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No certainties for Alice

Alice was in prison, actually inside a prison. The reality hadn’t quite sunk in yet. She was in prison for something she hadn’t done. That should not be possible, and it felt more like a bad dream, a nightmare.
Just a week ago when Alice and a few others got stoned in the Club, they had talked about imprisonment. Long John explained that nearly anything could become a prison, that thoughts can imprison you or emotions, trauma, obsessions. Long John had studied psychology before he dropped out and everyone saw him as a spokesman for ultimate freedom a local Abbie Hoffman. Alice thought all the straight people, including her parents (especially her father), were imprisoned by their minds. She had tried to enlighten them about the change that was coming, and her mom had read some of Alice’s books. Her dad was a whole different story, he refused to open his eyes. 
Alice had adopted the popular hippie slogan ‘You got to turn in, tune in, drop out’ although she had only taken LSD once, and that had been ‘far out’. She wanted to try more stuff to really expand her mind and discover its unlimited possibilities.
Alice had always been occupied with the concept of freedom; where to find it, truly find it. She was fascinated by the idea of freedom, maybe because she had spent most of the first year of her life tied up in a hospital bed and fed through tubes. Alice read books like Krishnamurti, Alan Watts, Ram Das and Carlos Castaneda that focussed on spiritual freedom. Afterall she was a true flower-child of the 60s seeking enlightenment and living ‘sex drugs and rock ‘n’ roll’ in the name of freedom. 
After a night in a city jail, Alice was transported to prison to wait for her trial. The first person she shared a very small cell with was a dark, unkempt woman of an undefined age called Betty. She opened her mouth to reveal a few rotten teeth and asked Alice what she had done. ‘Nothing, I’m innocent!’ Alice responded. Betty laughed so hard she started coughing. ‘I’ve hidden a body’ she announced proudly and laughed again at Alice’s shocked expression. They only shared this narrow cell with a toilet stinking in the corner for three days.  Alice could not recall much from those days; It was as if all her senses had withdrawn, to shield her from her surroundings.
Alice had recently turned nineteen and looked like a fairy-tale princess with long wavy henna-coloured hair and bright green eyes.  She had been living in some kind of wonderland dreaming of peace, love and an everlasting party. Waking up was brutal. Police had forced themselves into their squad flat late in the night. She had initially planned to take a train to Paris earlier that same morning, but her best friend Tine begged Alice to postpone her journey. Tine was down, really down because her narcissistic boyfriend Tim. In the night, the police came knocking, busted Alice. And this absurd and frightening chapter of her life began.
They moved Alice to a different cell together with another woman, Nelly, who seemed very young. She had blond, very thin and curly hair, large pale blue eyes and a small round mouth. Her head seemed too big for her very tiny body as she sunk onto her bed, only her fingers moving, moving all the time. Nelly never uttered a word. She had a slight, permanent smile printed on her face, an expression that never changed. Nelly ate, used the toilet in the cell and slept. That was all. Her very absence somehow kindled in Alice an echo of an urge to be alive and present, even in her current reality.
Prison food arrived on metal plates. Alice could hardly eat. The food was slimy with bits swimming in the gravy. Once a day they were taken to the shower room with other prisoners, and in the evening they could go for two hours to watch TV. Alice didn’t go, and neither did Nelly, who just sat and smiled. It wasn’t scary, just weird. Nelly was like a child herself but a child beyond a reach. Alice felt sorry for her.
Days went by, and slowly Alice found some kind of routine in her new circumstance. The beer brown walls of the small cell with spots of grease and dirt became familiar as did the view from the narrow window with the iron bars. Her bed was close to the window, and she could see rooftops on the other side of the prison wall and a bit of sky and passing clouds. Alice let her imagination run free; worlds beyond the clouds, different realities. She spent hours daydreaming how she met the love of her life, and they travelled to exotic places. She also tried to meditate and read books. Alice read her Ram Das book ‘Be Here Now’  and kept telling herself she would be fine.
Alice got used to Nelly’s absent presence and was thankful she was so quiet and didn’t smell. Betty had had a very musky smell of sweat and urine and talked all the time, demanding the radio be on during all the waking hours. Alice had herself been in a state of shock, so none of that had affected her much, but now she remembered and was thankful for the silence.
The worst times were the collective showers: the shower room was old and scruffy, and a smell of chlorine hit Alice’s nostrils like acid. Some of the women looked rough and were covered in tattoos. A few of them smacked their lips, looking at her and hissed like snakes ‘fresh meat, fresh meat’ as if she was prey. One woman threatened to tattoo Alice after her trial when she would be transferred to another prison with less protection.  Alice felt she was living in a strange and hellish twilight zone. She kept repeating like a mantra ‘I will soon be free, I will soon be free.’ 
They had told Alice her trial would be within thirty days. Ten days had already passed. Since she had done nothing wrong, Alice convinced herself she would be set free. For certain. She just had to make it through the next twenty days. Then she would be free. Innocent people don’t get locked away in prisons. 

Diary
Alice started to write a diary. ‘A bit like Anne Frank’ she mused to herself. ‘Of course, unlike her, I am going to be set free, so it really is a kind of the opposite.’
Saturday, January 11th, 1972
Nelly had a visitor, her husband. My mom came to visit me as she does every weekend, but this was the first time Nelly had some-one visiting. The guards brought her into the room. Her husband looked much older, more like her dad or even granddad. He has dark hair that looks like a toupee, a beard and moustache and a red nose. Nelly didn’t look at him, but for the first time, I saw something shifting in her eyes, just for a moment. He took Nelly’s hand, and just for a second, it seemed like Nelly resisted. I wonder what their story is.
My mom is ok. She believes in me, no questions asked and visits every week. My dad hasn’t been once. I am a great disappointment for him. Fuck that. I’ve tried to explain stuff for years, but it just ends up us screaming at each other. He just doesn’t get it. ‘Something is happening Mr Jones, and you don’t know what it is…” My mom is different. She is more cool, and at least she tries to get it. She brought me everything I asked, including a new tape from David Bowie. I am not a great fan, but he is interesting. I prefer Californian Flower Power music, like Jefferson Airplane. 
The woman with many tattoos was there too. They call her ‘Bob’.  An old very worn-out woman was visiting her with a sweet little girl about four years old. Maybe Bob’s mother and daughter?
I suppose everybody has a story, something happened to them, and they became who they are. I wonder what Bob’s story is. And Nelly’s. I might go to the TV room this evening. The guards say the Eurovision contest is on tonight. Shit music, mainstream. I never watch it but might tonight. Feels both scary and a bit thrilling. I’ve only met these women in passing or in the shower room. They shout nasty words and smack their lips, making sounds that either refer to anal functions or sexual activity. Not all of them, some look like shadows of themselves, junkies surely. And some just seem to be pretty much at home in prison. 
Nearly all of the women have tattoos apart from the gipsies. And Nelly and a few others. In the shower room, Bob keeps threatening to tattoo me when I get moved to the real prison after the trial. It will never happen! 

In the evening  Alice is trying to tempt Nelly to come with her to the TV room, but Nelly seems, if possible, even more absent. She sits on her bed, motionless without expression. When Alice looks into her eyes, it is as nobody is looking back at her. Only Nelly’s fingers are moving, like trapped little animals, on and on with nowhere to go.
Whilst waiting for trial, the prisoners are allowed to wear their own clothes. Alice decides to dress more plainly than usually, just bell-bottom jeans and a T-shirt with purple batik prints. She brushes her henna red wavy hair shiny, straightens her back and says to herself trying to sound confident:  ‘It’s now or never.’
Alice calls for a guard and is escorted to the TV room. Some half-hearted whistles and lip-smacking meet her as she enters, but everybody’s focus is on TV; next is Sweden and the song is called Waterloo from a group called Abba.
‘Wow! They are actually groovy, kind of fun’ Alice is watching and shaking her hips in a rhythm without noticing. Some other women are half dancing and screaming ‘Waterloo!’ together with the group on TV. ‘Look at that ass on a blond one!’ Bob points out and makes obscene hip movements and licks her lips. 
Alice doesn’t know any hardcore lesbians. However, they have had some ‘Love ins’ in her collective, and she was part of a group sex experiment once. Alice hadn’t liked it but pretended to in order to not seem square and unliberated.
Guards are standing at the door. They seem to think the song is fun too and shake their hips. Bob is now dancing on the table, and suddenly it gives way; the whole table falls apart and Bob with it. There is a shocked silence, and then Bob starts laughing, and others, including Alice, join in. Guards rush in ‘Enough, stop that! Fun over! Back to you cells NOW!
‘Please let us see who wins’ Alice begs on behalf of everybody. 
‘No way – you all lost your TV privileges because of Bob.’ The guard looks stern. Alice has never seen her smile. Her name is Melissa, a name that doesn’t fit her at all. She is big, not fat but solid and big-boned. Her hair is extremely thin and red, her skin full of acne and she has small watery eyes. The other guard is very different. She is small and dark and has curly black hair. Her face is soft, and she sometimes gives little encouraging smiles behind the other guard’s back. She is called Gaby, and she winks her eye behind Melissa’s back. Later, on her last evening round, she told everyone that Swedish Abba had won. Next morning in the showers they all sung Waterloo and there was, just for a moment, a sense of unity between the women.
The only woman that hadn’t joined in the fun and dancing that evening was an older gipsy woman, Rosa. She had sat in the corner looking at others with resentful expression in her face. Her eyes were hard as granite. Rosa must have been beautiful in her younger years, but now she looked cold, cruel, poisonous. Alice didn’t dare to look at her. Alice’s grandmother had an expression ‘someone walked over your grave’, and that is precisely how Alice felt when she looked at Rosa.  
Some days later, the guards came to take Nelly. She was to be moved to a mental hospital. Nelly obeyed like she was a lifeless robot. Alice tried to ask Gaby what was going on, why now? Only thing Gaby knew was that it had to do with Nelly’s husband.
Alice sat on her bed and tried to read. She was worried. Who would be her new cellmate? She heard the rattle of the keys, and Melissa opened the cell door. Beside her stood Rosa.

Diary
Friday, January 17th
Fuck this! First, they take Nelly and now this evil woman, Rosa. She just sits there in the corner like a cobra, her eyes following everything, ready to strike. I talked with Bob. Somehow I’m not as afraid of her after I saw her with her daughter and mom. Bob is not that bad when she doesn’t threaten to rape me all the time, and she knows everything that goes on here – so Bob told me that Rosa is here for murder and robbery and that she is going to be here for a long time. The woman is a psychopath, and I need to sleep in the same room!
I also found out more about Nelly from Gaby; her father worked for the old guy who later became her husband. Nelly was only sixteen when the old guy made her pregnant. She is not the brightest tool in the box and possibly didn’t know what was happening. The old guy anyway married her (for sex and housekeeping I think). After Nelly had a baby, she was left alone with her little boy for hours and days. Nelly didn’t quite know how to care for a baby, and he cried a lot, especially during the nights. One day when he didn’t stop crying, Nelly shook him so hard that he died. Since that Nelly hasn’t spoken a word. The old man she married has now arranged her to be put in the mental hospital instead of prison. I don’t think that is necessarily better for her, but I hope she gets some help. I don’t trust mental hospitals. They are all part of the same corruptive system. Long John said that they just pretend to help people; what they actually aim is to create productive economic units or if they can’t, overmedicated zombies.    
O my god Rosa just showed me her razor blade. I am shit scared of her. Now I am forced to clean her side of the cell, make her bed and give her my cigarettes and candy. She sits and whispers her orders to me, and her voice makes cold shivers run down my spine. She doesn’t have any friends On the yard where we walk one hour a day, Rosa talks with gipsy women from other sections, nobody else. She seems to be some kind of boss. I think they are afraid of her too 
Two days to my trial. Oh, God, please help me! I was only in the same plane with that Canadian guy, Randy. I didn’t know he had acid too, only weed. I was going to visit my parents anyway and just promised to introduce him to some of my friends and show him where he could stay. Randy is long gone leaving me with the rap for smuggling and selling hard drugs. That is so totally, fucking wrong! They can’t find me guilty for something I absolutely didn’t do!

The day for trial arrived. Alice’s mother had brought her new clothes. Alice thought they made her look like somebody’s boring secretary; a tweed skirt just under her knees and a bright blue pullover. Nothing she would normally wear. But she wore it anyway. The guards came to collect the women that were due for a trial that day. They were eight tightly packed into a black van. Many women hated the trial day. They were each closed in a tiny cell the size of a toilet, with no window and only a narrow wooden bench. Sometimes they had to wait for hours for their turn. Alice didn’t mind that. She preferred alone time. Her imagination was like a magic carpet, not limited by time or space and during her waiting hours, she was transported all over the universe.
When they came to fetch her to the courtroom, Alice felt slightly elsewhere, but she was ok. The trial didn’t take long, and nobody asked Alice anything. Meanwhile, her lawyer, whom Alice had only met twice, seemed pale and tired and said barely a word. It was all happening as if in a slow-motion dream.  Suddenly she heard the judge pronounce the verdict:  Alice was sentenced for one year and eight months. She fainted.  
Next day Alice was moved to the central prison for female prisoners.  The building was more modern and more anonymous. It had long corridors with beige walls. The rooms held three people.
Alice was brought into a room where there were two women close to her age. One of them had a body like Barbarella, and her hair was long and blond with wavy curls covering most of her face. She turned her head around, revealing a face that was severely scarred by acne, and it looked like her nose was broken. She gave Alice a hard glimpse without blinking and returned to her magazine. The other woman looked young and had a pretty face. She looked like an old fashion doll with bright brown eyes, rose lips and chestnut curls. She smiled shyly to Alice and then looked at the other woman as if seeking approval and concerned about making a mistake. The other one was smoking and didn’t lift her eyes from her magazine. Alice felt nervous and out of place.
‘Hi, I am Lisbeth, and this is Vicky’ the doll-faced girl said with a shy voice. Alice nodded and said her name. She put her basket beside the empty bed closest to the door.
‘Do you have any candy?’ Lisbeth asked, pointing the box. Alice had both chocolate and marmalade her mom had brought her, and she offered her box with candy to Lisbeth. Vicky stretched herself like a cat and then pointed Lisbeth with her cigarette ‘ fatso, you should watch out what you eat. You boyfriend won’t like it if you look like a hippo.’ Alice looked at Vicky, alarmed by her mean words. She noticed that Lisbeth was a bit fat in a childish kind of way; round in the middle, not much breast or hips. Lisbeth shook slightly when Vicky’s words hit her and then took a piece of chocolate from the box. 
When her cellmates left for their TV time, Alice was alone. All she wanted to do was to sleep. Sleep and disappear. Wake up the next day and realise it all had been just a bad dream.
Alice woke up early next morning to Vicky’s loud snore. She felt unreal. This was non-reality. She had been so sure that this could not happen. She laid in her bed, staring at the ceiling tears running down her cheeks. How was this possible. One year and eight months. As a first timer, if you get one year and two months, you don’t have to serve inside the prison. But one and eight! She wouldn’t survive, it would change her, maybe kill her. Why hadn’t her lawyer put up more of a fight for her? He was supposed to be one of the best. They had sentenced her for both smuggling and selling; she had done none of it. Why? 
Vicky and Lisbeth woke up and left for breakfast. Alice was not hungry, and the guards didn’t force her to go. she curled up on the bed staring at the wall. Tomorrow would be different, and she would be forced to join the others.
A guard came to get her. Her lawyer wanted to see her, Miss Lind. ‘My Lawyer is not Miss Lind, his name is Mr Carlsson’ Alice looked worried at the guard. ‘Is there a mistake, maybe?’
‘I have no idea, I just do what I am told. Hurry up Alice, I don’t have the whole day, chop-chop!’

Thursday, January 23rd
So now I know why my lawyer did such a shit job; he has stomach cancer. He got his diagnosis just before my trial. There was no time to brief another lawyer, and they didn’t want to postpone the trial. I suppose he thought he could do it or he just didn’t care. Now I have a new lawyer Miss Lind, Agneta Lind. She seems smart. She told me that the reason I’ve got such a hard sentence is that Interpol had contacted the police department here. A Canadian man was smuggling drugs big time with the help of a Scandinavian girl. Interpol had been after this couple for some time now. They think it could be me. I know it isn’t me of course although everything feels like the twilight zone and I am no longer sure about anything. Miss Lind is going to apply to the Higher Court for six months of sentence reduction. I don’t dare hope.
Saturday, January 25th
I am bullied by almost all of the women in here. They mock how I speak, my gestures, everything. They spit in my food, steal my stuff and threaten to cut off my hair – and of course to rape me. The guards pretend not to see anything. They don’t give a shit. Nobody does. Lisbeth is nice when Vicky is not looking. I don’t know what to do, I don’t know how I will survive.
Monday, January 27th
I met a prison therapist. Nothing much, we talked a little, and he just let me sit in peace.
Wednesday, January 29th
Met the therapist again. He is old but not that old, maybe 35. We talked a lot about books and how important books have always been to me. It was kind of cool, a break from all the prison shit.


Tuesday, February 5th
I got a job in the prison library. I help to select the books into the trolley, catalogue them and pull the trolley around in corridors. I know books pretty well and can often recommend the right book for the right person. Women come to the book trolley, and we chat a bit. They mostly like to read light romantic stuff or thrillers.
They still make fun of me but don’t steal my stuff anymore.
Vicky has a boyfriend in the men’s side of the prison. She showed me his picture. He looked quite handsome, a bit like the lead singer of Led Zeppelin, what’s his name. He had written quite a juicy letter to her about her body and what he would like to with it. They’ve only seen each other on the yard from the window. That’s prison romance for you.
Bob has been moved here. Funny how happy I was to see her. Now I have a friend. Bob has a wicked sense of humour and can out mouth anybody. She is also muscular and strong and looks scary with her many tattoos. The others respect her and leave me alone. Bob told me that Rosa had nearly killed her new cellmate with a razor blade. Close fucking call, I reckon.

Friday, February 8th 
I helped Vicky write a sex letter to her boyfriend, Micke. Now the heat is going up, and letters are flying, and my help is in demand. A new career for Alice; a porn writer. Who knew I had it in me.

Alice had now been in prison for nearly two months; first waiting for her trial and now in the central prison. She was surprised by how she had adjusted to her new circumstance. The first prison had been worse, full of fear and anxiety, women waiting for their sentences. Here there was a routine, and most knew how long they had and made the best of it. There were power struggles and fights, of course, and some prisoners were better suited to a mental hospital than in prison. Drugs were flowing, mainly pills. Alice was mocked because she refused both drugs and ‘relationship’ offers. Her situation would have been worse, but friendship with Bob and Vicky gave her some protection. 
Most of all Alice’s function as a steamy letter writer gave her prestige. The hardest women came to see her and without the gang she started to understand them; Hanna, Klara, Lena, Karin and Rita better. Individually they were far less scary. Hanna was smart but had ADHD so she didn’t do well at school and Klara had been send from one foster home to another since she was born. Neither of them were bad and they could be kind and funny. Lena and Karin had started off with just messing around  and things had got worse with drugs and their crimes more severe. Rita was the saddest of all, her mom had schizophrenia and single. Rita’s childhood had been very difficult and she in for the seventh time for petty crimes.  They all needed love, dreamed about love and to write love letters worked as an escape from harsh reality. Love affairs bloomed, both among the women themselves and with men in the male wards.
Alice read a lot rather than watching TV.  In the evenings, she stayed in her cell to read biographies of extraordinary people, historical novels and psychology. She realised she had been living in a haze of cannabis and hippie dreams of sex, love and other escapes from the real world. Sure Alice had demonstrated against Vietnam War and police brutality. She had occupied houses as a protest against the housing situation.  But now, getting to know real people with terrible stories it all seemed quite unreal. 


Saturday 6th of Mars 
Bob has a fling. Her girlfriend is called Minna, and she is not much older than I am. I suppose Bob is not that old, but it is difficult to say, she is just Bob. Minna is soft and round and has pimples. She giggles a lot, especially at everything Bob says. They hold hands and behave like teenagers. Nobody dares to tease Bob, and she is as provoking or even more than before. I don’t think Minna really cares about Bob, which is kind of sad since Bob is so smitten. Minna wants protection (understandable, of course). If it weren’t Bob, it would be one of the mean women. 
Alice had established her role in the prison and was no longer as overtaken by her fear and anxiety. She enjoyed her work in the library, and women came to her for writing help and then started to take out books that she recommended. Alice had never had a proper job before, only an occasional job in a café and once a bit longer in a macrobiotic restaurant. She was a good listener, and women talked to her, and she could sometimes help them with advice. Most women didn’t see any point to go to the prison therapist unless they hoped to get pills, but Alice visited him regularly. They talked more now, but often she just sat there quietly. Her mother wrote to her every week and also visited once a week. She got a few postcards from friends, but not many.
Miss Lind, Alice’s lawyer, had sent her application to the higher court. She told Alice that she was hopeful for her sentence to get reduced.

Monday 15th of Mars
Most of these women here have such a tough life. So much shit has happened to them, and many have had really fucked up childhood. I think most of these women should not be punished, they should be helped!
Tuesday 16th of Mars
Vicky is going to get married. I think it is madness. They have never met; he has only seen her walking on the yard from a prison window. They have written letters to each other for a month (I’ve written hers). She has his photo and has also seen him from a distance. He has a photo of her wearing a bikini and huge sunglasses, her blonde curls covering most of her face. Shit waiting to hit the fan. 
Prison romances. You get one honeymoon night together in a cell and a monthly conjugal visit. Vicky is behaving like a heroine in a romance of the century. I’ve promised to do her makeup and hair and lend her that long sky-blue velvet dress I got for the Living Theatre happening. Lucky I learnt to do really cool make up for that. I will also help her to write her vows.

The day of Vicky’s wedding came. The bride was chirping like a spring bird and blushing like 18th century virgin on her wedding night. Alice’s velvet dress hugged tight around her curves, and she looked stunning. Alice had done a professional makeover on her and Vicky’s blond curls hung shinily over half of her face like on 40s film star Victoria Lake.
Bob was going to give the bride away. None of Vicky’s relatives were invited. Vicky never talked about them, but Lisbeth shared with Alice what she knew. Vicky’s stepfather had raped her since she was eight. Her mother pretended not to believe her, and when Vicky was thirteen, she threw her out on the street.  
Alice thought this explained why Vicky didn’t, couldn’t trust anybody and had such a hard shield. She hoped sincerely that this would be a really happy day for Vicky; her Cinderella day in prison. Lisbeth would be her bride maid, and her pretty face was glowing with anticipation. ‘Lisbeth is such a child’ Alice thought. ‘How on earth did she ever end in a prison?’
It was a grey day. Clouds were hanging low, getting darker, gathering. Naked trees drawn against dark sky like burned skeleton fingers. Something felt not right, but Alice blamed the weather, the season, the prison.
They all started to walk toward the prison chapel that was on the first floor; Two guards, Vicky, Bob, Lisbeth and Alice. Later there would be cake and a glass of wine in the hall outside the chapel where few more people would join them.
They walked into chapel Vicky and Bob first. Vicky had a little veil covering her face and was wearing a flower crown Lisbeth had made from white roses and blue forget-me-nots. Vicky looked like a dream. Mickey was waiting at the altar with his best man. ‘He really looks sexy’ Alice thought, happy for Vicky ‘like that lead singer from Led Zeppelin (what the fuck is his name now!?!)’
A priest was reading the ceremony, and all went as it should until it came to the point of ‘now you may kiss the bride’. Mickey lifted Vicky’s veil and screamed in shock ‘Ugly bitch! I’ve been cheated!!!’ He was going to rush out, but the guards stopped him. Vicky stood shaking. everyone was looking at her Nobody knew what to do.
This was a first time Mickey saw Vicky’s acne-scarred face and her broken nose. He had been shocked. It was a brutal and shockingly cruel moment. All colour had disappeared from Vicky’s face, and she could hardly stand. They all walked Vicky back to their cell. she was like a rage doll, no life in her. she didn’t speak we took the dress off and put her to bed. The nurse gave her some pills, and she fell asleep. Next day she was still sleeping when Lisbeth and Alice went to work, Lisbeth in the kitchen and Alice in the library.
When Alice and Lisbeth returned, they were told that Vicky had been found lifeless in a toilet.

Diary
Wednesday, April 2nd
It is so tragic, so incredibly tragic. Poor Vicky! She tried to kill herself by drinking toilet cleaner. Now she is in the hospital emergency department. They think she will make it. I can’t imagine how she feels I don’t know how she will cope. How could Micky do that? how could anybody be that cruel. She was so happy 
It is now only Lisbeth and me in the room. We have asked if we can visit Vicky. ‘Maybe later’ they say. Vicky is going to stay for a while in the hospital. She is also getting some therapy. I feel so sad for her, so much pain! It is not fair, some people have so much pain in their life! My life has been easy in comparison. My parents would never throw me out, not even my square dad.
Saturday, April 5th
My dad game to visit with my mom. He was uncomfortable and kept fidgeting on his chair. Not easy for him to see his daughter in prison with his family tree and traditions. They haven’t told any relatives where I am. No reason. I am travelling, working as an au pair or something. It all was awkward, and for a fleeting moment, I think I saw tears in my father’s eyes, but he turned his head to look at the clock on the wall. We talked about this and that, nothing special but it was actually really nice to see them.

Tuesday, April 8th   
Monday my lawyer visited in the afternoon. The verdict should come down soon she told me. She said again she was hopeful, but that nothing is certain before it is. I think she wouldn’t speak like that if she wasn’t pretty sure. I dare to hope again.
Friday, April 10th
Yet another week went by. It all is pretty much routine now. What happened to Vicky shocked us all, even the mean women seem dampened down with their threats and nasty remarks. Bob has gone quieter too, and Minna looks a bit lost. Her winning act was to giggle at Bob’s jokes, and she doesn’t seem to know who to be without that.
I have had lots of time to think. My life before prison seems unreal. I’ve got a letter from Tine, and it looks like nothing much has changed. People get stoned, listen to music, change lovers and have lofty ideas about how they are changing the world. The energy was different at the end of 60s, now it  seems to have lost its vigour and power – its hope. These ‘flower children’ are as self-centred as the rest; just a different setting. The world isn’t changing, only becoming worse.
Tuesday, April 14th
 I talk a lot with the therapist, and he is actually quite cool. We don’t live in the same world either. I wonder if everybody’s reality is different. I try to become more objective and not be so bloody sure. Both my father and Long John sound so sure about everything. Male dominance. In the Hippie world, male dominance is as bad as anywhere. Men take what they want, women try to please, and the most pretty ones get the coolest guys. Same shit. 
I can’t get the horror on Vicky]s face out of my head. What Micke did must have hurt so deeply. How can anybody be so cruel?
Saturday, April 15th
Vicky tried to kill herself again. She is now moved to a mental hospital. God, I hope she gets some help. She has nobody who gives a shit about her in her life. When I get out, I am going to do something to help her.
Wednesday, April 19th
My verdict came down, and my sentence is reduced!!! I will get out on Friday. Oh, my God!!!!
Thursday, April 20th
Packing, cleaning. Talked with Lisbeth. She too, will get out in a week. Lisbeth had only a short sentence. She had simply been with her boyfriend when he burgled a house. She had dropped the content of her bag on the floor and failed to pick up a notice from a STD clinic with her name on it. That’s how police traced her (and her very pissed off good for nothing boyfriend). Typical Lisbeth. I leave all my candy to her. 
I talked with Bob. She doesn’t believe I will keep contact but I will. Bob is special and genuine. I don’t want to lose her.
I don’t know what direction my life is going to take. I will give it some time and not rush things. I am not going to go back to what was. Something new, more meaningful will appear out of all this!
Prison gates open. The first thing that hits Alice are all the smells. Spring is bursting and vibrating in the new leaves, early flowers, birds singing. All these sensations are nearly too overwhelming to take in, all this life. Alice sees her mother and father approaching from the car park and start to walk towards them with a smile like a Cheshire Cat’s on her face. 
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