





given an oral presentation that would demonstrate his
internalized lack of self-esteem. Inmates who broke
down and cried, admitting that they were less than pig
excrement, were given especially high marks. It was
during one of these classes that I first met Riley. He
was repeating Self Incrimination 101 for the eighteenth
time because the administration said he refused to speak
of himself in anything but complimentary terms.

Riley was the most irreverent inmate I ever met at
Happy Acres. He was always in trouble for something.
He spent so much time in the hole that a special cell
was permanently kept vacant for him there.

One night Riley and I were sitting at the kitchen
table discussing our favorite book: The Decline and
Fall of the Canadian Justice System, when suddenly
Riley stopped talking and stared straight ahead. At first
I thought he was joking around, until I realized that he
was not breathing. I shook him, frantically calling to
the others for help, but with no response. I realized
that my help was all the help Riley was going to get. I
lifted him from his chair and dragged him as quickly
as I could to the institution’s medical center. It was a
long drag, dodging stray bullets enroute.

When I finally got to the medicine dispensing win-
dow, puffing and out of breath, I told the evening nurse
that I had an emergency. The dotty young nurse looked
at me, smiled, and politely told me to wait in line with
the other inmates. About an hour later, I propped Riley’s
body up against the window so the nurse could see his
face.

“Oh dear, he does look a little ill,” she said.

“I’m certain that he’s dead!” I cried.

She took her time checking her appointment book,
told Riley to come back the next day to see the Doctor,
and then promptly closed the window.

It was no easy task getting Riley back to the hut,
but somehow I managed it. My housemates quickly
concluded that Riley was obviously dead, so we called
an emergency hut meeting on the spot, to discuss the
situation. !

“If we can keep Riley around for a while we can
still get his food each Friday,” someone said.

“But how can we keep them from discovering that
he’s dead?” I asked.

One of the older inmates in our hut who called
himself Wheezer, due to his severe asthma condition,
scratched his chin and said, “If the health care nurse
couldn’t tell that Riley is dead, I’m willing to bet money
that no one else will be able to tell either. After all,
Riley always did look like hell, even when he was
alive.”

The following morning Wheezer helped me drag

Riley up to health care to see the Doctor. After a thor-
ough examination, the Doctor concluded that Riley’s
heart was not beating and that no brain waves where
being registered.

“I think he’s just suffering from an extreme hango-
ver,” the Doctor said.

I was speechless.

The Doctor smiled as he cleaned his glasses and
went on, “Most inmates are heartless and brain dead
anyways. I’ll give him a couple of Tylenol, he’ll be all
right tomorrow.”

Wheezer gave me a knowing look. We were in
business.

Several weeks went by and our hut’s food account
at the institution store was in great shape. We were all
dining on steak and eggs every morning. Things
couldn’t be better. We had solved the problem of Riley’s
decomposition and consequent smell by filling him with
a preservative called Diazanon, which was used on the
fruit trees at the institution. The effect of the chemical
gave Riley the appearance of having a very dark tan.
We joked amongst ourselves that Riley looked better
as a dead man than he ever did in life. Unfortunately
things changed when a memo was delivered to our hut
requesting Riley’s presence at a meeting with his case
management officer. The meeting was for the purpose
of preparing a risk assessment summary for the parole
board. :

“I guess we’re screwed now,” I lamented.

“Not necessarily,” Wheezer replied.

Looking back now, I’'m amazed that we actually
pulled off the deception. Wheezer suggested that we
plant a tape recorder in Riley’s pocket and simply turn
it on when we carried him into the office.

“Don’t you think they’ll wonder why we’re carry-
ing him?” I asked.

Wheezer laughed. “We’ll just say that he’s got a
bad case of arthritis. After all, the guards haven’t no-
ticed anything out of the ordinary.”

“But we’re not talking about guards,” I countered.
“The case management officers are highly trained,
they’re chosen because of their intelligence and abil-
ity to understand the evil Machiavellian machinations
of the criminal mind. Surely they’ll see through such a
thinly veiled disguise!”

Wheezer tilted his head back and laughed.

The hour arrived, so Wheezer and I dragged Riley’s
body into the office and plopped him down onto the
chair.

“He’s got a bit of arthritis,” I said, trying not to
laugh. “He might need a hand getting home, so I’ll wait
outside.” I pressed the play button on the tape recorder

OUT OF BOUNDS 37



just as I left the office.

Luckily for us, Riley’s CMO had just returned from
a holiday. He was in a good mood and just smiled as I
left his office. I had spiced Riley’s dialog with lots of
self-incriminating statements such as, “Yes sir, I truly
am a swine, sir.” And, “You’re so right sir, and I’m so
very wrong...” Through the door, Wheezer and I caught
bits of the conversation and were amazed that the re-
cording was being interpreted as Riley’s mumbling
assent to his CMO’s suggestions.

Occasionally, the recorded voice answered faster
than the CMO could pose a question, which caused
me some concern. However, when the door finally
opened, I overheard him say he was glad that Riley
was so agreeable to his suggestions.

The impact of the meeting was clearly visible in
the risk assessment summary that Riley received sev-
eral weeks later. I was amused when I noted the sec-
tion under New Information which said, “Riley has
shown a clear desire to change his life and fully ac-
cepts that he is a second class citizen. He understands
that his punishment is completely justified. It is there-
fore this writer’s opinion that he is now ready for re-
integration into society to become a healthy, produc-
tive member...”

The day of Riley’s parole hearing rapidly ap-
proached several months later. Wheezer and I did our
best to prepare a good tape recording. I had recorded
several versions when I suddenly began to see that by
working so hard to cover for Riley, we would lose out
on the extra food we had been enjoying for the past
several months. When I told Wheezer about my reluc-
tance to see the end of such a good thing, he said, “Eve-
rybody deserves parole — even a dead man.”

During Riley’s parole hearing, Wheezer and I
waited outside trying to look as though we were wait-
ing to use the phone, while we caught small fragments
of the conversation going on inside. Finally the door
opened, one parole board member was attempting to
give Riley a hug. “You’re a dead ringer for an old friend
of mine,” he said with a slight lisp in his voice.

Wheezer and I coughed violently to stifle our laugh-
ter. The hearing was an unqualified success. Riley
would soon be free.

When Wheezer and I lifted Riley into the van the
day of his departure, we assumed that our food scam
would now end. We were dead wrong.

Somehow an enterprising inmate at the half-way
house continued the tradition, discovering that Riley’s
blank, unseeing stare could be used to great advantage.
It wasn’t until several months later that I saw Riley’s
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face on the cover of the Province, a local newspaper.
Apparently, Riley was the new leader of the recently
formed Canadian Justice Resurrection Party. The
CJRP’s chief platform was the immediate release of
all innocent and or falsely accused prisoners from the
overcrowded concentration camps posing as prisons.
Since millions of Canadians had lost loved ones to the
gulags, the CJRP was a very popular movement. Of
course, Stonewall saw it as a direct threat and set out
to kill or imprison all its leaders.

Riley had the advantage of always surviving the
many attacks on the meetings by Stonewall’s swat
teams. Most of the CJRP’s previous leaders had died
in the hail of automatic gunfire, but since Riley was
already dead, any new bullet holes could easily be cov-
ered with makeup, and he could safely resurface at
another meeting in some other part of the province.

Finally, on January 5, 2040, the CJRP took over
the reins of government in a brilliant, bloodless coup.
Riley somehow got by the security police surrounding
Barnes Stonewall’s swank Prime Minister’s residence
and delivered a devastating diatribe condemning Stone-
wall for his unjust and cruel treatment of the citizens
of the country. According to one news report, Stone-
wall fell at Riley’s feet weeping like a child, announc-
ing that he would relinquish his control over the coun-
try.

At the height of the country’s jubilation, Riley con-
veniently had a heart attack and died before he could
make his first television appearance addressing the
nation. It was a good thing too, as I imagine he must
have been pretty grotesque looking after all the assas-
sinations he had survived. The man who had provided
the voice for Riley engineered the coup. Now he
stepped forward and called the first free election in
twenty-five years, resulting in the CJRP winning by a
landslide.

Along with millions of others across the country, I
was released from prison and quickly set out to put my
life back together. Riley taught me something about
life that I’ve kept with me through many years since
then — never give up, never surrender, and if you should
happen to die trying to climb the mountain, maybe
somebody will fill you up with Diazanon and you’ll
eventually become a national icon.

Hey - you can always hope.

~f~




I:ve never been on a blind date before. The mere
suggestion of dating someone you’ve never met be-
fore conjures up embarrassing compromises: Harelip
Helen swirling impetuously.

I thought the scheme was Oliver’s from the very
start. Whenever he took a notion he could do some-
thing for a friend, he’d furtively go into action. Un-
consciously, he’d go out and buy you a new jacket,
theatre tickets, something surprising—Ilike hooking you
up with a blind date. His annoyance wasn’t done in
bad taste. He just had a different approach to showing
his friendship. More often than not his antics could be
quite humorous, like the time he bought me a pair of
pink dancing tights with a padded crotch. Man...my
face turned the colour of pink that day. All those peo-
ple in my studio laughing and chanting for me to put
them on. I almost put them on, never turning down an
opportunity for a good laugh. Anyway, I’ve become
accustomed to Oliver’s tomfoolery now. It’s water off
a duck’s back, dust off a cheap suit. He doesn’t sur-
prise me anymore.

Oliver worked hard at a good job in the hotel busi-
ness, but acted and lived like an eccentric rogue—
spending all his money on flamboyant parties and flashy
surroundings. He enjoyed entertaining and making
people happy, but rumours and innuendo followed him.
It was speculated that he was involved in criminal ac-
tivity, while his friends thought he was just trying to
make up for a childhood of poverty. The truth is...he’d
seen enough senseless violence for one lifetime. He
just wanted to love and be loved, not difficult to un-
derstand when realising how he grew up around the
carnage of Northern Ireland. What is hard to under-
stand is the cynicism of people.

On a warm summer day while sitting in my studio,
deciding what to do for the weekend, my phone rang.

It was Oliver. He wanted me to come over right away
to discuss something important. I was closing up any-
way, so I jumped into my car and headed over. Oliver
lived in an old mansion on Ossler Drive in Shaughnessy.
1 had a set of keys to his house, so letting myself in
wasn’t a problem. He was sitting at the pool having
refreshments with a dark, well-muscled dancer—a Lola
Filana type.

“Frank...thanks for coming. Do you know
Roxanne?”

“I think we’ve met before.”

“Ya...we met at Georgios. I really admire your work
Mr. James.”

“Call me Frank, sweetheart.”

“Frank, I’'m really in a bind. Roxanne and I are danc-
ing at the Commodore Ballroom tonight—a big con-
test. I was lucky enough to get in at the last minute.
Unfortunately, I made a promise to a girl that I’d take
her out this weekend, that’s before finding out about
the contest. Could you please do me a favour and bring
her along tonight?”

“A blind date, Oliver! She must be desperate...going
out on the same date as you, accompanied by a
stranger.”

“She’s very special Frank—besides, you’re not a
stranger, you’re famous. When I mentioned your name
she jumped at the chance.”

“Is she a dancer, Oliver?”

“No, but she’s very talented—owns her own res-
taurant in Gastown. It would be a big favour to me,
Frank—besides I think she’ll surprise you.”

“Ok, Oliver. I’'ll try anything once, but I don’t like
dating someone I’ve never met before. However, see-
ing she’s a friend of yours, I’ll chance it.”

“Thanks buddy. I knew I could count on you. Here’s
the address. Pick her up at seven. Get yourself a hair-
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cut—maybe a new suit. We’ll see you at the club to-
night.” :

“You better not be setting me up—or there’ll be
shit to pay.”

Idontlike it. He's up to something, he s never asked
me to do anything like this before. Probably feels obli-
gated somehow. Hopefully, it’s an innocuous favour.
Stranger things have happened with Oliver—women
calling at all hours wanting private dance lessons.
Remember the last one that tried to burn down the stu-
dio when you said no. It better not be a set-up. Play it
cool...owns her own restaurant, maybe she s got some

great recipes.

At a quarter to seven I headed for Norma’s. Arriv-
ing at the house, I noticed a narrow walkway running
parallel to the house. At the front entrance, a small
sign stated to use the back door. I followed the path
until it came to an ascending ramp that curved around
to an upper level. My immediate thought was that it
appeared to be a wheelchair access because there were
hand railings and scuff marks on the decking. Prob-
ably an invalid family member, I thought. I knocked
on the door and a distinguished looking fellow an-
swered.

“Hello. Is this the home of Norma Baker?”

“Yes it is. May I ask who’s calling?”

“Frank James, Norma’s date tonight.”

“Yes, she’s been expecting you. Won’t you please
come in. I’m Norma’s father, Ted, and this is my wife,
Jean.”

“How do you do,” I gestured with a nod.

“Norma will be right down. Can I get you some-
thing to drink while you wait?”

“No, thanks. I’'m fine.”

“I understand you’re a dancer, Mr. James.”

“Please, call me Frank. Yes, I...”

“Here she is...Norma.”

Wheeling through the door a young women ap-
peared. Scanning the youthfulness of her face my eyes
quickly moved to the horror of her missing extremi-
ties.

“Hello Frank,” she said.

I was dumbfounded. My eyes bulged transfixed with
disbelief. My breathing became shallow and I began
to struggle for words.

“I...I had no idea,” came my reply.

“You mean to say that you had no idea that my
daughter was incapacitated,” Mr. Baker said with great
astonishment.

“We’ve never met before, father. Frank is a friend
of Oliver Plunkett’s. I-asked Oliver not to mention my
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accident.”

“Well, I can understand your shock, Mr. James.
Please accept our apology.”

“That’s enough, father! There’s no need to apolo-
gise for my disfigurement. I’ll understand if Frank
doesn’t wish to continue tonight.”

“Well, I must admit I’ve been poignantly caught of
gllal‘d.”

“Frank, do you suppose you’d still have come to-
night knowing my condition?”

“Probably not,” I whispered.

“Exactly, that’s why I asked Oliver not to say any-
thing. I’ll apologise for Oliver and take responsibility
for any discomfort.”

“I’m not uncomfortable,” I said, getting ready to
leave.

I felt compelled to help with the wheelchair as we
started out the door, but Norma wouldn’t have any part
of it. She wanted to wheel herself.

On the way downtown our conversation turned
talkative. Mostly concerning Oliver, but dancing and
fine wine also surfaced. Norma told me about an older
brother of Oliver’s who’d come to Canada before him.
He made a fortune discovering gold, but was killed in
amine explosion. Since both parents were dead, Oliver
inherited his brother’s fortune. This explanation solved
all my dubious questions over Oliver’s lifestyle. It
seemed whenever I'd question him he’d always defer
to shrewd financial investments.

We arrived at the Commodore Ball Room at eight
o’clock. Oliver saw us enter the club and motioned for
us to join him. Conveniently, he had arranged for us to
be close to the dance floor, making it easier for Nor-
ma’s chair.

“Hi guys!” Oliver said, pulling Norma’s chair com-
pliantly to the table.

“We were beginning to wonder if you’d show.”

I glared at Oliver. Interpreting my mood, he offered
an explanation.

“Frank, allow me to explain....”

“No need Oliver, Norma has taken the liberty of
explaining.”

“Then you won’t hold it against me?”

“Not at all,” I said facetiously.

“What do you think, Norma? Isn’t he somethin
else...” '

“Enough Oliver! All the fussing has made me hun-
gry. Let’s order,” she snapped.

Finally, it was coming down to the finals. Oliver
and Roxanne were making a strong bid to finish in the
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top three. Roxanne sizzled in her metallic blue dress.
Her long, tanned, muscular legs and spiked heels ac-
centuated the Latin dance style. Euphoria warmed me
as I concentrated on Oliver’s command and presence.
He was a true master, captivating the audience as he
drifted across the floor. Periodically, competitors took
breaks and made way for the others to be judged. Gold,
silver, and bronze medals were given to each class of
dance, whereas, trophies and cash were given to the
best all around couple. Each category had just been
judged and the finalists were taking the floor when
Norma’s excitement got the best of her. She took off
for the ladies room faster than Ben Johnson out of the
blocks.

The tango, simply stated, is romantic, dramatic,
exotic and sophisticated. It has an emphatic 2-4 time
signature that is played with an unusual staccato ac-
cent on each beat. It’s obviously a dance of teamwork,
but the man undoubtedly dominates the lead. Oliver
and Roxanne were moving around the dance floor when
the routine shifted to 4-4 time. I was enthralled by their
impeccable hold, balance, and footwork technique
when suddenly my attention was captured by a dull
thump. A bellowing noise interrupted the cadence of
the audience, then panic flashed over me after realis-
ing what was happening. Norma’s chair had fallen from
the step and she was down on the floor. The music
stopped. Dancers froze—and some people moved to
help her. I made my way to her by pushing people aside,
and asking everyone to make room for air. Norma
shrieked at everyone to move back and for me to hold
the chair. I discerned her profound embarrassment as
she began to cry. She wasn’t concerned with falling.
She was upset about disrupting the dance. Oliver tried
to calm her by convincing her everything was all right,
but Norma knew things weren’t all right. She asked to
leave.

Oliver and Roxanne ended up winning their cat-
egory, but lost the overall title. Norma thought she had
lost the title for them. I did detect some intensity loss
from the dancers after the fall, but I don’t think it af-
fected the judging. Oliver desperately tried to appear
unconcerned, laughing and quipping with his gold
medal, but it struck me as being feigned. Roxanne sug-
gested we continue celebrating at Oliver’s, but Norma
just wanted to go home. We said our good-nights and
left.

It was a warm evening so I thought I'd detour
through Stanley Park with the top down. We glided
around the park causeway at a snail’s pace. Norma was
beginning to feel better and became reflective, almost
philosophic.

“Look how engaging the North Shore is tonight,
Frank. What a beautiful sight.”

“I’'m sorry about tonight, Norma. I mean...I don’t
know how I would’ve handled it.”

“Do you find my disfigurement bothersome,
Frank?”

“Of course not, I don’t see you as being disfigured.”

“Oh, bullshit, Frank! Don’t patronize me.”

“No, I mean it. I see you as being honest and open.
I admire your courage. I just don’t think I could have
done as well.”

“You still haven’t answered my question, Frank.”

“If it doesn’t bother you, it doesn’t bother me,
Norma.” |

Shaking her head, she said, “Life must go on.”

“Would you mind telling me what happened,
Norma?”

“Not at all. Five years ago Oliver walked into my
restaurant on a hot day and said, ‘You got to be the
coolest glass of water in town.’ Oliver can bowl you
over with charm sometimes.”

“I’ll say.”

“He’s one of the better looking men, and his charm
had me looking for more. Eventually he did ask me out
dancing, and I accepted. We were returning home later
when a drunk driver running a red light hit us. I woke
up two days later in hospital, both legs were ampu-
tated below the knee. Oliver hadn’t a scratch. He was
so guilt ridden that he asked me to marry him three
times. I almost accepted, but knew he’d resent me for
it. I chose his friendship instead.”

We made our way through the park and headed to
Norma’s. On the way she invited me for dinner the
next night at her restaurant. I gladly accepted, making
small talk about the menu and the wine.

It was 2:30 a.m. when we pulled up to the house
and noticed that someone had left the light on. We were
saying our goodnights when she asked, “Do you think
you could ever love a girl with no legs?”

I smiled and said, “If she had her own restaurant, I
could.”

She laughed and kissed me on the cheek. I got out
and helped her with the chair. At the top of the door-
way I kissed her on the forehead asking, “I guess I’'ll
see you tomorrow night, then?”

She closed the door softly without a word.
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Out of Bounds will be publishing articles on the following topics for the
year 2000-2001. If you wish to submit something, you must provide
the material six weeks prior to the publication date.

SEPTEMBER 1,2000 VOLUNTEERS

Who are they? What do they provide for prisoners? What do they mean to prisoners?
Deadline July 15, 2000

DECEMBER 1, 2000 15 YEAR JUDICIAL REVIEW

Faint hope for Saints & Popes! What does the process mean to victims and offenders?
How does the new amendment (Bill C-45) affect those who apply? Deadline October 15,
2000.

MARCH 1, 2001 DRUGS

How do they affect prison populations? Can they be controlled? Is the methadone pro-
gram working for addicts? What about marijuana, does it control violence? Deadline Janu-
ary 15, 2001.

JUNE 1, 2001 GANGS

How do they affect and control prison populations? Deadline April 15, 2001.
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