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    Let My Dream Come True


    David




    I’m stuck here within these walls.




    Peaceful but stressed. Waiting for my case to commence, listening for that dreaded word ‘guilty’ or the thrilling sound of ‘not guilty’.




    Why does this place seem to make dreams vanish?




    The truth is we need hope and that’s where God can help us.




    As summer passes and autumn appears, the leaves gather on the yard, the birds fly south and darkness comes more quickly. But don’t worry, the end is near, your freedom will soon be here.




    What will you do?




    If you have a dream, why not let it come true?




    Where am I?




    Not in a good place, as you can see.




    This is not my first sentence but it’s most definitely my last.




    Let  me  take  you  back  to  before  I  started offending.




    From as young as I can remember life wasn’t easy.




    My mother has been in and out of prison since I was five or six years of age. She was constantly offending, doing stuff such as shoplifting to feed her heroin addiction, which has left me scared inside. And my father is an alcoholic.




     I do have a brother who is sensible and supporting, although he hasn’t always been. When he was sixteen he spent a short time in prison. Then he got out and went to college, now he’s now a fully qualified fabricating welder and studying to be a financial adviser.




    He has inspired me a great deal and proves that just because you’ve been to prison it doesn’t mean you can’t change.




    So remember that.




    In junior school I was like any other kid. I loved school, sport, cartoons, being with my friends, climbing trees, playing with my Action Men. On occasions I even wet the bed.




    I wasn’t thick or dull; I was a bright boy. I did well in my exams and the teachers loved me. I was the perfect student.




    Me and my uncle Jeff, we were very close.




    He was my best mate, well, second best. My teddy Harry the Hippo was first.




    Jeff taught me the alphabet, to count and to tie my shoelaces. He used to take me with him to visit his friends Janey and Tegs. I used to play on the computer most of the time and they would be in the kitchen smoking a bong. Then they would want to join me playing on Tekkon.




    “Winner stays on.” “Ha stoners.”




    Not one of them could get me off.




     That may not seem like fun to you. Maybe you and your family go on holiday or to the cinema together. Na, not me, and that’s just the way it was. I loved it. I wouldn’t have changed it even if I could.




    This one time I slept up at my nan’s. I remember it like it was yesterday. Nan cooking, me and my cousin trying to wrestle with my granddad. We used to wind him up by saying “dddddd fat man” – it drove him mad. If he was getting the better of us my nan would attack him with the remote. She was our back- up plan.




    One night my uncle Jeff came home. He was a great believer in God and Jesus Christ, he truly was, and I’d never seen him so happy. He was dancing, singing and chasing me and my cousin around. It was wild.




    That night we all went to sleep at Nan’s.




    When I woke up the next morning before I got ready to go home I asked Nan if I could say good-bye to Jeff.




    She replied, “No. He’s sleeping.”




    I didn’t think too much about it. But later that day I found out that Jeff had died in his sleep.




    I believe he knew it was going to happen.




    What if I had gone to say goodbye and he’d been still alive? That plays with my mind sometimes.




    I was ten when he passed away. I will never forget him.




    As time went on life didn’t change much.




    Mum was still locked up. My brother Karl had moved into a flat. It was just me and Dad. But if needed Nan helped out.




    When I started high school things were looking good. I was doing well in education and found I was talented at  sport.  I  took that talent outside of school and started boxing.




    I  soon  picked  up  the  main  steps  and became quite skilled. My dad was proud of me and I was proud of myself.




    After about three months I started having bouts, and after six months I became Welsh Champion and felt over the moon.




    But school started getting hard and I began fighting and smoking cannabis and lost my interest in boxing. I got expelled from school when I was young, and I was only fifteen when I started drinking and taking ecstasy, which led to a life of crime. I was fighting, shoplifting and robbing cars. After about a year of drugs and crime I started an ‘include’ course’ and sat the exams and had the highest results since the course had started. But not even that  could stop me being a criminal.




    In 2007 I received a jail sentence for wounding with intent, which made me think about life a lot. But when I got out I started drinking again, and I used to go into town and sniff coke and enjoy myself.




    I also got back into boxing and was told if I won the Welsh Championships again I might be allowed to enter the Olympics. That is still my dream.




    I  also started a sports coaching development course, coaching boxing and five- a-side football tournaments to young teenagers from the Youth Offending Team who had just started getting into crime.




    Maybe I could show them what I have been through, maybe I could be an example to them, to encourage them to turn their lives around, and that would make me proud.




    I find myself here again, where I have found God and how to be me. But all of my dreams are still there and I’m planning to fulfil them for myself and my family.




    So, no matter what has happened to you, if you have a dream try to make it come true.


  




  

    The Hole


    Duane





    I’ve got one small bed and one small sink, one small toilet and a small TV.




    The window has bars, a reminder that I can’t go anywhere. It’s cold in here, but warm outside. I’m constantly in the shade. Where am I? I’m in a mess, a nightmare, I’m in a hole, I’m a nobody, I’m an invisible island, my temperature fluctuates from boiling-kettle heat to ice-cube cold, the frustrated sea pounds the sand, dark clouds hover and the rains fall. I’m marooned.




    My mum and dad have become  letters; I’m going crazy waiting for them to be washed on to the shore or to slide under the door.




    I was six years old  and I was insecure  and terrified. Mum and Dad had split up. My world collapsed like an old wooden bridge and my heart  felt  like  a  crushed can  getting  kicked around the kerbs of a council estate; it sounded hollow and dead.




    The four of us had to move to London and live in a refuge. We were my mum, who had a dream to become a fashion designer, my older sister, me and my younger sister Claire. Mum was always struggling, we had no money and us kids were naughty, especially me.




    Memories of Marks and Spencer’s food still stay with me. Once a week the refuge received parcels of close-to-gone-off food, ready meals, sandwiches, prawns and pink and white coconut cakes. I guess that would have tasted like heaven to people in some parts of the world, but it put me off eating food with the sell-by date gone.




    When my Mum cooked it would always be the same kind of food: tuna pasta bakes, chicken, peas and rice and it would all take ages to be ready. I felt so hungry that my tummy would growl, as I looked in the full oven at the cooked chicken and all four rings on the hob being used to boil rice and vegetables.




    I can still hear Mum say to me, “Eat them all up and you will be big and strong.”




    I was impatient. “How long left, Mum?”




    “Ten minutes, Duane.”




    Even at that age I knew it would be longer.




    “Mum, I’m starving.”




    “You’re not starving, you’re hungry.”




    I loved that moment when dinner was ready and we were given our food. The smell, my taste buds on edge and my mouth watering. It kinda reminds me of prison, of waiting to be released.




    It was hard living in the Refuge.




    Mum and I always seemed to be moving, and I missed my dad. Me and Dad were close. Don’t get me wrong, me and Mum were close too and I loved them equally, but I loved them in different ways. Dad was my male role-model.




    I would have liked a brother, but some things aren’t meant to be.




    Dad did a little stretch a while back and he was sent far away to Laverne. Sometimes I used to go and visit him. Mum would take me with my grampy, Dad’s father. We would travel to Cardiff and Swansea prison and eat donuts and chocolates on the train. That cheered me up. What made me feel really good was when Dad had a home leave from prison. We would go to sign on together in Llanedeyrn Police Station. And we’d go swimming and bike riding together.




    The best times of all, though, were when Dad used to blow up balloons, then send them down the river and I was allowed to fire at them with a rifle. Dad didn’t  ever  kill animals. He always said to only kill an animal if you were going to eat it. He was good like that.




    When I used to walk along the bank of the Rumney river with my dad, who was my king, I couldn’t stop talking.




    “Are we there yet, Dad?” “No, not yet, Champ.”




    He always called me that. I liked it, and it made me feel secure.




     I always knew when we were near ’cos that’s when he pulled out of his pocket the packet of balloons.




    “We’re nearly there, Champ.”




    I would feel the butterflies in my tummy flutter faster and faster.
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