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The Art of Prison: BBC Radio Ulster’s 
Arts Extra visits Magilligan 

 
In an Arts Extra special, Marie-Louise Muir visited HMP 
Magilligan to find out how art can help rehabilitate 
prisoners and to explore the creativity that exists within 
prison walls. First broadcast on Monday 25 November 
2013, we are grateful to BBC Radio Ulster for supplying 
the library at HMP Magilligan with a recording of the 
programme which is now available to all residents. 

 

...Turn to page 12 

A Prison Arts Foundation Publication 

Now let me begin with a simple, yet quite significant, 

piece of information that you must know to fully 

comprehend my situation. I am a bull. A fully-horned, nose

-ringed, red-hating bull. Although the red hating is more a 

stereotype, bulls are quite colour blind. But, I digress. If it 

makes it any easier for you to read my story, you may 

imagine that I sound quite like Stephen Fry. I guess, one 

might say, I am a hornier version of Stephen Fry. 

◘You must be wondering why I, a bull, am talking to you as the 

narrator of this story. Well it is about me and the predicament I 

have found myself in. I happened to have wandered into my 

owner’s house, the gate to my field was open, as was the door to 

his house. He is an elderly gentleman and is getting quite 

forgetful, the poor thing. In I sauntered to the house: his wife 

saw me and screamed, which gave me quite the fright and I did 

the natural thing and ran away from the awful screeching. I 

wasn’t thinking about where I was going and happened to have 

run upstairs, and this is where I have become stuck. 

◘Little known fact about bulls and cows: we can go up stairs, 

quite easily in fact, but we have a bit more difficulty making our 

way down them. It has something to do with the way our legs are 

designed and how we have difficulty gripping anything with our 

hooves. I don’t know the specifics myself but 

that is the gist of it and it gives you a fair idea of 

why I am up here and why I cannot leave. 

◘Although, looking around, I do not think I want 

to come down. I seem to be quite enjoying being 

this high. There is a window beside me and I can 

see outside for miles and miles. I can see fields I have never 

seen before. Animals that I did not know the farmer had. Most 

of all I can see the cows from here and that is not a bad thing, 

I can tell you that. Not only that, but it is warm up here, much 

warmer than what it is outside and I like it. You cannot begin 

to imagine what it is like, outside with the wind blowing a gale 

and the icy shrapnel known as rain, pounding into your face or 

side. Yes, I may be a larger creature with thicker skin, but it is 

still bloody well freezing. But in here, oh my, in here it is like a 

paradise. Heat, comfort, soft things to walk on. And it’s clean, 

it is so clean. It may sound abnormal that I, an outdoor 

animal, can appreciate cleanliness, but I do. I loathe mud and 

dirt. It’s full of bugs and insects and all sort of undesirables. 

 You made me an outdoor animal; I had no choice in the 

matter. 

 
...continued on page 16 

FFeatureeature   

*Bull’s Head, 

Pablo Picasso 

People say the 

funniest 

things...pg3 
Wildlife Watch pg 23 See pages 10 — 11 for more Gallery work 

Thumbs up for the  

P.A.F. Art Class! 

 Visit to 
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Proof Reading 

Other Contributors 

Contributors  

●One of the things that pleasantly surprised 

me most about the microcosmic society that is 

Magilligan when I first started working here 

was the apparent tolerance of most residents 

towards fellow prisoners, irrespective, often, of 

misdemeanour or political bent.  So it was with 

disappointment that I heard about one of the 

ugliest forms of intolerance – namely racism 

towards foreign national prisoners – which, it 

would seem, takes place right here on a 

regular basis. 

●It’s not my place to preach, and this isn’t my 

soapbox, (as mere editor I don’t even have 

access to TIME IN’s ‘Rant‘Rant‘Rant!!!’ ’ ’ column, pg 20), 

but in the week that saw the whole planet 

grieve for Nelson Mandela, (possibly the 

world’s most famous ex-prisoner and greatest 

champion for equality for all men – and 

women), I think it’s relevant to mention 

something that happened to me. 

●My debut novel, Harmattan, takes as its 

subject matter the huge global problem of 

child marriage, and through this work and in 

my role as ambassador for the UK NGO 

FORWARD, I recently attended a conference in 

Tanzania as a speaker. On the final evening of 

the conference, after a fairly gruelling week, 

delegates were entertained by locals as only 

Africans know how. Refreshment and music 

was provided at a beautiful beach location, 

and as I stood chatting to a group of powerful 

and intelligent people from all over the world, 

a gate-crasher walked up to me (I was the only 

white person in this group) and called me 

‘milkman’ to my face. I was so surprised that I 

just laughed, but my fellow delegates were 

enraged and admonished the man for what 

they perceived to be blatant racism. Although I 

wasn’t bothered by this cultural faux-pas and 

show of ignorance, with hindsight my fellow 

delegates were right not to let the comment go 

unchallenged. Racism, intolerance of any kind, 

is ugly, whether presented as a threat or as a 

‘joke’. 

●Tolerance, empathy, understanding, 

forgiveness are just some of the foundation 

blocks upon which Madiba and his associates 

built the new, still far from perfect, South 

Africa. These are virtues which we would all do 

well to strive towards, whichever side of the 

fence we happen to be on. Indeed, in its use of 

the arts in ‘rehabilitation’, the Prison Arts 

Foundation’s work attempts to embrace just 

such an approach. It is important that our 

work (and all education on offer) is accessible 

by all prisoners here and that the ‘long walk’ 

up and down the phase in order to attend 

creative classes is just that; a walk – rather 

than an endurance test. 

●Like it or not, Magilligan is a microcosm of 

the wider world; a miniature ‘Rainbow Nation’, 

rich in diversity. The heart is what matters, not 

the form in which it is encased. 

RIP Nelson Mandela. 

 

Gavin Weston 

 

Nelson 

Mandela 

1918 - 2013 

2014 

Everyone’s 
a winner 
with the Six Book Challenge 

The annual Six Book Challenge 

invites people to pick six reads 

(not just books but poems, 

articles, even digital games can 

count) and record their reading 

in a diary to get a certificate.  It 

also encourages them to go 

online to share their reading 

choices and look for their next 

read. For more information contact the Prison Library 

SIX BOOK 
CHALLENGE  
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Letters 

People say the strangest things 

People say the strangest 

things. When people ask if you 

are “all right,” do they expect 

your entire body to be slanted 

to one side?  

Or are they asking regarding 

your political disposition? “Yes, 

I am an ultra conservative” or 

“no, I lean to the socialist left!” I 

generally tend to say that I’m a 

bit left, which often gets some 

strange looks. Perhaps asking 

someone if they’re all right after 

they’ve had a serious stroke is 

not the best thing to ask. 

Then there are regional 

sayings which seem even odder 

to me as I hail from another 

part of the world. “What about 

ye?” 

What about you? What the 

F***  ? 

“F***   up?” 

Are you asking me if I have 

F***ed up? Well, I am in prison 

so it’s safe to assume that I 

have somewhere along the line. 

“You F***   up!” 

Well, yea, I’m agreeing with you, 

I suppose I am a F***     up. 

And cue a smack in the face. 

For some reason two words 

are omitted from the sentence 

prior to the words “F***   ” and 

“up,” namely “shut” and “the.” 

This must make it difficult to 

communicate with someone 

who has F***  ed up when they 

won’t shut the F***  up. “F*** 

up, F***   Up!!” 

Certain ly there are 

o t h e r sayings that 

would make me feel like I was 

at an air show (straight over my 

head). Yet such sayings are 

p e r f e c t l y  n o r m a l  a n d 

understood in context over 

here. If I said “aye up, cock” to 

someone over here I would 

most likely acquire a black eye. 

“Has tha got time on tha’s, 

cock?” No. I wear my watch on 

my wrist, unless I am returning 

from holiday in Thailand in 

which case I may well have an 

extra fake Rolex attached down 

there as well as the many 

others running up both arms.  

Geezer is another 

strange word, not 

to be confused 

w i t h  g e y s e r , 

although both are 

pronounced the same. 

Describing someone as a huge 

spout of water originating from 

deep underground would be 

strange. Granted, the term 

originated from the south of 

England, but it has permeated 

its way throughout the country 

and now seems to refer to 

anyone who is a bit “wooo” or a 

bit “waay.” Even though I’m 

from the north of England, it’s 

hard not to say geezer without a 

cockney (or cock en knee) 

accent. 

The north of England has many 

regional dialects whereas the 

south tends to be either cock en 

knee or scrumpy jack (“alright 

Dear Gavin,  

I have read the Belfast Telegraph 

article re: TIME IN . It isn't great is it?  I mean, it 

is not well constructed, it has no core meaning, 

etcetera.  

It's just a one thing after the next summary of 

Time In's contents with a bit of add on silly stuff 

about jail being a place where men sit around at 

public expense doing nothing.  I think two things 

as a result of reading this:  

 
1) You tell your newsroom staff that they write 

much more fluently and elegantly than Mr Little  

(and it is true), and 

 

2) that we (you, me, PAF) find some way to get into print (in a 

serious publication) why art in jail matters and what it 

achieves and the curious fact that art making in jail is the 

purest variety because it 

doesn't involve 

money.  It really is done 

for love. 
 

 
 

VBW Carlo Gebler 
Writer in Residence 
HMP Maghaberry 

moi lurverly, get orf moi laaand”). There are minor 

variations, but they’re mostly either geezers or 

farmers, with the odd toff  posh person thrown in for 

good measure. Oop North there are a 

plethora of accents that change from 

one county to the next. Some counties 

even have a range of accents within 

them.  

In Lancashire, R’s and whatever letter precedes 

them are over pronounced and vowel sounds tend to 

be rolled off the tongue, particularly if they occur 

before R. The Cumbrian accent is similar but not as 

heavy on the R sounds. Manchester folk sound like 

they have a wasp stuck in their noses (buzzing, man, 

buzzing!!) Liverpudlians (or scousers, as they are more 

commonly known) talk from the back of their throats 

and have some sayings that I can’t even comprehend 

(nodding and smiling is usually the best approach, 

even if it means handing over your car keys). In 

Yorkshire, the word “to” is often shortened to “t’” and 

“the” is completely removed from sentences. “I’m 

going to the pub” would translate into “I’m off 

t’ pub.” It’s actually a far more efficient way of 

communicating as it requires fewer words to 

get the point across.  

GF 

‘Oop North 
there are a 
plethora of 

accents’ 

Dear TIME IN, 

Just been listening to Arts Extra on the radio while on the train 

home. Please tell everyone they were brilliant! Especially Pat Smith 

and Alan Moore. To Tom, thank you. 

Regards, 

MI 

BOYZ N THE  WOOD 

Congratulations to the editorial 

team of the new TIME IN inspired 

newsletter Boyz n the Wood, 

produced by young offenders at HMYOC 

Hydebank Wood. Great work lads! We look 

forward to hearing from the ladies resident there too. Meanwhile, 

check out Caroline’s powerful poem on page 8 of this issue of 

TIME IN. 

CENSOR
ED 



4 

Touching Base 

by John McLoughlin 

 

When Johnny was young, his grandfather used to 

visit two or three times a week. This was in the early 

1960s, before television and phones became 

commonplace.  
 
   ◘So in country areas farmers would go to other 

houses in the evening to arrange for help or whatever 

for the next day, and, in the process, chat about all 

sorts of things. It passed the evening for them. It was 

called ‘ceilidh-ing’. Johnny’s granda used a bike for his 

ceilidh and usually called on Johnny at the end of his 

run, as he was then just a mile from his farm and could 

relax with his family. 

Granda was Johnny’s 

mum’s father and when 

he would come in the 

door he would always say, ‘Just 

touching base!’ One night wee Johnny asked his mum 

what this meant and his mum explained that Granda 

was keeping in touch with the rest of the family and 

wanted a little bit of craic to help pass the evenings. He 

had lived alone since Johnny’s granny had died, several 

years earlier, and enjoyed the company when he visited 

– and also the tea, sandwiches and biscuits! 

   ◘Granda always asked Johnny how he was doing at 

school, and they would share stories. Granda 

sometimes talked about things in a funny manner. One 

night he told Johnny that he had been talking to Pat, 

who was Johnny’s neighbour and lived close by. Their 

gardens ran into one another. 

‘Pat had to go to the doctor with concussion’, he said. 

‘He’s had it about a dozen times. He lives just a stone’s 

throw away from here, Johnny. What do you think of 

that?’ 

Johnny stopped throwing stones at the crows in his 

neighbours’ trees after that. 

   ◘When Granny had died, Johnny had heard that 

Granda had given the local priest £20 to say masses 

for her. This seemed an awful lot of money to Johnny, 

and one night he asked, ‘Why did you get the priest to 

say so many masses for Granny, Granda?’ 

‘Well,’ he said, ‘it’s like this, Johnny. Your granny might 

be in Purgatory, and I want to make sure she’s out of it 

before I get there myself!’ 

   ◘Johnny did not really understand but he hoped that 

Granda wouldn’t go there too soon. He liked his stories. 

He loved the smell of his pipe. And he especially loved 

the wages he sometimes got for helping out on the 

farm. 

One day he had to help Granda take a cow up the road 

to another farm some distance away. They walked 

along the narrow road, Granda in front, then the cow, 

with Johnny taking up the rear. His job was to wave 

down any cars that might come along, and to keep the 

cow moving with the little hazel rod he had been given. 

He would swish her gently on the rump if she stopped. 

‘Why are we taking the cow to 

Murphy’s farm, Granda?’ Johnny 

asked. 

‘She needs to see the bull,’ was 

the reply. 

And so, on they trudged. When 

they reached Murphy’s farm the 

cow was put into a yard beside a 

barn, the gate closed, and then 

the bull was let in from the barn. 

Johnny watched closely and his eyes 

widened. In fact, they nearly popped out of his head. 

   ◘On the way home Granda asked him, ‘Did you learn 

anything today, Johnny?’ That night, as he put his 

wages into his money box, Johnny thought that he had 

learned an awful lot. 

Sometimes Granda visited other houses before 

reaching Johnny’s and he would come in a little 

unsteady on his feet. Johnny’s mum would say, ‘Drunk 

again, Dad!’ and Granda would always reply, ‘I am, 

thank God!’ He had to walk home on those evenings 

because Johnny’s mum would lock up the bike in the 

shed. When he was like this he would sing a lot. ‘A 

rose is for today, but my love is for always...’ he would 

sing, at the top of his voice, and Johnny and his 

brothers and sisters all loved listening (even if they 

were in bed) and clapped loudly to show their 

appreciation. Sometimes they would also hear Mum 

scolding Granda. ‘You are not 21!’ she would say. 

But one night Granda fell off his bike into the hedge 

and Johnny’s mum would not let him ride it any more. 

Johnny asked his granda why and he said, ‘I grow old, I 

grow old, I shall wear the 

bottoms of my trousers 

rolled,’ which Johnny 

thought was maybe from 

another song. It was true 

anyway. Granda did have his trousers rolled up at the 

bottom but they still caught in the chain and made him 

fall off his bike, so his mum said. ‘And the fact that he 

had visited a lot of houses that night had nothing to do 

with the crash!’ Johnny’s dad added, with a wink. 

Johnny wondered. 

   ◘Soon after this Granda sold his farm and moved 

into a small terraced house in the nearby town. Not 

long after that Johnny started grammar school in the 

town and would call to see him in his nice new home. 

He would ring the bell and Granda would open the 

door and say, ‘What do you want?’ before laughing and 

roughing Johnny’s hair. And Johnny would laugh too 

and reply, ‘Just touching base,’ before giving his 

granda a big hug and stepping inside for tea and 

biscuits and a bit of craic. 

 

 

 

 

 

Short Story 

‘Pat had to go to 
the doctor with 

concussion’ 

‘he would sing, at 
the top of his voice’ 
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Seen Through a Window 

Time In 

the source directly, before it is dropped to the 

ground for all to share. Some of the birds can be a 

bit territorial and defend their small concrete area 

below the window to get to the food first and will 

allow you to feed them from your hand or 

fingertips. They can fend off others to keep a 

prime position and it is amusing to watch many try 

to dislodge the alpha bird, to no avail, I’m afraid. 

The window and ledge I describe is about four 

feet wide with reinforced glass in three and a half 

inch intervals, bordered by steel metal two inch 

frames with the ends bridging out into a small 

extended caged area in a rectangular shape with 

small slats less than half an inch wide through 

which I squeeze crumbs in order to feed the birds. 

They show no fear or apprehension. They know 

that there is a boundary between us. 

   ●I am lying on the top bunk bed looking out onto 

a prison compound from my barred cell with the 

only interaction with the outside world being the 

birds which enjoy the freedom to roam where they 

want to. I must wait a while before I too can 

experience my freedom again. I have adapted to 

my surroundings and sometimes the seasons 

change and with them the landscape shifts, but 

still my view is limited. 

 

by Danny Carlin 

 

  ●As I look through the window from the upper 

story of the building, I can see a very grey sky 

unbroken by any other colour.  
 
It paints a very cold and dismal picture as it has 

shed its rain over the past hour or so and is now 

slowly drizzling down onto the concrete which has 

changed the colour, due to the rain. 

   ●Just below the sky there is a building which 

mirrors the sky as it too is a grey metal structure 

with a vast area covered by additional buildings 

adjacent to the main one. There is a huge metal 

structured fence about 

twenty to thirty feet high 

which you can see 

through and is topped by 

a tangle of interwoven 

barbed wire. Steel pillars placed six feet apart 

support this security fence which forms a 

perimeter around the building. 

   ●Within the compound there is a similar 

contained area which is also fenced accordingly. 

There is a green belt surrounding the inner 

compound and while broken by the outer fencing, 

it is again bordered with bright green grass which 

ends about six feet from the fence bordered by 

the concrete road below my window. The grass 

area continues on this side of the road as I peer 

through the window, looking out to see large 

crows and pigeons scavenging for food below on 

the road and grass area. They are fed at times 

from the windows and it’s a pleasant experience 

to have them flying up to the window sill to get to 

‘a tangle of 
interwoven barbed 

wire’ 

Lollipop ladies —  
They make me cross. 

Somebody dumped a ton of 
plasticine on my driveway 
last week. — I didn’t know 
what to make of it. 

As previously mentioned in TIME IN, we’re hoping 

to publish a new anthology of short stories by 

writers at HMP Magilligan in the not-too-distant 

future.   

Good writing is not so much what you write 

about, rather how you write about it. People often 

say that they don’t know what to write about. 

With this in mind, here’s a (somewhat 

improbable) beginning for you to think about and 

add to. Read the following passage  and then see 

where it takes you. We’re looking for stories no 

longer than 1,000 words. The winning entry will 

be published in the next issue of TIME IN. You 

may set your story anywhere at all and give it a 

unique title.  

 

 

 

 

‘As far-fetched as it might sound, this whole thing 

started when I found a holdall full of money 

stashed in a derelict house...’ 

TIME IN Short Story Competition: 

Taken from the movie Midnight Express© 

Good luck! 

Here’s that opening passage, vaguely inspired by 

an episode of the US TV drama Breaking Bad: 
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Observations 
Sound 

by GF 

Perception of sound is a strange thing. Sound and the 

loudness of a sound is measured in decibels, 1db 

being the sound a pin makes when it falls to the floor. 
  
In a quiet, dark room though, the sound of the pin falling to 

the ground would seem greater than in a room with ambient 

noise and light. How sound is perceived is dependent upon 

the environment as well as the effect that this environment 

has upon the senses. It also varies depending upon the 

individual and how attuned their senses are. 

◙But what is sound? Why do we actually hear a sound and 

why do certain environments sound different from others. 

Sound itself is molecules of air 

being disrupted and 

vibrating together. These 

disruptions cause sound 

waves to be produced. 

Depending upon the intensity of the disruption, the 

amplitude of the waves is larger, creating louder sounds, or 

smaller, creating quieter sounds. Think of it like the pin 

falling to the ground. It is only very small, so not much air 

will be disrupted when it lands. However, if an elephant was 

to fall from, say, fifty feet, it would disrupt far more air on 

landing and thus create a louder sound (as well as a larger 

mess to clean up.) 

◙If there are more molecules in the surrounding 

environment, the sound will travel further and even seem 

louder. This could mean that in dense, cold air sounds will 

travel for much further than when they might only normally 

be heard a relatively short distance away. Sounds made 

underwater can be heard for great distances when 

compared to sounds made above the sea. Whale song 

being heard many thousands of miles away by other whales 

is not simply down to the sea mammals having exceptional 

hearing; it is also due to the sound being carried much 

further by the dense molecular environment. 

 

 

◙Everything around us 

vibrates at a certain 

frequency, its own 

sound. Our ears can 

only pick up certain 

frequency ranges and 

this range diminishes as 

we age, but if we could 

perceive a limitless range of 

frequencies we could literally hear the grass grow and earth 

turn. But would this be hearing? Such a super sense would 

go beyond hearing and sound, it would be more like a 

feeling. Sensing the growth of trees and grass, feeling the 

movement of the earth through the cosmos would perhaps 

be more accurate. 

◙There are many times when you have felt sound. All of us 

have; and this just demonstrates the fact that sound is 

molecules being disrupted and moving outwards like ripples 

in a pond. Stand in front of a large speaker and turn the 

volume up, you can feel the sound pulsing through your 

body, particularly with low bass notes. An explosion or a loud 

bang jolts the body and can even knock the air out of you as 

air is pushed violently away from the source of the 

disruption. 

◙When we close off our other senses, sound becomes even 

more vivid; in the dark for example. We’ve all tried to be 

quiet walking up the stairs at night, but been so aware of 

every sound, even though it may be imperceptible from more 

than a few feet away. Without any conscious effort, the 

human mind can act as an amplifier when other distractions 

are removed and the processing power of the brain is 

allowed to focus. 

◙So, the next time it’s quiet, listen closely to what you can 

really hear. Don’t simply think that there is only silence, 

because everything has a frequency, the sound it makes, be 

it a humming, ticking or pulsing. Listen to the air as it moves 

and think about what causes it. 

‘Stand in front of a 
large speaker and 

turn the volume up’ 

I am going to begin this piece by referring to myself 

and my personal experiences. Now, you may agree 

with them and think, ‘Hey, this guy really knows what 

he’s on about,’ or ‘What is this guy on about?’ or 

‘What a pile of...’ (Insert preferred expletive here). 

 
●When I came to Maghaberry I was told that I would be 

able to do loads of things. Cooking classes, gym, Open 

University (OU), the list seemed endless to me. But when I 

tried to apply for these things, well, let’s just say it didn’t 

happen quite how I thought it would have. 

To begin with, I never had my education induction in my 

seven weeks there, even after numerous and constant 

requests for it, so education was out the window for the 

time being. Thankfully the gym was there, three times a 

week, to break the monotony. 

●Then I was transferred down to Magilligan, thank... (Insert 

preferred deity here). Now we were getting somewhere. 

Education induction done within a few days and I was told 

what I could do through OU, which would fit in perfectly 

between gym time. So along comes enhancement and I can 

go five (yes five!) times a week. But now I have hit another 

little snafu.  

●I am now being asked to help out with education and go 

and work on an IT course four times a week. This now 

means that I can only go to the gym, at most, three times a 

week. And this could be reduced further with medical 

appointments, visits and a myriad of other things that the 

Prison Service sees as taking precedence, because who 

needs to work out? 

●This brings me nicely to my conclusion: When you come in, 

you think you will have time to do all these wonderful things 

to try and ‘better’ yourself, but when it comes 

down to it, you have less time than you would 

have on the outside and so you get less done.  

All the time in the world is not as much as you 

would think. 

All The Time In The World? 

by JJ Hinnim 



 

Time In 
Life On The Out? 

Two years in waiting and I’m finally here. All the 

anticipation over, the nerves and anxiety have 

disappeared, a sense of relief has come over me.  

 

●I never imagined myself going to prison but I suppose 

my own mistakes have taken me on this journey. It’s 

up to me now to come out of hiding, be myself, step up 

and make the most of the opportunities available and 

to change for the better, start respecting myself and 

make my family proud for the first time in a long time. 

Life has been tough over the last few years but I’ve 

wrongly taken my anger out 

on the people I love the 

most, and after all the 

heartache they have 

suffered through my behaviour, 

they still love, care and support me, no matter what. I 

now have to repay their faith in me. 

●It’s strange but I almost feel freedom in my grasp, 

although I’m only three weeks 

into my three year sentence. My 

mind is already in a better place 

and the fact that I’m facing up to the 

consequences for my actions in the past 

has helped me feel the freedom I once had before I 

started making the wrong decisions and taking the 

wrong paths in life. I now accept that no one else is to 

blame for my actions and I take full responsibility, 

whereas before everyone else was to blame, apart 

from poor wee me. 

 

●The time has come to start healing myself and the 

relationships I’ve ripped apart while in the selfish and 

destructive state of mind that I created for myself 

through guilt, regret and anger. It’s make or break 

time, and I’m motivated and determined that it’s going 

to be make, as I’ve broken enough already. It’s time to 

change. It’s time to grow up. It’s time to be a man! 

Time to be a Man! 

by Michael Irwin 

 

My first real emotion when I drove out the gate in 

the prison van was one of pure and utter relief. 

Not happiness or joy. Myself and another guy 

were getting a lift to the train station (he was on a home 

leave).  
    
◘The next realisation happened very quickly. The officer 

driving the van asked me a question, I thought was a bit 

too personal, and it suddenly dawned on me I didn't 

have to tell him. I politely stated that I was now a citizen 

just like him and that my business was none of his. The 

knuckles went a bit white on the steering wheel but to 

my surprise, at the station, he offered me his hand. I 

took it, he smiled and wished me good luck. 

◘I'm not going to dress this up. The last six months have 

been a rollercoaster of highs and lows. From going to 

live rock concerts to not being able to leave the house. 

From pure unadulterated love between friends and 

family to pure unadulterated fear of sharing feelings. 

From sitting in a restaurant demolishing a 16oz Rib Eye 

to walking into a supermarket or takeaway and walking 

out hungry and empty handed because I couldn't make 

a decision. 

◘Reclaiming one's own responsibility again is the 

hardest part and the most important part is to get 

'grounded.' Establish your home (if you have one) with a 

small group of friends or family. Tell them how you’re 

feeling, trust them and allow yourself time to get over it. 

It's been the most amazing six months of my entire life. 

Living life sober and clean makes everything look, feel 

and taste different. I smile now, nearly all day every day 

and if things get a bit crap I just accept it and laugh it 

off. It all takes time and a wee point to hang on to is 

"who better to negotiate 'time' than us." 

◘I've been told by a lot of people that nobody gives a 

monkey's about where I've been or what I've done. I've 

been asked why I was so bitter and why I can't just 

forget and pick up where I left off. I've listened to all of 

this but decided not to pay any heed and just get on 

with my studies and concentrate on those who stuck by 

me when I was inside. The best moments are yet to 

come. My life is now my life to live. I bump into many 

people, staff and persons like us who've been to prison, 

and most stop and smile and laugh and joke and wish 

each other well. Some bow their heads and walk on; 

pretending. I think that's sad but my heart ain't really 

worried about them. I see 

people's expressions change 

when I tell them where I've 

been but then they get 

genuinely excited and happy 

when I tell them what I've done 

with my time. Use what time you have left wisely as it 

will affect the opinion of your fellow citizens when you 

return to this mad old world. For now stay safe, be well, 

keep smiling and look forward to the relief of leaving. It 

does come and it does get better. 
 
Happy 2014 - sure you couldn't beat it with a big stick. 

‘demolishing  
a16oz  

Rib Eye’  

‘the relationships 
I’ve ripped apart’  

7 
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Poetry 
Lost 

by Caroline (Hydebank) 

 

 ost, tired, scared, alone 

This the place I used to call home 

Friday night pain 

I’m always to blame 

Sorry, I love you 

It  won’t happen again 

I love you, I hate you 

It’s always the same 

Left to pick up the pieces 

Whilst you play your twisted games 

Dodging the punches 

Of your crazed rage 

Until finally I bleed 

Why am I still here? 

To fulfil your need? 

I go to sleep praying 

I’ll never wake up 

Covering up the bruises 

With my make up 

I tripped, I fell on the floor 

Making up excuses felt like a chore 

Not forgetting the best one of all 

Accidently walking into a door 

You could’ve cut the atmosphere with a blunt knife 

And yet I agreed to be your wife 

I’d run away 

I’d come back again 

Maybe I’m the one who’s insane 

Friday night pain 

I’m always to blame 

Sorry, I love you 

It won’t happen again 

- Until the next time 

L 

by Samuel Meneely 

 

Can I have £5 worth of God, please? 

Just enough to get me through, 

So people can see me wearing my best suit 

Going to church, like all the rest do!!! 

So, can I buy £5 worth of God? 

I just want £5 worth of God 

Not enough to make me care 

For those whose skin is different, 

In a world that we all share. 

I just want £5 worth of God, please!!! 

I want £5 worth of God 

So I can keep him in a bag 

And only bring him out 

When someone weds or dies 

Give me £5 worth of God, that’s all!!! 

Listen!!! I don’t want the full package, 

I want to live my life for me 

I don’t want to serve and love others 

I just want £5 worth of God 

And that’s the way it’s going to be, alright!!! 

So, just give me £5 worth of God, please!!! 

£5 Worth 

Fear* 

by Ciaran Carson (Guest Poet) 

 

fear the vast dimensions of eternity. 

I fear the gap between the platform and the train. 

I fear the onset of a murderous campaign. 

I fear the palpitations caused by too much tea. 
 

I fear the drawn pistol of a repartee. 

I fear the books will not survive the acid rain. 

I fear the ruler and the blackboard and the cane. 

I fear the Jabberwock, whatever it might be. 
 

I fear the bad decisions of a referee. 

I fear the only recourse is to plead insane. 

I fear the implications of a lawyer’s fee. 
 

I fear the gremlins that have colonized my brain. 

I fear to read the small print of the guarantee. 

And what else do I fear? Let me begin again. 
 

I 

Guest Poem 
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Poetry 
The Tramp 

by Samuel Meneely 

 

n old tramp came to live with me 

A long, long time ago. 

He seems to think he’s here to stay 

Living with me in the same old way. 

 

I’ve tried to tell him, but he just won’t go. 

He won’t believe me when I say ‘No!!’ 

He’s got bony fingers that reach down deep, 

He doesn’t care who he hurts or cheats. 

 

He doesn’t tell the truth, because he’s living a 

lie, 

I wish he would leave and tell me goodbye. 

I won’t shed a tear, I’ll just wave 

Bye, bye... 

 

Listen!! 

I saw him again this morning, 

Waving at me in the mirror!!! 

a 
by John Reid (Magilligan) 

 

here is no evidence 

That life is not worth living. 

None of psychotic 

Phenomenon 

None of obsessional 

Phenomenon 

None of suicidal 

Ideation. 

He has normal speech. 

 

 

T 

Evidence – No 

* Why not have a go at writing about your own fears? Drop your work into us at TIME IN via the Education Centre or ask your 

SO to pass your work on to us. 

Ballyaltikeeligan  

 

 

by Ernie Wallace 

 
 

 

n Ballyaltikeeligan where Ah wiz born 

Nivver a wan wuz riz’d ony claner nor me. 

Ah min’ the wee windae an’ the light e’er a morn 

When me mammy wud burl me roun’ on her knee. 

 

Me da he kep’ banties ahint the oul’ coal shed 

Ah ay had tae skelter them when Ah went tae pee 

For me da wud gae oot if their eggs e’er got wet 

An’ the wan who’d be sure tae be skelt wud be me. 

 
 

Ah min’ startin’ skull wae me new dungaroos on 

Me hobnail boots clackin’ loud on the cobblestones 

Me neck rubbed red raw frae me flannelette blouson 

Till Ah lernt how tae tak oot the oul’ collarbones 

 

Times wiz hard, times wiz guid, times wiz what they ay wiz 

Ah grow’d up an’ Ah left a’ thae times ahine me 

But hereadays noo when me dander’s aizy riz 

Ballyaltikeeligan’s there tae remine me. 

(An Ulster–Scots Contemporary Sonnet) 

I 

18 th 

 

by Jason Thompson  (HMP Maghaberry) 

 

 

hould I compare thee to a winter’s day? 

You’re far more ugly and distemperate, 

Unkindness scares my budding love away, 

And summer leaves my heart still full of hate. 

 

Sometimes too hot your eye with malice shines, 

Too often is your good compassion dimmed, 

You’re never very fair; your mind’s like vines, 

By chance , your nature’s changing course is limned. 

 

And your eternal winter shall not fade, 

For your obsessions drag you down the low’st, 

You heartless hag, you soulless wandering shade, 

In these infernal rhymes of mine, you grow’st. 

 

So long. Now I can breathe, my eyes can see, 

So long as you live far away from me. 

 

 

18th  

S 
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Gallery 
EXHIBITION REVIEW -  ‘Transitions’ 

My day miraculously frees itself from the rigours of academia and I find myself unexpectedly transported to the Derry 

Playhouse with Geoff, Fra and a Belfast City Councillor for a celebratory exhibition of artwork by Prison Arts Foundation 

students. We all know the 'Art' is fantastic as 'we' have produced it, but what most of you are unable to see are the people in 

attendance.  I'm standing at the back (as per usual) when Tom McKeever appears at my side, bright eyed, and shakes my 

hand.  

A few boys from the ex loyalist combatant camp (EPIC) share a laugh and joke with their counterparts from the Republican ex 

POWs, commenting on the curious fact that we are all standing at the foot of Derry's Walls nattering about Art.  

The next thing I know the Justice Minister’s body guards appear at a side door and casually crack a nod, as they have seen 

me all over the shop. This coincides with the appearance of Carlo Gebler, Nuala McKeever,  Gavin Weston, Pamela Brown 

and other PAF staff and supporters... way too many to mention here. What was most noticeable to me was the way everyone 

Dali From The Back Painting Gala From The 

Back Eternalized by Six Virtual Corneas 

Provisionally Reflected in Six Real Mirrors 

(1972), is not one of Dali’s most famous 

paintings, nevertheless, it is a brilliant example of 

the artist’s mastery of technical painting.  It 

attempts to reveal the psychological insight taking 

place at the moment of making, which is the 

subject of the painting itself. The title of the 

painting is typical in Dali’s work; long, descriptive, 

and slightly surreal. The title is supposed to reflect 

the phenomena, in other words an objective 

description of what is happening, but of course it is 

not objective. It is a subjective description made to 

look like an objective one, meaning, “What I’m 

seeing right now is how I want YOU to see it.” 

Personally, I think this work is much superior to all 

of Dali’s dripping clock and spindly-legged elephant 

canvases.  What do you think? 

PAF Director Geoff Moore gives an address at ‘Transitions’  

Paddy Nash entertains at ‘Transitions’ 

Magilligan Gallery 
 
Do you draw, paint or make 

sculptures? Would you like to 

have the opportunity to exhibit 

some of your work so that your 

friends and family can view 

your handiwork? 

We’ve been given the go ahead 

to make better use of the 

Visitors’ Centre as an exhibition 

space. If you are interested in 

getting involved, please contact 

the Prison Arts Foundation’s 

Gavin Weston via the education 

centre. 

Dali from the back... 

Sti l l  Li fe ‘Training shoe’  

‘ P o r t r a i t s ’   

Guest P
ainting 
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PAF Exhibition 
smiled. They smiled differently outside the walls. I realised that the scrutiny was no longer there and improper behaviour (i.e. 

laughter) was allowed after all. The old Director General and I shared our usual light-hearted banter until the unveiling of Mike 

Moloney's portrait.  

The inevitable lump hit the throat and as I looked around many stood with their heads bowed fighting back the emotion. It 

was then that I realised the enormity of this event and the good work that PAF does. Wilkie and I 

stood side by side amidst the great and the good and the not so good, all in the name of the 

Prison Arts Foundation. Our society was in the room that night talking about us. Well done us. 

 

Michael  Irwin 

QUB student, formerly resident at HMP Magilligan 

Serena’s portrait 

S t i l l  l i f e  ‘ B o o k s ’  

‘ D r i f t  W o o d ’  

When portrait artist Serena O'Connor was 

asked for help in giving directions by a man 

in a supermarket she thought little of it. But 

the next day she realised her debit card 

had been taken from her handbag during 

the encounter at a Tesco store in Bar Hill, 

Cambridgeshire. However, Serena then hit 

back at the thief by using her skills with 

brush and pen to create a detailed 

watercolour of the man she'd encountered 

and promptly handed it into the police. 

Serena, 51, who teaches fine art in Saffron 

Waldon, Essex, said: "I have a very good 

visual memory and always notice people's 

faces and what they're wearing. "As time 

passes, the memory fades, so a few days 

later I decided to paint the picture in case I 

was asked for a description," she said. 

Serena captured everything from the slight 

moustache to the bright yellow polo shirt 

the suspect wore. Fortunately she also 

managed to cancel her bank card before 

any money was taken.  Pc Alex Swinborne, 

investigating, said: "The victim is a portrait 

artist and has produced a very good image 

which will hopefully help us track him down.  

"I would urge anyone who recognises him to 

call police."  

WHY PICKING AN ARTIST’S POCKET IS A BAD IDEA 
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Feature 
Quatre Camins  

Prison Arts Foundation visit to Quatre Camins Prison, Barcelona 

PAF have long been associated with many other European 

organisations striving towards more effective rehabilitation 

of prisoners, so it was an honour for me, as PAF’s 

representative, to be able to attend the Pri-Media 

Conference in Barcelona, hosted by the Generalitat de 

Catalunya Departament de Justicia’s Centre for Legal 

Studies and Specialised Training, promoting good practice in 

IT in European prisons. 

Due to the size of the group, delegates were divided into 

two smaller groups for the visit to the main Quatre Camins 

Prison and Joves Young Offenders Centre. Those individuals 

who were given a guided tour of the Young Offenders Centre 

saw evidence of State-of-the-Art equipment used for a 

variety of activities, including the production of two short 

films of exceptional quality and 

content. Delegates reported that 

prisoners in this centre appear to 

have good working relationships 

with staff and teachers and that a 

number of volunteers also help out at the 

centre on a regular basis. 

I joined the group which visited the main Quatre Camins 

complex, an assortment of holding centres, most of which 

were constructed in 1996. As with many such institutions, 

the first impression is of a somewhat bleak, colourless 

environment, however, here too relationships between 

prisoners and staff appeared to be generally positive and 

there was a fairly relaxed feel to the place.  

We were welcomed to the prison, and given a potted 

history, by the Governor and Deputy Governor and then 

shown around the centre by the Deputy Governor. We were 

introduced to educators, workshop coordinators, prisoners 

and staff and, despite an obvious lack of resources, my 

overall impression was positive.  

The prison has an impressive (and large) purpose built 

theatre, which can accommodate audiences of 

approximately three hundred. At the time of the visit, only 

the stage was being used, as a makeshift digital 

photography studio and workshop. Staff explained that the 

theatre is now actually too large to be utilised fully, as for 

safety reasons they can no longer hold events whereby such 

a large number of inmates are permitted to congregate. It 

was further explained that ideally the building would be 

subdivided for a variety of purposes, but that there are 

currently no funds available for such an undertaking.  

The main prison houses approximately 1,700 inmates, so it 

was something of a surprise to see the extremely limited 

library resources available to the men. There are only four 

computers available for use in the library, via which 

prisoners may access a limited number of daily publications 

(mainly newspapers) which are uploaded most days. Other 

publications and a meagre collection of books are available 

in the library as hard copies. The prison’s own digital 

magazine can also be accessed via these consoles. 

Unfortunately this is the only way that prisoners can enjoy 

the excellent material being produced by a dedicated group 

of inmates and several teachers, this despite the fact that 

the magazine (and accompanying digital radio broadcasts) 

are available on line. Quatre Camins has no printing facility, 

so the editorial team members were particularly interested 

in TIME IN and in the potential to carry out collaborative 

work in the future. The prisoners involved in the digital 

magazine invited us into their studio and had prepared a 

number of questions for an interview with one of the 

conference delegates, web designer and Amitie 

representative Roberto Righi. (Roberto has kindly agreed to 

translate the interview into English so that we may include it 

in a future issue of TIME IN.) 

We were also introduced to IOC teachers, (the Catalan 

equivalent of our Open University). Once again resources in 

the education centre are very limited, with only one PC 

having internet access. As expected, this is strictly 

monitored. Staff are obviously dedicated and enthusiastic 

but despite this, uptake for IOC courses is minimal with just 

a few prisoners participating. 

En route to the prison’s small but excellent recording studio 

we learned about various humanitarian projects with which 

prisoners are involved, including a plastic bottle top 

collection and recycling scheme which funds operations for 

children with serious medical issues. The Deputy Governor 

also talked about a cats’ welfare scheme which the prison 

has devised with local village communities, whereby feral 

cat colonies are re-homed in the prison grounds and 

prisoners encouraged to care for them. 

In a large, cold, converted store room, a Columbian prisoner 

was working on an outsize oil painting which, he hoped, 

would eventually be displayed in the prison’s main foyer. He 

explained that although the prison has limited resources, the 

canvas, stretcher, brushes and paints for the work had been 

supplied by the Columbian Embassy in Barcelona.  

At a subsequent meeting of the conference delegates, 

coordinators and prison staff, I was invited (as Prison Arts 

Foundation representative) to make a brief presentation 

about the work which we do here in Northern Ireland. I 

talked about various projects and artists at Maghaberry and 

Hydebank, but mainly concentrated on my own experience 

at Magilligan over the last eleven months, 

(including links made recently with the 

African Prisons Project). I had 

brought along sample copies of 

both issues 1 and 2 of TIME IN and 

many delegates expressed great 

interest in the publication and our 

method of working. Useful links were 

made with a view to ongoing collaborative 

work, in several participant countries, including possible 

exchanges with Halden Prison, Norway. Several delegates 

spoke fondly and with great regard about other PAF 

members with whom they had had previous contact and, of 

course, Mike Moloney’s name and legacy were frequently 

mentioned, with great affection, both in business situations 

and socially and conference coordinator Alan Clarke, of The 

College of Teachers, praised PAF’s work and stated that he 

knew of no other organisation which consistently achieved 

such high standards of creativity within prisons. 

The meeting ended with a treat in the form of a showing of 

the musical ‘Isolation’, which was produced by Torbjorn 

Rodal and Rune Ulfeng of Halden Prison, Norway and their 

team known as ‘Criminal Records’. Torbjorn and Rune have 

kindly agreed to send a DVD copy of their production to the 

library at Magilligan. They are also going to contribute to a 

future issue of    TIME IN.                                                       

‘The main prison 
houses 

approximately 
1,700 inmates’ 

GW 
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THERE’S ALWAYS AN EAR…Magilligan prison  has a group of 

volunteers that form the  Listener Service. This is a service that 

anyone can avail of 24/7. All Listeners are prisoners who have 

been trained by their parent body, ‘The Samaritans.’ What sort of service do 

they    provide? There are times when we all face  situations that can get us 

down. Only a prisoner knows this. When your cell door is locked it can help 

just to get someone to hear what you have to say. Just ask any of the staff to 

get a listener, any time and talk with confidence and safe in the knowledge 

that it’s all confidential. So, if it’s a chat, a moan, a rant or just somebody to 

have a yarn with. Just Ask!    

Story 
Ying and Yang  

Remember them? The furry, feline 

ninjas? On this occasion these two 

oriental louts were sitting nonchalantly on the 

party fence at the rear of my first house.  
 
 ◘It was a pleasant neighbourhood, real Ramsey 

Street stuff. My neighbour to port was a genial giant 

of a fireman who frequently shared my 

fondness for cheap whisky. Full 

astern was Carrie, who was a 

British Airways long haul 

trolley dolly. The ninjas had 

one up on me; both had been in 

her bedroom and had returned smelling of Chanel. I 

know, I had seen at least one of them sitting on the 

window sill looking out. Perhaps he was being a 

gentle-tom and had turned his back whilst Carrie was 

undressing. God knows where the other one was; 

most likely sleeping in her underwear drawer. 

 ◘Off to starboard was the only prick in the bed of 

roses. Dave was a lecturer at the university. The 

house and garden were like a tip-head – he just 

didn’t notice because his head was on the planet 

Zanussi. He was the type who’d bring a knife to a 

gunfight, or, in his case, an overpriced bottle of wine 

to our shebeen sessions. Ying and Yang were not 

liked by Dave. It wasn’t personal, though you couldn’t 

have persuaded those two. What it boiled down to 

was that Dave was a paid up RSPB man, an 

ornithologist, a twitcher to the core. The eaves to the 

rear of the house had half a dozen bird boxes which 

the pair staked out regularly. I’d failed on many 

drunken evenings to convince him that cats can’t 

and won’t be controlled like dogs. They are sleekit, 

they can climb, and they like birds. How else did he 

think they got into Carrie’s boudoir? The best I could 

do was get him to agree that no matter what devilry 

the louts got up to, they always did it with style. 

Under the circumstances, it was bordering on lunacy 

for him to put a palatial bird table in the middle of his 

jungle, sorry, garden. He must have taken the head 

staggers whilst watching Grand Designs. Build it and 

they will come – or not, if it’s being watched by    

Chin-Lee and Chin-Strap. Dave put out bread, bacon, 

nuts and didn’t twig that whilst the scoff 

disappeared, the birds boycotted the feast. 

 ◘Now, back to sitting on the fence. I was idly looking 

out the kitchen window, which had nothing to do 

whatsoever with Carrie being a domestic goddess in 

the adjoining garden. By this stage, one lout had 

disappeared, the other was 

doing a ‘Who? Me?’ on the 

fence. And then both 

rocketed along the fence, 

through my garden and 

crashed through the cat-flap 

into the utility room. By the time I 

got there, one seal-point tail was visible 

behind the freezer, the other was legging it back 

through the cat-flap. 

 ◘Right-ho. What in the wide, wide world of sports are 

you two at? The bedroom window was a better 

vantage point (honest, Carrie), so up I went. Ying was 

on stag, Yang was on David’s fence, from where he 

made a gynormous leap onto the pitched roof of the 

bird table. He wasted no time in hooking a huge slice 

of loaf, clamping it in his jaws and then streaking in 

formation with his bro over the fence, across my 

garden and through the cat-flap like a furry Siamese 

train. By the time I hit the utility room they were gone 

fishin’ again. No sign of the bread though, and not 

even those two raptors could neck a Nutty Krust heel 

in that time. 

 ◘I learned my trade on the mean streets. No thievin’ 

rat-bag was going to best me, 

pedigree or not. This time I 

watched from the utility 

room door. The seal-point 

express jumped the fence, 

sprinted across the garden and 

homed in on the flap at full chat. ??? Except this 

time, my size 10 was holding it shut. I felt the impact 

as far as my knee. Opening the door revealed one 

dazed ninja spitting out Hovis crumbs, the other 

spitting fur, fury and god knows what else, since he’d 

just extracted his nose from his mate’s rear. 

 ◘I laughed so long and hard it hurt. I knew to make 

the best of it; they’d get their revenge by crapping in 

something expensive – like my best Italian brogues. 

We found the bread months later, damn nearly a 

whole loaf secreted behind the freezer compressor, 

with a sock and what looked suspiciously like a dried 

cat turd. 

David gave up and bought a dog. 

The ninjas shredded its ears, ate 

its food and slept in its kennel. 

And shat in my shoes. 

 

Ridgerunner 

‘He must have 
taken the head 

staggers’ 

‘my size 10 
was holding it 

shut’ 



14 

           

PAF Creative Writing Anthology 

Many prisoners are writing a lot of 

good material here in  Magilligan 

and the Prison Arts Foundation 

hopes to publish a new anthology 

to showcase this talent in the  

not-too-distant future. 

If you would like to see your work 

in print, please submit short 

stories, poems, flash fiction etc. 

to us here at TIME IN. 

Information  

You may have seen signs and 

posters for The Big Book 

Share dotted about the prison and 

wondered just what that’s all about. 

If you have children at home, and 

are worried about them missing out 

on activities like bedtime stories, 

then read on. 

■The Big Book Share is an 

interactive  programme developed 

by the  Reading Agency, which 

enables children to listen to a story 

read by  th e i r  paren t  (o r 

grandparent) and, if they  wish, to 

read along too. Background music, 

sound effects and personal 

messages can be added to the 

recordings, and illustrations and 

other images can be added to CDs 

and covers. 

■The Reading Agency’s Project    

Manager, Tricia Kings states, 

‘Prison punishes families as well as 

offenders – it can take away the 

vital role of a parent, often a father, 

in the formative years of his child’s 

life. Reading can help to keep the 

family bond strong and can help a 

parent in prison to be a  positive 

role model to his or her  children.’ 

■The Big Book Share currently has 

around 50 prisoners participating at  

Magilligan. Elaine Donaghey (ICT 

and Literacy Teacher) has worked 

hard to encourage prisoners here to 

participate in the  programme, 

which can be  enjoyed in a relaxed 

and supportive environment. She 

points out that many      prisoners 

initially feel a little  awkward about 

the idea of recording their own 

voices. ‘But the lads    encourage 

and support each other,’ Elaine 

says, and participants and their 

f a m i l i e s  h a v e  b e n e f i t t e d 

enormously from the programme. 

■ I f  you are interested in 

participating, just ask a class officer 

to pass your name on to Elaine on  

ext. 65477. 

Have Faith? 
Prison is, to a large extent, a reflection 

of society in general, and the spiritual 

needs of inmates are catered for here 

in Magilligan, as   outside. The main 

denominations have chaplaincies, but 

others are also accommodated. You 

can contact a chaplain by asking your 

class officer to phone the office and 

leave a message. You can also have a 

request put on the computer system or 

you may speak to a chaplain at the 

Sunday Service and make appropriate  

arrangements. Roman Catholic, 

Combined and Free Presbyterian  

services are held on Sundays at 9.00, 

9.15 and 9.30 a.m. respectively. 

Foyleview  services are on Wednesday 

(Free Presbyterian) and Thursday 

(Roman Catholic and Combined) from  

4 – 4.30 p.m. If you require materials 

relevant to the practice of any other 

faith, please make  chaplains aware of 

your  requirements. 

 

No Bars To Reading 

Have you heard about Toe by Toe, the 

Shannon Trust Reading Plan ‘by        

prisoners, for prisoners’? Here in HMP 

Magilligan, help is available to all 

prisoners who wish to improve their 

reading and writing skills.  

I n d e p e n d e n t  o f  t h e  p r i s o n 

‘establishment’, Shannon Trust was 

founded in 1997 by Christopher 

Morgan, a farmer from Sussex. In the 

early   nineties he joined a pen-friend 

scheme run by the Prison Reform Trust 

and began corresponding with a life  

sentenced prisoner, Tom Shannon. 

Through Tom’s letters, Christopher 

learned about prison life and the   

shocking levels of poor literacy amongst 

prisoners. The letters were put together 

in a book entitled, ‘Invisible Crying Tree’, 

royalties from the book were used to 

found Shannon Trust and over the next 

few years and a lot of experimentation 

the ‘Shannon Reading Plan’ really 

began to impact on the lives of non-

rea d ing   p r i sone rs .  A  m aj o r    

breakthrough came about in 2011 

when Neil Lodge, a prison officer at 

HMP Wandsworth took an interest and 

went on to  develop Christopher’s ideas   

further. Enabling prisoners to teach 

other prisoners, ‘Toe by Toe’ now 

operates in nearly every prison in the UK 

and has won many awards for its 

positive contributions to learning in 

prison. 

If you would like to find out more about 

Toe by Toe, please contact Mrs Alison 

McCaughan at the Education Centre. 

ABC
..

 


 

The Big Book Share 

 

 

 

AD:EPT  provides a range of services to people in 

custody who have  problems with drug and alcohol 

use.  We work in a 3 prisons, and have experience in 

helping people associated with being in   custody.  All 

our workers are trained professionals who offer a  

sensitive and confidential service. 

 

●If you would like help and support with a drug or 

alcohol problem, there are several ways you can 

contact us. 

●Ask an officer on the landing to arrange it. 

●Ask your medical officer or probation officer to refer 

you. 

●Ask at your Induction/Core Harm reduction 

meeting. 

●Ask at your resettlement meeting. 

The Business of Getting Published 
 

I’m frequently asked for tips on getting 
published. If I knew of a simple formula for 
doing so, believe me, I’d be using it myself. It’s 
a nice thought that once you’ve finally crossed 
that last t and dotted that last i, you can pat 
yourself on the back and sit back while your 
book or play or poetry wings its way towards 
the bestseller lists. The fact is, getting your 
manuscript into print is, for most writers, a 
harder slog than writing itself. With this in mind 
(and given the limited internet access for most 
of you here in Magilligan) I’ve donated two 
much respected and useful tomes to the library 
- for reference only - these being The Artist’s 
and Writer’s Yearbook and The Children’s 
Artist’s and Writer’s Yearbook. They’re a 
couple of years old but packed full of still 
relevant ideas and useful links to publishers, 
agents and journals.   

GW 
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Colin began making short films with the 

compilation SHORT STORIES which 

premiered at the Cork Film Festival in 

1986. He has been involved in producing 

four feature films and over 30 short films. 

He was instrumental in developing the work of 

new filmmakers and training new entrants in 

Northern Ireland from the inception of the Six Pack scheme 

in 1995 through to his work with Northern Ireland Screen 

throughout the following 13 years. In addition he has 

provided 3rd level screenwriting courses with Queens 

University in Belfast and with Tisch School of the Arts,  

New York. 

His film work has garnered international recognition and 

awards including two BAFTA nominations, selection for 

Cannes Critics Week and a BAFTA TV award in 2001. He 

was line producer on The Secret Life of Words starring Tim 

Robbins, Sarah Polley and Julie Christie. The film won 

international acclaim and many awards including four 

Goyas including best Production and Best Film. In 2009 he 

was the video producer of Ireland’s entry to the Venice 

Biennale. 

He was script editor on the Bafta nominated Northern Irish 

film Good Vibrations. 

 

 

TI. Can you please tell our readers a little about your 

background and how you were drawn to work with film? 

I began making films on VHS as a teenager. I always 

knew it was what I wanted to do. 

 

TI. Your film 'Fatal Extraction' is set in a Northern Irish 

prison; where was the location and what attracted you to 

this story? 

The location was Armagh Gaol. The writer Malachy 

Martin heard the story from his father in law. The story is 

based on a true story about one of the last hangings in 

Belfast.  I was attracted by the emotional truth of the 

human exchange between the two men.  

I always felt it was a story about facing death. 

 

TI. What are your three all time top films? 

A top five or ten would be difficult but the top three is 

easy: 

A Matter of Life and Death 

Its A Wonderful life 

Once Upon A Time In America 

 

TI. In this issue of TIME IN we are running a prison movie 

quiz. Other than 'Fatal Extraction', what is your favourite 

prison movie? 

Mayor of Hell. I love James Cagney. 

Although the scene in the prison in Sullivan's Travels beats 

all prison scenes hands down. 

In the midst of all the suffering and oppression the 

prisoners get to see a film and it transforms their lives. 

 

TI. What are you working on at present? 

I’m scribbling some scripts.  I’m also shooting a 

documentary about mental health and creativity. 

 

TI. What do you think of the current development of big US 

companies such as HBO using NI locations for TV and 

movie production? 

Its great. I spent most of my working life in Belfast when 

it was nearly impossible to encourage production in the 

area. Its a great tribute to all those who have stayed and 

worked hard to build the industrial base. 

 

TI. Can you tell us who some of your favourite 

contemporary actors are please? 

Matthew McConaughey is really coming out on his own 

now. I wasn’t fussed before but I constantly impressed 

lately. 

Richard Dormer is always strong and surprising. 

 

TI. These days most people have a camera (via their mobile 

phone) in their pocket at all times; do you think the ability 

for just about anyone to capture images this easily has 

helped or hindered filmmaking and the general public's 

understanding and acceptance regarding boundaries? 

The ability to 'shoot' doesn’t make someone a filmmaker. 

There is a sensibility and intent required to 'communicate' 

to an audience. 

Im sure someone will be able to practice and learn with 

cheap tools. 

Perhaps someone will shoot a great film on a phone one 

day. 

 

TI. What do you consider to be the best line from any movie 

script? 

When Jimmy Stewart says "Zuzu's Petals" in It’s A 

Wonderful Life... just because it makes me cry every time. 

As a single line I love "There's a speed limit in this state, 

Mr. Neff." from Double Indemnity In both cases you need to 

know the films and the context. 

 

TI. Do you have any advice for anyone considering a career 

in the film industry? 

If you want a specific craft role then I suggest starting as 

a runner and learning on the job. 

If you want to make movies just get out and start making 

them with any equipment you can get access to. 

People will see your talent but you have to hone your skills 

and exercise the muscles by 

making films.  

Thank you. 

Interview 

Colin McKeown 

Time in interviews film director Colin McKeown  

Fatal Extraction* 

*A DVD copy of ‘Fatal Extraction’ will be available soon from the Prison Library - be sure to keep an eye out for it. 
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...continued from front page 
 

You people, you humans, you do not know how easy you 

have it. If you had to live outside, without shelter of any kind, 

bar what might naturally be there, (a tree for example, if you 

are lucky) you wouldn’t last a week. It is horrid being forced 

to live in such conditions. You wouldn’t treat a dog in such a 

way, and yet you let my kind and others like me be treated 

so. Well maybe I don’t want to come down now, maybe I am 

happy being high. Have you ever thought about that? No!! All 

you think about is how to get me back down again and make 

sure it never happens again, but I don’t want to and you 

cannot make me. 
 

◘In fact I could make it quite awkward for you to get me 

back down; maybe I won’t cooperate and make you chase 

me. Or maybe I won’t be so nice. Maybe, when you come up, 

I will charge. I know you fear me. You think I don’t see the 

signs you put outside my fields to warn other humans, but I 

do. I know you fear me more than I fear you. And being this 

high, well it makes me want to make you fear me more, 

especially if you try and take it away from me.  
 

◘My goodness, I am terribly sorry. That 

sounded so dark and menacing. I can assure 

you, I am not like that at all. It was just… just 

that I enjoy being up here, being high, and I do not 

know what I would do if I couldn’t be up here. It is quite a 

scary thought. And, well, when I thought about it being taken 

away from me, I flew into a rage. I guess you could, if you 

pardon the expression, say I saw red. But it will not happen 

again, I can assure you that. If you just leave me here, I can 

control it, I can control the anger. It’s not even a problem. 

It’s not like I’m addicted to being here, I could leave if I 

wanted to, it’s just I can’t. As I explained earlier, we bovines 

are not designed to do such things. If, and that is a big if, I 

wanted to come down, I would need help, but I don’t need it 

right now. Yes, such things as eating and drinking may 

become a problem but I could come up with a solution, I’m 

sure of it. There are plants that grow up the sides of houses, 

I could eat those. But obviously someone would have to 

plant them. And then they would have to grow up but I’m 

sure there is something I could eat until then. And water isn’t 

a problem; there are devices that seem to hold an endless 

supply of water in them, if only I could figure out where they 

are. Again, I can figure something out.  

Oh my. Oh dear. I seem to have run into 

another problem, I can’t see my friends. I 

don’t know where they are. Have they 

abandoned me, left me here to rot on my 

own! Who would do such a thing?! They can’t 

leave me; they can join me up here. Yes, yes 

that would do. There’s room, enough for 

everyone. They can get high, like me, and 

see how wondrous it is and they would  

never ever want to leave either. And they  

could bring food and water, enough for everyone until we 

figure out a more permanent solution. Why didn’t I think of it 

before? Now all I need to do is go and get them. But how? I 

can’t get down to them, not without help, and they won’t 

come up unless I can talk to them. Perhaps, perhaps it is 

best I come down for a while. Just a short while and 

convince them how amazing it is to be so high.  
 

◘But what if they don’t come? What if they refuse and send 

me back on my own? What if they don’t let me come back at 

all? They might keep me down there, in the cold and 

dirt and rain. No. No. I wouldn’t like it down there 

again, not after being so high. It wouldn’t be as 

satisfying.  

That is it, I have resigned to stay up here and up 

here I shall remain. They can’t make me come down 

if I don’t want to and I don’t want to. In fact, I want to be on 

my own. So if you could so kindly leave, I would be most 

appreciative. Did you hear me? I said leave! NOW!! Leave me 

be. I am happy up high, so go!! It’s not like you care about 

me anyway, so just go. Let me stare out my window knowing 

that I am quite happy doing just that. 
 

 

A STEP UP, A HAND DOWN 

Cover Story 

‘I know you 
fear me more 

than I fear you’ 

 Old McDonald had a farm 

E-i-e-i-o 

And on that farm he had 

a Bull 

E-i-e-i-o 

 

 

 

*Pablo Picasso’s Bull’s Head was made 

using bicycle handlebars & a bicycle saddle 

CALL FOR CONTENT… 
Submissions From Maghaberry & Hydebank Welcome 

 
Here in Magilligan, the editorial team of TIME IN are envisaging 
that a few copies of our shiny new publication will make their 
way down the country and end up in the hands of prisoners in 
both HMP Maghaberry and HMP Hydebank.  
So, if you’re a prisoner at either Maghaberry or Hydebank and 
are keen to contribute to TIME IN (written and produced      by 

prisoners, for prisoners) please contact any member of PAF, or 
any member of the Education Department where you currently 
reside. A Prison Arts Foundation representative will then 
contact you forthwith. 

  
Thank you. 

by JJ Hinnim 

Doctor! Doctor! I think I’m turning into 

a control freak! What am I going to do? 

– I’ll tell you what I’m going to do! 

Doctor: You’re going to have 

to stop fiddling with yourself. 

Patient: Why? 

Doctor: Because I’m trying to 

examine you! 
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Prison Movie & TV Quiz 

1.50 2.Mr jingles 3.Raquel Welch 4.Sparrow 5.TT Special 650 triumph 6.He jumps from a cliff with a float 7.1200 8.‘Going Straight’ 9.Halle Berry 10.Tom Courtney 11.Steve McQueen 12.Doug 

Hutchison 13.Ewan McGregor and Jim Carey 14.Scum 15.Susan Sarandon 16.Tom Hardy 17.Doberman Pinscher 18.The judge who sentenced Fletch 19.Oliver Stone 20.David Bowie                                

Quiz  TIME IN 

At the movies 

1. How many boiled eggs did Paul Newman eat in 

‘Cool hand Luke’? 

2. What was the name of the mouse in ‘The Green 

Mile’? 

3. Which actress was depicted on the poster that hid 

the escape hole in ‘The Shawshank Redemption’? 

4. What type of bird did Burt Lancaster nurse back to 

health in ‘The Birdman of Alcatraz’? 

5. Which make of motorcycle was ridden by Steve 

McQueen in ‘The Great Escape’? 

6. How does Henri Charriere (played by Steve 

McQueen) finally escape from Devil’s Island In 

‘Papillon’? 

7. How many Jewish prisoners does Liam Neeson (as 

Oskar Schindler) save from the Nazi death camp in 

‘Schindler’s List’? 

8. What was the title of the 1978 TV sequel to 

‘Porridge’ starring Ronnie Barker?  

9. Which actress won an Academy Award for her role 

in ‘Monster’s ball’? 

10. Who played the lead role of Colin Smith in ‘The 

Loneliness of the Long Distance Runner’? 

11. Who wrote and directed the UK 2008 film ‘Hunger’ 

about Bobby Sands? 

12. Which actor plays Percy Wetmore, the mean and 

vicious guard with small man syndrome, in ‘The 

Green Mile’? 

13. Which two male actors play gay prison lovers in the 

2009 US movie ‘I Love You Phillip Morris’? 

14. Which 1979 movie directed by Alan Clarke was 

originally commissioned (in 1977) as a TV film about 

the British Borstal system and then banned? 

15. Who played the part of Sister Helen Prejean – 

spiritual adviser to a killer on Death Row – in ‘Dead 

Man Walking’? 

16. Which actor played the role of Charles Bronson in 

the UK 2009 film ‘Bronson’? 

17. What breed of dog is Captain Omar Kinsman’s 

Rattler in the 1978 US movie ‘Mean Dog Blues’? 

18.  In the February 1977 episode of ‘Porridge’, entitled 

‘Poetic Justice’, who is Fletch’s surprising new cell 

mate? 

19. Who directed the 1978 movie ‘Midnight Express’? 

20. In the 1983 Japanese POW film ‘Merry Christmas, 

Mr Lawrence’, which British rock star played the role 

of Major Jack Celliers? 

Answers Below: 

Tribute Band Competition 

Can you think of a funny name for a tribute band? Here are a few examples to get you started: 

 
 

The Average Weight Band 

No Way Sis 

A SheD She 

Simon and Garth’s Uncle 

The Beautiful Couch 

Meet Loaf 

Tea Rex 

The Clone Roses 

The Red Hot Chilli Pipers 

The Illegals  
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Book Reviews 
The Secret Scripture  

by Sebastian Barry 

Faber and Faber 
 

●In terms of Irish fiction Sebastian Barry is one of the most 

exciting authors active today. 

This Man Booker short-listed novel is one that grips you 

from the first page and never lets go. 

●Although each of Barry’s previous works have indeed 

gained very favourable praise from across the board, 

(critics, fans and casual readers), it is with the Secret 

Scripture that this remarkable talent has truly made his 

impact in the world of literature. This is a highly developed 

and well thought out tale that takes us into the world of 

100 year old Roseanne. She is a long-term patient at a 

mental hospital in rural 

Ireland and we join her in 

looking back at her life, 

loves, highs and lows. We 

also find her doctor (Dr 

Grene) attempting to piece together 

just how Roseanne came to the 

hospital and tie up some loose ends of 

his own along the way. 

●This story is told in two very different 

voices. The slightly confused Roseanne 

(who uses her secret journal to 

recollect her life) and that of Dr Grene, 

who while juggling his own personal life 

is also trying to find out just how 

Roseanne ended up in the place she 

has. 

●With the hospital due for closure and Roseanne’s health 

failing, the pace here is swift and each revelation opens us 

up to a new series of unanswered questions. 

●The Secret Scripture is a wonderfully told tale of love, loss 

and confusion. The twists and turns make this a very easy 

to read ‘page turner’ and thus an ideal title for both 

individuals and book clubs. 

PA 

 

THE HOT KID by Elmore Leonard   (Harper  Collins) 

FLESH AND BLOOD by John Harvey  (WF Howes) 
 
I listen to the radio a lot, and I’m not averse to a good 

drama or short story, or even an abridged novel or 

biography, but until a few months ago I could probably have 

counted on one hand (possibly even one finger) the number 

of audio books I’d gone out of my way to listen to. All that 

has changed since I started working with the Prison Arts 

Foundation and making the regular two hour drive up the 

motorway for the pleasure of encouraging residents of 

Magilligan to think big, creatively. One does get tired of the 

same news bulletins, over and over again, repeated on the 

hour and half hour. The brain turns to mush, especially 

early in the morning. And all that time just sitting there, 

listening to the same old twaddle. So, when a well-read 

(and oft published) friend recently admitted that much of 

his ‘reading’ had actually been done via audio books, I had 

a cheap cd player fitted in my rickety vehicle and decided to 

give it a try.  

Ferreting around in the prison’s library, with the recent 

media coverage following Elmore Leonard’s death still 

ringing in my ears, I was pleased to find a 7 disc audio 

edition of The Hot Kid, published by Harper 

Collins US and narrated by an appropriately 

deadpan Arliss Howard. 

This is classic reading/listening for those 

interested in the flapper period of gangsters, 

molls and prohibition, with plenty of 

speakeasies, shoot-outs and sexual tension 

thrown in for good measure. It’s a slick 

production, true to Leonard’s original text and 

well worth the eight hours it takes to notch this 

one up on your proverbial bedpost.  

From the moment fifteen year-old Carl 

Webster stops a cattle rustler with a single shot 

from a Winchester to his encounters with 

bad-brat-turned-worse Jack Belmont, 

Leonard’s singularly stylistic prose takes 

you on an adrenaline-filled, action 

packed rollercoaster ride criss-crossing 

Oklahoma and combining iconic 

landscape, gangster mythology and the 

remnants of Western lore. En route, Carl 

encounters pimps and prostitutes, bent 

cops and would-be gunslingers, all of 

whom are convincing characters, while 

the storyline is consistently intriguing and 

the pace snappy. 

Marshall Carl Webster is The Hot Kid, Elmore Leonard is 

The Man, and I’m well and truly converted. 

It is perhaps somewhat unfair to compare John Harvey’s 

more contemporary novel Flesh and Blood (W.F. Howes) but 

given that this was my next foray into audio books such a 

comparison is unavoidable.  

Probably a good enough example of its genre – for 

those who are into Home Counties Whodunits and the like 

– but I found it difficult to set aside narrator Gordon 

Griffin’s input. Forced regional dialects and unconvincing 

attempts at softening pitch to deliver narrative by various 

women characters are, at times, grating, and unnecessary, 

graphic and laughable passages depicting middle age 

sexual activity only added to my unease about this 

production. 

Harvey’s protagonist, retired cop Frank Elder, is perhaps 

not so stuffy when read rather than heard, and there’s a 

good chance that tackling the paperback would make for a 

more enjoyable (and less ‘clunky’) experience. 

I may have an unforgiving ear and perhaps I need to 

practice listening. It’s clear that the process of turning a 

printed novel into an audio book is far from straightforward 

but in this instance I’d recommend the hard copy. 

GW 

Audio Book Reviews  



 

There has been exciting news in the world of 

sponsored extreme sports with an electrifying 

range of new and dangerous sports being 

launched to help attract a younger audience. 

Plans are afoot for a whole range of extreme 

sports that can be used to fuel the profits of 

a certain multinational firm and get millions 

hooked on a dubiously addictive sugary fluid 

with debatable benefits and severe 

drawbacks. 

Red Bronco energy drinks 

have been working with Smirffon 

for years to put Red Bronco and 

Vodka in a can, now they are teaming up to 

sponsor a new generation of extreme sports for a new 

generation of extreme drinkers. Some of these new sports 

are more accessible than others, but potential participants 

are being encouraged to get involved in their own way, even 

if all that means is going out on the town on a Friday or 

Saturday night and getting slaughtered.  

Various events have already been tried by drunken 

revellers, but never with so many people and cameras 

watching with a big banner behind them promoting an 

alcohol laced, caffeine riddled, sugar filled ‘energy drink’. 

Due to the extra extreme nature of these sports, spectators 

have been told they also have to wear crash helmets, even if 

watching on the telly! Gloves are not essential, but are 

recommended, although it does make it a bit more difficult to 

drink with them on. 

The Red Bronco and Vodka Cliff Diving event has been 

announced, with heats being held in Magaluf, San Antonio 

(Ibiza), Cancún and Aya Napa. These events are open to all. 

The only condition is that you must have consumed at least 8 

vodka Red Broncos in the half hour prior to the event. The 

difficulty scale increases depending upon how many more 

drinks you have consumed and the type of jump (or fall). 

Points are also awarded for style (or lack of it) and accuracy 

(whether you actually hit the water or not!). Medical teams 

will be on hand at all events to ensure that nobody drowns 

(in their own vomit). 

Red Bronco and Vodka Skydiving is a little more 

specialised and not as accessible, although that hasn’t 

stopped some people from trying. Unfortunately, the ground 

rushing towards them at 150 miles per hour did stop them. 

Single and team events will occur. However, in the practices 

for the team events, some mid air brawls took place, 

resulting in parachutes getting tangled. 

Once on the ground though, everybody 

made up and gave each other hugs stating 

“I llurve you man!” to each other.  

There’ll be more information on these and the other Red 

Bronco and Vodka extreme sports next time, including the 

Red Bronco and Vodka Air Races. Presumably, this will also 

include a damage report of the airfield where the event took 

place.  

Also next time we’ll have a special report on the 

wrestling matches that have been taking place in 

several blocks and an update on the treasure 

hunt that was recently carried out.  

 GF 

The ‘Good Sport’ Column 

“I llurve 
you man!”  

Issue 1: 

special 

price £1.99* 

*First issue introductory price of  £1.99.  Normal price £15.99.  specialist tools and skills are required to 

complete construction.  Not intended for use by humans.  The publisher accepts no responsibility for escapes 

or any injuries caused during attempts to escape.  

****Actual distance achieved by catapult may be significantly less than stated.   

**No catapults have ever been used in prison escapes. 

***Safety net not available in all areas.  The publisher is unable to provide the safety net in your projected 

landing area.  Some safety nets have been deemed ‘unsafe’ by the Health & Safety Executive, but we don’t 

really care.  If you’re trying to make a human catapult from plans in a magazine, we don’t expect you to either.  

Each week, build another part to your 

very own   human catapult: 
 

● Not Easy to construct 

● Lightweight modern design 

● Bio-degradable 

● Incredible range**** 

Catapults are not toys.  Not for use with children under the age of 8.  The publisher reserves the 
right to stop publication at any time - before the catapult is completed. Accelerated Release 
Device™ (ARD™) is a trademark of Botchit & Scarper Group.  Any unauthorized copying or 
reproaduction of ARD™ may result in a fine or a prison sentence. 

EXTREME 

ESCAPING 

MAGAZINE 
Be the envy of your block when your body is 

flung several hundred feet  over the wall! 

Sports Extra 

NEW FOYLEVIEW  
BOOK CLUB 

 
Coordinated by Prison Arts Foundation 

Writer in Residence Gavin Weston 
 

BOOKS, BANTER, & BICKIES 
Mondays 5 – 7 pm 

 

 
To join in, please fill out your details    → 

 

Please sign me up for the new Foyleview Book Club 

Name № 

Please send to Gavin Weston (Writer in Residence) or Alison at the Education Centre 
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Part 1 includes a reference guide to catapults and 
the history of catapults being used in escape 
attempts.**  

You will also receive a detailed plan for your 
Accelerated Release Device™. 

Subscribe today and receive a free safety net.*** 
  


 

ADVERTISEMENT 

Botchit 

 &  

Scarper  
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“Salivattitude”   

  RANT!   

The powers that be have long since recognised the 

benefits of prisoners being able to stay in contact with 

family and friends. They have provided a good phone 

service which has been a God-send to prisoners.  
◘It has been the most important tool available in 

maintaining family contacts and has been a great boon to 

promoting wellbeing and helping relationships. 

It has been misused by a small minority but by and large 

the vast majority of people in prison recognise how 

important this communication is. 

◘However, this is the 21st century and innovative 

governors are always on the lookout for ways to either save 

or regenerate funds. That is why the PIN phone system 

could do with another look. It is a fact of life that prisoners 

are facing more ‘lock downs’ because of cuts being made. 

The cost of the PIN phone system is horrendous. Most 

prisoners earn a small amount and rely on generous family 

donations to supplement their income. A lot of this is spent 

on the phone. 

◘Despite the fact that NIPS’ proverbial legs seem to turn to 

jelly at the very mention of phones, there simply must be a 

system that will better utilise mobile phone technology and 

produce either savings or regenerative 

finances for the prison. (Indeed, several 

phone companies have recently contacted 

TIME IN and the Prison Arts Foundation, offering 

promotions on their various services.) 

◘Just what could prisoners get? They would have a 

portable device that would probably be better confined to 

their cell. The phone could be pre-programmed with their 

list of ‘allowed’ numbers and could be barred from any 

others. This means that during lock up periods prisoners 

could still stay in touch with their families, provided there is 

enough money in their phone account. 

Why should the prison even consider this? Can you think 

what a boost it would be for prisoners if they could receive 

calls? The prison could offer this as an incentive and could 

easily control what numbers can be received. And what 

would all this cost? That’s what studies and costings are 

for. Just a thought; how long is it since there has been a 

review on the prices of the PIN phone system? The cost of 

using communications has fallen in recent times; why not 

the PIN phone system costs also? 

CN 

Telephones in Prison? 

Anon (HMP Magilligan) 

 

●Spitting. Personally, there are very few 

instances when such an action is deemed 

sociably acceptable. You’ve drunk something 

hot and don’t want to swallow; you spit it out 

to prevent injury to your oesophagus. You are walking 

along and a fly zooms straight into your mouth; you 

spit it out because you don’t want to swallow a fly. You 

are doing a Bush Tucker trial and don’t want to have 

to eat a kangaroo’s testicle; so you spit it out. These 

are all acceptable scenarios when you need to spit, 

and I am sure you may be able to think of a few 

others.  

 

●But when it is not acceptable, ever, is when you are 

standing around in public, hands placed firmly and 

securely down the front of your boxers, holding on to 

who knows what for dear life, and you just let out a 

God almighty hawk, screwing up your face as you do 

so, for this seems to be the practised norm, and 

letting fly a globule of saliva onto the pavement, 

making some unfortunate innocent tread on it 

absentmindedly and carry with them a little piece of 

yourself for the rest of the day.  

 

●Why do some individuals find it so hard to contain 

their bodily fluids in their body, especially their mouth? 

As a new born infant you instinctively know how to 

swallow liquids, so where in life do these people forget 

how to do this simple and hugely important task? Is it 

general ignorance of how to make liquids travel down 

your throat or are they that ill mannered that they do 

not care about anyone else and let fly? 

I remember, waiting for the school bus with a group of 

friends, us standing on the pavement. When we first 

arrive is it clean, bar the trampled in chewing gum that 

seems universal no matter where you are, but once 

we leave there is a circle of spit outlining where we 

just where. I always wondered why they felt the need 

to do that. Is it a case of monkey see monkey do? Or 

did they feel they had to prove some sort of masculine 

bravado with the projection of saliva? 

 

●Some of you may be thinking, “Why should I give a 

Foxtrot Uniform Charlie Kilo about what you think?” 

Well, just so you know, it’s not just me, it’s the general 

populace. It’s not often you hear someone saying, 

“And he could spit like the best of them.” And never in 

my life have I ever heard a woman say, “And you know 

what? I never saw a man who could spit like him. 

Made the last guy look like a dribbler.” 

 

●So while some of you may think it is cool or macho to 

go around spitting all day, just realise that you are 

neither of these things. It is 

uncouth and revolting as well 

as many other unpleasant 

things. If you are still 

struggling with your inability to 

swallow your own saliva and 

wish to learn how to rectify this, I am 

sure if you ask, the library could acquire a “Spitting for 

Dummies” manual. 

 

Welcome to our new soapbox column, RANT! If you have something you would like to get off your chest, please submit articles for consideration 

to us here at TIME IN via the Education Centre or the library. Please note that offensive material will not be published. 



 

Interview 
Colin Brown/Paganism 

Colin Brown is a practising Pagan and very proud to be 

a part of this rapidly growing faith. Paganism is not 

only popular around the UK and Ireland, but it is also a 

way of life that has gripped the entire world. The term 

Pagan can strike many an image in our mind’s eye, 

but for many of us such images will not offer a clear 

and concise overview of this intriguing way of life. 

Time In asked Colin to clear up a few misperceptions 

about being a Pagan. 

 

 

TI: Let’s start off by asking you what being a practising 

Pagan means to you? 

 

Colin: Well, to me Paganism is a very calming faith, it’s 

very accepting of all other faiths/cultures and does not 

dwell on creed or colour for example. It is non-exclusive 

and that makes the channelling of your emotions easier 

to achieve. Presently I find my Pagan faith helps me 

overcome situations (here in prison) and of course that 

makes my loss of creature comforts, family contact and a 

normal lifestyle (something we all experience here) all 

the easier for me. I see this as a way to manage my 

stress. The best way to describe it would be to say that 

whilst this may be in some ways my own personal 

embodiment of ‘Hell’, I use my faith instead as a new 

door to open up in my life. 

 

TI: What attracted you to Paganism in the first place and 

how has adopting this way of life has helped you? 

 

Colin: Well (amazingly I guess) I was brought up as a 

Pagan by my family. However, in those formative years I 

didn’t really get what Paganism was. I was not until I hit 

my late 30s that I really began to understand the faith 

and indeed, embrace it. I was going through a difficult 

stage in my life when I was introduced to a Pagan Priest 

and Priestess on a regular basis. They talked with me 

and, yes, much of it went way over my head, but one 

thing stuck and it was the last thing the priest said to me 

that day as he put a hand on my shoulder. He 

said, ‘Remember the Wiccan Rede. Do What 

Thou Wilt, Harm None.’ That one line had a 

massive effect on me. 

This encounter and re-awakening of my Pagan 

interest led me to investigate the prison’s library and 

it’s very well stocked multi-faith section, no matter what 

faith you are or what interest you have. I have 

found the library staff wonderful in tracking 

down what I want to read. 

 

TI: How would you describe your life as a Pagan to our 

readers? 

 

Colin: It’s best described as a family. We do strive to look 

after each other. We are all participants in re-nurturing 

the earth. We do this by attending gatherings, most of 

which take place outside. This can be in a garden, forest 

or anywhere in the natural environment. Of course that 

can vary according to your individual location. Apart from 

my belief  in Paganism I find I am like everyone else in 

my day-to-day life, except that if need be, I can look back 

at that line the High Priest said to me and use it to 

bypass those negative situations. I find my home life to 

be a very positive one. My home is one that houses a 

high level of positive energy. 

 

TI: For many of us the term Pagan is tainted my images 

from films, TV and written works of fiction. These can 

lead to many misconceptions as to what Paganism is and 

indeed what it may stand for. Would you like to set the 

record straight for our readers? 

 

Colin: Yes indeed. First, let’s explain that Paganism is not 

a test-based religion or faith. It is a real belief and one 

that never tries force or coerces you into participation. 

Pagans are not that way at all, we do what we do and 

believe in it, but we do accept all religious beliefs and can 

relate to them in many ways. For example, a great 

many aspects of other religious beliefs do in fact 

feature in that of Paganism as well. I for one 

have found that a few faiths have slammed a door 

in my face due to my beliefs, but thankfully that is 

changing gradually. Perhaps our no pressure attitude to 

Paganism is a bit alien to these individuals. In relation to 

common misconceptions about Pagans, let’s just say that 

TV, films, etc have done us no favours in the public eye. 

We do use broomsticks, but don’t fly on them for 

example and most certainly we do not participate in any 

form of sacrifice. We do cast spells, but these are never 

nasty and whilst we may wear ceremonial robes, these 

are not items of a sinister nature. Our rituals are all for 

the greater good. 

Thank You 
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TIME IN interviews 
artist Terry Bradley 

 

Don’t miss issue 4 

In the next issue... 

Winner  

There was a young man from Maghaberry 

Who was pursued by local constabulary 

He made off with a car, but didn’t get far 

As the vehicle had not passed its M.O.T. 
 

AW 

Limerick Competition 
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African Prisons Project (APP) is a charity working in Africa to 

improve the welfare of prisoners through education, health 

and justice. It was founded in 2004, by then 18-year-old 

Alexander McLean, who is now its director. 

Donated books arriving at Kamiti Prison 

In 2004, Alexander McLean was volunteering in a hospital 

in Kampala, Uganda when he 

helped treat a group of 

prisoners from Luzira Upper 

Prison. McLean was shocked 

that the patients were chained 

to their beds, with no 

opportunity for sanitation. 

Despite being terminally ill, 

m a n y  p a t i e n t s  w e r e 

unsupervised. 

McLean visited the prison. He purchased materials and with 

the support of the prison authorities, supervised the 

prisoners renovating their own infirmary. When he asked 

the prisoners if they needed anything else, they expressed a 

desire for an education. 

When McLean returned to the UK, he collected books and 

money donated by friends and family, and returned to the 

prison to establish a library. When McLean's actions 

inspired others to volunteer to help with the cause, APP was 

born. Today, McLean is a member of the Tearfund Inspired 

Individuals Programme, along with Kelvin Mwikya. 

APP is a growing NGO, now with a permanent base in 

Kampala, local full-time staff members and a small group of 

permanent volunteers in the UK. Various projects include 

the building of a Level Two Health Centre in Gulu Main 

Prison; work on a University Education Centre at Luzira 

Upper Prison in Kampala; and feasibility studies on legal 

and psychological interns offering their services in the 

Condemned Section of Upper Prison, proposed to be carried 

out in partnership with Basic Needs and with the Centre for 

Capital Punishment Studies. 

McLean and other volunteers are developing projects 

across Uganda, including building a new law library with 

donated books and building a new education centre for 

female prisoners. APP is also working to install sustainable 

energy sources in Ugandan prisons, and has been assisted 

by energy student Shoko Okamura and Better Generation. 

 

 

Condemned Choirs 
Victoria Choir, a chorus 

made up of condemned and 

non-condemned female 

p r i s o n e r s ,  r e c o r d i n g 

Freedom Cry 

Martyn Ryan was listening 

to the radio one day when 

he heard a radio interview 

Alexander was giving about 

APP and the work he had been doing. It prompted Martyn to 

get in touch with McLean, who had recently been working in 

the condemned section of Luzira Maximum Security Prison. 

McLean mentioned to Martyn that groups of condemned 

prisoners, male and female, had formed choirs to sing at 

Sunday services, but had also been singing some anti-death 

penalty songs. McLean mentioned that he would like to 

record the songs. 

Martyn, along with his son, Ben, rounded up a group of 

volunteers and the team headed to Uganda in December 

2007. They spent several days in the prison, recording 

songs by three separate choirs. Upon return to the UK, the 

volunteers mixed and produced an album, Freedom Cry. 

APP used the album to raise awareness of the ongoing 

constitutional challenge against Uganda's death penalty.  

Awards 
APP and its founder Alexander have won several high-profile 

awards. 

In 2006, Alexander was named the Charity Times Volunteer 

of the Year in the UK Charity Awards. The award was 

presented to McLean by Prince Edward, Earl of Wessex.  

In June 2007, McLean was named Alumnus of the Year by 

the University of Nottingham and the first Alumni Laureate 

at an alumni awards ceremony.  

In September 2007, McLean was awarded the Real World 

Graduate of the Year award. Two months later, in November 

2007, McLean was not only presented with the Beacon 

Prize for Young Philanthropist 2007, in recognition of his 

work, he was also named the Beacon Prize Overall winner. 

The honour came with a cheque for £30,000 for 

APP.  

In September 2008, APP was a finalist in the 

"Best New Charity" category of the Charitytimes 

UK Charity Awards.  

 

African Prisons Project  

APP 

Cruse Bereavement Care 

Helping you when someone close to you has 

died 
 

When someone dies we can have many different 

feelings. We can feel abandoned, angry, guilty, 

numb, tired, shocked, isolated, helpless, sad, 

anxious, lonely, shame. 

If someone close to you has died, you can feel sad 

or upset. But Cruse Bereavement Care is here to help! 

Bereavement just means losing someone important to you through 

death. The death could have happened recently or a long time ago. 

The feelings that we have after someone has died can be called 

grief. Everyone experiences grief differently – there’s no ‘right’ way 

to feel after a death. 

Grief can make it difficult to get on with everyday things. You may 

not feel like doing even small things or you may find it difficult to 

concentrate. 

Talking about how you feel when someone has died can help you 

understand how you are feeling. 

Cruse Bereavement Care are volunteers from the community and do 

not work for the prison service. Cruse will offer you an hourly session 

with a volunteer on a weekly basis – you can decide with the 

volunteer how many weeks you would like to use Cruse. 

When you meet you can talk as much or as little as you want and the 

volunteer will listen and provide support. 

Your volunteer is there to help you understand why you are feeling 

like you do. 

All you need to do is fill in a Cruse referral form, or ask your Class 

officer to contact Cruse. 

The Cruse Coordinator in your prison will then make an appointment 

with you to do an assessment. After this you will be allocated a 

volunteer who will usually see you each week on the same day. 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Donated_books_arriving_at_Kamiti_Prison.JPG
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Wildlife Watch  

Who can fail to be uplifted by the choral capers and 

cocky camaraderie of these little birds, ultimate avian 

opportunists and cheerful exploiters of our 

wastefulness and detritus? 

 

No matter what the elements throw at us here at HMP 

Magilligan, (rain, wind or sunshine – mostly rain and 

wind it must be said) a troop of these perky little birds 

is never far away, flitting from fence spar to fence 

spar, CCTV pole to CCTV pole, razor wire strand to 

razor wire strand. 

Not a day goes without their happy fanfare 

heralding visitors as they approach the phase’s 

turnstile. Described by some twitchers as ‘a 

constant and monotonous chirping’, I prefer to 

think of their bluster and song as that of the 

ultimate optimists, and often as I look up and 

see their robust little silhouettes, I like to amuse 

myself with the notion that they are in fact 

arranging themselves carefully, like sharps and 

flats and crotchets and quavers, on the manuscript-

like, barbed wire perimeters of our little microcosmic 

world. 

The bad news is that these appealing and attractive 

little birds are apparently in decline in the UK and 

Ireland. They are often overlooked in their traditional 

rural habitats or amongst groups of Tree Sparrows, but 

they are usually to be found not far from human 

habitation. On the plus side, they are capable of 

raising three broods a year, so we haven’t seen the 

last of them just yet! 

Enjoy the wonderful music of the humble sparrow – 

and keep looking skyward!  

House Sparrows 

My body clock wakes me at 6:55am, shortly before the 

prison wake-up-bell sounds.   

Reluctantly, I must accept that my body and sleeping 

patterns are regulated by the sound of prison bells and the 

rigid times of ‘lock-ups’ and ‘unlocks’.  It saddens me to 

think that my body acts like a robot, programmed to respond 

to the everyday cycle of prison time.  However, I’m reassured 

of my humanity by the graffiti 

written by some jailhouse 

philosopher on my cell wall – 

“They Can Imprison Your Body, 

But They Can’t Imprison Your 

Mind”, which may be a prison cliché, 

but it’s an insightful message just the same.  In any case, my 

children’s photos fixed to the wall are a constant reminder 

that I’m still part human after all.I hear the early-morning 

footsteps of a screw and the jingling of keys, and my private 

cellular world is thrown open to the public space of 

‘Association Time’. Other prisoners emerge from overnight 

isolation and grunt their morning greetings, with an utter 

lack of conviction.  Shouts of obscenity and music start 

blaring from various sources to create a cacophony, which is 

the unmistakable sound of the Maghaberry symphony 

playing its ugly morning chorus. Different prisoners use 

‘Association Time’ in different ways: some play cards or 

construct complicated matchstick models of buildings and 

bridges; others play football, ‘pump iron’ or spar in the gym.  

A few ‘kill’ time guitar jamming.  Many prisoners spend time 

in the virtual reality of computer games, while others enter 

an alternative reality induced by drugs.  Some prisoners 

invest time in their chosen brand of Jesus, which 

the prison authorities seem to bend-over-

backwards to promote and encourage, granting 

it a much greater priority than legitimate study 

and education.  In the afternoon prisoners are 

allowed to walk (anti-clockwise) around the exercise yard.  

An older inmate once told me the significance of walking-the-

yard   anti-clockwise. It is supposed to symbolise ‘our’ non-

conformity to the forward or orthodox movement of time, 

according to some mixed up idea embedded in prison 

mythology.  But time marches on and cannot be subverted 

or rearranged - ‘time waits for no man’ as every Lifer well 

knows.  Prison merely disguises time’s progression by 

recycling it into everyday parcels of institutional repetition. 

The highlight of my day is when I phone home.  My limited 

‘phone time’ is my only connection to the normal time zone 

of freedom and changes, where my children’s lives are 

progressing through various stages. I measure time’s 

passage through their growth, milestones and 

achievements.  We talk of happier times together in the past 

or future, avoiding the present and our everyday cycle of 

separation. I fill my thermos before overnight ‘lock-up’ time 

is shouted.  The key that locks me in is welcome, as it sets 

my mind free to escape into books and education.  This 

helps to occupy my attention rather than face time in 

loneliness, or in sad reflection upon the missed 

opportunities that life once afforded. I dream.                                   

My body clock wakes me at 6:55am, shortly before the 

prison wake-up-bell sounds …  

 Anon (Maghaberry) 

A Life in a Day 

“They Can Imprison 
Your Body, But 

They Can’t Imprison 
Your Mind” 

GW 
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Connectar Training & Biodiversity Trust work directly with ex-offenders and other disadvantaged 

groups. We harmonise our two core aims of offender rehabilitation with our biodiversity aim of 

saving the honey bee in the UK. Employment is a key issue in stopping  

re-offending rates. Connectar's accredited training course is a City & Guilds backed woodworking machinery skills training 

course. This provides our clients with relevant qualifications that enable them the opportunity of securing employment within 

the woodworking industrial sector. Without these qualifications our clients would not meet the standards currently detailed in 

employment or health and safety laws. Within the woodworking programme clients will manufacture bee hives and other 

wildlife habitats as part of Connectar Biodiversity. The biodiversity training includes organic bee keeping and bee hive 

management including the planting of bee friendly flora and fauna in the vicinity of donated hives. Connectar's emphasis is 

on honey bee survival and not on production of bee hive products. Within our 'Donate and locate' projects, bee hives and 

other animal shelters will be donated to appropriate locations, schools and other organisations to help in their 

charitable or educational aims, as well as our own aim to save the honey bee. Connectar Charity will show that 

biodiversity conservation, productive agriculture and training the disadvantaged in specific roles are not only 

compatible, but mutually beneficial.  

by Pamela Brown 
  

As a creative writing teacher at many 

institutions over ten years what 

particularly strikes me is that the genre 

of writing under incarceration and 

imprisonment is unique in world 

literature. The most famous spiritual 

poetry is that of David’s Psalms which 

resonate with exile and pain during his 

captivity in Babylon. Similarly, Boethius 

imprisoned by the Romans wrote The 

Consolation of Philosophy while awaiting 

his execution. Oscar Wilde while serving 

two year’s hard labour wrote his classic 

prose De Profundis in order to atone for 

his life’s tragedies. 
 

Working in Magilligan with participants 

in the workshops there is a resonant 

quality that exudes from each 

writer. This quality is something which 

they share with those who have created 

the genre of prison literature.  
 

The environment of a prison and its 

compulsory hermetic isolation from the 

daily world is one which other writers 

imposed on themselves, such as 

Gustave  Flaubert, Rainer Maria Rilke 

and Henry David Thoreau with great 

results: Madame Bovary, The Duino 

Elegies and Walden. Notoriously, Emily 

Dickinson in her intense isolation, wrote 

1,775 poems unpublished in her 

lifetime that posthumously became one 

of the greatest achievements in poetry. 
  

The American poet T. S. Eliot sought 

seclusion and imposed incarceration, in 

order to write The Waste Land in a dingy 

hotel room in Margate and a hostel in 

Europe during a nervous breakdown. 

You can hardly equate Eliot's Time 

Inside with the reality of prison but the 

point I am making is that imposed 

isolation has often served a certain type 

of writer’s creative needs. 
  

So what have we been doing in our 

creative writing class? This year we have 

focused on the creative genres of 

Science fiction, Gothic literature and the 

Sonnet. We are putting together a 

collection of sonnets; a structure of 

verse about seven hundred and fifty 

years old. Established writers over the 

centuries have used this form, either 

rigidly, or in an ultra modernist 

presentation. It seems we all have been 

giving it a go!    
 

Finally, I quote from Wordsworth’s 

sublime sonnet Composed upon 

Westminster bridge, September 3, 

1802: 

 
 

 

In truth the prison, into which we doom 

Ourselves, no prison is: and hence for 

me, In sundry moods, 'twas pastime to 

be bound Within the Sonnet's scanty 

plot of ground; 

Prison as the Writer’s Ideal Environment?  

Art Skills ▒ 

How The Other Half Live... 
Yes, we really do have it so good 

here in NI prisons, what with all 

the mod-cons and er . . .             

Sky TV??.(I must have been out 

at a visit or something the  day 

they were putting that in).  So 

please spare a thought for those 

poor neglected souls in Norway.  

The conditions they have to live 

in must be really difficult to cope 

with.  Just take a look at one of 

their cells, (pictured  right). 

Awful, I hear you say... So next 

time you go back to your cell just 

remember - as Mr Scameron 

said - “We’re all in this together”.        

Prison cell in Halden Prison, Norway 
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Breaking News! 
Listowel Competition  

Magilligan Writer Wins Listowel Writing in Prison Short Story Prize 
 

We are delighted to be able to inform readers that one of our very own creative writers and regular contributors to TIME IN, 

Rodante Vianzon, has won first prize in the Listowel Writing in Prison short story competition. 

Rodante, originally from the Philippines, submitted his gothic-inspired work The Secret Toll and 

was pleased to receive the good news. ‘I am very grateful for the encouragement, motivation 

and guidance I have received from the writers and teachers within the prison,’ Rodante said. 

And here’s that winning story... 

Wings violently flapping, loose dark feathers 

plummeting into dusty air...a faint chirp. In an instant, 

pain, struggle, desperation and then….death. Finally, 

complete silence fills the dimly lit cellar, or perhaps, a 

dungeon. 
 

Candles on one edge of the old wooden table no longer 

flicker. Another lifeless body of a raven slumped on the 

blood-spattered ‘death bed’. A silhouette showed a 

hunchback slowly raising the motionless blackbird cast its 

shadow on the wall. As the man stood closer to the candles, 

the shadow almost entirely engulfed the dungeon with 

darkness. Despite the silence and lethargic atmosphere in 

that confined place, there was joy, revelry and fulfilment 

within the core of the throbbing heart of the man. His mind 

worked with dire intentions, those ones that satisfied his 

cravings. He longed for that warm, thick red line that seeped 

out of the freshly cut vein which still contracted at rhythm 

with the heartbeat of the chosen one. It is that line which 

terminates life itself. Through the very last drop of blood, the 

man raised the lifeless blackbird with both hands, shut his 

eyes and smiled faintly. The man was triumphant! Such 

gratification made him feel strong and powerful… Power 

that he never wished would falter or fade. 
 

The church bell tolled just once that late evening and 

echoed throughout the calmness of that quiet village. As the 

man left the church tower, he was met by the priest who 

questioned him about the toll.  
 

“Hey, Lucas, is that you? Why in this time of night would you 

ring the church bell?“, said the priest who appeared to be 

annoyed.  
 

“Er, it was not me, Father. I’ve already checked the tower 

and I think it was a big dark bird that caused the toll”, was 

his alibi. 
 

“Okay then, you know the villagers… they are so watchful 

and alert that a single bell-ring would mean never-ending 

rumours and gossips“, warned the Priest. He then left but 

quite puzzled about what Lucas had said. 
 

Despite Lucas’ physical abnormality, he worked well as 

the ‘bell-ringer’ of the local church and had to do his job 

every 6:00 o’clock in the evening during ‘Angelus’ or 

whenever a village member dies in the area. He lied to the  

Priest  in order to hide his dark moments. Each time Lucas 

slays a bird, he would sneak into the  bell  tower to secretly 

sound  off a   single toll. It is his way of  expressing                     

deep resentment towards the villagers whom he believed 

always mocked his appearance.  Many  times,  the  

youngsters  teased  him and called  him  insulting names. At 

times he was being pelted with stones, rotten tomatoes and 

even cattle or horse droppings. In order to conquer such 

atrocities, he would slay a raven and toll the bell once to 

serve as his defense. Just to create the slightest confusion 

among the villagers is enough to be victorious in his thought! 
 

Weeks had passed as Lucas continued to practice 

taxidermy, an art he learned from his uncle who once went 

missing within the village. So long ago it was, that no one ever 

seemed to have noticed. While arranging his stuffed 

‘masterpieces’ in one part of his cellar, he noticed for the first 

time, the stiffness and the lifelessness of his works. He felt so 

sad and lonely. Suddenly, a sense of guilt started to haunt 

him. Like a lunatic, he stared at the birds he killed and 

drained of their blood. They frightfully seemed to look back at 

him as if there was life. So scared he was that he scrammed 

out and ran towards the church as if to seek refuge and 

forgiveness for his killings. It was a full moon that night when 

his shadows disappeared into the rear of the church.  
 

A line of thick red blood flowed through a tube and into a 

tiny feeder valve attached to a surgical needle. Lucas gripped 

the needle with his fingers and inserted it into the nape of the 

stuffed raven. Slowly, blood ran down into its body. 

He noticed that warmth feeling of the body as he lifted the 

blackbird into the stand. With enough human blood supply, 

Lucas was able to ‘fill up’ all his creatures ‘to the brim’ and 

then life seemed to flourish within his dungeon. Wings started 

to flap again and watchful eyes stared sharply at one another. 

Lucas stood proudly and felt like a god… the Giver of Life! He 

began to laugh like a madman while his new creations battle 

it out against each other. For a moment, the noise and revelry 

calmed down. All the creatures have one thing in mind… 

revenge! They soon began to attack Lucas viciously pecking 

his eyes out! They never stopped until he was dead. Blood 

flowed on the floor. His skin all torn apart. His eyes were 

missing and had lost most of his lips revealing the crooked 

teeth linings he bore. All alone in his dungeon, the creatures 

had left him… dead and cold. 
 

From time to time the church bell tolls by itself, so it 

seemed by the villagers’ gossips. It has been a long while 

when the Priest was last seen in the village. No one could tell 

where the Father was and the church never opened its doors 

since that night the bell-ringer was found dead, though, there 

were church visitors seen atop the tower all the time... 

the blackbirds!  

The Secret Toll 

Rodante Vianzon 
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Thanks to the dedication and commitment of Elaine 

Donaghey in facilitating the Big Book Share, supported 

by NI Libraries, HMP Magilligan recently enjoyed a visit 

by English novelist and children’s author Terence 

Blacker. Participants of the project had the opportunity 

to meet and chat with Terence and quiz him about both 

the dizzy heights and harrowing pitfalls of writing and 

getting published. 

 

In an informal workshop, Terence explained to Elaine’s 

students that he had started his working life as an amateur 

jockey before deciding that he just wasn’t good enough. ‘This 

decision was largely based on the fact that I didn’t win any 

races!’ he quipped, a comment which set the tone of the rest 

of the visit and ensured that prisoners felt at ease and were 

willing to exchange stories with the writer. Following this 

abandoned career, Terence went on to 

do a number of other jobs, including 

working in a book shop and in 

publishing, before realising that 

what he actually wanted to do was to 

write stories. He is adamant in his belief that 

all of us are inherently ‘creative’ and feels strongly that many 

children are simply not encouraged to retain their creative 

spark. ‘There is a lot of rubbish talked about creativity: 

Creativity is not so much a skill as a spark within you. You just 

have to hold on to it – or find it again and never give it up. 

I’ve survived as a writer simply because I have hung on in 

there,’ he said. ‘But writing is hard work.’ 

 

Big Book Share enthusiast Liam Young wondered if 

publishers pressurise their writers to produce the sort of 

books that they want. Terence explained that in his 

experience this had not occurred but that he had been 

encouraged to write for older children rather than for picture 

books. Liam asked where the titles of Terence’s songs come 

from; in response, Terence played a tongue-in-cheek and 

‘slightly political’ song about the English aristocracy. ‘Titles 

are a nightmare,’ he said. ‘I wrote a book about a boy who 

has to dress up as a girl; it was a little like the film Tootsie, 

and I wanted to call it Girlie. But boys reacted in a very 

negative way to that title so in the end we came up with the 

title Boy2Girl, which I didn’t particularly like.’ 

 

Terence was keen to hear about other people’s experiences 

both in reading and writing. Brendan Quinn said that he had 

read Terence’s Miss Wiz books and had then been inspired to 

write about jail and to create 

cartoon characters based on 

people he had met. Sean 

Donnelly told Terence that 

he writes and records 

stories for his two 

daughters and that they 

now go to their local library 

on a regular basis and are 

enthusiastic about reading. He said 

that this had strengthened family bonds and that his home 

leaves are now more enjoyable. Accompanied by Sean 

Donnelly on guitar, Terry Lunney then performed a song, 

Behind Closed Doors, which he has written for his son. He is 

in no doubt that the Big Book Share has also helped his own 

reading skills. 

 

Liam said that when he was about nine (the same age as 

his own child) he used to help his uncle who refurbished 

steam trains in County Down. He is now working on a story 

from the perspective of a young boy experiencing such 

wonders. Terence was impressed and said that writers can 

adopt any persona they want. He has written from such 

diverse perspectives as a rat and an angel. Dean Nesbitt 

spoke about his own project on the theme of dancing and 

bullying, and Darren Blair (a twin who has three sons 

including twins) said that the Big Book Share was a great way 

to stay connected with the family. Brian Mckeown said that 

he has served three and a half years and that he has 

completed several Big Book Share CDs for his daughter. He 

has now finished his own story book, Candy Apples and 

Aliens. 

  

Terence concluded that in some ways the Big Book Share 

participants are doing more with their children than many 

fathers on the outside. He then joined other prisoners and 

staff in the education unit where he unveiled a new plaque 

celebrating the Big Book Share and the Extended Reading 

Library.  

 

We look forward to Terence’s return visit to Magilligan 

planned for September 2014. 

GW 

Terence Blacker 
AUTHOR TERENCE BLACKER MEETS MAGILLIGAN’S BIG BOOK SHARE ENTHUSIASTS 

‘I wrote a book 
about a boy who 
has to dress up 

as a girl’ 

Terence Blacker at ‘The Big Book Share’ in HMP Magilligan 2014  
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 In the late-70s TV series, what was the Incredible 
Hulk’s name in his everyday life? 
 

What top Italian football team plays in black and 
white vertical striped shirts? 
 

What direction is a ship turning when it gives one 
short horn blast? 
 

Who was the first black player to win a full 
England football cap? 
 

What major city was originally called New 
Amsterdam? 
 

In what country is the temple of Angkor Wat? 

TIME IN Issue 2 Puzzle Answers: 

 15  10  9 pigs, 18 chickens  Catch-22  Stiff Little Fingers Pink  

Quick Quiz 

...Answers in next issue of TIME IN 

A man walks into a bar with a giraffe in tow.  

He sits down at the bar and starts ordering 

drinks for himself and the giraffe.  

After several hours of heavy drinking the 

giraffe is laying passed out on the floor, tongue 

hanging from it’s mouth.  

The man staggers to his feet and announces 

“right, that’s me! Ah’m going home.”  

As he is making his way to the door, the barman 

calls after him: “oi, what about that,” pointing 

to the inebriated, long necked customer passed 

out on the floor, “you can’t leave that lying 

there!” 

The drunken man squints at the figure on the 

floor and looks back at the barman and says:  
 
“that’s not a lion, it’s a giraffe!” 

A brain walks into a bar, climbs up onto a stool, 

slumps over the counter and calls to the barman 

to bring him a large gin and tonic. 

‘No way!’ says the barman. ‘I’m not serving you!’ 

‘Why not?’ says the brain. 

‘Because you’re already out of your head!’ says 

the barman. 

A woman woke in the middle of the night to 

find her husband missing from their bed. She 

got out of bed and checked around the house. 

She heard sobbing from the basement. After 

turning on the light and descending the stairs, 

she found he husband curled up into a little 

ball, sobbing. 

"Honey, what's wrong?" she asked, worried 

about what could hurt him so much. 

"Remember, 20 years ago, I got you pregnant, 

when you were 16? ...And your father 

threatened me and said I had to marry you or 

go to jail?" 

"Yes, of course," she replied. 

"Well, I would have been released tonight." 

A new man is brought into Prison Cell 102. Already 

there is a long-time resident who looks 100 years 

old. The new man looks at the old-timer inquiringly. 

The old-timer says: "Look at me. I'm old and worn 

out. You'd never believe that I used to live the life 

of Bill Gates. I wintered on the Riviera, had a boat, 

four fine cars, the most beautiful women, and I 

ate in all the best restaurants of France." 

The new man asked: "And... what happened?" 

"One day Bill Gates reported his credit cards 

missing. 

Prisoner: “Look here, doctor! You've already 

removed my spleen, tonsils, adenoids, and one 

of my kidneys. I only came to see if you could 

get me out of this place!” 

Doctor: “I am... bit by bit!” 

Three prisoners are being executed via firing squad. The 

police are about to execute the first one when he yells 

“EARTHQUAKE!” 

The police go running and the prisoner escapes before the 

police realize there's no earthquake. Right before they 

execute the second one, he yells 

 “TORNADO!” 

Of course, there is no tornado, but the prisoner escapes 

before the police realise that. It was turn for the third to 

be executed. The police go "Readyyy... Aim...". Then, he yells 

"FIRE!" 

↱Have you been convicted of a crime? 

Do you want to try and make some money while you are in prison? 

Would you be prepared to give most of that money to a shady solicitor? 
 

↱We have experience with a wide range of legal issues including proceeds 

of crime, serious personal injury, false imprisonment and all types of driving 

offences. We also help people who have been convicted of similar crimes. 
 

↱We work on a no win, big fee basis, but don’t worry if you can’t pay. Simply 

sign one of our release forms and we will take ownership of your internal 

organs for transplant at a later date. You don’t even need to take a 

medical. Our team will find the best home for one of your kidneys once your 

case has finished in court. 
 

↱Any money awarded for damages in prison will be paid directly to 

Scheister, Shaft and Co. Solicitors where it will be divided amongst our 

many partners before you see even one penny. 
 Scheister, Shaft & 

Co. Solicitors 

Unlimited 
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SPORTS 

The Premiership 

 

It’s a two horse race between Chelsea and Manchester City, two powerful squads that are far 

stronger than any other in the league. Man city’s squad is out of this world and with Manuel 

Pellegrini bringing his fast flowing one/two touch football into the squad they are going to be a hard 

team to match. Chelsea also have a world class squad and with the “special one” back at the helm 

they are a force to be reckoned with. Signing another big striker who’s guaranteed plenty of goals 

would surely put them on a level with City as the once brilliant Fernando Torres seems to have lost his 

pace and composure, his handful of goals this season and previous seasons just hasn’t been anywhere 

near enough for a club looking to bag the premiership and one wonders what Mourinho was thinking loaning 

Lukaku to Everton, as the youngster has plenty of goals about him. All that aside, Chelsea are still up there 

doing the business and with Mourinho’s experience they can’t be dismissed. 

Champions League places? 

There are 5 teams vying for the remaining 2 places. Having 

put Man City and Chelsea in the top two there’s Arsenal, 

Man United, Liverpool, Spurs and Everton all battling it out 

for 3rd and 4th places and it’s a battle I’m  sure we’re all 

loving regardless of who we support. Personally I think 

Arsenal and Liverpool will take the remaining two spots, 

and both have fire power in abundance although Arsenal 

are lacking a true great up front. They have potential all 

over the midfield and have a knack of knowing how to at 

least get a champ’s league spot. Liverpool are a few 

players short of Man City standard but their football is just 

as exciting and entertaining and with Suarez and Sturridge 

up front you would be a fool to rule them out. Their leaky 

defence needs serious work before they start challenging 

for the league again and Simon Mignolet’s howlers are 

starting to become a regular occurrence as we have 

witnessed in games against Chelsea, Man City , Stoke and 

Villa, he may be Liverpool’s downfall this campaign along 

with their dodgy defence. In my opinion Everton won’t have 

the experience to get in the top four this season, although 

they have given quite a few teams a lesson in football they 

are still way behind in finances and Roberto Martinez’s 

men are punching above their weight and it’s only a matter 

of time before they start dropping a few points. Man United 

will be lucky to get in to the Europa League places this 

term. They need a serious make-over and many of their 

players are not United standard. Although Ferguson was 

able to get the best from them, Moyes has his own style 

and he may need a big kitty next summer to get United 

back up there. The fans are going to need to be patient as 

the season isn’t about to get any better. Spurs are 

Liverpool’s biggest threat to the 4th place as their squad is 

great, with both quality and depth. Tim Sherwood has 

settled all the panic and they have started working as a 

team again, so in my opinion it’s Spurs or Liverpool for 

fourth place. But it’s not over yet, and plenty can happen 

with a lot of exiting matches left. 

Relegation Battle  

Still early days yet and a lot of teams flirting 

with those three relegation places: Crystal 

Palace, Fulham, West Ham, Norwich, Cardiff, 

West Brom, Sunderland - any of these teams 

could go down. In my opinion Crystal Palace 

haven’t enough quality there although Tony 

Pulis has restored a lot of heart within the team 

but they may well fall short. West Ham are 

another team short of depth; they have a lot of 

good players but seemed to have lost their way 

a little. I can see them in the championship next 

season with their new stadium. The 3rd team is 

very hard to pick but I think maybe Cardiff 

because the whole Malky Mackay saga has hit 

the team hard and Vincent Tan would get what 

he deserves to be back in the championship. 

West Brom have a lot of talent and a hungry 

new Spanish manager, Chris Hughton and 

Norwich haven’t clicked yet but when they do 

they’ll be a great team with both depth and 

quality. Fulham have a lot of experience and 

Gus Poyet has Sunderland battling every game 

like a cup final. Whoever goes down won’t go 

without a fight and it will be very interesting 

viewing. We won’t be short of excitement 

leading up to a World Cup which promises to be 

one of the best. Football is entering a very 

entertaining era and every weekend seems to 

as good as the last. The twists and turns, highs 

and lows; it’s absolutely brilliant.  
 

So what’s your opinion? Who do you think will 

win the league, get the champions league spots 

or be relegated? I’m sure everybody has their 

own winners and losers and that’s the great 

thing; it’s just not as predictable as usual!   

 Olla Bess! 
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