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

rested 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 like it did. He looked up at 

the window; thunder clapped and lightning flashed.  

Tim had been acting funny lately, ever since his parole had been approved. He had snapped 

and threatened to kill an elderly prisoner, who had just come to wish him good luck on the 

outside. Morgan sympathized with Tim; he had been institutionalized, conditioned to be a 

prisoner and terrified by the prospect of surviving in the outside world beyond the prison 

walls. Morgan was very worried about him, and had voiced his concern to the other guys. 

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 all 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, he’d said, 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 to the hole; he opened his mouth to speak, but 

at the moment 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 .Nothing he could think of seemed good enough for the delicate 

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

“Tim, you’ve been paroled. What will happen is you’ll go live in a halfway house; get a job 

at a supermarket, which you’ll probably hate. But you’ve got to do it, just because you can.” 

There was half a minute of silence, every second anxiously ticking by.  

“Morgan?” 

“Yes, Tim?” 

“I didn’t try to kill James because I’m scared of leaving…” 

“Oh, James has been in here for fifty years. He knows what this place does to a man…” 

“No, Morgan. Please listen. I didn’t try to kill him because I was afraid of leaving. I did it 

because I don’t deserve to leave.” 

“What do you mean, you don’t deserve to? You’ve done your time, paid your debt to society. 

This is your chance to start fresh.” 

“I don’t deserve it, Morgan…” 

“Are you mad? Of course you do!” 

“No, I don’t.” 

Morgan was troubled by the determination in Tim’s tone. Tim sighed. It was several minutes 

before he spoke again. 

“I got this job waiting tables at a country club, so I could case all of these rich guys coming 

in. I picked out this guy, and I went in one night and did his place. He woke up, and I killed 

him, and the woman he was with. Turns out she was married to some other guy, this hotshot 

banker, and he’s the one they pinned it on. They thought he’d caught them  together and 

killed them both.” 

Tim sighed heavily. 

“I’m sorry, Morgan. I’m so, so sorry. I was young, not terribly bright. I’ll go to the warden 



tomorrow and tell him everything…” 

There was a long silence between them, but this time it was Tim waiting to hear Morgan’s 

next words.  

“If you can’t bring yourself to kill yourself by morning, Tim, I might just do it for you.” 
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