
[image: Cover]



For Mickey, and all the others



[image: image]



CONTENTS

Dedication

Title Page

Epigraph

Author’s Note

1 What Are You in For?

2 Doing Time – The History of Prisons

3 How to Build a Criminal – Institutionalisation

4 But What about ‘The Paedos’? – Sex Offenders

5 Looking at Life – Murderers

6 Tried to Fund a Place in Rehab – Substance Misuse

7 Containment and Confinement – Violence

8 There’s Not Always a Mess Net to Catch You – Mental Health

9 In Loco Parentis – Care to Custody

10 Can’t Drive a Lambo around the Exercise Yard – Gangs, Youths and Race

11 When Life Means Life – Imprisonment for Public Protection

12 Freedom’s Just Another Word for Nothing Left to Lose – Remand

13 There but for the Grace of God Go I – Homelessness

14 Time Served – Release

15 Permission to Leave the Net? – Suicide

16 A Change Is Gonna Come …

Appendix

Endnotes

Acknowledgements

Orion Credits

About the Author

Copyright



‘It is said that no one truly knows a nation until one has been inside its jails. A nation should not be judged by how it treats its highest citizens, but its lowest ones.’

– Nelson Mandela



criminal

Noun
A person who has committed a crime.
‘these men are dangerous criminals’

Adjective
(of an action or situation) deplorable and shocking.
‘the state of our prison system is criminal’



AUTHOR’S NOTE

The language of prison is vulgar: it’s derogatory and discriminatory and dehumanising. Words like ‘con’, ‘crim’ and ‘inmate’ tick all three boxes. While I’ve avoided every expletive uttered – the book would have doubled in length if I’d included them all – it would be disingenuous to ignore the everyday words used inside to refer to people with criminal convictions. Language matters, and I’m not using any of these words lightly. Where they are used, it’s to highlight that these men are defined by their crimes: any other characteristic is secondary to their incarceration. To juxtapose this language with the human stories of these men, I hope to highlight that how we think and talk about people in prison has a real-world impact. As we start to understand a little more about the humanity of these people, maybe the way we identify and describe them can shift, too.



CHAPTER 1

What Are You in For?

‘I’ve gone straight, miss,’ the scrawny, sweating con opposite me says with a smile so sincere even I almost believe him.

Deano has landed back on the induction wing for the third time this year. He’s dressed in the tracksuit of an inmate, remnants of unidentifiable prison food crusting into the collar. He’s even donned a set of the plastic rosary beads that are the accessory of choice of the incarcerated. It does not appear, by any measure, that Deano has gone straight.

I usher him to take a seat at one of the bolted-down picnic benches that line the landing, circled by the noise and chaos of ninety other unlocked crims rushing around for showers, medication, drug deals and phone calls. It’s only 10 a.m. I got in at 8 a.m. and have already completed a group therapy session. I’ve got three more assessments to finish before bang-up for lunch at 11.30 a.m., but Deano is telling me he needs to talk, so we talk.

There’s a special sort of social worker body language they teach you at university. Be open, nod empathetically. Then once you start working in prison, there’s another sort of body language you learn. Safe distances, no sudden movements, keep your eyes on the whole landing while listening intently to the man in front of you. I’m well practised in both. With notepad open and neutral expression fixed, Deano starts talking.

‘I’m just really addicted to smoking crack,’ he says.

I nod back at him knowingly, biting away the smile.

‘It does certainly seem that way.’

‘I know, right, miss. It’s like I can’t stop or something. Weird, innit?’

I can’t decide if Deano has actually forgotten that he’s now had six custodial sentences, all directly related to his drug use.

‘I just fucking love crack,’ he says, slamming his palms onto the table for emphasis.

But, Deano tells me, he also loves his mum and his girlfriend and has noticed that carrying on smoking might be causing them some pain.

‘My mum cries every time she comes up to visit me. That’ – he puts his hands on his hips and puffs his chest out with pride – ‘is why I’ve gone straight.’

Deano doesn’t elaborate. Smiling, he closes his eyes briefly to bask in the glory that comes with being a reformed member of society.

I stare blankly at him, wondering if these delusions are symptomatic of a serious problem. I reach for my file, surreptitiously leafing through for the mental health team referral form.

‘Can you tell me where we are right now?’ I ask gently, my pen poised over the question that asks: Oriented to time and place?

‘On A wing, miss.’ He looks at me with concern, wondering why I’m confused about our location.

‘And can you tell me why you’re on A wing, Deano?’ I continue.

‘Because of going straight.’ He slaps the table in frustration. ‘Are you not listening to me?’ His face reddens, screws up tight like a toddler’s.

‘I’m sorry. I am listening.’

‘I decided I don’t want it no more. I don’t want to be having to just do things because the drugs want me to do things, do you get me? I’ve had enough.’

I nod slowly in agreement.

‘Go on,’ I prompt. ‘You mean you don’t want to be committing crime any more to score drugs?’

‘Yeah, exactly!’ he replies excitedly. ‘Now you’re getting it, miss.’

I slap my forehead at my own stupidity and the loose skin on his sunken cheeks wobbles as he laughs.

It transpires that Deano has set up his own business.

‘What’s the business?’ I ask.

Surely it can’t be dealing. Tell me it’s not dealing. Deano won’t last a month. He’ll smoke half his stash and then the other crims will rob him of the rest. He’s too gullible, not menacing enough.

‘Well,’ he says theatrically, ‘I’m gonna be Dan – Dan the Bagel Man. Seriously, you can make a killing.’

I’ve worked with Deano on and off for two years, but I still glance down at his file just to double-check it’s him who has got his own name wrong, not me.

‘So, I’m gonna sell sandwiches. Well, bagels.’

He’s on a roll now, speaking rapidly, only pausing for breath when he clearly expects me to add some ‘oohs’ and ‘ahhs’.

‘Get one of those trailers and pull it on my bike, cycle up to the big office blocks every morning and sell them for a fiver each. Me and my girlfriend have set up a … what do you call it? A production line. Making the bagels. Cut them up first.’

He makes a slashing movement, trying to demonstrate cutting up a bagel, which on the CCTV cameras will look like he’s role playing a violent crime.

‘Don’t wave your arms around like that, Deano. The officers will be piling on you, you look like a fucking maniac,’ I say while slyly giving a thumbs up to Officer Owen at the far end of the landing, who glances over, concerned.

In exhaustive detail, he takes me through how they make the bagels.

‘Then off I cycle. I love it. Those guys in the suits up there will spend a fortune on a bagel. Imma be rich, miss.’

He sits back, folding his arms across his ribcage as if he’s just made a successful pitch on Dragons’ Den.

I hadn’t realised Deano had it in him.

‘This sounds really positive. This sounds great, Deano. Do you reckon it’ll keep you busy while you get off the crack? Keep you focused on something else, instead?’

‘Yeah, miss, definitely. I mean, I accidentally had a little dabble and smoked the first profits.’

He grins and hums a weird laugh, clearly hoping I’ll indulge him and say something like ‘Ah, but what’s a little dabble between friends, hey?’. I don’t.

Deano keeps talking to fill the silence.

‘But since that first time I’ve been good. I’ve not picked up the pipe in two weeks. It’s hard work, it’s an early start. But once I get rolling properly, I can probably get someone else to do the morning shift and I’ll just be the face of the business. The salesman,’ he says emphatically as he points at himself.

‘So, how have you landed back here?’ I ask casually. ‘Because this plan sounds pretty solid.’

‘Business teething problems, innit. They came to get the bike back and then found the freezer full of salmon and bagels and stitched me up for it. They ended up doing me for criminal damage, too.’

‘What bike, Deano? What criminal damage? Who found the freezer full?’

‘The Boris bike. I took a Boris bike. I didn’t realise they had a tracking system on them. I was keeping it on my balcony. They’re well heavy to carry up three flights of stairs too, but there I was, carting it up and down every day. Didn’t know that you have to pay for them. Found it outside the corner shop. Good business move. It’s not even stealing if no one owns it, you get me, miss?’

It’s harder to bite back the smile now.

‘I thought it was the proper police who turned up at mine. It wasn’t. Just the bike police, you know? Those fake police in the high-vis vests. I didn’t know that. They look official. I panicked when I saw them pull up. I chucked the Boris bike off the balcony. Didn’t realise they could track them down. And now’ – he shrugs his shoulders as if none of this is his fault – ‘I’ve been done for criminal damage because it landed on the neighbour’s shed.’

I continue to stare in silence.

‘Then the real police did show up and they came and bust down my door. And they found all the bagels and salmon, too, and I’ve been done for them as well.’

‘Where did the bagels and salmon come from, Deano?’ I ask slowly.

‘Brick Lane for the bagels and Billingsgate for the salmon.’ He doesn’t offer any more information.

‘So what? You went down there in the mornings and bought them off the traders?’ I ask, suspecting I know the answer already.

‘Nah, miss. I didn’t have enough money to start off with, so I cycled on the Boris bike up and down Brick Lane at 5 a.m. and they always leave their vans open. I climbed in and took a bag of bagels. Same with the salmon. The trucks are always open, so you can just take it out of the back. Cycle home to my girlfriend, get the production line up and running and then be ready to sell them for 8 a.m.’

‘Deano,’ I ask, ‘you do know that “going straight” means you stop committing crimes?’

He screws his face up again.

‘But I have, miss. I’ve got the business and everything,’ he replies, visibly upset.

‘Do you understand why you’ve been arrested and charged?’

Deano stares around the landing, considering the question for a while.

‘I got no idea, miss.’

It’s easy to find the story of Deano and his bagels hilarious. Light relief in an otherwise dark and depressing environment. We laugh at him, knowing that we’d never end up in his situation. Because we’re different from him, with different morals and logic and values. Because he’s wired to be a crim and we’re good upstanding members of society who would never find ourselves in the criminal justice system, let alone stuck in its endless cycle.

But when you’ve sat on wings watching hundreds of men enter prison and leave and return again and again, trapped in the system, the joke quickly wears thin. Deano had been inside most of his adult life and still hadn’t learned, at any level, what it meant to be a law-abiding citizen. And he’s not alone.

Of the 62,000 people released every year,1 48 per cent will reoffend within twelve months. If a doctor told you that your open-heart surgery only had a 52 per cent chance of success, you’d hardly be offering your organs up to the scalpel. Or imagine boarding a plane that had a 52 per cent chance of landing. You wouldn’t even order from a takeaway with a 52 per cent rating. Yet prison keeps churning out reoffenders year after year and somehow this is acceptable.

At a certain point you start to ask yourself, if every year thousands of Deanos are leaving prison so utterly unequipped to re-enter society that they bounce straight back onto the wings, then what, precisely, is any of this for?

Asking just what it is for in the first place is probably a good place to start. Because most people have been lucky enough to avoid prison altogether. And therefore, most people haven’t ever had to give much thought as to why we build them and then stack them to the rafters with men, women and children. But if they did, they’d usually pause for a moment and then say that it’s the place you put the bad people. And if you were to press a little further, you’d likely hear that it’s to keep society safe. Or maybe it’s a punishment for breaking society’s codes. Or a deterrent to stop them from breaking the rules in the first place. Or – and this is always the suggestion that comes last – there’s the vague idea that it could be for rehabilitation. That a crim can somehow learn the error of his ways if we bang him up for long enough.

But even way back in 1993 when Michael Howard MP famously stood up in the House of Commons and said, ‘Prison works,’ anyone who had experience of the system knew that he was chatting shit. We now have evidence that confirms it’s utterly untrue. Whether for deterrent, punishment, public protection or rehabilitation, prisons are failing on every metric.

Incarceration is the least successful punishment available to us, particularly when sentences are short. It’s proven to create and perpetuate more crime, costs an absolute fortune, and traumatises both staff and inmates. But each government remains desperate to maintain the myth that the only way to safety is prison bars and walls topped with barbed wire. Even when the Ministry of Justice (MOJ) publishes its own data stating that released prisoners are at a higher risk of reoffending than those serving non-custodial sentences, community treatment and supervision remains underfunded and underutilised. Even with clear statistics that demonstrate the success of non-custodial punishments,3 the use of such sentences has more than halved in the decade from 2008 to 2018.4 Politicians want to be tough on crime and, to them, the only way to do that is to throw more crims in prison on even longer sentences. From 2006 to 2018 there has been a 250 per cent increase in the number of prisoners sentenced to ten years or more. The average sentence length in 2006 was 35.7 months. By 2018, it had reached 58.3 months.5

There is another way. But if we are to seriously consider any alternative to the current system then the next inevitable questions need to be answered. And I know these questions will be asked, because I’ve heard them a thousand times over the years. What about the rapists, the paedophiles? What if someone killed your nan? How do we keep society safe? You think we should just let them all go? You don’t believe there should be consequences?

They’ve made their own beds, dug their own graves, lain down with dogs. And these comments are often bound up with the media narrative that ‘prisons these days are holiday camps’. Or with reporting on the early release of a murderer after a woefully short sentence. Or a newspaper’s outrage at the taxpayer footing the bill for the legal defence of the crim. For many people, the instinct is that we need more prisons and more sentences, not less. The notion of prison reform has become antithetical to the idea of a safer society.

This is because there’s often a fundamental misunderstanding of who is in prison. It’s true, prison houses some really dangerous people and while they’re inside we can all sleep more soundly. But they don’t stay inside. Almost every one of them, except for around sixty to sixty-five whole life licence cons, will become one of the 62,000 people released every year.6

At any one time, there are around 82,000 men, women and children incarcerated.7 Yet it’s only a minority who are in for serious offences: 12,500 of them are in for sexual offences; 7,000 will be serving life sentences;8 over 3,000 of them are on the highly controversial Imprisonment for Public Protection (IPP) sentences.9 You can make a very strong argument that it’s necessary to keep society safe from this lot.*

But on any given day, there are also around 12,000 people on remand, not yet found guilty of any crime. And half of them will be acquitted or receive a non-custodial sentence when their case finally reaches court. Almost half of the 59,000 sentenced each year will receive a sentence of six months or less and 69 per cent didn’t commit a violent crime.10 These are the people who make up the vast majority of the prison population. Those on remand and with short sentences for non-violent crimes are the ones who overcrowd the wings and lead to Scotland, England and Wales having the highest per capita incarceration rate in the whole of Western Europe.

Yet even as we fill our wings with more inmates than anywhere else, crime hasn’t reduced. The National Audit Office can draw no link between increased incarceration and a reduction in crime.11 And this fact is hard to swallow, because it’s the opposite of what we’ve been led to believe. Most of us cling on to the idea that the police wouldn’t arrest someone unless they were a danger to society. Prison is where we put criminals, and criminals belong in prison. Unless we come into contact with the system ourselves, we can keep believing that, fundamentally, it works.

But when you’ve heard the stories of the same life circumstances, over and over, that led someone inevitably back to prison again and again. When you’ve heard of the addiction and homelessness and abuse and trauma that impacted their direction in life. When you realise that for every whole-lifer, there are 10,000 more petty criminals with mental health issues and learning disabilities bouncing between the wings and the streets, you can’t help but feel that there isn’t a reassuring hard divide between the bad people on the inside and the well-behaved population on The Out.

To really get to grips with the failures of our prison system is to grapple with some of the biggest problems in our society. A society that accepts a care-to-custody pipeline and one in four of the prison population growing up in foster homes or residential care. A society that accepts one in three prisoners has a learning disability or difficulty, living on landings where eleven is the average reading age.12 As if custody is the best place for people with these issues who require support.

A society that accepts institutional racism coursing through the criminal justice system. According to the 2017 Lammy Review, over a quarter of the prison population are from a ‘Black, Asian or minority ethnic (BAME)’ background.*

A Black man is 228 per cent more likely to be arrested than a white man. Adjusting for all other data, Black people are 53 per cent more likely to be sentenced to prison in the Crown Court. Asian people are 55 per cent more likely. And if the stats could get even a little more eye-wateringly terrible, other ethnic groups are 81 per cent more likely to end up in prison than their white counterparts for the same offence.13

It’s a society that thinks homelessness is normal and should be tolerated in one of the richest countries in the world, as we step over rough sleepers on our way to buy a £3 coffee. A society where fully 280,000 people are estimated to be homeless in England alone and then we go on to release one in six inmates to rough sleeping or other, more hidden forms of homelessness on top of that.14 It’s a society that has 4.3 million children living below the poverty line, relying on food banks to eat.15

It’s a society that accepts drug abuse is the weakness of the individual, not a legitimate attempt to just survive a day behind the walls. It’s a society that ultimately thinks prison is the best option for our most lost and damaged kids.

The people who make up the prison population are a symptom of these big, complicated societal diseases. The custodial system magnifies and concentrates the injustices and inequalities of The Out, but then hides them behind walls in the hope that if the problems are out of sight and out of mind, they’ll simply vanish. And it’s true that if we really want to solve the problems of the inside, we’ll ultimately need to address the underlying problems that we allow to fester in society. But in the meantime, if our chosen medicine is doing more harm than good, then it’s time to think about trying a new cure.

Why should you listen to me?

I began work in social care in the community eighteen years ago. It started with youths at risk of becoming involved in the criminal justice system before training as a social worker and eventually going behind the walls full-time. Although I’ve worked with women and visited women’s prisons, the majority of stories I will share are from the male establishments I experienced.

I was what the older generation of prison officers called a ‘care bear’ – and one of the few dozen civilian staff inside the prison. I specialised in mental health and substance misuse, running ‘through the gate’, ‘dual diagnosis’ and ‘anger management’ services. Eventually, I travelled the world on a research fellowship, visiting rehabilitation facilities and prisons in the hope that I could learn how to really make a difference from the inside.

I had a wide scope when it came to what my job actually involved. There was already a housing team, although no one had seen them on the wings in months and I wasn’t sure if they’d actually all quit. There was the drug and alcohol team, all carrying caseloads of seventy crims each. A mental health team, who were harangued and harassed by everyone, cons and screws alike. There were already a couple of gangs workers and a few teachers, and three or four officers tasked with keeping crims safe in custody. My role was to step in when all that stuff wasn’t really fitting together or if a con didn’t neatly fit into one team’s strict criteria. Too mental for the drugs team, too high for education, too gang-affiliated to stay safe in custody. It was my job to work across all the teams and, if not deliver him safely to the community upon release fully rehabilitated, then at least stop him from killing himself or anyone else while inside.

My caseload could run to seventy inmates if their needs were simple and their risk level low. However, I usually focused on twenty-five men who needed intensive support. They’d be referred to me through the weekly multidisciplinary meeting that was held to discuss the biggest causes for concern inside the establishment.

They all needed one-to-one support and I spent my days running up and down four flights of stairs across various landings, from the segregation unit to the detox wing, the vulnerable prisoners’ unit (VP) for sexual offenders and ex-police to the foreign nationals wing, the hospital wing to the first night centre. If I’d been allowed to carry my phone behind the walls, I’d have reached my step count by lunchtime every day.

The issues with which they presented were as different as the wings they inhabited. Some were free to move about the prison during mass movement and come to the morning group therapy sessions I ran. I initially started the groups to save time. I thought that if I could cram twelve inmates into a one-hour session, I’d manage to get through all of my work and the associated admin quickly enough to leave on time each day. I didn’t count on how important these groups would become over the years, but our classroom was not a cosy one. When this prison had been built over a century ago, it had not been designed for therapeutic interventions.

We had to make do with the space we had. Halfway through our morning sessions, the thrum of treadmills in the gym above would kick in and we had to raise our voices to compete. We once found a dead cockroach on the floor; even bugs that can survive a nuclear holocaust have a breaking point. The walls were bare and the paint chipped. The windows were cracked. When we closed the door, we had to jam a leaflet from the rack on the wall into the gap so it didn’t swing back open with the draught. There was always a draught.

Of course, there were inmates who were too high-risk to receive an invite to our morning group therapy, although plenty who did attend were those prisoners from the wings of the notorious prisons you see on documentaries. I sat in rooms with some extremely dangerous men. But I don’t simply want to talk about the high-profile prisoners or the murderers and rapists who make the headlines. This isn’t yet another sensationalist tale of being banged up and working in England’s most violent establishments. Those stories have already been told and, while they’re gripping, they don’t represent the day-to-day reality of life behind bars. What I’ve learned from my time on the landings, walking through the front gate upon release with these men and trying to help them make a go of it on The Out, is that prison is not full of notorious cons. It’s full of men like the ones you’ll come to meet in this book. Inmates without a history of violence, or inmates who spent most of their time in custody technically innocent and awaiting trial. Inmates who hadn’t been diagnosed with mental health problems but quickly developed them.

Yes, I’ll share the times I worked with paedophiles, murderers, the downright dangerous. But most of the men loitering on the landings aren’t like this and imprisoning them in record numbers makes society no safer, the tax bill no smaller, the damage done no less. They’re the majority who rot away behind these prison walls. Theirs are the stories that never make the news. Because if they did, they’d show in stark relief just how pointless, just how failing, our prisons are. Ultimately, I left the prison estate burned out by the sense that I couldn’t make a difference from inside the crumbling walls.

Instead, I decided I wanted to give voice to the voiceless, share the stories of the men I met, show the humanity in the people we most fear or despise and hope that the world would be willing to listen. I could tell the world on The Out about the misery and poverty, the violence and mental health problems, the addiction issues, abuse and neglect, trauma and racism, that are the reality for the 82,000 men, women and children spending tonight locked in an 8ft x 12ft box with another inmate.

The men I’ll introduce you to, the stories I’ll share, are based on real people and events. While details have been changed or disguised and some descriptions and incidents are composites of different people and stories to protect anonymity, these are the human beings behind the headlines. The prison estate is vast, and I couldn’t even hope to capture the entire breadth and depth of the experiences within the system. Instead, these diverse stories aim to each demonstrate in a different way the failure in our approach to incarceration.

Prison is a microcosm of society. An inner-city town. And of the half-dozen establishments where I’ve walked the wings, there were between 400 and 1200 souls crammed together from every culture, background and religion. Prison is young and old, gay, bi, straight. It’s trans and queer. It’s Black, white, brown and every ethnicity in between. It’s a melting pot of every physical and mental health diagnosis under the sun. It’s guilty, innocent and shades of grey. It’s plea deals, remand, indeterminate and life sentences. It’s segregation, detox units, VP units and hospital wings. It’s shared showers, shared cells, shared toilets and shared meals. It’s code blue emergency alarms, barking dogs, radio crackles. Mass movements and six-man unlocks. It’s five storeys of landings, with mess nets draped over them to catch the furniture, TVs or bodies that fly over the edge. It’s five-a-side football matches against the officers in the mornings then dirty protests in the afternoons. It’s calls to prayer followed by an overdose on spice.

Prison has its own share of village idiots and town criers, but there are also the funny ones, the clever ones, the charming and charismatic ones. Then there are the psychopaths, the burglars, the rapists. The gangsters, the wrong-place-wrong-timers, the fraudsters and white-collar criminals. The nonces, the drug dealers, the addicts and the unwell.

Every day I came face to face with horrific life circumstances that led to incarceration. That’s not to excuse the behaviour of those who commit crimes. Instead, though, it allows some understanding of why and how men and women and children end up inside. Understanding how they wind up in prison brings us one step closer to understanding how we can bring them back out into the community safely and with the ability to pursue a happy, meaningful, rehabilitated and fulfilled life.

The men I’ll introduce you to aren’t broken. Mental health issues, addiction, trauma, neglect, abuse or poverty might have pushed them to the edge, but the cracks in the system were there waiting for them. They are real people, with hopes and dreams and ambitions. They are sons, brothers, fathers. They could have had normal lives. They could have contributed to society. They still can, if we radically rethink our approach to incarceration, public protection and rehabilitation. It’s the system that’s broken. The prison estate is falling apart, bursting at the seams with its overcrowded landings, and cells infested with rats and cockroaches.

We’re being conned out of every penny of the £21.5 billion that’s being spent on prison and reoffending per year. Yet no one will admit that all of it, from the magistrates’ courts to the supermax cat As, is The Emperor’s New Clothes. And so instead, they quietly fund a handful of people like me to walk the landings, desperately trying to rehabilitate people in an environment designed to debilitate.

This book is my attempt to change the conversation in some small way. These people are part of our communities and we’re failing them, and ourselves, if we are not willing to listen. They are no different from you and me. We must open our eyes to the reality of the broken system. If we truly care about the society we live in, if we want to be part of a safer and fairer world, then we must dare to look at the reality of our prison estate with compassion and humanity, with objectivity and rationality, and then demand change.

Because, as every crim I’ve ever worked with knows, the first step towards making things better is admitting there’s a problem in the first place.



* The make-up of the prison population in the UK changed in a number of ways during the pandemic. The prison population has reduced, mainly due to the police arresting fewer people and less crime being reported. The number of people being recalled to prison on licence also fell. Fewer people were sent to prison on remand, although those already inside when the pandemic hit were waiting longer and longer to get to court and so, overall, remanded prisoners increased as a proportion of the total prison population. This reduction in inmates is not, however, a downward trend. There are plans to build, and fill, more prisons in the future. I have used here the figures for 2019, to give a clearer picture of the typical prison population outside of the pandemic. The House of Commons Library produces reports on the demographics of the prison population, with the October 2021 edition available at https://researchbriefings.files.parliament.uk/documents/SN04334/SN04334.pdf [accessed: 13.12.21].

* When I’ve described people of colour and discussed the statistics around different ethnicities within the prison population, I’ve used the language used in the reports that I’m quoting. This is for purposes of clarity regarding the data and to ensure that I’m quoting the sources accurately.
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