that he’s given him, he hasn’t paid anyone anything for all the weed he smoked.
The Pastor came with our supplies at 16:00 was too late to split up the group and so I didn’t go, which was a good idea because it was chaos again and he didn’t have anything for me anyway.
Every day I try to find something funny to make me laugh, today English Kenty has got another boil come up on his thigh, his second yet and many more to come, he went to the infirmary to get it cleaned and while there the medic lanced it and the pain was too much for him and he passed out until the Chief of Security managed to get him to come round, the reason this is funny is because English Kenty is one of these people who think that they are hard (ex-S.A.S) and is frequently saying lines about loving pain and having a high pain threshold, total crap, in my experience anyone who says things like that is a fucking pussy and passes out quicker than everybody else, I have had more fights then I can remember and I think it’s fear of pain that makes you a better fighter, certainly makes me move faster!

27/07/07
Late night talking with Milciades about Paraguay and their weed production, for a 50m-50m plot of land will harvest 500-kilos of smoke and sells for a cost of only $5,000 the lot, unbelievable, England is a fucking rip off like nobody’s business 4-kilos of bush weed $4,800 ish, sick inflation.
In the morning was going back to sleep when I heard Stretch and English Kenty shouting at South African Alex while he was at the sink and he walked off saying it’s not his “department to be cleaning them” and they got mad at the lazy prick, the guy doesn’t learn it was less than twelve- hours ago that I had another chat with him to advise him on changing his ways to make prison life easier for himself and it just don’t sink in.


I got mad at the bastard for disturbing me and not listening yesterday, he still hadn’t paid up what he owed so I went to Cell-5 where he was hiding watching cartoons and blatantly told him, “give me the R$30 for food, R$15 for weed and R$5 for Stretch or else I’m getting really mad on your ass,” words don’t describe how quick he ran back to his bed to pay up, after the cheeky cunt even had the nerve to try and make us feel bad for collecting on him, free loading, sponging motherfucker.........
Stretch got called to sign papers at “classification,” something about being over his conditional that was dated 20th June, he asked for a copy and was told, “No not allowed,” he asked about me and they knew nothing.

28/07/07
Freezing cold this morning, last night the whole cell was awake till 04:00 and come “Confere,” none of the people who were to clean were in the mood so they agreed to do it tomorrow.
I started writing a multi letter to Lula, Gordon Brown, Brasília, houses of Parliament, British consulate, V.E.P, S.E.AP, Federal, Prisoners Abroad, Globo, The sun, the Mirror, the mail, in the hope of highlighting my case to someone who can do something to get me out. The letter looks and sounds good but thirteen-copies of the same thing by hand is a bastard, I need a P.C.

29/07/07
Another 04:00 bed time last night, again freezing cold, English Kenty covered Stretch on cleaning because English Kenty in all his wisdom had made up some new system for the cleaning rota to give people a day off, but without someone to manage it, it’s soon falls apart with these idiots, this morning he regretted making it because he ended up cleaning the toilet and stressing over lazy South African Alex and useless Paraguay Milciades pitiful attempts to clean the cell, “people here are a joke.”
Day time Turkish Mustafa was stressing himself out; he didn’t sleep until long after everyone else, probably just too much coffee, all I could hear above my head were his Muslim prayer beads spinning and clicking through his fingers at a frantic pace.
Before evening “Confere,” I started to fall asleep and after “Confere,” fell asleep fully, the cold woke me up with cramp in my leg and Stretch and Peruvian Maradona woke me up again arguing at about 08:00, Peruvian Maradona's guilty paranoia getting to him again because he


thought Stretch and South African Alex were talking about him stealing some chili sauce, funny thing about it was they wasn’t talking about him and no one knew he stole some chili sauce in the first place, it was just his conscience fucking with him, dropped himself right in it, “dumb little shit needs a slap for his behavior.”

30/07/07
First thing in the morning Peruvian Maradona was trying to make nice with Stretch. Stretch accepted but secretly I could see in his eyes that he couldn’t give a fuck, in here, you have to live with these pricks but you don’t have to like them! I went back to sleep, woke up at 14:30 washed and showered in icy cold water, Turkish Mustafa had swapped beds with Paraguay Milciades and is on about changing cell to get away from English Kenty, Stretch, and mainly South African Alex because they are disturbing him with their noisy antics, no loss in my opinion the doors there, there isn’t anybody going to cry if he leaves.

31/07/07
Today I gave the letter to the Director (in English just to be difficult) asking for his help in sorting out what is happening with my process, I don’t expect him to do anything he is too lazy and ignorant, but at least I could say honestly in my other letters that I have followed the chain of command and notified him of my situation.
Because it’s so cold we have been trying to get extra blankets from the Chief of Security Rodriguez, there was a huge delivery of blankets for everyone but they have never been given out, instead Chief of Security Rodriguez is selling them off to prisoners but mainly he’s selling them on the street outside.
AUGUST 2007 01/08/07
03:45 in the morning, just finished being a psychologist for Peruvian
Maradona, he should be positively charged for a couple of days before he will need a top up.
Before that I was reading “I robot” written by Isaac Asimov, good book and somebody must have been an Asimov fan because South African Alex brought back a load of his books from the library, since I


read the Oppenheimer book I had a break from reading because that book was so heavy on the brain.
An observation about myself when I don’t read intensely I seem to put on weight, and when I read intensely I lose weight, it’s like by not using the brain power the energy goes to mass instead.

01/08/07
04:30 In the morning, strange days, there’s a radio playing chill out tunes and it’s kind of surreal, I just finished a bowl of porridge with Peruvian Maradona, everyone else is asleep.
Dirty dancing was on TV this afternoon and you will be surprised at how many of the guys in here fucking watched it, all of them were teary eyed for various reasons, “sentimental fools the lot of them.”
Swiss Camilo informed me that the Director has been given my letter and it was translated for him and the Director of our old prison was also there.
South African Alex just got R$200 from some friends smuggled in by Brazilian Elliot so he has money for now, I’m waiting to see if the little shit is going to spread it around and treat everyone to cake biscuits and drinks, to pay back for some of the shit that he has pounced off of everyone, or will he be stingy with it like I suspect he will be.
Turkish Mustafa is still behaving funny, he is becoming more and more isolated from the group, I spoke with him and he says that he is a nervous wreck after being held hostage in Agua Santa during the last rebellion, and that all the shouting around him is giving him flash backs. I made a note, “it's better to be a mouse predisposed to being scared, then to be a lion living with the shock of the sensation,” Turkish Mustafa is a big strong old man and to see him so broken spirited was hard for me to see.
Pastor Richard called everyone in one group again without listening to our pleas to divide the group into two, I had to go to give him my letter to send and to pay him for some oil and razors I needed but he never brought them, at least my letter is out there now, I just have to hope Pastor Richard does it the way I want/need.
When we came back South African Alex told us that he had been ordered to move to Cell-1 by Chief of Security Rodriguez and that Stretch had been sent to Cell-5,
Turkish Erdish had to then come to our cell, Cell-3, all because Turkish Mustafa tried to move to B-Block and Chief of Security Rodriguez decided in his infinite wisdom that there must be a problem in our cell since,


Holland Jacques, Sierra Leone Rover and French Goran all moved because they didn’t like it, now Turkish Mustafa and Bang he tries to fix it by fucking everything up. “Sort of!.  it’s not the end of the world.”
South African Alex is with Angolans but will be shaped up by them and learn to speak better Portuguese, Stretch is down with American Shamus and can watch TV all night, the one who is fucked is me because I have to stay here with, Turkish Mustafa and force myself not to get depressed by his depressing attitude.
English Kenty is trying to get Chief of Security Rodriguez to let Stretch come back and swap with him, at first he wasn’t having none of it, but ended up conceding that now he can’t be bothered but will see about it Monday.

03/08/07
Yesterday after “Confere,” I slept till midnight by then everyone was asleep except Paraguay Milciades. I gave him my chicken I wasn’t hungry and he fell asleep, I stayed awake reading till 05:00.
After “Confere,” I went back to sleep and stayed there till 15:00, got up showered and listened to the day’s events, first was Stretch getting problems from the Sub-Director for not wanting to go and see the psychologist who was calling him.
Then was Turkish Erdish wanting to know if I wanted to swap my creatine for weed with Spanish Domingo, I said no the creatine is too important for me, then South African Alex came and said that someone in his cell robbed R$50 off him, Angolan Pedro told him it was safe to put his money somewhere and when he went back it it was gone, dumb shit fell for it, not twenty-four-hours after leaving and he’s already been jacked, now he’s got to learn the hard way, it ain’t nice but it should of happened long ago, now he will become a man, or stay the baby he is.
Two more Asimov novels finished, “earth is not enough” and another one already gone back and I forgot to catch the title, now going to start “the currents of space.”
Been awake since I woke up, it’s now 02:20 just finished talking with Turkish Mustafa, he feels bad about what happened and swears that all he wanted was to go to B-Block and that it was Chief of Security Rodriguez who assumed the problem was me and Stretch because of all the other people who have left before.
Chief of Security Rodriguez the fucking idiot who thinks he is a genius, not a lot can be said about a man who makes decisions based on hunches,


no one communicates with each other, all management think they’re the boss and the guards suffer delusions of grandeur, it’s pathetic, they don’t realise they’re only jumped up security guards that get paid less than store security on the street.
The Director is on his last legs for beating prisoners, Sub-Director is here because he’s on last legs for abusing female prisoners for sexual favors, and Chief of Security Rodriguez is on last legs for being an uncontrollable drunk, these three wasters are in charge of this circus known as Bangu-8, some of the guards are quite polite but all of them can switch into cunt mode without any reason, as prisoners all we can do is suffer the indignities they put us through and dream of better days.
The Pastor tells us that the prison authorities are well aware that our sentences do not say maximum security on them and are knowingly breaking their own laws keeping us here in these conditions, it’s unbelievable that a country like Brazil can get away with it, where’s the human rights, where’s the U.N, where’s all the rest of the do gooders, Brazil is part of the U.N and has been for a long time, the hypocrites running the world are pathetic, it’s a vast, sick joke, the law is nothing but a tool for the rich as a way of suppressing the poor, fuck the law and fuck anyone who preaches that propaganda.
The law has as much value as toilet paper, anyone who believes in it is greatly deluded, we are all so much better than the law, we are all above the law, all you have to do is realise it and break the cycle of bondage forever, don’t get caught up in bureaucratic nonsense.

04/08/07
Cleaning day, not my turn but had to stay awake and keep out of the way while it was done, I’ve been awake from15:00 yesterdays until 12:00 today.
Last night I finished another sci-fi book and passed out waiting for a delivery of salad and chips, I fell asleep so deep they couldn’t wake me up when my food arrived, woke 15:30 and ate my cold chips, rest of the day passed quietly.

05/08/07
Peruvian Maradona is thirty-nine years old today; English Kenty and me made him a card and gave him a biscuit with a candle stub on it.
Sat talking about the Brazilians in Cell-C-7, poor bastards are cramped in like sardines and are getting desperate and angry and are jealous of the


ex-police prisoners who have too much freedom and privileges compared to the rest of us.
The Brazilians are whispering about rebellion and uprising, Italian Enero isn’t helping, he and Bolivian Ceaser robbed R$200 worth of coke from the Brazilians and are now getting death threats sent to them, dangerous games people are playing, dangerous days, I’m just hoping nothing kicks off while I’m stuck here.

06/08/07
13:55 been awake since 02:00 this morning, made everyone fresh coffee so they didn’t have to drink the prison crap, organised to send a fax to the consulate asking them why there has been no response to my email I sent them, emailed my shopping list to the Pastor, after that was done did some washing then it all started to kick off in the corridor.
Angolan Pedro the dumb fuck went to try and buy some stuff with South African Alex’s stolen R$50 note, loads of people see him and were waiting for South African Alex to wake up to sort it all out.
Nigerians Michael and Christopher were transferred to another prison to be kept out of reach from this Director after grassing him up about beating Nigerian Michael at his court case for possession of weed.
When South African Alex finally woke up, he had a meeting with the Angolans to sort out the problem with his stolen money, after a big who- ha! it ended with Angolan Pedro being sent to B-Block, after returning R$40 to South African Alex, I have to say, South African Alex is one lucky fuck, I thought his money was long gone.

07/08/07
I put my name down for infirmary to get some cream for my skin,
when I got there the nurse was useless and can’t give a prescription.
When I come back Chief of Security Rodriguez was taking Stretch out of the gallery and it looked like there had been trouble, turned out Columbian Alberto had been crying to Chief of Security Rodriguez about having too many people in his cell and Stretch got stroppy with Chief of Security Rodriguez when he told him to move again, in the end everything worked out ok and Chief of Security Rodriguez let Stretch come back to our cell after having a chat with him in his office.
We also had the Director come say to us that the telephone calls are being allowed again, South African Alex said “vi more, go die,” to the Director as he walked away and was lucky the Director didn’t hear him,


but got a verbal bollocking from Nigerian Charlie and a few others for being an idiot.
Turkish Mustafa told me Peruvian Maradona was the one who dropped Stretch, South African Alex and my names to Chief of Security Rodriguez on Friday.
When I see Peruvian Maradona, I told him that if he did drop our names to the guard then its unforgivable and to keep away from me because I don’t want to speak to him anymore, he denied it and asked who told me, I told him I’ll tell him tomorrow, but I won’t.

08/08/07
After I swept up I confronted Turkish Mustafa about what he said, with Peruvian Maradona there, at the end of it one said it was the other and I don’t believe either of the two-faced pricks, Turkish Mustafa started the whole thing by being a pussy and crying to security that he doesn’t like the noise and lights in the cell all night and Peruvian Madonna said something to set Chief of Security Rodriguez off in Stretch’s, South African Alex's and my directions.
Went to see the shrink to try and see a doctor not for my head, but to get prescription for crème for my skin, there is no doctor at the infirmary so I tried to get around it this way, but it didn’t work the “shrink” is only a social worker who can’t write prescriptions either, so I wasted my time.

09/08/07
English Kenty got the nurse to give me a prescription for cream and gave it to Brazilian Elliot to get for me.
Stretch found out that a parcel of his he accidently seen when he was up front at the security office has gone missing; he is now waiting for Chief of Security Rodriguez to come back and do something about it.
I’m fucking feeling down; these dumb people are getting to me.

10/08/07
Been awake since 05:30, made everyone coffee to wake up too, waiting for Pastor Richard to come.
Stretch don’t want to ask Chief of Security Rodriguez about his missing parcel because he’s got it into his head that it will make problems for him, I tried telling him he’s a fool and should let Chief of Security Rodriguez know that he knows, but Stretch ain’t having none of it.


Pastor Richard came, I went to see how he’s getting on with my fifteen- letters I asked him to e-mail and post, he said it’s going good the tabloids are the easiest but he’s working his way through it which is good, I just have to wait for responses if any.
Asked him about news on my process but there is nothing, he told me he spoke to my dad and everything is ok back home, and I gave him a note asking about R$25 multa I keep asking the consulate about, plus about transfer and a few other bits and pieces.
The evening was chilling, fell asleep early, woke up chatted to Stretch till 03:00 and went back to sleep till 06:30.

11/08/07
South African Alex’s 30th Birthday today, his first one in prison, many
more to go.
Stretch and me gave him his Birthday beats, then I brought him a piece of cake.
Finished reading “the planet savers + the sword of Aldones” by Marion Zimmer Bradley, last night read “Nostradamus” 2003-2035 by Peter Lorie, read the last hundred pages out loud for a captivated Stretch, I didn’t rate the prophesies to high but the book has got some scary statistics on the state of the world.

12/08/07
French Goran is having problems with the Spanish in his cell and wants to come back here where he had it good, said he’s welcome when Turkish Erdish and English Kenty go tomorrow.
Spent the rest of the day exercising with Italian Enero and Columbian Alberto.

13/08/07
Woke up to a load of noise at 11:00, Holland Michael the junkie guy had a fight with Billie the American so he got moved to Cell-A-2 fucking up Turkish Erdish and English Kenty’s plans to move.
English Kenty is full of cold or some shit, his nose has swelled up, looks like a giant strawberry and his eyes and face are swollen as fuck, he has allergies and is run down and is susceptible to every bug that comes along, I had a runny nose for three-days but today it’s pretty much gone. Forgot to write as well in the morning Turkish Mustafa was missing two-packs of cigarettes, prime suspect Peruvian Maradona or Turkish


Mustafa smoked them himself and is blaming Peruvian Maradona? That’s
the way these two are to each other! Fuck Knows!
English Kenty went to hospital for the day, Stretch tried to go as a translator and Chief of Security Rodriguez agreed but at last minute it was cancelled and English Kenty had to go on his own.
He came back after “Confere,” still looking like shit, they done a blood
test and then sent him back.
Sat chatting with Turkish Mustafa about Istanbul and his past, running a restaurant, owing three-houses and not being able to contact anyone back home and it worrying him.

14/08/07
Just wrote an emergency e-mail to the consulate to try and get English Kenty sent back to hospital and to get him admitted for a few days until his condition improves, his eyes and nose are so swollen it looks as if every heavy weight boxer has given him a jab, he don’t sleep well, he’s struggling to breathe and speak and hear, he can’t get any rest, the others in the gallery are too noisy.
Late night English Kenty was saying, at the hospital there was a guy with a broken leg screaming like fuck and another guy who had been shot just left spraying blood all over the place, fuck knows what kind of place these hospitals are but hopefully the consulate can organise a bed for him there.
After hearing, nothing from the consulate I asked Chief of Security Rodriguez to let me call them from the main prison phone, Stuart answered straight away and I relayed the situation to him, he then had to confer with Murrilo and came back on the line to say that Murrilo will call the Director to find out what they can do or/and Murrilo will come visit him in the morning because they are too busy today.
I thanked Chief of Security Rodriguez and came back to tell English Kenty and Stretch what they said, later I kept pushing the functionario’s to find out what was going on, finally Swiss Camilo came and told me they were waiting for an ambulance to come take English Kenty, this was at 12:00 from then English Kenty’s condition got worse and worse rapidly, he wanted to go for a shit but didn’t have the energy to move, I kept joking with him trying to make light of it for him but I could see he was getting worse by the minute.
By 15:30 nothing had happened and I spoke to the functionario Vargas who said he had called the hospital three-times and they kept saying no


ambulance available to come get him, then I asked Rodriguez to call the consulate again but he said it was unnecessary because if an ambulance wasn’t her in ten-minutes the Director would drive him to the hospital personally.
I came back and told Stretch and English Kenty that if he needed a shit to try to go now with us holding him, but as we helped him into the toilet he passed out from the pain holding his back and whimpering like a child.
We got him back on the bed with difficulty then the Director came shouting at him to wake up (like an idiot) then ordering us to carry him up front, Turkish Erdish, Stretch, Angolan Nehru and me carried the heavy old fuck up front by his arms and legs where the idiot nurse got us to put him on the cold concrete floor (he was only in boxers and t-shirt) while he tried to wake him by slapping him. I came back to the cell quickly to get his jeans and flip flops and by the time I got back he was already taken to the Directors car.
Stretch was mad because the Director ordered a big Brazilian ex-cop to man handle English Kenty to the car causing him to scream out in pain and discomfort, but by the time I got there was nothing we could do, they wouldn’t even let me get his jeans and flip flops to him the pricks.
They made us come back to the cell and everyone was well stressed out by the treatment of English Kenty by the Brazilians, it’s so frustrating being powerless to help to proper standards.
After confer, Turkish Mustafa moved his bed to Turkish Erdish's space so we can get English Kenty into a bed out of the draft of the outer window and then we moved all English Kenty’s stuff off the iron camp bed and set it all up nice for when he comes back.
The rest of the night spent reading and chatting, Peruvian Maradona and Paraguay Milciades were doing exercises while Stretch and Turkish Mustafa trained them.
The night time was nice atmosphere of togetherness between everyone we all were communally concerned for English Kenty.

15/08/07
Today woke up and packed a bag for English Kenty with Stretch’s help, I was expecting Murrilo to turn up from the consulate sometime today, but he was a no show.


Brazilian Elliot called me for the cream he got for me and I asked him to take English Kenty’s stuff for him and contact the Pastors to see if they can visit him as well.
Later the crazy psychologist lady called me again, disturbing me, I was exercising and so blagged my way back to carry on.
Yesterday American consulate was here and American Shamus told them about English Kenty and the response the British consulate gave to me on the phone and were properly disgusted with them, they said if it was an American in the same situation they would be straight over to help. Loads of prisoners worried about English Kenty in here, all day people been asking me if there was any news but no one up front knows anything or cares to find out for me, the consulate don’t even think to call and put our minds at rest, tomorrow Chief of Security Rodriguez said I can call them, so I will find out what I can and then tell them what I think of them.

16/08/07
Swiss Camilo relayed through Stretch that English Kenty’s condition is known to be getting better; they think he’s had an allergic reaction to the allergy tablets he was taking every day, now they are keep him in for observations.......
In the evening, Turkish Mustafa, Stretch and me smoked our weed, risky these days smoking, yesterday the Director and Chief of Security Rodriguez were tipped off by a Brazilian that the Paraguay in Cell-C-7 was selling weed, so today they beat the shit out of the 21-23-year-old for possession.

17/08/07
Slow day, weather has gone cold again, no excitement thank fuck, no Pastor Richard either, hopefully he’s gone to see English Kenty at the hospital, shame Pastor Richard didn’t come with our supplies.
In the evening smoked more weed, everyone was chilling in the cell, radio playing, nice relaxing night.

18/08/07
Started reading “The Shinning” by Steven King, just finished
“Brightness falls from the air” by James Tiptree Jr.
Smoked weed again in the evening.


19/08/07
Walking day today, washed and shaved and walking the thirty-paces up and down the corridor for two and a half hours, muscles hurting from yesterday’s workout, evening got Peruvian Maradona stoned, read a little and went to sleep.

20/08/07
Slept till 14:00 could not be fucked to move, washed and showered then helped South African Alex and the Angolans fit their T.V aerial.
15:50 No sign of Pastor Richard, hope he comes quickly I’m in need
of the two-hundred cigarettes I asked him to buy for me.

21/08/07
Psychologist has got an itchy pussy or something, shame she’s an ugly old bird! Every opportunity to call me to visit her, she’s on it like a dog with a bone, today she woke me at 10:30 but I told Swiss Camilo to tell her to fuck off, crazy bitch, and went back to sleep.
In the evening, Turkish Mustafa was on a downer because there is no weed available. (get used to it Dick) the weed comes when it comes, enjoy it while it lasts, I’m convinced he’s pulling a fast one on Erdish, he talks behind his back all the time and is looking/waiting for any excuse to not pay him back the R$3,000 and climbing he’s in debt to him for, Turkish Erdish is a fool and a fool and his money are easily separated.

22/08/07
Today 10:30 was woke up to go see the Pastor, was expecting Pastor Richard but it turned out to be Pastor John, had a good chat to him about lots of things (like the old days) he even made me realise the reason I want to fight all the time when people shout of try to raise their voice to me is because of a complicated reaction to my childhood when my dad used to scare the shit out of everyone with his shouting, now my system always kicks on adrenaline and fight or fight response kicks in, cool, ok, now how to stop it.
Just as Pastor John was getting ready to leave Pastor Richard turned up and got Stretch, Nigerian Olu, American Shamus, South African Alex and me to see him before everyone else turned up, then he dropped the bomb that in six weeks, more or less, he is going back to England because he can no longer afford to stay in Brazil, maybe he’ll be gone for six months or more while he raises funds to come back.


He then told me he spoke to my dad and all was well and gave me some money from home, just in time too. He also told me he had been e- mailing my letters for me and had some preliminary responses for me, nothing exciting but at least he’s doing it and at least now someone is looking into my case, not like the public defender who has fucked off on holiday without doing my Habeas Corpus yet.
After everyone else turned up things got hectic again and the Sub- Director was being a prick trying to stall on our supplies, trying to rob us again but we got Pastor Richard to take everything not allowed in to the prison so the Sub-Director got fuck all, except a threat from Pastor Richard to complain to the Director of Directors Alex about the Sub- Directors behavior, which nicely put his nose out of joint for a while.
At 15:30 Stretch, South African Alex and me managed to duck out before the singing and clapping started and about an hour later English Kenty made his return from the hospital looking a lot better, turned out a mosquito got him and because he’s been bitten by a coral snake and lived his system does weird things still (nice!) so now he’s got a mosquito net to protect himself from it happening again.
English Kenty, Stretch and me spent the night catching up and filling him in on his missing time before he left for the hospital.
Its 03:10 right now and just going to start reading “the great siege” Malta 1565 by Ernile Bradford, a book from Pastor John about the knights of Saint John fighting the Turks, cool.

23/08/07
After our late night, I was looking forward to a nice lay in, when I was trying to go back to sleep though I got it into my head the fucking psychologist was going to disturb me and so had a bad sleep.
I was woken properly by Peruvian Maradona carrying English Kenty back into the cell after having another funny turn and dizzy spell and nearly passing out again, Ghanaian Ali and Czech Mirek helped him to the infirmary but he refused to go to Hospital (old bastard syndrome) gave the nurse a load of shit and came back and passed out on his bed for an hour or so before he got up wanting to be active and not giving himself chance to rest, both Nigerian Charlie and me begged him to lay down and take it easy but he just refused and stood there defiantly, (old bastard syndrome again) fucking old people are like babies they don’t know what’s good for them, only difference is old pricks should know better and therefore makes it more frustrating for those of us trying to look after


them as best we can, even though by rights we could just leave them they aren’t our responsibility, only thing that stops me is relativity, I would want someone who is near to look after my dad or granddad as good as we try to look after this awkward old bastard.

24/08/07
After two false starts Wednesday, Thursday, I finished the “siege” last night going to start “the memoirs of Hadrian” tomorrow.
The Paraguay guy who was canteena and beaten by the Director and Chief of Security Rodriguez on suspicion of selling weed is now in our gallery Cell-1.
The Director himself was in here as well today tidying up and making people move things to his liking for a visit that never happened
. 25/08/07
Had about three and a half hours sleep then had to clean the cell after “Confere,” got it done quick time, then had a go at Paraguay Milciades about his hygiene and his bed bugs, little shit is a good guy but fucking stroppy and lazy.
Once we finally got him to clean his stuff I set about getting newspapers together to make a paper sheet to go under my mattress to keep it clean like a ground sheet.
Now everything is nice and clean, everybody started cleaning their bed spaces, also because of Thursday’s commotion forgot to write that my letter to Gordon Brown was answered and will be checking it out with the foreign office, fuck knows if it will get me out of here but it’s worth a try and I’ve got nothing to lose.
Friday, I gave Brazilian Elliott and e-mail for the consulate asking them for a response about the R$25 multa fine on my process, asked them to check on my Habeas Corpus and to go on line to print off all my movements since I was arrested to help Nigerian Charlie write me my own Habeas Corpus.

26/08/07
Forced myself to stay in bed till 14:30 even though it aches like mad, it saves listening to all the bullshit in this place.
English Kenty seems to be ok for now, got him reading the Great siege to pass the time, says he’s learning to copy me and restrict himself to his own little world and keep away from socialising with the dicks in here,


good luck to him, funny it’s my dad’s advice from three-years ago “keep your head down, your nose clean and stay out of trouble” 100% correct advice. Both American Shamus and Nigerian Charlie do the same and they are by far the coolest cats in here. The rest of the prisoners are mentally retarded babies who couldn’t function in society if they wanted to, pathetic fucking losers the lot.
For a long time here I knew that I wasn’t ready to go back to the street, that I still had to get my head together properly or else I would fail and fall down again, I don’t know from what point exactly but now I finally feel fixed of my drug and emotional problems and ready to take on the world a new.

27/08/07
No sleep last night, Turkish Mustafa was awake all night after killing twenty-plus bed bugs on his bed, they were disturbing him so much he had to put all his sheets in for wash, pull off his mattress for inspection and at 04:00 started pasting flour into all the holes in the wall. I went to sleep at 09:00 ish and woke up a 14:30, everybody had been out for sun and everyone came back with gossip for me.
Italian Alex from two and a half years ago in Esmereldina prison has been transferred here today, Columbian Alberto pooped in pants and got the functionario’s to keep him away, so he is in E-Gallery, Columbian Alberto and Italian Alex had problems in Esmereldina as did Italian Alex and a lot of idiots, Italian Alex loves to fight and won’t tolerate fools, I really liked the guy and found him straight talking and fun, I hope he comes here to shake up the wankers in here.
Spanish Domingo spoke with Turkish Mustafa and told him Holland Michael grassed him up about dealing weed and that his visits from his woman are at risk if the police discover her bringing it in, so tomorrow if he gets any he will give Turkish Mustafa 25g to hold/smoke.
German Daniel got a copy of his process from A.O.L to look at what has been printed on the line from just entering his name, the answer is everything, right down to what was said in court, he even got copies of Uruguay Hugo’s stuff which shows that the scumbag squealed like a pig, giving names and even trafficking routes to the police trying to save his own ass.
Nigerian Olu just came back from court 22:30 at night been gone all day, no one knows why, find out tomorrow.


I just finished exercising, showered and oiled up my skin to keep it healthy.
Stretch has been woken by bed bugs, slowly the little fuckers are invading the cell again, so far I’m lucky ain’t had any but at this rate it won’t be much longer.

28/08/07
I went to sleep last night around 01:00 and managed to force myself to stay asleep until 16:15, cold day nothing much happening.
Turkish Mustafa didn’t get his weed; Stretch and South African Alex
went to the church in search of freebies.
The Director came at “Confere,” dicking around with English Kenty calling him Chinese and thinking himself funny, but pissing English Kenty off.
After fifteen and a half hours’ sleep everything feels like I’m in a dream that’s slowly becoming reality again.
Finished reading “Hadrian’s Memoirs” at about 04:00, very good book
showing an insight into the mind of the emperor.
Exercised and mediated till 07:00 and fell asleep for an hour.

29/08/07
“Confere,” was my turn to sweep out the cell, finished that and cracked on with my washing, Holland Michael made coffee that was so strong I flew through my work and nearly shit myself.
English Kenty had been waiting for me to finish my clothes to take a shower and I had to interrupt him to off load in an emergency, fucking crazy.
Lunch was horse meat which I still can’t eat so brought some crème crackers to munch on while I chatted with English Kenty about a few future projects back home.
Around 14:30 I finally fell asleep dreaming of beautiful girls and massages.
16:00 woke again ready for food and then slept 18:00 till 22:30 ready to eat and start my last new book from Pastor John “the Gold of Troy” by Robert Payne.

30/08/07
Stayed awake reading and exercising, fell asleep just after “Confere,”
and was woken for the public defense, nearly missed my chance, Chief of


Security Rodriguez is so used to not doing any work that when he has to get organised he panics and starts barking orders trying to stay in control, I wasn’t quick enough for him and so he locked the gate and made me wait, “like I give a fuck, he has to come back and get me,” to make himself feel domineering, two-minutes and he was back, “dick.”
After waiting up front and chatting with French Goran, Spanish Domingo and Philippe finally went to see the lawyer Dr. Bruno who says that in four-weeks a decision will be made by V.E.P – stay or go – if I go, it will be straight away to the street, so fingers crossed it could be nearly home time.
After “Confere,” made my exercises, showered and went to sleep, woke at 03:00 thinking, no matter how realist I try to be, the hope and excitement that I could be out of here in the next few weeks is creeping around in my head, spent the last hour and a half writing out a list of things I have to do when I’m freed so that I’m prepared and to stop it dancing around behind my eyelids right now.
Time to mediate and re focus.

31/08/07
Chatted to English Kenty till 07:00 when he went back to bed, “Confere,” then American Shamus came sat and read the diary to catch up. South African Alex went for a haircut and got it fucked up so come back, shaved it all off, now looks worse, his head is mal formed.
English Kenty got his call from his wife only to have the Sub-Director cut him off in mid-sentence, then the Sub-Director came into our cells looking for people with two or more cushions because new “gringos” have arrived, ignorant prick just came and stole the cushions which people have paid for with their own money to redistribute, all he had to do was ask to help the new people and the guys here would have done it, instead he chose to be the big man and pissed off loads of people, fucking rude bastard needs his throat cutting.
Anyway, Cell-1 got a Belgium and Cell-2 got a Senegalese, Belgium speaks English, is here for four-kilos and is a little wired and jumpy but seems ok, the other I ain’t spoke to yet.
Now I’m just waiting for Pastor Richard to come, “Confere,” and then
sleep.


SEPTEMBER 2007

01/09/07
Pastor Richard didn’t show up and after “Confere,” I slept, woke up ate slept, woke up, ate slept till 02:30 picked up a sci-fi novel Stretch left on the floor because he found bed bugs hiding in it and stayed wake till “Confere,” reading it.
After “Confere,” English Kenty, Stretch and Peruvian Maradona cleaned the cell while I sat outside and finished my book, eating three egg sandwiches, Sierra Leone Rover was making a load of noise shouting and carrying about some rubbish, it got to the point that the functionario’s locked up the hole of Gallery-B.
After confer 17:30 I went back to sleep but in the end got up and exercised for a couple of hours, then had a nice long shower, ate and stared making notes from “Breathe” by harry Rosenberg” Buddhist breathing techniques very good.

02/09/07
Slept on and off for the whole day, I finished my notes from “Breathe” between 12:00 and 02:00 went back to sleep till 04:30 woke up, drank a coffee, now 05:30 and I don’t know what to do, go back to sleep or mediate?

03/09/07
Slow day, stayed awake for most of it, Stretch and South African Alex went to watch a film, everyone else went for sun, I went to sleep but got woke up by everyone making noise when they came back.
After “Confere,” slept till 12:00, got a story on the Belgium guy, he was beaten on his way into here for eyeing up the Directors wife when he stepped out the transport van, he couldn’t help look, funny and stupid at the same time. He didn’t know who she was, he must have been looking blatantly for the guards to notice, ha!

04/09/07
Been awake since “Confere,” slept on and off all night, exercised early, showered, then Chief of Security Rodriguez came in with one of the ex- police Vi-Coral, the same idiot who roughed up English Kenty when he was sick, anyway this dicks job is maintenance and he has to finish off painting the walls, he still thinks he is in the police and try’s to boss us


about and made the mistake of touching Nigerian Charlie’s stuff without permission, so Nigerian Charlie rightly tore into him and he didn’t like it so he complained to Chief of Security Rodriguez who understood Nigerian Charlie’s point and made Vi-Coral leave, that wasn’t good enough for Vi-Coral who then went bitching to the Director trying to make problems for Nigerian Charlie.
The Director came and Nigerian Charlie explained what happened, nothing came of it but you could see that the Director was on Vi-Corals side and that if Nigerian Charlie didn’t explain himself well he would have had problems.
Italian Alex is now in Cell-4, he came in said “hello we meet again” and then had to go out to do things with the public defense; he’s lost loads of weight and is pale as fuck. Prison life fucks everybody.
Turkish Mustafa and Sierra Leone Rover got told by the public defense that they have to do their full four-year sentence, the lawyer got it wrong, but these two are now depressed as fuck, for me it’s funny because these old fucks should know better, now they have to face the worst-case scenario and live with it.
I’m busying myself drawing pictures from a tattoo magazine of Anko’s,
trying to be productive and keep away from all the depressing people.
Pastor Richard showed up around 15:00 got an e-mail from home, Pastor Richard spoke to my dad, all is well at home, said he’s still sending off my letters for me.
Pastor Richard has also been told he can’t bring anymore shopping in for us by the Director, the Director is trying to force us to use the canteen here, ain’t going to work, I’d rather not spend my money except for essentials like soap etc., fuck this place and these people.
Pastor Richard told me today that my diary extracts regarding Human rights violations are working and that is the best I can do to fuck the Director and the Functionario assholes here, at the same time I get to go, I know I’ve done more than anyone here to help everyone not just myself, I just hope it works faster and Brazil sorts itself out.

05/09/07
Slept on and off all night from 05:30 this morning was brilliant sunshine outside me and English Kenty got up at 06:30 thinking it was later because of how bright it was first thing today was to organise collection of everybody’s shopping with Chief of Security Rodriguez, English Stretch, Kenty and Nigerian Olu kept on top of it making sure


that it was distributed properly, many things were missing, including my soap powder, fucking frustrating.
Exercised all morning, showered and shit food was served for lunch.
Chief of Security Rodriguez called me for a Sed-Ex but it was just a registered response from the consulate. I got a load of stuff to help Nigerian Charlie write me a Habeas Corpus because the public defender is a waste of space, turns out according to Nigerian Charlie that Stretch and me can write a strong H.C with four main points, 1. When we were sentenced we could have been set free if we had and address on the street in Brazil, 2. We got positive results from the hospital for chemical dependent 3. We are over our conditional and 4. We can ask to get international drug trafficking 1 yr. knocked off.
Italian Alex said to give him mine and Stretch’s names and he will ask
his lawyer on Friday to look into it for us which was good of him.
Five more “Gringo’s” arrived today, we got seven in our cells again, our cell got Mario and English speaking Sicilian arrested for 400g of coke at the airport.
Again, shortage of cushions caused problems, I made sure to fold mine up so they couldn’t see that I’ve got four (really thin pieces) then sat on the end drawing as added cover.
South African Alex is still walking around shouting his head off like a crazy person disturbing people, Turkish Mustafa is running out of patience with him and English Kenty is making it worse and even joining South African Alex’s behavior.
I had to have a word with both of them before “Confere,” because they are getting on my nerves as well as everyone else’s, people here are highly strung for various reasons and don’t need to hear idiots shouting rubbish for no reason. English Kenty seems to think he can disturb others because people disturb him, but that ain’t right at all, you must lead by example otherwise your no better than the rest of these animals.
After “Confere,” I went to sleep trying to avoid stressing myself out, woke up at 02:30, Peruvian Madonna still awake just going to bed, and the peace and quiet is beautiful to hear. I love this time of night/morning.

06/09/07
Was awake drawing all night, 07:00 English Kenty woke Stretch and we all had hot chocolate.
Today they called everyone for “banyo del sol”; most people went out
to enjoy the nice weather. I stayed in and had a nice long shower and


shave. Belgium David and English Kenty came back in “pink” skinned
from too much sun.
English Kenty wasn’t feeling so good and went to the infirmary, when he came back he said he was going back to hospital and was going to try and stay there this time for as long as possible, he was also going to tell them about the tumor in his head and try and get transferred back to England or get his sentence reduced by being “unfit to serve.”
We packed up his stuff so that if he stays he can get the consulate to authorise me to put it in his suitcase, he also has a wallet in the Directors safe they will need to collect, if Stretch and me go, Nigerian Charlie will do what has to be done to get his things to him.
The evening was somber, after chatting with Sicilian Mario about trafficking I went to sleep, after being awake for seventeen hours, I slept on and off, Stretch was up late writing on the end of my bed, but I stayed sleeping right through till “Confere.”

07/09/07
Walked all morning till food time, our cell was ram packed with people chilling, chatting and smoking. I continued drawing pictures from Spanish Anko’s tattoo book and slowly everyone filtered away to other cells.
I was left with Belgium David explaining the do’s and don’ts of prison (like a wise old monkey) as well as talking him through the benefits of quitting using crack.
He said that the last six months he was smoking 5g a day and it was getting worse and that now he has been forced to stop he’s going to try and take advantage and quit for good.
Before “Confere,” I gave everyone in the room a taste of the alcohol I’ve been brewing, Holland Michael liked it so much he wanted to buy a cup for R$5 I told him tomorrow it will be ready for him (easy money) anyway everyone liked the stuff, it’s like a strong wine with orange flavor. Spent the rest of the evening chatting with Sicilian Mario about the technique for making it, he said it’s very similar to how his father makes Sicilian wine back home and almost the same as the way to make Hashish, and he said when he gets out he’s going to send me some hash, opium,
olive oil, red peppers and wine.
Finished the night teaching Paraguay Milciades English and passed out knackered about 02:30.


08/09/07
Cleaned the cell with Turkish Mustafa and Paraguay Milciades, walked, exercised, showered, ate, drew, read, made soap powder flavored hot chocolate, played chess with Belgium David and kicked his ass, sold Holland Michael the alcohol, walked some more, after “Confere,” read some German magazines, ate, exercised and went to sleep around 22:30.

09/09/07
Slept right through till 07:00, mosquitoes out in force all night, been hot the last few days today is a lot cooler, going back to sleep, the last week or so since the public defender said we might be going home at the end of the month, I haven’t felt much like talking and involving myself with anyone, not that I do normally only now less so.
Catch-22 situations, chatting with Turkish Erdish about the problem with the Pastors being no longer allowed to bring shopping in for prisoners.
Pastor Richard used to bring stuff for 15-20 people but the Director told him that he can’t anymore because he wants to force us to buy from his under stocked, overpriced canteen ok.
But the real reason is that he also wants to force people to take more money for “Valores,” now it gets to the intrigue, the smart bastard has limited the amount of money you can take to R$50-R$100 per week, sounds ok, but in reality, the money comes every twenty-days or so and you never know exactly how long to budget your money for, so what you then have to do is pay the 15% or 20% bribe to get all your money.
So the point is for the Director to line his pockets twice, once from the bribe money and once from the percentage he gets from the canteen. Motherfucking greedy son of a bitch.
Chief of Security Rodriguez and the Sub-Director are in on this too and each one is competing for business with the others, add to that guards taking bribes to let people use the phone, go to infirmary, visits and all sorts of other shit you should have by right and this whole place is nothing but a way to rinse “gringo’s” of their money and line the pockets of these pieces of shit while the authorities turn a blind eye to it because of the way the money kicks back up the line, right to the top corrupt politicians.

10/09/07
Yesterday American Shamus got to speak to his dad for the first time in eight-months, after his forty-minutes conversation back home we were


talking about the family trucking business and how in three-years if all goes well I can get myself over there driving trucks for them. Sounds fucking good, freedom, open road good money.
Today tried going back to sleep after “Confere,” but it wasn’t happening, chatted to Shamus some more about trucking, good to dream sometimes.
Stretch was washing his blanket, I been copying some stuff on world religion for Paraguay Milciades to learn and Fat Holland Jacques got beaten by the functionario’s today for beating a little Brazilian guy last week, couldn’t happen to a nicer guy, funny too for me because when we had problems with him we asked Chief of Security Rodriguez to change him to another cell because we didn’t want to fight with anyone, Chief of Security Rodriguez chose to take Holland Jacques side and so Holland Jacques felt he was winner, now the big idiot goes and beats Chief of Security Rodriguez’s own family member and only today Chief of Security Rodriguez hears about it and takes action, if Chief of Security Rodriguez had put him in his place before maybe Holland Jacques wouldn’t have felt such a big man now to beat down on a little old guy. “Ha serves them all right. Dicks the lot of them.”
The night time was chilled out, Turkish Mustafa was talking to me about his shock with all the gays in this country he said in his fifty-three- years in Turkey he only met one Turkish gay, on the beach has seen many foreign gays but on Copacabana when a gay guy told his translator he liked the look of Turkish Mustafa he went red, then in Agua Santa eight out of fourteen people were all fucking each other and now Turkish Erdish keeps acting like a gay and on top of that he keeps buying Turkish Mustafa food, biscuits, “bolo” and it has him a little worried.
I was wetting myself laughing at his situation, poor old bastard is from a different world, where men are men and women are women and there is no room for gays, his computer can’t compute!

11/09/07
Went to sleep at 01:30 last night, but couldn’t have slept well because at “Confere,” I was still tired, slept till 10:30 then spent the morning chatting to American Shamus about America and my visits to Florida when I was a kid.
Later Holland Michael came and made us a coffee and started talking about how him and South African Alex are going to put their names down to transfer to Agua Santa and then they going to go to Niteroi and be in a


cell together and listen to music together and watch TV together, and talk together and once a week make a party together and live happily ever after together.   Whoa! Whoa! Hold on a minute what’s all this we, we, we
shit with South African Alex and why would he want to transfer to Agua Santa when his best option is to go “semi- Alberto?” Bla! Bla! “Wait go call South African Alex, American Shamus and me looked at each other like what is South African Alex up to.
When he came and we explained to him what Holland Michael had just said, Holland Michael went crazy trying to justify why he was trying to get South African Alex to follow his hair brained scheme, then he tried to make South African Alex feel sorry for him, then to make him feel bad, then reverse psychology, then he just walked out deflated and pissed when everything fell apart on him. Holland Michael is completely mentally unstable.
Plus, the old saying “who’s more the fool, the fool, or the fool who follows him?” got to come out.
Now South African Alex isn’t going to sign, but he wasn’t really anyway, and now I don’t think Holland Michael is too happy with American Shamus and me, personally, I know I’ve helped South African Alex and given sound advice and couldn’t give a shit if I’ve hurt Holland Michaels feelings in the process.

12/09/07
Yesterday Italian Alex went to court over being shot in Agua Santa, first thing this morning he come to say that his lawyer looked into mine and Stretch process and she told him a few things but because he was confused with his own process he could only remember that she said that the public defender has put in for Habeas Corpus but the judge still hasn’t answered, tomorrow she will be here and he will get her to call us and we can ask anything we need and he will take care of the cost, “fucking well nice of him.”
The water is off again in the prison, makes everyone irritable when they can’t wash or drink. German Daniel came to the bars encouraging the Europeans to sign a document written by Spanish Domingo about Human rights issues in “prison”, trouble with it is written for the benefit of the Spanish and a small group of Europeans when it should include everybody.
Before when I was complaining the Spanish speakers refused to sign my document and even put in a counter document to help save the


Directors ass because at the time they were being manipulated by Uruguay Hugo who has since received his favors and has been transferred.
Fuck the Spanish racist idiots, they are ok to me but piss me off with their attitude. I don’t sign this document for nothing, if anything I can imagine it’s for the Director to see who the trouble makers are.
Spanish Anko came to explain why we should sign and the rest of us explained why they need to change it before anyone signs.

13/09/07
Stayed awake till 04:00 reading “the Templar legacy” after “Confere,” went back to sleep, then Pastor Richard came, he is going on the third of October, he brought a copy of the V.E.P report saying my appeal has been denied, he spoke to my dad about getting me a prescription for my glasses. Other people had other info but I’m past caring, my head is pounding,
I need a joint, Italian Alex’s lawyer will be here tomorrow and if she can’t help us, Sicilian Mario has offered his lawyers services too, so it ain’t all bad news, but I am so sick of this country and its shit people, and their shit laws, and shit systems, the frustration is unbelievable.
Add to it pricks in here like Turkish Mustafa walking around, looking sad and saying “no Bon” No good” like a fucking Pokémon character every five-minutes, or Holland Michael on about his transfer out of here ten times a day, or South African Alex shouting like he’s got Turret’s system, or Peruvian Maradona and Paraguay Milciades constantly on the ponse, I’m getting to the point of exploding and no matter how much I try it’s starting to get the better of me.

14/09/07
Good night’s sleep, woke up, shit, shaved and showered, not as highly strung today, trying to take it easy, three more “Gringo’s” arrived on the wing so now three-cells have eight-people and two-cells have seven, takes the piss, people having to sleep on the cold concrete floor, next to the toilet and shower when there are people over their sentence and shouldn’t be here.
Nigerian Lincoln went to speak to the Sub-Director about his transfer to a “Semi Alberto” prison and saw that it is these guards holding everybody up and not letting anybody go because they get paid to keep us, more people, more money, its fucked up.


Italian Alex said his lawyer called to tell him she’s looking into something for us and is waiting for something from V.E.P and she will be here Monday now.
We got an English-speaking Angolan Matheus here for coke trafficking and likes a sniff, sat quietly most of the night, few times we tried to get him involved he drifted back to silence, so in the end I left him to it and read my book.
At about 20:00 English Kenty came back from the hospital and said that the Hospital is full and he was sleeping on the floor, the Director of the hospital wasn’t there and so they said nothing about him having a tumor.
He said he was getting eyed up by a Brazilian girl over there and Italian Alex’s mate pulled some strings, at 22:00 one night the guard let him out his cell to go for a “medical” and had a “oral” inspection from the girl giving him the eye.
Another prisoner’s sister took a shine to him on the visit and is going to try and arrange to see him, he got to use the phone and speak to his wife who has just lost her father but is staying in England because she can’t afford to fly home.
Sat swapping stories all night then sat discussing the “Templar legacy”.

15/09/07
Early start after “Confere,” Stretch, English Kenty and Peruvian Maradona cleaned the cell, when they finished I done my washing, ate then showered.
English Kenty scrapped all the shit paint off the walls by his bed because its irritating his bugle, Turkish Mustafa woke up complaining as usual, Peruvian Maradona is getting sick of it and he’s not the only one, no one needs to hear another person constantly saying “no Bon” No good” “muito problem” twenty-four hours a day.
Nigerian Olu says he’s been on about the same shit for two-years non- stop, luckily he went next door for the day to do massages, it felt like being out from under a rain cloud.
16/09/07
Went back to sleep after “Confere,” keeping out the way, Holland Michael been hanging around like a bad smell all day, sick of the rubbish that comes out of his mouth, he woke both me and Turkish Mustafa at 12:00 making noise explaining some crap to English Kenty, the minute I


sat up he started preaching some shit at me before I had chance to wake up, I sat there thinking what the fuck have I done to deserve this?
When I couldn’t take it no more I excused myself to take a shower, then went down to American Shamus's cell to talk about future business and then sat and watched the film Dare-Devil on TV, later on Holland Michael came and asked me if I was mad with him, I said no, I just keeping out of the way of everybody, which is true, and then he started Bla, Bla- ing again and I had to walk away, I haven’t got the patience to deal with him and his fucked up brain, later I found out he’s trying to persuade someone/anyone from my cell to swap with him, which is the last thing I need.
On top of that some motherfucker has helped themselves to the book I was reading, I finished it two days ago but was still making notes and whoever has it took it without my permission.

17/09/07
Where to start today, woke up at 10:30 and showered, Italian Alex was outside the gallery fucking fuming because the Sub director was playing games with him and was making him move to Gallery-B.
After Italian Alex moved cell there was talk of Holland Jacques coming back to our Cell-A-3, then ex-cop Vi Coral was asking for three people to move to Cell-C-6 to become workers because Columbian Alberto and Ghanaian Ali had quit their jobs because they didn’t want to move there. English Kenty was the only one to give his name forward and after going up front he then said he was going there to be the “Facina”. Stretch and me helped him with his stuff and then the Director came and told everyone to pack their stuff we all have to transfer to D-Block, after a load of sweat and commotion we all made it over there, with a few additions from B-Gallery, we are now in a huge cell with Six-Arab bomber toilets
and one room with six-open showers.
As we were settling in the Director came to make a speech about do’s and don’ts, I was one of the first to get my stuff sorted, I‘m in the middle of the cell, on top of a three story bunk bed, Stretch is next to me, Sicilian Mario next to him, under me is South African Alex, under him is Peruvian Maradona, everyone else is spread out around the place, we’re under the window, all is good it’s like being back at Esmereldina, later we going to watch Kill-Bill-2 on TV, then make some press ups with American Shamus, shower, read and sleep, tomorrows another day, keep moving, go with the flow and soon we’ll be out of this mad house.


18/09/07
Slept till food time, everyone went out for sunshine, Sicilian Mario’s lawyer has lost him as a customer, the greedy fucker wanted $60,000, now he’s going to wait for his dad and uncle to get here next month and see what strings they can pull.
English Kenty got a call from the consulate and had a message that they have been to Brasilia for a conference and have been told all “Gringos” have had conditional release cancelled by the prison secretary.
I spoke with Nigerian Charlie and wrote a fax to them for tomorrow
asking for more information about what’s going on.
The day went quick; I’ve been using my height advantage to easily look out the window and talk to all the passing women prisoners “todo bon”.
Two people today told me that when English Kenty was on the phone to his wife, he spoke for a long time and finished with ‘I love you, goodbye’ and hung the phone up himself, not as he claimed ‘only three-minutes and the Sub-Director cut him off’. Strange thing to lie about!
And tonight, after “Confere,” he was out playing football with the guards, stranger and stranger. ‘trust no one Mr. Mulder’ fuck all this bullshit, I haven’t got time for people and their games, my only concern is to find out what exactly is holding up my release, to do what’s got to be done to fix it, and to get out of here healthy in anyway shape or form, four years for twenty kilos minimum sentence is still a lucky result no matter what.
Just remembered as well, Stretch has been writing to an English girl nineteen years old named Tanya from London, busted with 8.2-kilos, sentenced to five years and served one year eleven months and today he got a nice letter from her, at least it keeps him amused.

19/09/07
Slow day reading and observing the routines of everyone in here, nothing interesting. At “Confere,” the guard a little runt of a man was on a power trip, Turkish Mustafa and Argentina Hugo moved beds to get away from Holland Jacques loud snoring and late night eating habit.
Yesterday morning, they got permission from Chief of Security Rodriguez, but this fool guard wasn’t notified, “he’s not important enough,” and so because his sheet said they were on other beds he told them to move back, and no one was to move again because he’s got a list and made a big scene about it, making himself look a complete dick, even more so when Chief of Security Rodriguez who was playing football


confirmed it when his match was over. “No communication at all in this country.”
In the evening wrote an e-mail fax for the people at Raw -TV trying to get interest in this diary and their help in publishing it.
Late night chatting to American Shamus, cup of tea, movie and bed at 03:00.

20/09/07
They let everyone out for sun again today; still slow nothing doing
boring isn’t a good enough word for it.

21/09/07
Cell cleaning day, not my turn yet, “if ever,” still having teething problems with the organisation on whose doing what, went back to sleep for an hour or so before I was woke up to go see Pastor Richard, twenty of us squeezed into a small cell up front, no news from home, gave Pastor Richard e-mails for home and for Raw-TV, Pastor Richard finally brought my baby oil, couple of messages for everyone else.
English Kenty is up for transfer to Niteroi, he looks sick again, 11:30 back to the cell, see Brazilian Elliott on the way back he had a new copy of my court process from V.E.P some more movements on it.
Italian Alex see his lawyer who said what the consulate are saying about conditional for “Gringos” being cancelled is true, she told him she is still waiting to hear more about us and will call when she has all the answers for us, thanked him for all he’s doing and then he had to go to Gallery-B, now just sitting around passing time slowly as another day slips by.
Chatted to Nigerian Charlie about my process, he reckons the only way out is to get a lawyer, after talking it through and thinking about it I fell asleep too stressed out to stay awake.

22/09/07
Hot weather is on its way back, the last few days have been nice and sunny, I stayed asleep as long as possible, and Turkish Erdish lent me R$10 till the consulate come so I could buy some cigarettes.
Exercised making chin ups, eight months in the other cell and not being able to make them means that I have to build up the reps again.
Night time stayed awake reading till 06:00 finished the book “the promise”

Woke for “Confere,” back to sleep until 14:30, showered and washed some clothes. Exercised in the evening and watched A-Nightmare-On- Elm-Street film on TV.

24/09/07
Pastor John was here in the morning brought some books, magazines, fruit and a copy of a Freemason book for Stretch. John said Pastor Richard will hand over our e-mails to him and that he will come more often.
Evening exercised with Turkish Mustafa, read a little and made Freemason notes.

25/09/07
Wrote two letters, one for VEP and one for the high court, one for Habeas Corpus and one applying for reduction of my sentence, still trying to get out of here!
Fucking shit country ain’t going to stop me trying; Stretch can’t be
bothered to copy them out.

26/09/07
Slept until around midday, quick wash then went to get a haircut from Polish Alex, chatted to him about Polish Ads who is still struggling to get free and has now not heard from his wife for more than three months, Polish Alex wants me to help him set up in England and I can’t wait until we are both out and can start working with the polish.
Public defender came, the guards gave privilege to the Brazilians again, and the lawyer didn’t call me or Stretch because he knew we would give him shit about us still being here and him not doing his job.
English Kenty came to speak at the bars, says the Brazilians in his cell are stealing all the food meant for us and then wasting it.
Exercised with Belgium David, showered and watched Moth Man Prophecies. Chief of security Rodriguez beat Holland Michael for asking him too many times for his money the consulate brought him.
And Angolan Andrea got his head spilt open playing football, cons vs. guards, not a guard but his own mate tripped him by accident and he smashed his face on the bars and concrete.
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27/09/07
Late night watching rubbish on TV until Stretch and South African Alex woke up and started making their usual retard noises, then I went to try and sleep but couldn’t so laid and read until gone 06:00 when I finally fell asleep.
After “Confere,” was cell cleaning day, Columbian Alberto, Bolivian Ceaser and Peruvian Christian started mouthing off, trying to boss people around and bend them to their will.
Columbian Alberto called “Collectivo” and totally dominated it by shouting over everyone and not giving them a chance to speak, Bolivian Caesar and Peruvian Christian were following as his wing men and gunning down others who tried to get their point across.
In the end I lost it with Columbian Alberto, fed up of his shouting and bullying, he thinks because he is big and tall that he can say and do what he likes, he then made the mistake of calling me down for a confrontation, I don’t think he expected me to get off my bed because the look in his eyes when I jumped off my top bunk, fear, pure fear, calling his bluff, he had to act the hard man and made ready to attack me, but again he made the mistake of showing it in his face and I could read his every move, he swung a right hook, I faked a left, he pulled back, I kicked him in the stomach, he lunged forward, I punched him in the face, he went on retreat, I went on attack, out the corner of my eye I see Paraguay Milciades pull back to swing at me and moved my head just enough for his blow to glance off my ear and over my head, my glasses fell off, there were Latinos everywhere, trying to help their mate, I see Stretch jump down to deal with Paraguay Milciades, so went back to hitting Columbian Alberto who had a new bout of confidence and swung a right hook, I ducked under it, his knee came for my face, I got behind him, standing, choke, head lock, game over, he was passing out and going limp, then the next thing I know a load of hands were pulling at me, trying to stop me killing him, people were forcibly separating us, there were too many hands, Columbian Alberto, fell to the floor and crawled and ran off out though the crowd, four of my friends were begging me to stop, but I couldn’t stop taunting him and trying to get at him , the only blow I received was the sly one from Paraguay Milciades and after it was over he was the only one I was interested in, but couldn’t get him without making myself look bad so left it. I had been wanting to get Columbian Alberto for ages to teach him a lesson, loved it.
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After a “Collectivo” with the Angolan Pastor in charge, cleaning regime was organised and they asked me to shake hands with Columbian Alberto, “which after kicking his arse was no problem,” but then they asked me to shake hands with Paraguay Milciades, I refused to and proceeded to made it clear that he’s a two-faced little prick. All in all a good start to the morning.
Brazilian Elliott is here so I gave American Shamus my two appeal letters to give to him, make copies and bring back the protocol numbers from V.E.P.
In the end I went there myself, explained to him what I wanted and gave him a letter for the consulate, one to make him happy – he can charge them for service, and two to have them check up on him.
Then Pastor Richard turned up and I asked him to keep an eye on it for me, we all sat and chatted, he still has no news from my dad and I’m eager for my prescription for my glasses, he said he has spoken to the Director of Bangu on our behalf, that he will look into Stretch and my process and will see about moving all “Gringo’s” to Niteroi prison.
Italian Alex visited his lawyer while I was with Pastor Richard so I quickly jumped across to find out what the lawyer is saying, the answer was, not a lot, but she said she will call next Tuesday, “I’ll believe it when I see it.”
While I was up front, I see Columbian Alberto has a slight swelling under his left eye, bruises on his arm and collar bone, but I really want to know is how his ribs and stomach feel, the kick I gave him was so powerful it bruised my big toe right on the bone.
Loads of people shaking my hand and saying, “respect,” for what I done, Columbian Alberto has a lot of haters, but still these Latinos think they got the victory somehow, “they’re fucking stupid!”
Bolivian Ceaser is still the big problem, without him masterminding and puppeteering them they will all fall apart, just once I would love to get the opportunity to get him like I did Columbian Alberto today, only then I won’t hold back anything and I make sure I break something.

29/09/07
Went to sleep about 03:00 after reading, woke up 08:00 for “Confere,” and slept right through till 14:00. Slow day reading and keeping an eye on everyone in case there are any repercussions from yesterday, these fucks are sly and have no honor, so I’m playing on the safe side and keeping my eyes open.


Turkish Erdish and Mustafa have pledged to jump in if more than one kick off again, all the Nigerians, Stretch and a few others are on my side so there is no problem with an open confrontation, “game on,” Columbian Alberto won’t be back, his pride took a big dent, I can see it every time I make eye contact with him, he can’t look at me and hides.
Turkish Mustafa has got some weed to smoke tonight, I’ve got an invite. I’m not sure how it will play out with all these two-faced fucks if they get a sniff of it, but fuck em!
Czech Mirek was also here today, he wants to transfer here to get away from Polish Alex the barber and the Brazilians in his cell, and at least here he will be one more for the good guys.

30/09/07
Slow day, slept till 15:30 after late night watching movies with Nigerian Olu and Belgium David, fucked myself on food today, “yesterday only ate one food because the other one was shit,” left my first food to eat at night and it went off and smelt really bad, stayed awake watching films again with Nigerian Olu and Belgium David.
OCTOBER 2007 01/10/07
Fucking time is passing by really quickly, another wasted month in prison, been drawing and writing poetry to pass the time as well as playing Ludo with American Shamus, Stretch, Nigerian Olu, South African Alex, Belgium David and Sicilian Mario.
Czech Mirek transferred into here today just after everyone came back from being let out in the court yard.
Loads of prisoners complaining about stomach problems either they
can’t go, or they’re going too much or they’re farting like crazy.
The South Americans are all ganging together after Columbian Alberto’s beating, whereas before they were in smaller separate groups, Bolivian Ceaser loves the shit stirring and power trip that he’s getting! Fucking sly cunt makes me mad that he can get away with this crap.
Well its 02:30 in the morning, not much on T.V, couple of radios
playing and still got a few people can’t sleep because of stomach problems.

Woke up at 05:30 with stomach pains turning me inside out, went to the toilet very gingerly, three others were already in there blowing bubbles and making a mess, could only smile knowingly, sharing the same pain and embarrassment.
Went back to sleep till “Confere,” bread and coffee, back to sleep until 12:30 when Brazilian Elliott called, he couldn’t deliver my appeals to
V.E.P so now I have to try Pastor John, hard work trying to get out of this place!
In the evening played Ludo and stayed up watching movies, “no books to read.”

03/10/07
Stayed in bed until late in the afternoon, then Pastor Richard came to say his goodbyes, saying he’s going to England on Saturday, said he would deliver my appeals to V.E.P and also a personal letter he will hand deliver to my dad when he goes to see him. Surprisingly, I had to fight back tears at the thought of Pastor Richard going and him being able to see my family and I can’t, very emotional.
Had to retreat into my own world when I came back otherwise I wouldn’t have been able to keep a lid on it, and here I can’t afford to show weakness!
By the evening time everything was back to normal within me, all the food is still coming smelling off or nearly off depending on your luck, my stomach has adjusted to the reduced food intake now so I’m not as hungry with it, water helps.
After Nigerian Olu and Belgium David went to sleep I stayed awake until about 05:00 before I went to sleep bored with T.V.

04/10/07
After “Confere,” I went back to sleep, woke up at 16:00 showered and
focused on another day in prison.
In the evening “Confere,” played chess with Czech Mirek and kicked his arse, still no challengers, then played Ludo with American Shamus, Nigerian Olu and Belgium David, now I’m just killing time waiting for the movies to start.
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Went to sleep about 04:00, woke at “Confere,” bread, coffee, cigarette then Nigerian Lincoln said that Stretch and me should help with the cleaning seeing as we didn’t do it last week, made sense so I just grabbed a scrubbing brush and went to clean the shower room and keep out the way.
After a shower and another coffee made my bed and now waiting to see if the consulate is going to show up!
The waiting killed me I fell asleep only to be woken up for a call to go see Italian Alex’s lawyer, she had been waiting to get info from V.E.P about our processes.
She said, Stretch has got a Habeas Corpus pending, I haven’t, my process should be linked with his, but who knows, the Prosecutor is writing against the Judge and in our favor, my process has a statement from the Judge saying I will only be released three-months before the end of my sentence (14.04.07.)
The lawyer said all that can be done is wait as all the petitions and appeals take effect, she said she will call again next week if she has news, owe a big thank you to Italian Alex for getting her involved, he’s a legend, nobody else gives a shit.
Today has also become chaotic as eight new “Gringo’s” have been stuffed in here, the only one I spoke to so far is half-Italian, half-Ethiopian Daniela who speaks English with an English accent, been in jail for two months was busted with six-kilos of coke but only has three and a half kilos registered on his process, feds stealing it again.
There is also a white South African for Alex to play with; I don’t know
his name yet, looks in his late forties.
A light skin Nigerian called Ike who speaks with an American accent and acts like Carlton from The-Fresh-Prince-of-Bel-Air, a young Polish guy, an old German and a mix of Latinos.

06/10/07
Tried staying asleep as long as possible so as to ignore my hungry stomach, food has been non-stop shit all week, late night film and Formula-1 and then sleep.

07/10/07
Stayed asleep again until 14:30 shit food all day, nice day outside sun shining.
 (
Zootkilo
 
Brazilian
 
Prison 
Diaries
) (
05/10/07
)

 (
364
)

08/10/07
Waited for consulate to come but they were a no show, in the evening gave lessons to Stretch, Czech Mirek and Belgium David at chess.
Next I gave Czech Mirek English lessons for a few hours, and then helped Italian Daniel draft a few letters.
Played Ludo late into the morning with Nigerian Olu, watched the end of Passenger-57 and went to sleep about 05:00.

09/10/07
After “Confere,” went back to sleep, but an electrical short circuit
fucked my fan and I kept waking up hot.
15:00 The consulate showed up, Murrilo and Elisa, Stuart the actual consul was off somewhere else so we get the two Brazilian monkeys.
English Kenty started on them straight away because Stuart promised to come see him about his case and never came, plus his shopping was fucked up and they went to the most expensive place again, when questioned on this they said it’s too far to go anywhere else and we can like it or lump it!
English Kenty got so pissed off with Murrilo's attitude that they started shouting at each other until Murrilo suggested that they don’t buy nothing anymore for English Kenty, then tried to get out of buying things for all of us the lazy prick.
Nigerian Olu and English Kenty are both trying to locate their passports and the consulate isn’t helping. Stretch too was missing shopping and over charged.
I was missing the only thing I asked for which was cigarettes but they said they will send them soon, they said they didn’t receive any fax from me or anyone else, the lying motherfuckers the machine say received, I sat quiet not wanting to start any shit, took my money and walked off; fuck these useless cunts, waste of space.
When I came back to the cell I paid the little I owed in debts bought some cigarettes and now winding down after a long shower, Murrilo still stresses me out with his fucking attitude, makes me feel dirty he’s so slimy. In the evening split my left big toe open very nicely when I slipped on the wet towel that leads into the toilet, put there to stop the water leaking out, nothing major, but fucking hurts and is a danger for infection in this
dirty place.
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Finished the night copying up my contacts and phone numbers into a new book the consulate brought and then late night Ludo with South African Alex and Nigerian Olu.

10/10/07
After four hours sleep, woke up at “Confere,” and couldn’t drift back
off so showered and read.
South African Alex keeps banging on about English Kenty ripping him off last time he paid money for food etc. in Cell-A-3, I can see his point and English Kenty’s point on it, South African Alex says he paid then left the cell without getting anything for his money, English Kenty says that South African Alex used stuff for free before he paid so it is equal.
I agree with English Kenty because South African Alex freeloaded for a long time and contributed fuck all, I always pay my way and anything on top to make sure my conscience is clear in that respect, “my conscience is dirty enough from other things,” anyway the situation wasn’t getting anywhere so I suggested Stretch, English Kenty and me give South African Alex R$5 each and that way both English Kenty and South African Alex are relieved of the problem, “sorted, peace.”
Late night chatting with Italian Daniel, then Nigerians Ike and Olu, Ike's mum and dad Are Doctors in Nigeria, the horror stories of this place were scaring the shit out of him, making me laugh my arse off, “fresh meat for the grinder,” went to bed at 05:00, sun is coming up.

11/10/07
The last few days my internal clock has been out of whack; I’ve been
feeling two or three days ahead of everyone.
Went back to sleep after “Confere,” woke around 13:00, problem in the cell with English Kenty taking back the water heater he gave us, Stretch wrote him a shitty letter and he came to explain that Ghanaian Ali fucked up the message and he didn’t want the heater back only wanted the money to buy a new one for everyone else based on discussions with the Nigerians.
Big confusion or English Kenty being two faced, “I don’t know and don’t care,” what goes on in other people’s heads ain’t my concern, I’m busy keeping my own thinking on an even keel.
Late night watching films and exercising.


12/10/07
Slept all day couldn’t be bothered to do nothing, woke at 17:00 nothing happening of interest at all, played Ludo, ate good and watched Apollo- 13 until 05:30 this morning, sunrise is at 04.30 now days getting warm.

13/10/07
Forgot to write yesterday around 12:00ish I woke up from a dream, kissing my wet pillow like a twat.
Today I slept till 15:50 woke up to see Brazilian Ninja the canteena selling ice cream, R$2 each for a small cup but I still brought myself two as a treat which I think was well worth it seeing as I haven’t had ice cream since Agua Santa three years ago.
Late night watching “Original-Sin” and then “Lean on me” Morgan Freeman, wicked movie, on TV and then drawing until “Confere.”

14/10/07
Time is flying along, weather is nice, everybody is getting along, “for now,” slept till 16:00 got a young German/Paraguay volunteered to do my washing for me, so I’m off to shower soon, then more drawing through the night drawing.

15/10/07
Went to sleep around 10:00 woke at 12:00 for food went back to sleep until 15:30.
“Confere,” Ludo, watched the “Electra” film, more Ludo, then I couldn’t help laughing, everyone started waking up when a plague of Mosquitoes was giving them all hell, for some reason they don’t bother eating me anymore, went to sleep around 04:30, not one bite.

16/10/07
Not quite sure what the time is somewhere around 07:00 the generator outside kicked in and woke me up so went for a pee, chatted to Italian Daniel who has been awake most of the night because of the Mosquitoes annoying him, stripped my bedding ready for Paraguay Joseph to wash for me, wrote this up, now waiting for “Confere,” bread, coffee and sleep.
Forgot to write Brazilian Elliott yesterday called Stretch and returned his money for shopping and R$10 for me for the baby oil, little prick, I never used him because I knew he was useless, did it anyway, should have known better, he said to use the Pastor not him.


Another late-night reading, writing, playing Ludo and chatting with Nigerian Olu.

17/10/07
“Confere,” bread, coffee, and sleep woke at 10:00 by a call to see Pastor
John, American Shamus, English Kenty, Nigerian Olu, Stretch and me.
Pastor John brought back my appeals, all copied with protocol numbers from V.E.P, an e-mail from my family, and 200-cigarettes, I asked him if he could get me some baby oil and new flip flops and to chase up my prescription with my dad.
The consulate fucked up our instructions for Pastor John and our Prisoners Abroad money when they were here, English Kenty got nothing he ordered because they did not know what the R$10 he gave them was for, or who they got it off. He was fuming.
Stretch asked them for one-hundred, one-cent stamps a value of R$1, the consulate gave Pastor John one-hundred, ninety-cents stamps a value of R$90 and killed Stretch’s left over money. Me laughing wasn’t helping matters, only the consulate can make such a clerical error.
Pastor John is going to try and sort it out for them, makes me wonder what they wrote down when they took notes while they were here, dumb fucks, you couldn’t make it up, the consulate are so incompetent it’s unreal. Pastor John said he will try and come back in three weeks’ time.
English Kenty is going to send some stuff for Stretch and me, food and a shirt each he’s been collecting from in his cell. Chief of Security Rodriguez has told him he can’t move here as seven more “Gringo’s” are coming here, we only have one bed so fuck knows where they are going to all go?
When we came back Italian Enero and Sicilian Mario were stood confronting Italian Daniel about something in Italian, seemed pretty intense, later, when I asked Italian Daniel what was going on he said that the other Italians, the good guys, Alex and Paulo had a go at them for not helping Italian Daniel out with anything and so now they wanted to know what he’s been saying to them.
His answer was, “nothing,” everyone can see that they don’t help him and that they are being really obvious about excluding him from their little group, other people have been talking.
My opinion is that these racist idiots exclude him because he is half Ethiopian and dark skinned, a little bit crazy but in a good way and they look down on him, yet in every way I can see he is superior to them, he’s


cool, down to earth, where as they are just pretenders and wannabee’s. They should be ashamed of their actions and it’s good that Italian Alex and Paulo, “real gangsters,” bent their noses out of joint.

18/10/07
Last night slept around 04:00, woke for “Confere,” bread, coffee, back to sleep until 17:00, “Confere,” back to sleep till 22:30ish, fucking long day sleeping and doing nothing.
After I woke up I played some Ludo, ate some shit sausages and enjoyed the apples Pastor John gave me.
Shit, Showered and Shaved, then watched a really bad movie called
“Snake-Island”, finished the night smoking a small joint with Stretch.

19/10/07
Went to sleep around 05:00, woke for “Confere,” bread, coffee, and then jumped on my bed to keep out of the way of this week’s cleaning of the cell.
Later I stayed awake doing some writing, ate some egg rolls and “bolo” with Stretch, unexpectedly water sprayed in through the window bars above my head, I climbed up to look out and see some prisoners outside with a hose cleaning dustbins and spraying it everywhere, nasty, shitty water coming in the cells, “lovely.”
French Goran transferred to this cell, later the Director came in here threatening to make everyone on the top beds move down, to stop people looking out the windows, I told him, it was me today, “I looked to see why I was getting wet, end of story, not to perv on ugly women, or spy on his business,” stay of execution!
Just before “Confere,” Italian Alex came with information on our process, saying that the Habeas Corpus on Stretch’s process is moving and maybe two or three weeks he will hear something, take a deep breath, exhale, relax, think, keep it real, it sounds too good to be true, I made Stretch keep in mind that its only paper and clearly says, “not a Legal document,” it’s good, the process is moving, I’m happy, be happy, but bear in mind this is Brazil and anything can happen.
I’m free in my mind, free as a bird but until I’m walking out of Heathrow Airport I’m not physically free, I keep in that in mind in case something unexpected pops up and shits on my dreams. “It’s safer than counting “chickens.”


20/10/07
It’s about 06:00 in the morning just finished writing, before that was playing Ludo with Nigerian Olu and American Shamus, before that I played seventeen games of chess with French Goran 10-7 to him, he is still the only one in this cell right now to give me a tough time since Guinean DeMori.
American Shamus was saying French Goran got kicked out of his cell again, that he was getting on Italian Alex’s nerves, he ran before he was beaten out, “sounds about right,” French Goran just bounces from one cell to the next until they run out of patience with him. He’s a cool guy, I like him but I can’t live with him, he says, “he’s easily misunderstood.”
So today slept, played chess with French Goran again 3-2 to him, brutal, sat chatting to South African James and Italian Daniel about crimes, pasts and drug trafficking, good chat, South African James is after the English market, Johannesburg is clear for entry by his guys, all good for the future.

21/10/07
Been to sleep all night like a normal person, strange for my system. Hot day today, watched the last of the Formula-1, Hamilton came second and Ferrari won by one point.
Drew some pictures and wrote some more, chilling out passing the time, any way I can, just waiting to go home, patiently.
Evening watched some movies and went to sleep at 12:00, woke at 02:30, smoked a cig and back to sleep.

22/10/07
Woke for “Confere,” bread, coffee, cig, sleep, slept till 16:30, when everybody came back from “banyo del sol” screaming and shouting their heads off, made me jump awake, turned out Somalian, Angolan Pau-Pau, Nigerian Olu, Angolan Pedro and loads of others started fighting over Football, Chief of Security Rodriguez and another functionario broke it up and sent everyone back inside, Chief of Security Rodriguez slapped the Somalian around a little bit and sent him to B-Gallery swapping him for my old friend the Skinny, Gay, Angolan, A.I.D’s patient, “great,” he is in here with us, the toilets have become unsafe, fucker scared the shit out of me last time, and to top it off everyone is banned from going out anymore, prisoners are going to get cabin fever.


In the evening watched the movie, “Triple x2,” drank some hot chocolate, now going for a shower, watching the fucking door for weirdos, and then going to read for a bit.
Stretch told me tonight that Columbian Alberto hasn’t been going to work at the infirmary because he asked one of the ex-police to get him some “Casasha,” or weed and either the ex-cop or Polish Alex the barber grassed him up and so he lost his job, ha, fool.
Shows the mentality of these big mouth pricks, I mean asking an ex- cop is just asking for trouble and these small brain Latinos just can’t see it, they make the same mistakes over and over, dumb, dumb, dumb ass motherfuckers, sicken me with their stupidity.

23/10/07
Been awake all night reading, at “Confere,” I see a load of guards outside, roughly handcuffing Italian Alex, I gave him a nod and a thumbs up, he nodded back but he didn’t look happy, as I joined the queue for coffee and watched him led away Italian Enero asked Swiss Camilo what was going on and was told that Italian Alex was being extradited to Italy to face his charges over there.
He has been trying to stay away from Italy because one of his donkeys there grassed him up and he’s looking at a big sentence at back home, big time bad news for him, I wish him all the best I liked him a lot he was one of the best people I’ve met in here and the only one to genuinely try and help Stretch and me legally.
The last we spoke on Friday he brought us good news and told Sicilian Mario to give up the contact details of his lawyer, which we still have to get, but when I’ve got them I’m going to get her to give me his details so I can get hold of him in the future, hopefully one day say thank you and pay back his kindness.

24/10/07
I slept from 14:00 until 22:00 after being awake twenty-one and a half hours, when I woke up I played chess with French Goran until 02:30 then played Ludo with Nigerian Olu, Belgium David and South African Alex all through the night.

25/10/07
This morning before “Confere,” a bright, green, skinny little frog appeared from nowhere, jumping across the floor and onto an oblivious


Peruvian Maradona who was sleeping there by the bars to keep out of the way of the mosquitoes, it didn’t disturb him one bit, as it bounced along, off under the Angolans beds.
They excitedly tried to catch it but Czech Mirek got it, we wanted to put it under South African Alex’s blanket but was asked kindly not to by Angolan Pastor Xosa, which was probably best because South African Alex would have screamed like a girl and woke everyone up or hurt the poor little frog.
In the end, we gave it to one of the ex-police to gently put it out the front door.
Slept again all day, woke up at 21:00 showered and played chess with French Goran, then watched a Dracula film with Jason Scott Lee in.
Was challenged to play chess with Perri an old Brazilian guy who has been with us a long time and don’t seem to want to be with the Brazilians for some reason.
Played Ludo with American Shamus and finally with Stretch until 06:30 when we started walking and talking with South African James until “Confere.”

26/10/07
After “Confere,” was our turn for cleaning the cell with eight others, Nigerian Charlie got mad at South African Alex, Belgium David, and then Maradona and the old Peru guy next to me for being lazy.
When we were, all finished, it was a long wait for the shower, egg rolls, cigarette and then coffee.
Funny story Stretch told me, apparently, Hugo the Argentine who snitched on his boss in the hope of getting a smaller sentence, asked Sicilian Mario if Paraguay Milciades could have a cigarette from him, when Sicilian Mario asked Paraguay Milciades if he got his cigarette, Paraguay Milciades knew nothing about it.
Sicilian Mario then confronted Argentine Hugo who then pulled out the cigarette, got a lecture from Italian Mario and then the little faggot run to his bed crying like a baby. All he had to do was ask for one himself for fuck sake it’s not difficult, I don’t understand South Americans at all, no balls any of them!
Was awake all day, played chess, drew some pictures, chilling day, slept around 19:30, after being awake eighteen hours straight, woke at 02:30 ate some cake I saved, watched a little of the “Twelve-Monkeys” movie and went back to sleep.



27/10/07
Woke at 06:00 Stretch was mediating, I went for a walk to stretch my legs, back ache from cleaning yesterday, cup of tea with Stretch and carried on walking and talking about our case and that even if we win the Habeas Corpus we won’t even know about it or the fact that they are supposed to let you go after twenty-four-hours of the decision, but in this country its bollocks, yesterday is prime example Italian Daniel was supposed to go to court 14:30 but nobody came to get him and he don’t know why, shit country.
After “Confere,” bread, coffee, shower, cigarette, warm day. Played chess with French Goran in the afternoon but couldn’t win a game, my head wasn’t seeing anything, read a book, drew some pictures, slept a couple of hours after “Confere,” played again and kicked ass, slept early but kept waking up on and off all night.

28/10/07
Woke just before “Confere,” bread, coffee, cigarette, some sort of argument with two new Columbians they speak with too much accent for me to understand what it was about, all I could get was one saying to the other he hasn’t got any balls before he went back to sleep.
Turned out one of them stole money off the other while he was asleep, so this morning he got a slap and then was mouthing off, fuck knows how these people think.
Slow hot day, hungry, food was shit, French Goran beat me at chess 10-9, in the evening watched “Panico” some Brazilian TV program with loads of beautiful girls in Skimpy clothes, then watched “Batman Begins,” films that I haven’t seen are starting to play on the T.V, I’ve been in prison that long. Sometime after the film I fell asleep, waking up every couple of hours.

29/10/07
“Confere,” bread, coffee, cigarette, argument next door with the Brazilians who are in “Custigo” on punishment, turned into a fight, no idea why or what it was about, later when the Director came he pulled three of them out and had them lined up for a bollocking, then he took them off somewhere one at a time for a beating for a beating. Hot day again today, beautiful blue sky, nice day, “out there.”


Stretch telling me today that as of last week Silvio the Director has been demoted to Chief of Security, Rodriguez is now the Sub-Director and the Sub-Director Marcello is now the Director, all change, also in a month’s time they’re all supposed to be leaving.
English Kenty has started bringing the food to the cells for something to do, he says its good in his cell but that he misses having people to talk to in English, and he gave me some sweets and books and then went back.
Waiting for the Holland consulate to bring money for Holland Michael so he can pay what he owes me, as well as French Goran’s consulate to come so I can get the money he owes me, until then I’m skint.
Watched “Alien's-Vs-Predator” and fell asleep.

30/10/07
Woke up at “Confere,” still feel tried can’t decide on going back to
sleep or taking a shower to wake up properly.
After the shower laid on my bed chilling when the Sub-Director Rodriguez starts going into one about people standing at the bars with no tops on, “fucking idiot.”
Late night playing chess with French Goran and got my ass kicked, well and truly 10-2, could not focus at all.
Watched “U.S-Marshals” movie then fell asleep watching the second one, “Cape Fear.”
Nigerian Olu woke me up kindly to tell me to turn around and take my glasses off before he went to sleep.

30/10/07 (Halloween)
After “Confere,” went back to sleep for an hour before I was woken
unexpectedly to go see Pastor John.
I gave him my e-mails for my dad and family, Pastor John gave me my new flip flops, baby oil and cigarettes, then proceeded to try to sort out the mess the consulate have made with the Prisoners Abroad money!
From R$360 they gave me R$150 which leaves R$210 but by consulate math’s they make it only R$180 so I’m missing R$30, my cigarettes are slowly arriving and will total R$168, add the baby oil and flip flops and there should be R$17 change when all sorted, “not according to consulate paper work.”
Stretch returned his stamps that they brought him wrongly last time asking Pastor John to give him his money for them, “oops!” the consulate


forgot to mention this bit to Pastor John, he has none so Stretch is still fucked for money.
English Kenty is still missing some of his shit and no sign of it, he also asked the consulate to collect his passport from here and send it to his wife because she needs it for some important paperwork back home, instead, the consulate brought him a photocopy last time which was no good and then this time they send a letter saying they have phoned everywhere and can’t locate his passport and a new one will cost R$476, “idiots, where did they get the photocopy from last time?”
English Kenty told them the passport is here in the Directors safe, they ignored him completely, the consulate has no valve to us what so ever that I can see!
Hot sweaty day, showered and finally oiled my dry skin, evening played chess with French Goran and got my revenge for yesterday’s defeat, I was invincible.
Sub-Director Rodriguez took Stretch’s phone card Pastor John brought for him saying that he never authorised it, “when he did,” twice, once in front of Brazilian Elliot.
Sub-Director Rodriguez also took Nigerian Olu’s card as well stating the same reason, as well as taking Nigerian Olu’s trousers saying that they are black and not allowed, fucking stupid, they are brown as shit, he’s had no problem wearing them for ten-months here!
NOVEMBER 2007 01/11/07
Slept long and hard last night, woke up still tired at “Confere,” bread coffee, cigarette, now going to force myself to make a shit because for some reason it’s more than a week since my last, I’ll save you the gory details but it involved a second trip, a tough time, and a long shower.
The Public Defender called us, Stretch went in the first I went in the second group, after a chat about what appeals have been made, the outcome is still nothing happening, keep waiting, see you next month, when the food came Nigerian Lincoln and Angolan Neru the two guys who serve the food started arguing and fighting over the only, one extra food, after three rounds it was finally broken up, no one hurt, Nigerian Lincoln wanting to carry on and trying not to laugh too much.
Stretch and Nigerian Olu got their phone cards back after hassling Sub-Director Rodriguez nonstop all day.


French Goran’s consulate failed to turn up as promised sending him on a massive downer.
American Shamus’s consulate came no problems at all with him, I’ve been selling off my Marlborough cigarettes making 0.70-cents on a pack, “woo-hoo, big business.”
Sub-Director Rodriguez and the old Director are still intimidating Belgium David every time they see him up front, raising their hands to him and making him flinch and cower, they are trying to push him into a response so they have an excuse to beat him. “Fuck that shit, I bow to no one.”
In the evening chatting with French Goran and reading the Magazines
American Shamus’s consulate brought.

02/11/07
Bread, coffee, sleep while the next group of ten prisoners cleaned the cell, it’s another public holiday so the prison is closed down, skeleton crew, lock down, nothing happening.
Yesterday forgot to write that while one person was eating his food another person walked past and cleared his nose accidently, right into the other guy’s food, neither was aware of what happened as I watched in disgust and amazement as the mass of green and brown snot was eaten up, French Goran and Stretch were pisssing themselves laughing at the story when I told them later.
Evening same as yesterday, played Ludo with American Shamus then fell asleep about 03:30 watching “Forest Gump” on TV.

04/11/07
Big mistake sleeping without the cover on, I woke up freezing for “Confere,” a dark rainy day outside, after “Confere,” went straight back to sleep under my blankets.
Lunch was shit, Stretch brought me an egg roll, nice, all day been dark and miserable, Director Rodriguez and the old Director are in the prison today, Director Rodriguez is drunk as a skunk and came into the cell fooling around about football on T.V, he then went out and killed the power to the prison by flicking the main fuse just to spoil everyone’s fun. I don’t know how prisoners can laugh and joke with guards, it irritates me. Evening watching movies “Bad Boys,” “House Party” and finally,
“Moving” with the great Richard Pryor.


05/11/07
Bonfire night back home, cold and wet hasn’t stopped raining since sat night, went back to sleep after “Confere,” but woke up at 11:30.
In the afternoon Nigerian Lincoln was shaving prisoner’s hairs, Stretch shaved off his long hair leaving a ponytail then changed his mind because it looked stupid.
Some prison official was here, the Director of Bangu-2 I think, Italian Enero and a load of others were trying to get his attention to complain about this Director and prison.
Everyone was standing around the bars waiting to complain and got told to move away when Director Rodriguez and the old Director came over, they opened the gate to come in and confront the crowd, they were all red eyed and crazy, hung over and stinking, the old Director started speaking very fast, jaw like he was on crack and I lost track of what was being said, he fronted up a few prisoners and started ranting and raving like a maniac, what I did understand from what he said though made sense
1. Nigerian Michael called the old Director every name under the sun when at the judge and made problems for him. “ha, ha, good.”
2. Telephone calls were stopped by outside agency and were not his doing, he was only following orders, they are now up and running again and the old Director is even allowing people to use the phone who technically shouldn’t be using it without permission from their consulates. “for money, you slimy bastard.”
3. Transfers to “Semi Alberto” prison will be this week or next, again he says not his doing, the problem is S.E.A.P. “this lying fuck should be a politician.”
4. Things being stolen; he knows nothing about the same as money for
money scams. “lying bastard, I’ve seen with my eyes.”
So take what you want from it, I’ve wrote everything down as I heard it, other prisoners are saying different but I’m not so sure, I think people here are just stirring up shit with little justification.
There are good reasons to complain in here but people complain about petty shit. My opinion.
1. Director beat Nigerian Michael and Nigerian Michael exaggerated to help himself in court, “fair enough.”
2. Outside didn’t stop our phone calls; Director deliberately
misinterpreted the facts to punish prisoners and extort money from us.


3. S.E.A.P should be hurried by the Director telling them to come, his prison is overcrowded, he knows it but more prisoners equal more money taxed into his pockets.
4. Bullshit, he runs his own scams, as does Director Rodriguez and the new Director, they are all in it together, but of course he has to plead ignorant of what goes on.
After everything calmed down played Ludo with Belgium David, Stretch and Nigerian Olu, Stretch and me won one game each, South African Alex took over for Belgium David, I won two more games, Alex is just stupid and don’t know how to play.
After “Confere,” played chess with French Goran, I won 3-2, late evening played Ludo again this time Nigerian Olu, American Shamus and Nigerian Ike, everybody won one game, except me, I won two, lucky day!

06/11/07
Went back to sleep after “Confere,” still cloudy and miserable outside,
last three days I’ve had toothache something wrong with my gums.
Brazilian Elliot came calling people, woke me up, Holland Michael owes R$30 for me and Stretch and Elliott was bringing his money, I asked Belgium David to watch if he received it because he was going out as well.
Belgium David said he got it when they came back so blam! I Jumped on Holland Michael to pay up quick before it all goes out to other prisoners, he gave a few excuses and he tried getting out of it, but in the end got it, he had no choice.
French Goran went to see a lawyer to organise to be sent to “Semi Alberto,” so that after two or three times he can run away like Russian Roman did, good on him, I’m starting to wish I done it now.

07/11/07
Late night playing Ludo and then watching “Rambo,” on TV, slept right through till “Confere,” but felt like I didn’t sleep at all so went back to sleep until 14:00
Everyone went outside for sun and when they came back French Goran told me his consulate came, he paid me my money he owed, then told me how the guy who visits him fucked him over by not buying what he asked for and coming later than he was supposed to, French Goran thinks it’s because he complained about the guy last time, now French Goran is really mad and going to complain again. “consulates, all useless.”


Watched the “Bachelor Party,” movie, done some drawing and went to sleep.

08/11/07
“Confere,” bread, coffee, sleep, woke at 11:00, ate, showered, read a little, Stretch got permission to call his mum and was happy to speak to his little brother as well.
Long slow day otherwise, nothing happening, won French Goran at chess, 7-6 to me, then chatting with him and Italian Daniel about the paranormal while waiting for a film to come on.

09/11/07
Back to sleep after “Confere,” but everyone was making too much noise, then Director Rodriguez was giving out green prison T-shirts and I had to get up to see what was going on.
Speaking with English Kenty through the bars he was O.K., then came American Shamus followed by Ghanaian Ali, Nigerian Lincoln, Angolans Paulo and Kanga are all packed, finally allowed to go to the “Semi Alberto” prison.
I’m going to miss Ghanaian Ali and even Nigerian Lincoln they were funny guys but most of all I’m going to miss American Shamus he was like a big brother, cool, calm and clever, at the end of the day it’s all good, got to keep moving and we will stay in touch.
After some confusion Angolan Kanga is staying, French Goran is supposed to go, and Nigerian Lincoln is already gone, the rest have to wait till Monday.
Funny, French Goran has changed his mind and doesn’t want to go because he never thought it through properly, all the people he owes the most money to will be at the next prison.
The old Director came to see if there were any follow-on complaints, to say it to his face, be a man and not a “Judas,” the man is flying, totally off his face again.
South African Alex who is not the cleanest of men has just been shocked to find out that after leaving his clothes in a bucket of soapy water for three-days, “his idea of washing them,” someone has actually gone and stolen his soapy water to wash their own clothes with.
People here would rather have the shame of stealing this dirty bastards water, rather than the shame, as they see it of asking someone for help with a bit of soap powder.


Italian Daniele came back from court today telling me that he decided to go with my story rather than the one the private lawyer told him to say, he said that when he got to the courts and they locked him in the cells he see my massive symbol, tattoo design carved on the ceiling and walls, “I was impressed it’s still there, I wonder how many places I’ve left it in Brazil.”
The private lawyer told him to take full responsibility for buying the drugs, Italian Daniel asked him if he’d read his first statement and the lawyer said “No,” straightway Italian Daniel lost confidence in him and said, “forget the lawyer because he only wants to play games,” he then went on to give a straight story of why he was here, giving bullshit names and real places, when asked why he did it the answer was simply for “money,” end of story, Judge is happy, come back on 28th November. The only extra he improvised was to slag of this place and the guards, all in all I think he done pretty good.

10/11/07
Long strange day, like waiting for an execution with everyone going on Monday nobody quite knows what to say. French Goran kicked my ass at chess then late night watching movies.

11/11/07
Slept most of the day, see English Kenty who gave me some extra food, in the evening got revenge on French Goran but seeing as it was our last game I let it finish as a draw with promises for a rematch on the Eifel Tower and for him to hook me up with one of his blonde daughters, “he promised them to everyone.”
Late evening, we had to suffer mosquitoes and the stench of garbage from outside, rainstorm all night at least made it cooler and less smelly.

12/11/07
Italian Enero was all packed, washed and ready for Interpol to collect him for his return to Italy to face more charges after being on the run for five years. Good luck to him, got the number for his sister Wanda pretty, English speaking, sounds nice, one day I’ll give her a call.
The overcast, occasionally rainy weather outside, sums up the atmosphere in here today, Italian Enero left at 11:00, since then I slept till 15:30


French Goran, American Shamus, Ghanaian Ali and the others are still here at 17:00, the functionario told them to stay ready for the S.O.E transporters could still come for them, but I doubt it.
French Goran is walking around lost in his thoughts as are the others
who don’t know if they are staying or going or what their fates may be.
The tattooist transferred to Gallery-B and other prisoners are changing beds, “without permission,” and will wonder why they get problems later on.
Angolan Nu-Nu got a shock last night as the crazy gay AIDS patient decided to feel him up in his sleep, leaving Angolan NU-NU visibly shaken this morning.
Director Rodriguez is walking around in the prison looking like he’s got a stinking hangover.
At about 19:30 the guys were transferred to the next prison, Ghanaian
Ali said he will write in two weeks’ time.
American Shamus ran from here so eager to be gone from this nightmare, he hated it here and French Goran waved and smiled at everybody like a happy child. Angola Kanga and Paulo said their goodbyes, shame they have to go, good people all of them and I’ll miss them.
South African James inherited American Shamus’s belongings he couldn’t take with him and will also miss his new friend. Just finished chatting with him making sure he’s alright 21:00 waiting for the evening movies to start, it’s a cold night.
There is a young polish guy here called Pavel, very quiet, very nervous and today he was using the water heater with Italian Daniel boiling water in his cup which must be done carefully and for whatever reason he over boiled it and it overflowed all over his hand blistering up in between his fingers and turning his whole hand very pink, he is now making it like it’s a big thing and he is going to lose his hand, when in a week there won’t even be a mark.
“drug trafficking is very attractive to a young man who has no responsibilities other than to earn his own living”

13/11/07
“Confere,” bread, coffee, and sleep as there was nothing else to do and it was still chilly and miserable.
Finally got out of bed at 14:00 some people went outside but not many bothered, too cold and wet.


Brought some cheap cigarettes that someone brought in, gave ten to South African James to help him out and in the evening watched “Kiss of the Dragon” on TV, not much else is happening.

14/11/07
“Confere,” bread, coffee, restless sleep until 13:30, was expecting Pastor John to come with some money and other bits and pieces for me and the others but he never showed up, Thursday, Friday and Monday are bank holidays so this place is locked down, so now he won’t be here till sometime next week.
Peru’s Maradona and Christian had a little fight with each other while I slept, Stretch said it wasn’t much good, Peruvian Maradona jumped the other one on his bed and it was broken up pretty fast.
Five new guys also transferred here today mixed bunch of old and young from the four corners, Czech Mirek has also been told by his lawyer he will go home before xmas, good luck to him, see how this place is, he came to prison only sixteen-months ago and he’ll probably be out before me.

16/11/07
Still cold, went back to sleep until 16:00, talking to Turkish Erdish when the Angolans started speaking to Director Rodriguez, he then opened the gate and called the AIDS patient, he took him to the cell opposite and proceeded to slap him around and hit him with a short wooden stick, then he brought him back, slapped him in front of everyone and told him to stay away from Angolan Nu-Nu, I don’t like that shit one bit, they grassed him up and gave Director Rodriguez the chance to beat a prisoner, fucked up morals in here.
Turkish Erdish was just telling me how Director Rodriguez stole R$50 from French Goran and wants to intimidate Turkish Erdish into paying him R$100 to get R$900 of his own money, Director Rodriguez is supposed to give R$150 a week but is only giving him R$100 a month to pressure him into a deal. Turkish Erdish is waiting till he can speak to a lawyer to get his money out of here. “bent, corrupt fucking guards.”

17/11/07
Late night playing Ludo, after “Confere,” went back to sleep forced myself to stay there until 14:00, when I couldn’t take it no more and got up and went to shower, spent the rest of the day reading and drawing, I’ve


now got over ninety designs of varying quality that I’ve drawn and kept since being here, by no means as many as I should have collected. Sold absolutely loads in here.

18/11/07
“Confere,” back to sleep, woke at 13:30 showered felt rough after my bed broke on me last night, a whole metal panel decided to detach itself under my weight and after tying it back on, it felt like I was sleeping on a train track, so today filled the two-inch drop with four-paper files to bring my cushion back even, fucking crazy what we’ve got to put up with. Late night watching a movie with “The Rock” and then “Red Dragon.”

19/11/07
Woke up so South African James could wash my sheet but he was sleeping so I read a book, tomorrow he will do it.
Long day, bit sunnier outside, still a public holiday, Turkish Erdish was saying in Germany they have fifteen public holidays, in England there are thirteen and in Brazil in the last eight weeks there have been ten public holidays, no wonder this place is so backward nobody does any work and everything is backlogged.
Stayed awake all day, chatted to English Kenty a few times through the bars and basically wasted another day, this piece of paper I’m writing on is my last until Pastor John comes, so no more drawing or writing for a while.
Evening watched “American-Pie-Band-Camp” good laugh, played Ludo for a while and then Belgium David calls me to look at what I thought was something on TV but turned out to be the gay Angolan stood beside Nu-Nu’s bed playing with his dick and stroking Angolan NU-NU, I fucking wet myself, the little pervert couldn’t control himself or his lust for Angolan Nu-Nu, he had waited until we all went to sleep and just blatantly went to get his jolly’s without caring who see him, we shouted at him, then after he climbed back on his bed smiling away and still playing with himself, dirty git.

20/11/07
Today while I slept South African James done my sheets and apparently Angolan Nu-Nu beat up his admirer after he found out what he was up to last night even though it won’t stop the little perv.


Woke up at 14:30 showered and shaved, ate well thanks to English Kenty bringing extra for me, first time since Friday I ate good.
Forgot to write down last night Holland Jacques telling me this shit with Angolan Nu-Nu and the gay Aids patient has been going on since Agua Santa, which is about two years, he says there the gay Aids patient was beaten everyday by the people in the cell and he wouldn’t stop trying to get into bed with the other prisoners.
It got so bad they tied him to the bed for three days using sheets, one person took pity and fed him but the rest left him to shit and piss himself until they were told by the guards to let him go. Sad what goes on here, he’s obviously sick in the head, glad I sleep on the top bunk out his way.
Talking today with the new French/American guy turns out he was in prison in Sao Paulo, had a four-years and four-month sentence, was set free after two-years, came back to Rio and don’t know why he was arrested a second time, says he wasn’t extradited and so had no time limit to return, strange!
There is also a Bulgarian called George, twenty-years old, speaks English but seems in a state of shock walking around like he’s lost, constantly beating himself up.
The other new guys I haven’t met or been introduced to and after all this time here I don’t bother introducing myself or finding out about people anymore it’s just a waste of time.
Late night watching movies and then I had a rough time trying to sleep.

21/11/07
Bread, coffee back to sleep, or I tried to; Stretch woke me up disturbing me fucking about with the radio.
We got a call to see Diana the lawyer from Italian Alex, and she said Stretch had won his Habeas Corpus and won’t be long until he’s set free, me on the other hand am still fucked and unless I pay her R$5000 to link me onto Stretch she will no longer be of service, there is no way I can pay her, so that’s the end of that. I have to wait for the public defender to do something, if at all? To be honest I’ve stopped caring, I go when I go and not before, it’s out of my hands and I’m not in a position to help myself. Stretch is now trying to contact his dad to organise his plane ticket. I went to sleep for a little after lunch and again was woken up, this time by the old Director and Director Rodriguez calling a “collectivo” because the Director has received a complaint sent by Italian Enero and is now getting heat from his superiors, ha! He was mad as fuck, eyes, rolling, foaming at


the mouth, looking for conspirators against him, it was the first I heard about it, time to daydream, everyone else pleaded ignorant to it, fuck him.

22/11/07
Bread, coffee, no cigarettes, back to sleep, slept on and off until 15:30 showered walked a little with Turkish Erdish he tells me that Director Rodriguez is still not giving him his money or letting people use the phone. Last night I worked out a way I might be able to pay the lawyer if she can collect £2,000 I have in a savings account in England or use it as a
guarantee.

23/11/07
Slept until 14:30, showered, ate and walked. Pastor John let me down today still didn’t show up with any of my stuff, others here waiting on him too, maybe next week.
In the evening started a new book and already half way through it after four hours straight reading.
Played Ludo with Nigerian Olu until midnight when Stretch, South African Alex, Belgium David, Nigerian Ike and Czech Mirek surprised me with some cake that had a lit cigarette for a candle burning in it, the silly bastards were singing happy birthday and laughing their asses off, all wished me well and hope it’s my last one here, so now I’m twenty-eight- years old, it’s a full moon outside, it’s a nice warm night, everyone is chilling, great night

24/11/07
Happy birthday to me! birthday treat for myself to myself, I slept all day, brought myself some cake, ate good, played Ludo and watched late night movies.

26/11/07
Slept until 15:00, letter from American Shamus for South African James and me, he says where they are is much better than here, two- thousand people, bigger, more freedom, drugs and phones.
Lebanese Hassan also wrote to Stretch and Turkish Erdish, according to him Nigerian De-De borrowed a charger from someone with 2g of coke hidden inside, when the guy asked about the coke Nigerian De-De said knew nothing about it, next thing Nigerian De-De gets caught trying to sell the sniff, “collectivo” was called and Nigerian De-De is kicked out,


when the guard came Nigerian De-De was searched and busted with two phones, he got fucked.
Nigerian Christopher also got busted with a phone, Nigerian Lincoln too, funny American Shamus never mentioned in his letter that he too was also busted with 25g of sniff., French Goran is also supposed to be enjoying himself, stoned every day.
South African James came to me today asking for advice about English Kenty and American Shamus, what kind of people they are etc., I told him straight I only know them from here, I don’t trust anyone, I only have their words on who they are, so I take it, consider what they offer and say, I don’t give away my contacts back home, but I do give my own details to everyone so that if anyone is serious, I can fit them into my plans for the future and all are happy, no risk to me or anyone else, there is a lot of money in this game and it would be stupid not to evaluate what people run past you.

27/11/07
Was expecting the lawyer Diana today but she didn’t show up, Pastor John is still a no show hopefully tomorrow, got a birthday card from home today, these bastard guards here opened it before they gave it to me when they are supposed to open it in front of me, pissed me off, they were looking to steal any money that was in there, if there was any, motherfuckers these guards.

28/11/07
After “Confere,” went back to bed and laid there drifting in and out of sleep at about 10:00 Turkish Erdish woke me up saying get ready he just seen Pastor John arrive.
Sat chatting with Pastor John for a few hours doing what he calls “bible study” and discussing world news and politics. Pastor John didn’t get any money from home for me or any money from the consulate for Stretch or Nigerian Olu, but he did bring me a hand written e-mail, “his printers broken,” and he wrote it out for me, well cool of him, respect, and the last of my cigarettes as well as books, newspapers, prisoners abroad stuff and the usual fruit, biscuits, cakes and writing paper so not bad, the money would have been nice though it’s going to be another hard month in here before he comes back.
When we got back to the cell we had received letters from Ghanaian Ali, Lebanese Hassan and French Goran wishing Stretch and me all the


best. Lebanese Hassan was the only one who seems to realise that I’m still stuck here and that it is Stretch who will be going home, nice to hear from them all, they all say there is the best prison they’ve been in so far, now I’m going to sit and reply to them all.
Got to write this down in here, this is going to seem crazy, Stretch was standing on his bed looking out the window and see something strange in the western sky, he got excited and called me and a few others to come look at a strange formation of moving lights and saying they are U.F.O’s, we were all laughing, and saying, “no way, you sure,” when we climbed up and looked there was indeed maybe fifteen mysterious luminous spherical objects, or orbs, of light moving and dancing intelligently in geometric patterns across the sky, fuck knows what they were, none of us knew but we all suspected Stretch was right, something about the way they moved was not of this earth, we watched them for a good ten-minutes, stretch stayed up there nearly an hour.

29/11/07
Woke up around 12:30, had a quick wash and went out to see Dr. Bruno the public defender, he said Stretch can expect to go home before Christmas, with my process he has filed a petition to link it to Stretch’s and I just have to wait, chances are it won’t be until next year before I go, which is a little bit in contrast to what English Kenty was trying to tell me before I went out, he was saying Dr. Bruno told him we are both going, “but I didn’t believe it,” fucking guy hears what he wants to hear and then exaggerates and twists the facts into his own delusions! Nice guy but a little kooky to say the least.
At about 16:30 the new Director Marcel called me to the bars with English Kenty there, English Kenty said the Director Marcel had heard I’ve been complaining about not getting phone calls, I didn’t know what he was on about, after a brief exchange we worked out it is something to do with when I sent a letter to President Lula, ok the one I sent seven months ago, asking why I’m being held with no conditional. I mentioned in it that I had no phone calls at the time was in the middle of the phone problem, Director Marcel was ok, telling me I could use the phone with permission from the consulate and I explained to him that I couldn’t use it anyway.
He went to get the letter for me to see and write a reply saying “all is well” but never came back. I’ll write all is well for phone calls now so long as I can write on there, why am I still here!



30/11/07
Today was cell cleaning day but I got South African James to do it for R$2 and I went back to sleep.
Woke up at 14:30 to a cloudy shitty day food was fish and I wasn’t in
the mood to pick all the little bones out.
At about 15:30 six guys were moved from the other gallery for fighting or some shit, so now because there are five broken bunk beds, some other single beds have been crammed in here and the place is heaving with people and lack of space.
DECEMBER 2007 01/12/07
Slept most of the day, in the evening played a few games of Ludo then
watched “Lord of the Rings” spent the early hours reading and writing and going through magazines looking for pictures to use as drawing material.

02/12/07
Time is flying by, woke before “Confere,” unable to sleep, read for a little, then got Stretch to shave my hair down to a number two all over, feels clean, showered and shaved, ate my food, relaxing.

04/12/07
Slept till 16:00, chatted to Turkish Erdish about the lawyer Diana Muniz visiting him today, said she will call on Friday, also said he asked her about collecting his money from here, she spoke to the Director who spoke to Rodriguez who then called Turkish Erdish and told him out of his R$1800 they can only give R$1350 on Friday, Turkish Erdish said ok, but give the other R$450 next week and Rodriguez was relieved, makes me wonder what he is doing with prisoners money and why it isn’t in the safe right now, dodgy bastards.
A problem today with the Columbian tattooist opening someone else’s letters, unlike what happened with Brazilian Babyzone this guy seems to have got away with it, South American two faced pricks.


05/12/07
Was sleeping good when a load of commotion woke me up, everybody was being called to be given a new mattress in exchange for the old one, two hundred and fifty mattresses were delivered here two weeks ago, today six out of fifty-four prisoners went without one because they run out of them, go figure? Slimy guard bastards are selling the new ones and the old cushions on the street.
After the shit with letters yesterday, today lots of people received old letters, I got one from English Kenty when he was at the hospital dated from September, Turkish Erdish got one from Lebanese Hassan that was six months old and Peruvian Maradona got one that was ten months old, fucking unbelievable.
South African James has gone down with food poisoning he thinks, he’s shitting and vomiting with pain so bad he’s gone to the hospital, after waiting all day as an “emergency,” patient he finally got picked up about 23:30.
The S.O.E transporter guard acting like a bad man, came over to the cell and start giving Stretch shit through the bars “look down, don’t look at me, what you staring at, you want a beating,” pathetic shit.

06/12/07
Slept until 14:30, hot sticky day, starting to get uncomfortable as there is no way of keeping cool inside this concrete sweat box.
Shit day for food, everything pretty inedible, fuckin tired of being hungry. English Kenty came and spoke to me through the bars, said he has lost his job giving out food but will continue as a toilet cleaner, he said his wife tried calling my dad for me but the house phone just kept ringing. English Kenty also got a letter from Stuart at the consulate saying that they will be out to see us before Christmas, in the letter they tried to put English Kenty in his place on a few points regarding his Prisoner’s Abroad
money.
Evening time cleaned my fan, tidied my paperwork, it’s started raining but not much cooler, waiting for a movie or something to start on TV, still no sign of South African James they must be keeping him at the hospital.

07/12/07
At 03:30 in the morning South African James came back saying he had a rough time at hospital, he still looking like shit, after a little chat I went


to sleep, only to lay there with “Lyrics” going around in my head that needed to come out. Prison poems.
After “Confere,” it was the next groups cleaning day and I slept through till food time. Same shit different day, only interesting thing was Spanish Anko being transferred to “Semi Alberto” at 02:00 in the morning, disgusting time to be moved, shows how little respect they have for gringos.

08/12/07
Slept till 14:00, showered, ate, and relaxed all day, still warm weather.
In the evening walked and done some tricep dips while everyone watched some shit film about a cowboy and his horse, played a few games of Ludo, wrote some more lyrics/poems, now it’s about 04:30, South African James just made me a coffee, listening to the radio and enjoying the peace and quiet of everyone sleeping.

09/12/07
After “Confere,” the Brazilians next door started shouting and carrying on like a bunch of kids in a playground disturbing me and many others from our normal sleeping routine.
Finally got to take a nap about 13:00-16:00 from then took many showers to stay fresh in the heat which lasted until about 04:00 in the morning.

10/12/07
Was enjoying a good sleep after “Confere,” when I was woken by the Director to go and reply to this letter that came in response to my letter (30th August.) His main concern was that I say that we can now use the telephone again, which I did making sure to say it has only been for two months, or more to the point since this place received the response to my letter on 23rd October.
Now I know various agencies are looking into my letter and that I am the one responsible for everyone being able to use the phone again. “I take no credit for it, only a couple of people know.”
Most people from our cell went out for sunshine today leaving this place nice and quiet for an hour or so, allowing me to fall asleep.
Woke at 17:00, “Confere,” was late, showered ate my food, chatting to Turkish Erdish about Tatiana his new girlfriend and he showed me a picture of her cousin Monique who also speaks English, twenty-one-years


old very pretty, Turkish Erdish said, if you like her write her a letter and he will pass it on for me tomorrow, fuck didn’t have to tell me twice, done and dusted.
One of the new guys is a young gay from Holland, it’s strange watching the crowd of people he has attracted, they are all the so called “Macho Latinos” seems a little funny that they are so curious about the gay, makes me question their motives.
Belgium David has got a nice bruise on his eyelid after Sicilian Mario whacked him a couple of days ago, I only just noticed, I heard them arguing (a misunderstanding) but didn’t know he hit him, shame Belgium David’s a nice guy and Sicilian Mario is disappointing me more and more each day, the company he keeps in here is corrupting his mind “if you sip with the devil use a long spoon”

11/12/07
The Director came into the cell at 14:30 and forcibly grabbed the gay Holland guy by his ear and escorted him out, only to return him apologising saying, he got the wrong person, he was after the Columbian who complained about his mail being opened, the Director had a fax from the company which showed him to be wrong or some shit, strange situation, late night watched Madonna on TV in a desert island movie.

12/12/07
After “Confere,” was being disturbed by this old Peruvian prick who sleeps four beds over from me, he woke up thinking he was a song bird and proceeded to whistle away to himself for two hours nonstop, annoying idiot, wouldn’t shut up for nothing.
I went back to sleep, slept until 15:00 woke up and showered, it was still warm but not like the last few days.
At evening “Confere,” the functionario a little fat useless piece of shit decided he wanted to make himself look like a big man, picking on people for stupid things, all he done was make himself look like a dick.
Played a few games of Ludo with Nigerian Ike and Belgium David, it started to rain, thunder and lightning and wind which blew the massive rain drops through the bars soaking everyone and everything, I had to jump up on my bunk and block the holes in the bars using carrier bags before it got too bad, after we finished playing I laid on my bunk listening to the rain falling outside and tapping on the plastic, tap, tap, tap, drip, drip, drip.


I must have fallen asleep for a bit because next thing I know chaos was erupting around me, loads of people shouting and arguing, everyone I asked what was happening didn’t know, turned out Italian Daniel and South African James were at the gates laughing and joking with the idiot functionario from “Confere,” and some prisoners didn’t like it, Bolivian Ceaser went over and slapped Italian Daniel and Angolan Nu-Nu slapped South African James, I woke up after all this happened but different groups were still arguing over who was right and wrong, Bla, Bla, Bla.
I left them to it and sat down to watch “Million-Dollar-Baby,” South African James was making himself coffee, somehow the heater came out of the water and melted into a pile of sticky, orange, liquid metal, so now he is not in the cells good books one little bit, he’s having a bad fucking day and to make matters worse he has to go to court tomorrow.
Another strange thing I forgot to write was earlier in the day I see English Kenty through the gates chatting with South African Alex and Stretch, when I went to say hello.
I heard him say that he is a bit pre occupied because his wife lost a baby before and now she has lost one again, what’s strange is that he never mentioned before that she was pregnant, nor that he lost a baby with her before, plus she’s been working and he’s been here since February which would put her at full term, if she lost one before the hospital wouldn’t allow her to work, he was only supposed to have been married to her since June or July and she was a virgin up until their wedding night hence the reason he became Muslim and married here, it don’t make sense to me, at all the timings all off, what kind of person would make that up? And why?

13/12/07
Woke up about 14:00 was just going for a shower when the guard called us to go see the consulate.
Stuart and Murillo had some stuff from Prisoners Abroad, a cake from the girls in the office for each of us, Stretch chatted about sorting his money for his plane ticket, English Kenty about how they spend his money, Nigerian Olu about his passport and I just sat and listened to it all until Murrilo said he will ask Pastor Richards friend David to look into my case, they also brought a travel bag each for me and Stretch using R$25 of Stretch’s money and R$15 of mine rather than buying them with the money I’m expecting Pastor John to collect from my dad, fucked Stretch up nicely because he didn’t want to use his money to buy a bag.


Funny place, I’ve strange thoughts and feelings going through my
head.
On our way, back in to the cell the guard wouldn’t allow the bags the consulate brought or Nigerian Olu’s battery charger in saying that we have to wait for Sub-Director Rodriguez to authorise them, crazy it’s a bag not a bomb.
Later sat playing Ludo with Nigerian Olu at about 16:30, three guards rushed the room sniffing the air and searching the bathroom and toilet for people smoking weed, I think, they left disappointed, nobody was smoking.
Evening chatting with South African James about his court case today, trial and sentence on the same day, for three and a half kilos he got twelve- years reduced to four under the new law, which is good considering how many stamps he’s got in his passports.

14/12/07
After two hours sleep last night woke at “Confere,” but couldn’t go back to sleep, I listened to the ten-prisoners whose turn it was to clean the cell, then got up and showered.
I sat and wrote a twenty-three-point list of the rules of the cell for Nigerian Charlie to write up in Portuguese and put on the board, “my legacy for when I’m gone.”
Was then told by Belgium David how the gay Holland guy has been complaining to Holland Jacques about Argentine Hugo, Paraguay Milciades, Peruvian Christian and Columbian Alberto keep pinching his ass and threatening to rape him, last night it nearly got out of hand apparently so he was asking Holland Jacques to help him out. This group is Bolivian Caesar’s little posse and I’ve seen him egging them on from the side-lines. When Holland Jacques exploded on them all this morning, all they done was laugh in his face like he was the one in the wrong, little fucking pricks get on my nerves.
Later in the day tried to get Sub-Director Rodriguez to authorise our bags but the useless fuck just never got around to it, now I’m going to wait till Monday and try again, if not I’ll get Pastor John to take them back when he comes.
In the evening played a load of games of Ludo with Stretch, Belgium David and Nigerian Olu, then Stretch and Belgium David went off leaving us playing.


Later we heard Holland Michael shouting at Stretch and Belgium David saying madly, “you stole my sugar” over and over frothing and foaming at the mouth, veins popping like a mad man, Nigerian Olu and me just sat and laughed at him.
At night when I asked Belgium David what happened he said that Holland Michael had ripped them off on R$10 worth of weed and then went on like a fool when they caught him out, funny thing is it worked, most people who heard them argue think that it’s over Stretch and Belgium David stealing sugar rather than Holland Michael stealing from them, he’s clever in a way, when you think about it, misdirection, smoke and mirrors, lot of that in here.
As for Stretch I’m getting a little stressed with him again, he owes me R$15 for various shit but keeps putting off paying for three months, the amount means nothing it’s the principle and the fact that he keeps putting it off, dragging it out and making excuses for not paying and then spending money here, there and everywhere is starting to get on my tits.
Also, got another letter from American Shamus all is good with him going to go through it properly and reply to him later.
In the evening watched “Rocky-5” on TV, played some Ludo and
relaxed.

15/12/07
Finally, it stopped raining but it’s still cloudy, the weather here is fucked up completely it’s supposed to be sunny now, went back to sleep and was woke up by Turkish Mustafa shouting at the little old Peru bastard who was whistling again disturbing people, it ended with Turkish Mustafa throwing his coffee all the way up to the top bunk and all over the ignorant prick, good on Turkish Mustafa.
Woke up and showered someone is dropping porno pictures all over the floor in the shower for some reason; don’t touch the walls if you can help it.
Afternoon showed my drawings to Darius the Romanian kid whose here and wants to learn how to improve his drawings, he’s off now practicing what I showed him.
Just before “Confere,” two new “gringo’s” came into our cell, strange, transfer for a Saturday isn’t normal, ones a Peruvian and the other is Nigerian apparently, now there are fifty-five of us in the cell.
Played Ludo with Nigerian Olu till late, and then stayed up chatting to
Nigerian Ike until “Confere.”



16/12/07
Slept until 16:00 brought some cake to make up for the shit food, “they served stomach again,” I didn’t eat, showered and made my bed, today has been nice and sunny but not hot.
In the evening made a drawing of two horses fighting, read a little, walked a little, but the highlight of my day was watching Peter Jacksons, “King Kong,” very good re-make of an old favorite of mine, shame I didn’t get to see it on the big screen.
Stayed up late night, finishing off my horse picture.

17/12/07
All night long I was dreaming about all my ex-girlfriends over and over many dreams interlinking, when I woke up I felt like shit and was in a bad mood all day.
Just before “Confere,” the old Peru who keeps whistling started shouting his mouth off at this other old guy from Chili, don’t know what it was over, only the group of do gooders in here kept them apart and stopped them fighting, fucking bullshit how a little idiot can get away with shouting his mouth off and not getting a slap.
After “Confere,” was a “Collectivo,” South African Alex got pointed out for disturbing people with his big mouth in the early hours, Turkish Mustafa got taken up about throwing coffee on Peru, Peru about his whistling, other people about talking to the guards.
The best bit was Holland Jacques at the end saying to Columbian Alberto who was the one doing all the finger pointing, “you buy cake, pizza, coco cola and play football with the guards, your group laughs and jokes with the functionario’s, you bribe the guards and kiss their asses, now you want to tell me what I can and can’t do, go stick it up your ass!” loads of people including me just burst out laughing at the look on Columbian Alberto and his groups faces.
Later when I was chatting to Turkish Erdish he told me that this little Old Peru has said that he thinks I’m a racist yet again, I didn’t hear it myself, Turkish Erdish recons he got the idea from Paraguay Milciades who made it up as an excuse for hitting me when I fought with Columbian Alberto and this little Peru prick believes it. Fuck him I don’t care what he thinks. I’ve no time for racism, I’m the least racist man on the planet, “I think everyone is a cunt.”


In the evening, all was quiet and I got to sit down and watch “I-Robot” which was one of the movies I wanted to see before I was arrested in “2004”

18/12/07
After “Confere,” stayed asleep until 14:00, finally started moving because I was aching too much from laying down too long, showered, ate my lunch and chatted to Turkish Erdish who was happy he finally got another R$150 out of Sub-Director Rodriguez but is still waiting on the other R$300 he has still got.
Slow day nothing happening forgot to write yesterday there was a party for the Church prisoners, Stretch and South African James went happy clapping and got to pig out on cakes and real fruit salads, South African James came back with a big bag of second hand clothes for himself, there was a half decent short sleeved shirt that I brought off him for R$5.00.
Evening “Confere,” the guard checked all our names off against the
cards; make sure we were the right people in the cell.
Played Ludo with Nigerian Olu, watched the “Specialist” and “Kiss- of-death,” on TV then spent the rest of the night/morning drawing a crocodile.

19/12/07
Was having strange dreams unable to put into words, went back to sleep after “Confere,” and was out cold when Columbian Alberto woke me up to go and see Pastor John.
After a brief chat, he passed me an e-mail from home, all is well, but he had no money for me.

20/12/07
All evening I had a sore throat and was in a bad mood after Pastor John let me down again. Had a restless sleep up until “Confere,” then slept until 13:30, took a shower and shaved and let go of all my stress, feeling much better.
Just before I woke up, the little Somalian who fought with Angolan Pau-Pau a few weeks ago was set free, poor guy was only here for a document problem and they locked him up for it in this shithole.
Later around 16:00 the Angolan with the same paperwork problem was also released so they will both have a nice Christmas.


After “Confere,” played Ludo with Nigerian Olu, read a little then showed off my drawings to the New Columbian Jamie an ex-math’s teacher, late forties early fifties, nice guy, quite spoken.
There was also a “collectivo,” which was pretty good for a change, they decided they are going to get the prisoners that don’t pay the R$1 for cleaning products and make them have to clean the cell.
Spent the late evening watching “Murder Inc.” on TV and showing Columbian Joseph a few exercises, read some magazines and went to sleep around 06:00.

21/12/07
“Confere,” bread, coffee, piss, back to sleep, woke because of various noises, the Old Peru has started whistling again, new prisoners were moved into the cell, Italians, Spanish, Africans, seven in total, taking us up to fifty-nine in the cell and things are getting very cramped in here.
Columbian Alberto was telling me today as well that the Columbian tattooist has put in a complaint against him and Peruvian Choli saying they threatened to kill him over that shit a few weeks ago with him opening someone else’s letter.
As far as I know they never threatened him, but now they have to go to court anyway, fucked up, stupid shit, his word against theirs, it will probably be thrown out, waste of time and effort, but in Brazil they might just decide to make examples out of them.
Italian consulate came and Italian Daniel told me that Sub-Director Rodriguez extorted R$50 out of each of them, 10% of the money, six people, R$300, nice Christmas bonus for the motherfucker, Italian Daniel is also saying that some Italian Journalists are paying a visit here on 11th, 12th, 13th of January to report on what’s happening here.

22/12/07
After “Confere,” went back to sleep, woke around 14:00 showered and then wrote a letter for when these Journalists show up, a mixture of the letter I wrote asking why I’m still here and the list of human rights abuses I’ve seen since being here.
Evening looked through some of Angolan Nu-Nu's magazines for drawing material but could find nothing I liked.


24/12/07 Christmas Eve:
Woke around 14:00 but couldn’t get showered till at least an hour later
because the water was off.
16:00 Italian Daniele invited me and Stretch to eat with him and the new Italian guy, “who has too much money, and is flashing the cash,” respect to Italian Danielle for including us, at least he’s is trying his best to repay us for looking after him when he was first here and without money.
Been trying to get cigarettes all day but the canteen is sold out so going to get difficult for everyone for a few days.
After evening “Confere,” I fell asleep and woke again at 22:30 just in time to see and hear the Functionario and an ex – police prisoner starts pratting around banging the bars to be deliberately disturbing but pretending to be checking them in case people were escaping.

25/12/07 Christmas Day:
The day I used to love as a kid, but have hated ever since passed by uneventfully nobody doing anything because there is nothing to do.
Late at night watched “Family-Man” on TV, other than that, TV has
been absolute shit as well.

26/12/07 Boxing Day:
Last night people with no cigarettes had to get used to me saying, “No,” for a change, it’s every man for himself when the cigarettes get low. I left Stretch with R$10 to get me four-packets while I slept.
When I woke at 15:00 Stretch said the cigarettes had only just arrived in the prison half hour before hand.
Weed arrived today, after my shower went for a smoke with Belgium David, Stretch and South African Alex, but after a few drags I left them to it, it wasn’t good stuff and I’ve lost interest in smoking bollocks.
Going to eat my food and finish drawing some anatomy pictures from one of Angolan Nu-Nu’s exercise books.
Got called by loads of people to go and smoke with them today, don’t know why I’m so popular all of a sudden, in the end I gave up saying no and went to be sociable, the weed is still shit stuff.


27/12/07
“Confere,” bread, coffee, sleep, slept until 14:30, when I woke the water was off and stayed off until 17:00, when it came it finally did come on it only came out in a useless little dribble.
There is a sign up by the gates saying that from tomorrow the water will only be on between 09:00-10:30, 14:00-16:30, 00:00-06:00, which means seven and a half hours with no water in the evening for washing, drinking or flushing toilets, this place is going to stink really bad, really quickly, this has to be against human rights but there is nobody to enforce it.

28/12/07
Hot, sweaty night with no water from 23:00-08:30, when the water came on this week’s group quickly mopped and cleaned the cell, then the water finished at 10:00, leaving loads of us unable to wash ourselves until it came back on at 14:30, every time the water came on I was straight in the shower to cool off and not feel so grimy.

29/12/07
07:00 I heard the water come back on in my sleep and jumped out of bed to wash the sweat off before I missed my chance.
After “Confere,” it went off again until 12:30, I woke up again and got in there fast, today is a beautiful hot day but inside this concrete oven it’s uncomfortable to say the least.
The heat lasted well into the early hours, when I went to sleep the water had been off from 23:00 till 02:30 and I went to sleep sweaty and grimy.

30/12/07
Don’t know what woke me I was dreaming some shit about Judo throws, when I heard running water I forced myself to get up and go wash, it was well worth it the pressure was good for a change and there was no rush as everyone else was sleeping, when I finished I woke Stretch to tell him to go take one, Belgium David had already heard it and had one, and South African Alex the dirty, stinky, bastard just went back to sleep.
After “Confere,” bread coffee, cigarette and fell asleep, woke at 12:30 hungry but the food was “fesuada,” nasty mix of shit, totally inedible.
I laid reading for a little while and then asked Stretch how much money
did he owe me, answer R$15, “ok,” I said, “seeing as on Friday you got
£40 hidden inside a Christmas card and yesterday you changed it for


R$140 can I have my money please, I’ve been waiting patiently for three months?” Stretch’s reply “I’ve only got R$15 left,” useless fucking shit, blown the lot and failed to pay me again thinking it’s acceptable because I’m his mate, “or he thinks I’m a push over,” either way it pisses me off, sometimes he really feels like a dead weight around my fucking neck.

31/12/07 New Year’s Eve:
Hopefully my last in prison, the water has still been on and off all day, loads of people went out for sun today and came in red raw from not being used to it.
Yesterday the gay Holland guy was walking around with a love bite on his neck caused by Columbian Alberto fucking around with him, today he must have complained to Sub-Director Rodriguez, because he took him out the cell, spoke with him and then came back telling Columbian Alberto not to do it again because the gay doesn’t like it or want him doing that shit.
Alberto just laughed the whole thing off, Sub-Director Rodriguez and another guard struggled to keep straight faces, sniggering and finding the whole thing amusing, like the gay deserves it or something, which is pretty disgusting, it’s quite a serious lack of respect for the gay guy’s rights.
On the other hand, the gay guy is kind of encouraging them and flirting and shit, so he’s going to get himself fucked, “literally,” stupid idiot, if I was a gay he would make me angry for being a negative, stereotype advert for gays.
Evening played a few games of chess and Ludo and kicked ass with everyone except Belgium David who had the luck with the dice.
00:00, “Happy New Years,” “Feliz-Ano-Novos,” all-round handshakes for everyone, all except Paraguay Milciades who can still fuck himself.
Shakira concert on TV is driving the prisoners wild with her body movements, “Superman-1,” the original and then “Italian-Job,” original on TV till 04:00.












2008

JANUARY 2008

01/01/08 New Year’s Day:
Woke around 12:00-ish, dreaming again, rushed for a shower because the pressure was too good to miss out on, afterwards felt nice and fresh, was brushing my teeth when English Kenty called from the bars.
After wishing him a Happy New Year, he went on to tell me that a prisoner in B-Gallery Norwegian Hans wants to talk to me about designing jeans for singer, “50-Cent” and others celebrities around the world, of course I said, “yeah why not,” I’ve fucking missed to many opportunities with my drawing so now I’m just going to say yes to any offers I get, next time Brazilian Elliott comes to visit I’m going to tag along and use that as an excuse to meet up with Norwegian Hans.

02/01/08
Slept good last night, “Confere,” bread, and coffee, laid down tried to
go back to sleep but kept tossing and turning finally went for a shower. Came back ate my food then read through some more of this diary,
handing every fifty pages over to Belgium David who like everyone else
in here, says he’s enjoying it and says that it's a good read.
Drifted back off to sleep for a couple of hours, woke up and got some cake for later, showered again and then got a letter from American Shamus explaining some stuff about work and how business is going.
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Evening played Ludo with Nigerian Olu and didn’t win a game, looks like my luck has run out with it for a while; have to stick to games of skill like chess, chance is too risky for my blood.
Ate my food, showered again, water has been back on all day today, so
it was only off at Christmas and New Year’s as a present from the guards!
Writing this up watching the “Mummy-Returns” on TV, everyone is enjoying it and chilling peacefully.

03/01/08
Late last night had to do repairs on my bed again after the cord I used to fix it last time snapped on me, this time I went over the top with it so I’ll be impressed if it breaks anytime soon.
Slept nice all morning after “Confere,” South African Alex farting, shouting, laughing and rocking the bunk every time he moved was my only disturbance, got him back in the afternoon he wanted to rest but I wouldn’t let him kept poking and annoying him until he got up to get away from me.
Loads of people complaining of dry skin since the water was messed with, and many have come down with summer colds, those who bothered to go to the infirmary were lucky if they come back with Paracetamol, the prison hasn’t got anything its practically useless.
Re-reading this diary again just ahead of Belgium David who says he’s still enjoying it and can’t wait to read it all.
In the evening watched the movie “Signs” couldn’t sit comfy though it’s too hot and sticky, hungry day again, today’s food was shit sausage, I ate it in the afternoon.
They served stomach for dinner, that I had to pass on; I couldn’t eat it
if you paid me.
Started watching “Black-Rain” on TV in the early hours and then
showing Columbian Joseph some more exercises until about 03.30
It’s still hot in here as I write this up; my fan is blowing warm air on me. One last thing for today when I was talking to Italian Daniel about these journalists coming next week I gave him my six-page letter for them to look at, he told me that Italian Paulo Zenni and the other Italian in B- Gallery have also written a seven-page letter listing all the shit they have seen since they been arrested.
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04/01/08
“Confere,” bread, coffee then watched as the next group wash and clean the cell, tried to go back to sleep but couldn’t so went and showered, food was fish, Belgium David didn’t want his and I was hungry so ate his as well.
Afternoon wrote a list for the consulate to give to Brazilian Elliott to Fax over for me and then went out to speak to Norwegian Hans about him wanting to design jeans and other clothes for his business back home called Panama-Fashions, after he explained about what he wanted I agreed to join him and five others, two from England and to do a test run for him to give to his wife/girlfriend to pass on to the others, if they like them I become the designer for the company and away we go, nothing to lose.
After coming back in I cracked on and done a few designs fucking difficult without any magazines for inspiration.
Evening “Confere,” food was a nice beef steak, few showers, fucking hot, more designs, “Men-of-Honor” late night movie. Sleep time I’m fucking knackered!

05/01/08
Hot day again today, bread, coffee, back to sleep until food “schnitzel”,
showered then finished off the designs for Norwegian Hans.
For the rest of the day I watched W.W.E wrestling which has just started on SBT.
In the evening, torrential rains came and cooled everything off nicely.

06/01/08
Woke around midday, it’s still cool thanks to the rain, showered and spent the day trying to get someone to take the designs over to Norwegian Hans for me, in the end Brazilian Ninja the canteena done it for me.
Just before “Confere,” the designs came back with a message saying “he likes every single one of them” and could I do some more for tomorrow. So finished the evening doing more of them and I think they are getting better.

07/01/08
Loads of people coming down with coughs and colds, English Kenty was supposed to come and collect the designs for Norwegian Hans but I never saw him all day, ended up asking the functionario to let me go visit B-Gallery and was surprised when he said, “yes.”


When I got there I was greeted warmly by everyone, then went through the designs with Norwegian Hans, he’s impressed with my stuff and wants me to take the job as designer for his company, “Crazy-Jeans,” which are street styles as well as for “Panama-Fashions,” which are more evening wear and suits, he says at first it will be non-profit but full expenses, house, phone, bills, clothes, food etc. all paid for by the company, if the two English brothers (his partners) are interested then I get the job.
Also, spoke about other business and him helping me collect my money I’m owed for this job if they try getting out of it. All in all, it was very interesting. By the end of this month he wants me to move over there to make talking easier but I’m not sure if I want to go back to them cramped cells where after 18:00 you can’t walk or stretch so on that I’m not sure.
Anyway, came back and made a C.V and more designs for him, my best yet, then stayed up talking all night with South African James about this and that.

08/01/08
Turkish Mustafa took the last lot of designs over to Norwegian Hans for me ready for his visit from his wife/girlfriend later, now I just have to wait and see if the rest of the partners like them.
Slept on and off all day, woke, ate, showered, played Ludo, slept till 19:00 and then wrote this up for the last few days.
In the evening helped the young Romanian kid write a statement for the judge when he goes to court tomorrow, then watched “Death- Warrant” Jean Claude Van Damme and “American-Pie-3”.
Later was laughing and joking with Czech Mirek and Italian Daniel, Czech Mirek fooling around asking me to show him how to do a proper sleeper hold, as I was showing him he said, “use more force, do it properly,” I said, “go sleep,” he said, “go sleep?” like it wasn’t working, all of this was a maximum of five seconds and then he went limp, I thought he was messing around as it was so fast and he didn’t struggle, so I let him go only to have to quickly try to catch him and break his fall as he crashed to the floor, fully knocked out, full fifteen seconds, I got a bit worried, after slapping him conscious and standing him up he was still dazed saying, “what happened,” then he had to stagger quickly to the bathroom to go throw up and for a good twenty-minutes he was in there, after he was still white as a ghost and looking shocked and confused until finally he went for a shower to sort himself out, fucking big guy like him and he dropped


like a stone faster than anyone I ever done it on for real and I wasn’t even using 5% force, crazy, made me feel bad a bit, it’s so dangerous but I thought he’s a big guy, little force why not? Oops!

09/01/08
So today after “Confere,” bread and coffee didn’t come so I went back
to sleep only to keep waking up until finally I got up showered and shaved.
Brazilian Elliott came and called me to let me know he sent our faxes to the consulate, Turkish Mustafa and a few others have transferred to Gallery-B because the Brazilians who were in the “Custigo” cells have been transferred to another prison.
No sign of the British consulate or Pastor John, in the evening everyone getting into Big-Brother-Brazil-8 which started yesterday, I’ve made a few more designs other than that chilling evening.

10/01/08
“Confere,” bread, coffee, back to sleep only to be woke up by the guards banging and crashing around searching next doors cell, half hour later everyone in here was told to strip ready for a search, no flip-flops or shorts, nothing, everyone outside in the courtyard.
The guards tore our cell to pieces, fuck knows what they were searching for, they left us for an hour walking bare foot in the baking, hot, sun, my first time out in more than ten months.
We came back in to see the total mess and devastation they had made, letters, books, magazines ripped up everywhere, cushions, sheets disrespectfully thrown on the floor, bags ripped and torn apart, motherfuckers, there is no need for it at all, they treat us like shit.
Two-hours later prisoners were still sorting their belongings, I came in washed my feet and put my flip-flops on collected all my stuff off the floor putting it on my bed, went for a shower then sat tidying it all back up.
For the rest of the day everyone was depressed and/or in a bad mood, me included. After making some more designs I finally fell asleep.

11/01/08
Warm morning, going to be a hot day, bread, coffee, back to sleep, slept on and off, kept waking up to any little noise and had too many little dreams.
At 11:00 I finally got up and showered. Italian Daniels Journalists are here over in Gallery-B right now, the Director Marcelo came to tell



everyone to only tell the truth and to wear T-shirts and look presentable when they come here, this motherfucker is looking really nervous, ha!
When they came here the two guys took photos and videoed the three Italians from the cell in various poses as well as the nasty bathroom etc. I’ve got copies of these photos to this day.
I was asked to speak to them with Stretch but for no more than five minutes, then they had to go, anyone who spoke to them the old Director angrily went over to saying, “what’s your problem? We talk later,” he’s nervous too and so he should be.
Italian Daniele wisely said, “if he calls you, don’t say anything about the letter of complaint and the list of Human rights abuses, just act stupid and say you were curious about what was going on.”
Fuck that, I’m going to stand in front of the Director with a smile on my face and present him with a copy of the list and tell him “that’s,” what I told them, it’s all true, what’s the problem” fuck this asshole, give me more time, beat me, kill me, so what, it’s the truth and I’m sick of these dicks.

12/01/08
So yesterday I waited but the Director to call me but he never came back.
Today bread, coffee back to sleep but it was hot and so couldn’t sleep, watched this new Spanish guy almost roll off his top bunk in his sleep, a drop of about eight-feet, in the end a load of prisoners lifted the guy off and carried him to one of the lower spare beds, apparently, he took over eighteen-sleeping tablets, why, I don’t know but now he’s been out all day, apart from a few episodes of waking up and stumbling around until someone bothered to force him back to the bed.
Smelly fuck, then he shit himself about 01:00 in the morning, splattering it all over the floor in a long line, nice! I spent the day making designs for Norwegian Hans and chilling, nothing else to do.

13/01/08
Bread, coffee, sleep woke at 11:00-ish, showered, sent the designs to Norwegian Hans, got some cigarettes and papers off him, payment for now.
Afternoon food was no good “fesuada” hungry, made some more designs and then played Ludo with Belgium David.


Around 16:00 the other new Spanish guy in his late forties, really sick looking motherfucker, “he looks like the acid burned guy from Robocop,” decided he too wanted to shit his pants and bed stinking up the place hard, he had to go one better it seemed, as it dropped down his leg and all over the floor, he hobbled to the bathroom picking at his ass with his fingers until a large group of prisoners with long brooms ushered and pushed him to get in the shower and wash himself, the facinas were going crazy at him as they had to clean up after him, nice! Fucking place, fucking people ha!

14/01/08
Last night that Spanish guy went out of the cell only to come back late in the evening, today he was taking a shower when the functionario called him for a hospital trip, the dude just walked out naked, crazy fuck, he’s gone hospital now but for how long who knows, apparently, he has hepatitis C and D and AIDS, “talk about unlucky,” and this country forces us all in the same cell together, its fucking sick.
I tried going back to sleep after bread and coffee but couldn’t so woke up and made more designs, showered, ate my food and watched the day pass by.
No sign of the consulate yet again or Pastor John, I can’t wait to not have to rely on these assholes.

15/01/08
Bread, coffee, back to sleep, sleep on and off, restless, woke at 11:00 sent the latest designs to Norwegian Hans ready for his visit today, washed and showered, ate my food, hungry as fuck, went out to see Brazilian Elliott and find out if he collected any money from the consulate for me, he said he will go there tomorrow and see if they will give it to him,
While I was there the crazy psychologist lady asked to see me, she said, “she was bored sat doing nothing and wanted someone to talk to,” Ahhh shit, “nowhere to go and nowhere to run!”
That was intense, the rest of the day was uneventful, the two Holland guys Jacques and Michael having some sort of domestic between them, instead of keeping it to themselves they both going around to prisoners telling their sides of it and trying to get supporters, pathetic.

16/01/08
Long slow day, nothing to do, no paper to draw on, nothing to read,
no Pastor John, no consulate, “no nada.”


17/01/08
Bread, coffee, sleep, woke at 10:00 showered and stood at the gates daydreaming, chatted to English Kenty he reckons the Sub-Director told him that the consulate will be here today, “we’ll see.”
Consulate didn’t turn up for shit; motherfuckers don’t care about
looking after us properly.
Evening played cards with Columbian Alberto, Stretch and Belgium David, two decks Columbian rules, Alberto won, “I’ll get you next time Gadget, next time.”

18/01/08
Early night last night fell asleep at 01:00 woke at 07:00, “Confere,”
bread, coffee, cake left over from yesterday, shower.
Food was nasty, stinky, gone off fish which everybody sent back because it was so bad, now everyone is hungry.
Nine new “Gringo’s” sent here today, five in this cell taking us now up to sixty-two, more bunks have been sent over from the Brazilian cell and they are riddled with bed bugs and cockroaches.
Waited all day to go B-Cell but too much going on for the guards, Dicks! In the end sent a note to Norwegian Hans asking him to get me some cigarettes and he sent Brazilian Ninja with R$10 for me to buy four- packs, so now I’m O.K. on cigarettes for a few days.
In the evening, more confusion with the food, they only sent forty-two replacements for the morning food, Stretch, Belgium David and me all got ours and cooked it up into a big curry after “Confere.”
Evening played cards again, ended the night falling asleep watching
“Insomnia” movie on TV.

19/01/08
“Confere,” bread, coffee, back to sleep woke again at 13:30, showered; it’s another hot day again.
The day was pretty peaceful, but because there are a lot of bodies in
here it’s making it hotter and more cramped.
In the evening playing cards, when some commotion kicked off with Czech Mirek and new guy Tanata, apparently Tanata swept dirt under Czech Mirek's feet so they started to fight.
Nigerian Charlie entered it to break it up and ended up slapping Czech Mirek in anger for not listening to him, Czech Mirek was smart enough to not retaliate, but after I could see he was brewing over the humiliation of


being slapped by Nigerian Charlie when he was in the right, so I told him to go and speak to Nigerian Charlie when they both calmed down and explain what happened and if Nigerian Charlie was in the wrong then he is man enough to say sorry, “which is exactly what happened later on.”
In the night watched “Assassins” movie on TV and fell asleep around
01:00.

20/01/08
Bread, coffee, cigarette, Columbian Alberto came over shouting and screaming at South African Alex for making noise and waking him at 03:00 in the morning.
Stretch, South African Alex and Nigerian Ike (Carlton) were laughing and joking in the shower last night and the echo woke people up, they were told off last night and now there is talk from Columbian Alberto and Nigerian Charlie about kicking South African Alex out because he just doesn’t shut up and has been told too many times and don’t listen.
As usual Stretch is in there with him and I’m not sure if the cell is talking about kicking him out as well, the others won’t share that info with me because they know I’m close with Stretch.
Rest of the day was quiet, cold and raining, played Ludo and cards to pass the time.

21/01/08
Long slow, cold, wet day, bread, coffee, back under my blanket, tissue in my ears to block out the loud Angolans who talk to each other at full volume from the moment they wake up till the moment they go sleep.
This little fat Brazilian guard who always gives people shit, fucked South African Alex around with a phone call from his family today, the guard woke him up telling him someone called for him, three-times and if he could guess who it was he would let him out, and of course, he didn’t know who it was, so three-times the family member was hung up on, why, because the guard is a fucking little prick.
Played some cards, had functionario’s rush in here three-times today thinking people were smoking weed in the toilets and three-times they left looking stupid, one time they came with Director Marcello who remembered me asking to speak to Norwegian Hans on Friday and let me go see him now for twenty-minutes.
Norwegian Hans said his friends loved my stuff and I got the job with them, keep making the designs and all is cool for when I get out.



Evening more cards and Ludo, fuckin hungry, no consulate again,
taking the piss, “headache!”

22/01/08
Last night I took a sleeping tablet and a paracetamol for my headache, only to wake up about 02:00 because Stretch and Paraguay Milciades were having a punch up underneath me over Stretch and Belgium David disturbing Paraguay Milciades sleep when they were playing cards.
Paraguay Milciades is a two faced, pre-Madonna who needs a good beating, by the time I got out of bed to assist Stretch it was all over and done with.
This morning bread, coffee, back to sleep, cold morning, apparently, Paraguay Milciades, Bolivian Ceaser, Columbian Alberto and the rest of their little group of bastards grassed up Stretch to the Functionario’s trying to get him kicked out of the cell, “What cunts.”
I was just waking up when Brazilian Cantona one of the ex – police prisoners told me to wake Stretch up so he could speak to him quickly, after they finished chatting Stretch came back saying that Brazilian Cantona has tipped him off and told him to take a shower and pack his shit because later on he’s going to be set free.
It was true as well, Murrilo from the consulate came to take him to the Federal police station to sign out, he was then being taken to a hotel paid for by his dad until next Monday when’s he’s flying out of here, lucky fucker.
Murrilo brought English Kenty, Nigerian Olu’s and me our moneys but he could only give R$100 each, money is down, economic problems worldwide, quick conversation and back in quick so as not to make the goodbyes with Stretch too long, gave him a letter to give to my family and that’s that, now he’s got a nice week in Copacabana.
I came back divided up his belongings to the prisoners as Stretch instructed, then helped Belgium David set up his bed with Stretch’s old fan etc.
I’ve now got and old Peru on each side of me, one is going this week and then South African James will be moving up here.
Everyone keeps saying to me not to worry I’ll be going soon as well, two or three-weeks, minimum, if not no problem I’ve only got six-months, MAXIMUM.



Played cards with Nigerian Olu and Belgium David, when out of nowhere I got a blinding headache and numbness causing me to have to stop playing and lay down to sleep.

23/01/08
Bread and coffee went untouched, I just wanted to rest up as best I could before Pastor John came. At 11:00ish when he got here I was feeling better and sat in the group English Kenty, South Africans Alex, James, Nigerian Olu, Columbian Alberto and me.
The English never received our money from the consulate; I didn’t get any money from home either, so now anyone one I owe money to can wait.
While we were there the Public defender called me out to explain that I’ve won a six months’ reduction on my sentence, one of my appeals worked and technically I’m a free man, waiting for someone to finish off the paperwork and then I’m 100% free. Great, but I’m still in here.
Loads of prisoners wishing me all the best, Stretch has got permission to call me on Friday at 14:00
When we come back to the cell here loads of prisoners being moved to Gallery-A (A and B changed yesterday), many good people going, said my goodbyes, changed details, said hello again to people like English Kenty, Spanish Domingo, Turkish Mustafa who moved here (people with sentence are here, those without are there)
Played some cards in the evening and started a new book from Pastor John.

24/01/08
Strange dreams on and off all night, going to write a letter to American
Shamus and the others let them know what’s happening here.
Ka-Boom! Today was such a nice day and then the bomb dropped, announcement from the Director, all “gringo’s,” who have been sentenced are to be transferred back to Esmereldina Bandeira today!
A massive roar of a cheer went up and the shamed Directors face turned into anger and confusion then exploded in pure rage as he finally had to face the fact that he lost the fight to keep us there anymore.
He came in the cell huffing and puffing and barking orders to shut up but we knew and he knew that he had lost his bite, he was just going through the motions because he is too stupid to know what else to do!


Fucking lovely day, couldn’t even be spoiled by the overcrowding of the S.O.E transporter coach or the guards searching and turning your stuff over, even another time in handcuffs couldn’t spoil how good it felt to be out of that nightmare place.
Helped Columbian Luchio off the bus with all his bags, tiring work as we were escorted around to Cell-B-7, right opposite our old Cell-B-8.
Cell-B-7 was trashed, and we trashed it more, trying to get the dirty, peeling walls back to the original concrete so we could start rebuilding the place as quickly as possible.
In the evening after got my bed space sorted out enough for the first night, sorted out a shower, a spliff and some juice then played Ludo with Nigerian Olu.
Went around person to person to be sociable and see how everyone settling in, chilled smoking myself to sleep watched the next generation getting wasted in Brazil.

25/01/08
Woke early, Nigerian Ike told me he saw Holland Michael looking through my stuff, probably what woke me up.
After “Confere,” loads of prisoners we knew from before are still here and came looking through the locked gate at us, Brazilian BC my tattooist mate, the Chinese friends of Stretch and loads of others, mental place, the prisoners from Bangu-8 that came with me are already getting mashed on the drugs and alcohol here.
Holland Michael is the worst one so far sniffing, smoking, drinking his way straight to Oblivion, he’s wired and tired, ranting and raving like a lunatic, Columbian Luchio was going to beat him up for breaking his bed, Spanish Domingo was going to hit him because he was sick of listening to him carrying on, as well as a few others who wanted to beat the paranoid fool, he was well cooked in his chemical stew.
All day I tried calling the consulate to get the phone number for Stretch’s hotel but they never answered. I even blagged my way to see Safu the Sub-Director, “he was the guard who busted me smoking a joint in here before, now he’s been promoted,” and got him to try the consulate for me.
While I was there I got to chat to two prisoners who I knew before and they said that Safu is a good Sub-Director and the new Director here is pretty cool as well, everybody is pretty happy here doing their time, there is still some shit guards, there always will be but all in all, here is chilling.


Sub-Director Safu kindly went and checked my process on the computer and see that I was free on the system, told me take it easy, no worries, any day now, you’re out of here.
As I came back to Cell-B-7 I was stopped by everybody from before wanting to chat and catch up on our stories, I was pretty lost in thought all evening reminiscing on the good times I had here, now it’s nearly over and I’m sat watching the next generation finding their feet in the place.

26/01/08
Woke before “Confere,” returning to the noises in this place, went toilet, then laid on the bed daydreaming, in and out of sleep until “Confere.”
People are rushing around looking for Volunteers to help carry the huge pile of rubbish that has been sitting in the bathroom growing slowly bigger since we got here. I lay on my bed keeping out the way and let them get on with it.
Then the little whistling Peru asshole started shouting for attention up and down the corridor and ended with him and Peruvian Maradona grappling on the floor fighting each other, “HA!”
Loads of little gripes are going to come out here that have been
building up all year. “All good fun.”
In the evening played Ludo with Belgium David, then chess against Polish Alex 2-1 him, I forgot how good he was, had a long-awaited rematch battle between Spanish Juan and me at Ludo.
Smoking joints and taking it easy, hanging and staying cool with everybody, waiting to be called out of this place at any moment is a reoccurring thought with everything I do.

27/01/08
Fell asleep mediating for a second night in a row, when I woke up I was still cross legged, laid down backwards, hands over heart, cold and stiff but otherwise tranquil.
Tanata on the bed next to me praying to Allah is sending me off on a nice tangent, all is good.
Tomorrow the guards will open the cell door and the “gringo’s” will be free to mix with the general population, new people to meet and old friends to greet.
Selling up my things to reduce my stuff down to a bare minimum and to give back borrowed money to those who I owe (R$100), I have R$80



of it anyway, other than that slow day locked up, checking addresses, messages etc. to stay in touch.

28/01/08
Spent all morning going through an induction given by social services, smoking, eating, playing, chess, Ludo, cards and dharma, anything to stay occupied.

29/01/08
Nigerian Olu and English Kenty both called the consulate Pastor John is supposed to be on his way here tomorrow. Played table tennis, been a long time, rusty as fuck but still play good.

30/01/08
Time is flying at an extremely fast rate.

31/01/08
I’m here in body but not in spirit, yesterday I was called up to the office and was allowed to speak to the consulate, who tell me again, any day now I can expect to go free, while I was there I got talking to this beautiful coffee coloured Brazilian girl Michelle who speaks English and has lived in the USA, “I can’t wait to be free.”
Today when English Kenty, Nigerian Olu and me went to see Pastor John, she was there again, smiling away at me as we approached and the others noticed and started taking the piss, all the time I was sat with Pastor John she kept catching my eye, if I see her again today I’m going to get her number and try take her for a drink when I’m free.
FEBRUARY 2008 01/02/08
Smoking weed every day, everyone is trying to get me stoned before I go home, Manfred an old Australian junkie, “a chemical soldier constantly doing battle,” Czech Mirek, Norwegian Hans, Turkish Mustafa, Nigerian Olu, Belgium David, South African Alex, German Daniel as well as loads of old Brazilians friends are all keeping the joints flowing for me, “strange days.”


Today the cold weather has finally broken and it’s a nice sunny day going to go and catch some rays in the courtyard today, try and get some colour on this lily-white body of mine.
American Billy and Norwegian Hans came back from “Gabinete” saying that, “they going to let you go, a call came when we were there and a taxi is on the way to take you to a hotel, congratulations you’re a free man.”
I said thank you, and just carried on playing table tennis and exercising, after evening “Confere,” and finally sleep looks like I’m staying a bit longer.

02/02/08
Sun bathing again to start the day, table tennis, exercising, walking, smoking joints and chilling.
At “Confere,” temperature dropped, clouds rolled over the hills, Ludo, and chess with Polish Alex.

03/02/08
Went to go see my old Brazilian friend BC to let him finish off my dragon tattoo he started over one-year ago, took him all day to do, taking his time doing a good job, I’ve made many designs for him, got him many customers and improved his art and he is probably the only Brazilian I would call my friend, he made the whole tattoo for me free.
All day been having pain in my arm from pulling a muscle training, fucking body is weak, pain in my ear as well from a cold, loads of other little knocks, nicks and scrapes, looks a mess.
In the evening played Ludo and chess, smoked some joints and was just going to sleep because there was nothing but carnival on the TV when Czech Mirek woke me asking me to come and calm Norwegian Hans down.
From out of nowhere he had gone paranoid and a little unreasonable holding a knife and squatting up on Mirek’s bed screaming wildly, “he doesn’t want any problems or he will kill himself,” after about half hour of me and Nigerian Joseph talking him down he finally said, “sorry I don’t know what I’m thinking, everything is getting to me I just want to be left on my own so nobody can hurt me.” I said “OK, just go to sleep,” and he sat there still longer than I could stay awake. “Nutter.”



04/02/08
After “Confere,” lay resting, had a few people come smoke joints with me, today I have no money and no debts, nothing, no cigarettes, “no nada”!
Spent the day playing cards with Belgium David, Norwegian Hans went A.W.O.L all morning, turned out he went to ask the functionario to put him in solitary, only to find out there wasn’t any solitary anymore, he said he just sat next to the guard and shut down.
It took Italian Paulo and German Daniel to persuade him to come back inside after about four hours sat in the rain, it then took Turkish Mustafa to get him back to the cell and talk him back to a relatively normal fashion – ish, the rest of the day he just looked completely lost and confused, when I go speak with him to see if he’s alright he speaks normal for a few seconds then drifts off into his own little world.
One of the prisoners who works up front come to tell me that the British consulate were on the phone to the prison checking up on my shit, “they can work?” soon free!
Had smoke with two Brazilian friends who both wished me all the best and telling me they will miss me and remember the crazy tall English guy they met in prison, made me feel good and sad at the same time, I’ve made some good friends here that I will never see again.
After evening “Confere,” played chess with Polish Alex and then floated between different groups of people, ended the night chatting with Norwegian Hans and watching carnival on TV.

05/02/08
Another long day waiting to be released from this fucking place, getting in is easy, getting outs a lot more difficult, even carnival is holding me up everything closed for holiday.

06/02/08
Last day of carnival but the holiday keeps on going and they made me miss it again.

07/02/08
It’s six days since I had any money, I’ve been more stoned and had more of a good time on everyone’s else’s money than I’ve had on mine for a long time.


Helped South African James set up dealing weed, showed him the right people and right way to do things and got a free smoke out of it.
Helped Mustafa organise to get a tattoo from Brazilian BC and got free cigarettes for it.
Helped Norwegian Hans organise to receive his money through a Brazilian friend I trust and he give me R$10 for helping him out, German Manfred keeps buying weed but can’t roll so he gets me to do it for him.

08/02/08
Woke up at “Confere,” again, washed by throwing water over my body from the trough in the bathroom and went and played table tennis, worked out a little, smoked with my two Brazilian friends Reginaldo and Xandrew all morning.
Food was horse meat and rice and beans, no meat for me, rest of the day running around doing favors for people.
Norwegian Hans got his money from his woman, it come through my guy Brazilian Elliott from Cell-3, so now he is more calm and easy after paying off his debts and reducing his stress, but now he has bigger problems as Polish Alex the shark is whispering in his ear, “worm tongue,” and persuading him to bring in R$2000, Polish Alex is a cheeky fuck as always, if you don’t watch him he’ll get you, he can’t help it. He doesn’t do it to me but loves telling me when he does it to others, he’s a shark.
South African James is doing well selling the weed, everybody happy, except Nigerians Charlie and Olu strangely.

09/02/08
Went and played table tennis straight after “Confere,” and played well
all day.
Been smoking weed with everyone and anyone, all day.
Norwegian Hans went on visit and spoke with his woman, I have to call her straight away to organise to collect my pictures and look at a few things for the crazy jeans project, Norwegian Hans was also stopped from bringing in pens and paper, magazines and newspapers as well as a few other things that should be allowed in, racism and idiot rules.
Rest of the day was pretty boring, Nigerian Juma has moved to the bed next to me so that the new phone he’s just brought has better signal, he said I can send a text next time he gets credit so I can text my dad.
Joints, table tennis, exercising, playing Ludo and cards and any of the rest of the day to day shit in here is completely meaningless to me anymore



as I sit waiting for my freedom, taking a lot of effort and energy to stay interested in what’s going on around me and not just sit down, slump over and drift off into space like a vegetable.
It’s psychological torture or psychological warfare that I refuse to bow down to, no matter what they throw at me I know inside that it doesn’t even make a scratch on my psyche, I am stronger. I won’t be broken like so many others before me, I’m untouchable.

10/02/08
Been attacked by ants of various sizes, so much for untouchable.
Played table tennis, chatted, smoked and chilling.

11/02/08
After “Confere,” bread, coffee, shower went and hassled the functionario’s to let me go to “classification” and find out what’s happening, the boss there said they are waiting for two pieces of paper before they can let me go, one-from VEP and one-from Federal.
Came back and called Murillo using Nigerian Juma's phone (he reckons R$10 for 1.06 min went off his credit) Murrilo says that February 1st my “Al-Vera” was posted on internet by VEP saying let me go but hasn’t been sent in writing to here yet and that is what I’m waiting for, he says Friday he was expecting me out and booked a hotel and taxi but the paper didn’t come and I stayed in prison with my ticket booked for Monday – today, now cancelled and rebooked for Wednesday, if not Wednesday – next Monday or Wednesday and so on, fucking unbelievable, technically I am free since February 1st, still have to expect to go anytime.
Nigerian Olu shaved my head for me and freshened me up a little. Spent the rest of the day chilling, playing table tennis and watching every “senya” that came through the door.
Swapped a shirt with South African James for five-balls of weed. Norwegian Hans got some more money come through my mate Brazilian Elliott in Cell-3, he’s well happy with the contact I gave him there, gave me another R$10 for helping him out, normally I wouldn’t take it but everyone here is helping me out with money, cigarettes, weed, food and I need it.
Norwegian Hans found out Czech Mirek has been stealing money from him by taking money Norwegian Hans give him to pay for things and then taking the things on credit and spending the money himself,


stupid, sly, little bastard has lost all respect I had for him, taking advantage of people’s generosity is well uncool.
This evening played chess with German Daniel, I won 4-2, no challenge, only Polish Alex gives me problems in here.
Hot sweaty night, fifty-two-people in the cell and the guards haven’t gotten around to giving back our ventilators yet and so were suffering in the heat.

12/02/08
Woke up early, after “Confere,” went to play table tennis and was called back because a “senya” came for me to go to “Seguranca” and finally sign out of this place, you would think that I would run but instead I took my time washed, changed and gave away all my stuff, said my goodbyes and walked out to wait by the main gate with Nigerian Ike who is being transferred to Agua Santa.
While waiting got chatting to the Irish Pastor John he wished me all the best and asked me to write to him and let him know I’m ok, an hour later he came back and slipped me R$30 and told me to have a good time on him when I get out, cool guy, I’ll miss him, he looks like a fool but he was well clued up.
Around 13:00 things started moving, finger prints, checks and signatures, now sat in the shade next to the gate waiting for the consulate to come and pick me up.
Writing this up quickly and watching people coming and going, strange feeling to know that this is nearly over and that I probably won’t see them or this place again, I remember the first day walking in here.
Beautiful blue sky, few clouds, little bit warm all is good.
Once Murrilo came we signed some more papers and then walked to the main gate, a small door was opened, I followed after Murrilo stepping through, the loud clang as it closed behind us made me want to run at top speed, instead I followed Murrilo up a short road, under a red and white barrier and out of the prison into a waiting taxi.
We drove in relative silence down town to the shitty, bullet holed, Federal police headquarters, where I had to make more photos and hopefully my last fingerprints.
Around 16:30 we set off for the hotel, after Murrilo checked me in he left, I was nearly free, it felt alien to me, I went up to my room and didn’t know what to do, I turned on the TV for something to do, MTV came on, this was the first time I had been on my own for nearly four-years,



then I remembered the mini bar, a Skoll beer all in one and some chocolate, then I remembered hot water and a sit-down toilet.
I don’t know how many hours I was in there for but I felt a million dollars, the hot, power shower had washed the stink of prison off me once and for all.
Next I hit the mini bar again and drunk another Skoll beer, then I thought I needed to go out, I went out for a long walk, a look around and to smoke a massive joint I had saved from in prison.
In the late evening went to an internet cafe and opened a new Hotmail account, brought a new bag, went to McDonalds, back to the hotel and felt a bit lost if I’m honest.
Went out for another walk and I met three-guys from Sao Paulo who wanted directions and didn’t believe me when I told them, “I have no idea, I had just been released from prison,” they wanted details, I ended up going for dinner with them, entertaining them and making them laugh with my prison stories, they wouldn’t take any money off me, after too many beers I started to feel bloated excusing myself by 23:30 and went back to the hotel to go for a massive shit.

13/02/08
Had the hotel wake me up at 06:00, No “Confere,” was wicked, washed myself and went to breakfast, checked my e-mails and then walked to the consulate to fill in my new passport forms, Murillo took me to make the photo at a shop around the corner after he had given me my money from my family.
Murrilo is making the passport now as I sit and write this up quick, I’ve just been given some of my old clothes back, Pastor John has my other bag with my suit and shoes and is out of town but he says he will post them to me. Now just waiting for Murrilo to take me in a taxi on the long journey to the airport
It’s 13:00 and I’m sat on a couch at the Federal office in the airport waiting for my flight, my movements are restricted until I go, I just treated Murrilo and me to lunch in the airport cafe and now he has gone back to the consulate his job is done, never to be seen again.
I just have to sit and be a good boy for three and a half hours, not allowed a cigarette until 07:00 U. K time tomorrow.
When it was time to board the plane, I was escorted to the boarding ramp under armed guard, the Federal police gave my passport and tickets


to the disgusted looking stewardesses who begrudgingly showed me to my seat.
An old Irish Stewardess took a shine to me, telling me to ignore the other bitches and kept topping my glass up with malt whiskey she was nicking from first class, she said just raise your hand and I’ll keep it topped up, at some stage it kicked in and I passed out in my seat.
When I went to the bathroom and see my eyes in the mirror they were red and bloodshot and I looked ruff.
Looking out the window was bright and clear but as we approached the coast of England we were lost in a thick wall of dark grey clouds.

14/02/08
We landed at Heathrow and after the usual rig moral of check in, I went through looking in the crowds for Stretch, my dad and my brothers, they were nowhere to be seen after looking everywhere and not seeing them my heart started pumping and my brain started racing, then POW! I saw my dad’s eyes and smiling face just three feet in front of me, then slowly I began to make out my brothers and Stretch stood next to him, they had been there all along waiting for me to recognise them.
After handshakes and big hugs, we were walking out and catching up when we stepped outside the last set of doors and for the first time in three years six months and three weeks I knew what it felt like to be…. “Freezing Cold, I mean “FREE!”






















THE END












EPILOGUE

My dad, drove my brothers, Stretch and me home with a stop off to go and see my Grandad and then to was Off-License.
Stretch was living at my dad’s and it was back there that all my friends and family started coming to welcome me back, it wasn’t so much as a party but boy did it get messy.
I spent the next three days being tested on my stamina for drink and drugs until I passed out in a bath around a friend’s house. In the morning, they told me I tried to piss in my mate’s porch and it was only Stretch talking to me in Portuguese that stopped me doing it, my brother showed me a video of me passed out on a couch and everyone messing with me.
After that I went to Prisoners Abroad followed the advice of the staff got myself sorted for money and housing, quit all hard-core drugs once and for all, drink maybe four times a year if that, I still smoke weed and cigarettes on and off but everyone’s got to have a vice, no one’s perfect. Settling down and having my son grounded me in reality, I now have new purpose and new direction.
I wrote up this journal, learned some new skill sets and now live in a nice house with my family living a simple life with simple pleasures, but for me it’s the best, I wouldn’t change it for the world.
I created Zootkilo, a non-profit organisation devoted to steering people away from drugs. You can find discussions on the most common recreational drugs and look at some of the reasons why people use them, along with the warning signs of drug abuse to look out for.
http://zootkiloorganisation.yolasite.com/


I also became an artist creating realistic & beautiful visual pieces. Memories, Photo's, Concepts anything you can imagine - drawn, painted, carved or burnt.
http://www.justinsart.co.uk/

Stretch shagged his way around Rio after he was released, flew back to England and stayed with my dad for a few months, while he was there him and my brother got arrested for driving offences, he had a few more arrests for smoking offences and then out the blue he settled down, learned his lesson and works regular jobs while living with his girlfriend, her sons and their baby daughter. We see each other at Christmas and birthdays and keep in touch on the phone.
Nigerian Olu got with English Davina after writing to each other and eventually meeting at Pastor Richards place after they were released from prison around the same time, they have since moved into together, live in London, work regular jobs have a daughter and own a Rottweiler dog. We see each other at Christmas and birthdays and keep in touch on the phone. French Goran returned to France, I visited him for a few days and won the chess battle at the top of the Eiffel Tower in the freezing wind and snow, we had a great time partying in Paris and meeting his friends and family, another time I heard from him he was back to his old ways and had just come back out after being in a French prison for some minor offence, finally he was off to cause trouble in Serbia last time I spoke to
him on the phone
Polish Ads kept trying to get in touch but I had to ignore the phone calls and stay out the foolishness he is doing.

English Kenty done his sentence and moved to wales with his wife, last I heard he was seriously ill still.
English Bournemouth Pinky went on to shaft the Pastor’s sister, sell property in Spain and was last seen buying and selling business in Bulgaria and earning mega money.
American Shamus e-mailed me when he got out saying how he was hanging around in Rio and give him six months and he will be back in the game. Since then I never heard from him and don’t have a clue what happened to him.

American John Edward Alite a.k.a. "Johnny Alletto" Following extradition from Brazil in 2006, he was convicted in Tampa, FL of several


counts of murder conspiracy, racketeering and other charges stemming from allegedly heading a unit of the Gambino organization in Florida and was sentenced in 2011 to 10 years in prison (of which he had already served six). He was a prosecution witness against former associates, including Gotti and Charles Carneglia, in wide-ranging racketeering trials. John Alite has decided to tell his story.
A book about his life - GOTTI’S RULES. The past is the past, and there’s	nothing	any	of	us	can	do	to	change	that. https://www.amazon.co.uk/Gottis-Rules-Junior-Demise- American/dp/0062346873

However today, after more than thirty-years on the Streets, and fifteen- years in prison, John is a changed man who no longer resembles his former self. Now, he is a speaker, a mentor and a teacher who helps at-risk youth, victims of bullying, and anyone that can benefit from his powerful, simple message – that the Streets are a dead end, and a waste of life.
http://www.johnalite.com/
He was always nice to me and we had some good talks, he gave us good advice, he has a big heart, he was cooler than cool.
Pastors Richard and John continue their mission helping the people of Brazil and the prisoners it keeps there.






