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It was lights out on C Block. Morgan sat on the edge of his bunk, his elbows on his knees, 

holding his head in his hands. He’d had some long nights in the penitentiary, but this was 

turning out to be the longest night of his life. He knew what it was like to be alone in the dark 

with your thoughts, time dragging on. He looked up at the window; thunder clapped and 

lightning flashed.  

Tim had been acting funny lately. Morgan was very worried about him. He had voiced his 

concern to the other guys, and William had suggested they all keep an eye on him. That was 

fine during the day, Morgan had said, but what about at night, when Tim was alone in his 

cell? It was at that moment Morgan had noticed the dread fall upon William’s face. Tim had 

come to see him at the loading dock that day, and had asked him for a length of rope. Six feet 

long. And William had given it to him. 

Why not, said William in his defence. How was he supposed to know? No, Tim would never 

do that. Never. But Morgan, he wasn’t so sure. Every man had his breaking point. 

There was a poster on Morgan’s wall of Rita Hayworth; on Tim’s side it was Raquel Welch. 

The actresses hid between them a hole in the wall, which Morgan and Tim had both dug in 

order to communicate. Morgan leaned in close, pulling the corner of the poster aside; he 

opened his mouth to speak, but as the words were about to leave his mouth, he held his 

tongue. His next words would walk a  tightrope into the next cell, and had the potential to 

bring Tim back from the edge, or push him over it .No words seemed good enough for the 

delicate situation, but he had to say something, before it was too late. 



“Tim, I know there seems no reason for you to keep on living. But, please, think about what 

you’re doing. There’s no coming back from this. It’s final.” He paused. “This is a terrible 

way to die, Tim.” 

“It’s a terrible way to live.” 

Morgan was relieved at the sound of his friend’s voice.  

“I know there doesn’t seem like there is a chance for you, Tim…” 

“I just don’t want to face it anymore.” 

“We can face it together, Tim. We can get through this; we can help each other. I’ll always be 

here for you.”  

It was half a minute before Morgan spoke again, but for some reason he wasn’t afraid of the 

dead air.  

“I remember my first night in here. Seems like a long time ago now. The other guys were on 

the bars, taunting me. They’d always do it with first-timers; they didn’t give it up until they 

got you. I remember it. They were chanting ‘fresh meat’. I was sobbing. I didn’t belong here, 

I thought. I wanted to go home. I wanted my mother. The guards came in, and I broke down 

and cried hysterically.  I said there’d been a mistake, and I begged them to let me out. I was 

beaten by the chief guard, savagely, for not keeping quiet when I was asked to.”  

Morgan paused.  

“My wife, God knows I loved her. Someone else shot her, but I’m the one in here for it. Bad 

luck, but Tim, you make this place bearable for me. If I’d never met you, I would be exactly 

where you are right now. Sitting here in my cell, holding a six-foot length of rope, thinking 

about killing myself. But I’m not, because every day I know there is someone in this place 

who is glad to see me.” 

“Do you think you’ll ever get out of here?” Tim asked. 

“Maybe one day. When I’m old and senile.”  



The lights flickered on C Block. Morgan woke suddenly, met by a sinking dread in his sleepy 

daze. The cell gates rolled open in mechanical unison. He stumbling to his feet and stepped 

out into the corridor. He looked down the way to the next cell. Tim was not outside his cell. 

His stomach sank with dread, worse than he’d felt with William the day before.  

“Morgan!” He looked at the guard conducting the head count. “You have a visitor.” 

Morgan was escorted to Warden Gunton’s office, where his lawyer, Jeffrey, was also waiting. 

“What’s going on?” 

“Take a seat, Morgan,” said Gunton. 

Morgan obliged. Jeffrey unclipped the latched on his briefcase, lifting it open. 

“Gil Thomas is an inmate incarcerated for car theft at Williamston,” he began. “He has 

revealed to two other inmates and the Warden there that his former cellmate claimed 

responsibility for the murders for which you have been convicted. He hasn’t told anyone until 

now.” Jeffrey’s and Gunton’s eyes were on Morgan, awaiting his response. Finally he spoke.  

“What’s his name?” 

“Timothy Redding.” 

Morgan pressing his lips firmly shut, closing his eyes, breathing slowly in and out through his 

nose.  

“We know you and Timothy have been good friends for some years,” said Gunton, “I 

understand this must be very difficult to hear.” 

“Now, Gil Thomas is young, not terribly bright, but he’s telling the truth,” Jeffrey continued. 

“I don’t think Timothy Redding will just fall to his knees and cry, ‘Yes, I did it. I confess.’ It 

would likely add a life term to his sentence. But it doesn’t matter. With Gil’s testimony, you 

could get a new trial.” 

Morgan looked at Gunton. 

“Where is Tim now?” 



“In protective custody for his own safety.” 

Morgan scoffed. 

“You have a chance now,” Jeffrey insisted, drawing Morgan’s attention back to him. “A 

chance for you to get out. It’s your life.” 

Morgan wasn’t listening to Jeffrey. All he could think about was that if he’d had the chance 

again, he would have gone right ahead and told Tim to string the noose. 

 

 

 


