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The Prison 

  

Dear Mom, 

 

I am in prison. In prison in Paris. Visit me please, as soon as possible. 

You will need a visiting order. Try to hitchhike with a lorry driver from 

Dover. Preferably, a Frenchman - they love English women. 

 

If that is not possible, try to hide yourself in the back of the lorry, or 

even underneath. Bring me some money - and some biscuits and 

chocolate. If it is a refrigerated lorry, you can bring me some ice 

cream. Bring me a file as well. Hide it in your tights or bake a cake and 

hide it inside. 

 

There are two other guys in my cell; a Russian called Ivan the horrible 

and a French man who is here because he has stolen bankers' bonuses. 

They have made me very welcome and have given me the choice of 

bunks. They have explained to me that everyone had heard talk of the 

accident and how (inadvertently) I had helped the prisoners to escape. 

 

So I am now a hero and they have cleaned the prison especially for my 

arrival. I was told that this prison was terrible with rats and 

cockroaches. Now all that has changed. The floors are polished, the 

toilets are sparkling with cleanliness and the only rats are the 

hamsters that the prisoners have begun to keep in their cells as pets. 

 

The prison is divided into four sections. I am in Block A which is for 

the prisoners from Western Europe, Block B is for l'Afrique Noire 

(Black Africa), Block C for the Maghreb and D for the Rest of the 

World. There should be a block for the lads from the UK, with bacon 



and eggs, mushrooms, tomatoes, baked beans, sausages, black pudding 

and fried bread for breakfast - and Coronation St on the television for 

a bit of culture and education. 

 

 L’Afrique Noire (sub Saharan Africa) is so called because it is mostly 

populated by people with black skin as distinct from North West 

Africa which they refer to as North Africa (l’Afrique du Nord). The 

Maghreb is composed of former French colonies in North West Africa, 

that is to say Libya, Tunisia, Algeria, Morocco and Mauritania. 

  

When you arrive, ask to see the examining magistrate. Tell him that I 

was at home all day on the day of the accident, that I never left the 

house, that I was in bed with a cold, reading a book called 'How to be a 
good person.‘ 
 

Tell him also that I am a careful driver and it is not my fault if I have 

been disqualified from driving in England. Tell him that I am attentive 

to other people and especially to animals. Don’t tell him that I spend 

most of my money on beer. Tell him that I give it to poor people. 

 

The duty of the examining magistrate is to seek all the evidence both 

for and against guilt. And I am not guilty! So, he could decide to 

release me without trial. So, get yourself a nice hairdo, wear your best 

dress and your best perfume and smile nicely. Do your best Mother. 

 

Your loving Son Albert - and don’t forget the biscuits! 
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