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Introduction

One night, old Stan Cross dreamed that the police
in all the neighbouring villages and towns were
looking for his friend Barry. They were putting up
posters on walls everywhere. %A_MED! screamed
the posters in large black letters. DEAD OR ALIVE!
Suddenly, Stan felt a hand on his shoulder and he
woke with a start. It was very early, before dawn. He
looked over the side of his bed. No! It had not been

~ a dream. It was real. There, lying asleep on the floor

next to him, was a wanted man.
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A New Start

g ®
The last key turned loudly in the last lock. Wlth ml , tived
sigh, Mr Bates, the prison warden, attached he larges ‘Bunch of |
keys to his belt and started to descend the iron staircase, his

sounding heavily as he went. But that was not the only noise to be

heard. An angry shout came from one cell, followed by a loud crash

from another. Somone had obviously thrown something’against a

wall, From aither direction, the watden could hear the sound of

raised voices as men; started to arguer;angl_y y. Occasionally there

was a heavy thud as something — dz sbmeone — fell to the floor.

Even after tweniy-five years in the job, these aggressive, angry,

nocturnal cries and noises still made the wardenmmn cold.

Bates knew. that the sound of mat key tumning in the lock made the "
; men feel like ammals in cages It was a sqund that made .many of

the prisoners wild with rage. In Cell l6a, however, all was quiet.

Stanley Cross sat on ‘his bunk, bending forward to take off his shoes.

He was old, with grey hair and a grey beard and a kind but rather

sad expression in his bright blue eyes. On the bunk above him a l

large, red-haired man was lying on his back, his ankles crossed.

The tip of his cigarette shone in the semidarkness.

“Put out that cigarette, Barry, ”the old man advised his youn-

ger companion “You've broken enough rules this week. Do you

want them to put you in solitary confinement again?”
M leaned over the edge of his bunk to look down at his cell-
e. “Oh, S!Q my man,” he said, “you’re leaving next week, how
wnll I sirvive #ithott you? Who will look after me then?” His tone of
voice was a little sipcastic, but there was humour in his eyes.
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Stan grinned. “You'll be alright, son. You’re a survivor. ”

The old man fell silent after making this remark. Barry was not
all bad. True, he had spent most of his young life in youth deten-
tiori centres and pnsons, but that was not surpnmﬁg there id little
hope for ‘children who are born into a life of crime. But: Berry had
been very good to Stan. The old man thought back to his First sight
in prisori. He remembered how they had made him sit at & long ta-
blmat his meal from a metal plate. He remembered looking at
the faces of the other prisoners around him, - most of them had been
| hardaggress,lvefaces,hemmembered Hehadbeenstruckbyt}w
appearance of one man in partmular Known by the other prisoners as

Big Ron, he had a deep scar running down one side of his face and his
whole body was covered in tattoos. He had & shaved head and he al-
ways had an angry expressin on his face. Stan remembered lookmg at
him and wondering why he was in pnson, what he had done: he had
imagined all kinds of terrible things. All of a sudden, Stan had
4 found Big Ron’s angry face right in front of his own. Ron had taken
hold of Stan by the collar and pulled him-to- his feet. “Who do you
think -you are looking at, Granddad?” he had said in a-low and men-
acing voice. Poor Stan had been temrified. The man was twice his
size. It was then that Barry had come te: the rescue. He had touched
the other prisoner: on; the shoulder and said, “I'm disappointed in
you, Ron. I didn’t know you liked fighting little old men. Are you
too scared to start a fight with someone your own size‘?” At this,
Ron, who. was easily pmyoked had turned round sharply. He had
tried to hit Barry. A blg ﬁght had begun that had unmedlately dis-
tracted everyone’s attenuon from Stan. They had qulckly forgotten the
old man. This was not the onIy time that Barry had rescued Stan from

| dangerous and difficult situations. The younger man had seen that
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Stan, unlike 4 lot of the other men, was not a serious crimitial. In-
stead, -he was just a frightened old man, paying the price for one
stupld mistake. . From that first day onwards, Barry had protected
Stan from the other prisoners, and helped to make pnson hfe eas:er
for him. He had been a "good cell-mate. Now that Stan was bemg
released, he did net know how to express his gratitude. :

“Mend your ways, son, ” was all he said. “Do the same as me.
Make a new start when you get out of here.”

Barry smlled at the old man. “They won’t catch me next time, ”
he rephed i

A Caravan

Not far from the prison was a village called Littleby. It was a
small, peaceful place where nothing exciting ever happened. The
children and teenagers in Littleby often complained, “There’s noth-
ing to do here,. there are no cineinas, no shopping centres ~— all we
have is the youth club in the village hall! ”

But one boy was happy enough. He was the farmer’s son,
Jamie Bates. He did not need cinemas and shops. He got all the
fun he wanted from his father’s farm and the woods next to it. He
had dags to keep'him company, . trees to climb, open fields to run
in, and lots of secret hiding places where he could take his
friends — where they played all sorts of games. Best of all, he had
a caravan of his own. It stood on the edge of a field a short distance
from the farmhouse. When Jamie had been a little boy, the family
had used the caravan for holidays by the sea. But now there was too
much work to do on the farm, and no time for holldays It had been a
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wonderful surprise for Jamie when his father had come hore one
evening and said, “We've decided to let you have the caravan,
Jamie. We don’t need it any more. If you promise to look after it
well and keep it clean, then you can have it. ” ’

So the caravar in the field next to the woods had become
Jamie’s special den. He had formed a secret society with some of
his friends from school, and the caravan had become their meeting
place. Sometimes his mother let him eat there. He liked to go there
to do his homework, to read, or just to play his imaginary games.
Sometimes the caravan was a submarine and Jamie was trapped in-
side, sometimes it was a rocket travelling faster than the speed of
light, sometimes it was a tank moving slowly and powerfully towards
the enemy, sometimes it was just a Qarava:n.

Jamie’s father, Charles Bates, was a good man and he did not .
usually break his promises or change his mind. It was therefore a
big shock to Jamie when his father told him one evening, “Jamie,

i I'm sorry, but I need to use the caravan. You will have to take out
all your things and tidy it up. ” ,
“Why?” Jamie cried, very upset. “Are you going to sell it?”
“No, not sell it,” his father replied. “Someone is coming to

live in it. ”
E A Chance

An hour later, warden Don Bates finished work and left the pris-
on. He had an important telephone call to make to his brother,
Charles, and as he walked to his car, dialled a number on his mo-
bile phone.
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" . Wi 4'largé farmhouse, about 12 miles away from the prison an
old-fashisned telephone began to ring loudly. Charles Bates got up
from the iable; strode over to the phione and pxcked up the receiver:
“Quak. Fava, /Littleby, ” he announced. =~ . - \ o

There was a pause while he listened to the speaker. Then;,
“Yes\'\lyes;. of icourse,”Don:: ve told you, it'’s no problem. The
caravan,ip ready for, him... Alright. . We will expéct him' on Fri-
day...Yés, :about iocn. Bye-Deny” = - Lol e

He retiimed ‘to- the table and picked up:his knife and; fork
again. No one spoke. As he ate, Charles became aware of twh pairs
of éyes staying at him. He pretended not to notice and continued #o

| eat in silence.. o
| Still no one spoke;;
1] .. Finally, Charles banged hls kmfe and fork down on the table .

| z_md looked up to see the furious expressions on the faces of his wife

f; and his son, Jamie. , ,
“I have told you, Stanley Cross is a harmless old man, ”
Charles said. “He needs a new start in life and I desperately need

someone to do jobs on the farm. You know that. I really do not un-
derstand. why you are both so against the idea...” _

“Charles... perhaps ile is an old man, but I do not think we
can describe him as harmless, ” Mrs Bates began, her voice rising.
“He is an ex-con! I do not want a criminal living on our land. ”

“Margaret, don’t exaggerate; Stan Cross made one mistake —
just one. He has served his sentence, and now he needs a chance.
Don says he. has begﬁ & model. prisoner for the past two years. Be-
lieve me — there is nbﬂling to be frightened of. ” A
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