
Mila APOSTOLOVA, 1L

Dear John, 
I’m writing this message because I feel alone. No...I am alone.
It’s been a long time since your last answer. Two weeks I guess. Or maybe 2 days.
I know that you are not allowed to talk to me, or have any kind of contact, but please I need 
you. 
Robert F.

_______________________________________________

First of all, you don’t have the right to call me by my first name. For inmates, I’m officer 
Taylor. And stop writing this little papers, if I get caught my future is over. I still have a life to 
live, unlike you.
Officer T.                                                                                                        19/04/1957

__________________________________________________________________

So we are in April... Next month my lawyer is going to see me. 
I still have hope that one day I can go out, and see the world again. 
Why are you acting like this? What happened? 
Don’t let me down John, you are the only person I have here. I’m not sure what day it is, so I 
won’t put the date.
Robert F.

______________________________________________

Robert,
I’m having some problems up here. The guards have suspects that I’m communicating with 
an inmate so I just want to cut it. This is the last paper that I pass through your door.
And don’t insist, cuz I won’t answer.
Officer T.                                                                                                        24/04/1957

____________________________________________________________________

Dear John,
Don’t do this to me, I know that you are hiding something, I know that that’s not the reason 
you don’t want to talk to me. It’s not the last paper, I know you. 
You always answer. Some things never end John, our little papers on the ground, passing 
through this steel door. They will continue. As our friendship will.
Robert F.
_____________________________________________

Please John,
Stop doing this.
Just answer. 



_____________________________________________
John, I beg you
I’m talking to myself all day long, I don’t even want to eat or sleep, just give me an answer.

______________________________________________

Robert,
Things are difficult right now. 

___________________________________________________________

Dear John,
Why didn’t you write the date? You know I’m addicted to time. I used to repair pocket 
watches, time pieces. 
The writing is fading, I think the pen is getting out of ink…
And I only have two pieces of paper. 
Come on John, it’s been like a year that we communicate. It’s too late to stop.
Rob F.

__________________________________________

Are we friends Robert? Are we really friends? 
I think we are more than this. And you can’t understand the consequences cuz you are 
locked in, and you will never suffer the pressure of people up here.
It’s way more complicated than you think, but the only thing you do is dream all day. Be 
realistic for once.
Officer T.                                                                                                    02/06/1957

_____________________________________________________________

Dear John,
You are right, I will never suffer the pressure of society. Today, I lost my appeal. 
PS : thanks for the paper and pen.

_________________________________________

What do you mean? Your lawyer said that you had great chances to win the appeal.

                                                                                                                   04/06/1957

_______________________________________________________________

No John, 
In two months, it’s gonna be over. Let’s not talk about it, my life is sad anyway, I feel like a 
guinea pig trapped in a cage. 



Tell me, how is it outside? Is it raining or sunny? Summer time in Alabama is my favorite 
period of the year..
Rob F.

________________________________________________

Robert, 
I have a plan. 
We have to escape from this prison.
Tell you the details later.
Officer T.                                                                                                         07/06/1957

_____________________________________________________________________

What the hell John, you know it is impossible to escape from Kilby’s doors. This thing has 
high security, they have watchovers, chain links, dog tracking teams…
We can’t. 

_________________________________________________

Yes we can Rob, I will pick some prison officer clothes, then I will open the door, you get 
dressed and pretend to be one of us. Then we go out.
Officer T.                                                                                                       08/06/1957

________________________________________________________________

IT’S NOT THAT SIMPLE! John, how the hell is this possible? And even if we go out, they will
look for the gay prison officer and the mexican killer everywhere and they will find us and I 
don’t know what is going to be your punishment, and honestly I don’t want to know. 
Rob F.

__________________________________________

Rob,
We will find a way, we will go to another country, Mexico, whatever. But let’s get out of here. I
have nothing to lose.
Officer T.                                                                                                      10/06/1957

____________________________________________________________

Yes you do John. You have a life, you have your job, your friends, everything. 

___________________________________________
But I won’t have you. 

_____________________________________________________________



When you feel it all dying
And there is still love
What a mind to hide
May the present love
There is nothing left to say.

___________________________________

Rob, I’m not good at poetry.

_______________________________________________________________

Dust or led sheet
In the morning wind,
I'll be a little of nothing
Invisible, bind

__________________________________

Tell me.

________________________________________________

What John?

__________________________________

The date. 
                                                                               17/06/1957

____________________________________________________

04/08/1957

That’s the date. The only one I’m sure of. The last I will know. 
Tell me, how is it going with Dwight D. Eisenhower?

___________________________________

Oh Rob, it’s the same thing. This guy never learns how to really lead a country like America. 
Not like Adlai Stevenson would.
_____________________________________________________

Oh that’s bullshit. Well, I’m a lucky guinea pig then. 
Guinea Pig Rob

_______________________________________________________________



It’s not funny Robert. 
So… let’s escape. In two days is better, cuz on Saturdays there are less guards.
Officer T.                                                                                                 20/06/1957

_______________________________________

No John, I refuse. Just face the destiny, there is nothing we can do! Let’s just accept it. And 
we weren’t even talking about this! Guinea pig here has a good memory.
Rob F.
______________________

Robert, 
I will kill myself if I can’t live this life with you.

_________________________________________

What do you think is going to be? Lethal injection or electrocution?

__________________________________________________________

Robert, I have to be by your side! If it’s not in this life it would be in the next one.

__________________________

Yeah, I guess lethal injection. It’s faster. 
Oh, for my last meal I want nothing. Or everything. Or an olive, that will grow in my stomach 
and become a symbol of peace. 
I want to eat justice, and equality.
No. I know what to ask…

__________________________________________________

WHAT?

______________________________

Tamales. It reminds me my country. 

Rob….
___________________________________________________________

What day is today John?

_________________________________________

Today is 03/08 



___________________________

Oh. One day left. 
 ___________________________________________

Rob, I have to ask you something.
Why did you kill this man? That’s not your kind of thing! I know when an inmate is innocent 
or not.

______________________________

I’m not innocent, officer.
I did kill him. But it was an accident.
He had a gun, and he wanted to kill me because I knew all the illegal business he was doing.
So I defended myself. But it went too far, out of control.
____________________________________________

Don’t call me officer. Call me John

______________________________

Do me a favor John.
Tomorrow, I want you to open the door, and lead me through the corridor, until we arrive at 
my last room. But don’t talk to me. Just hold my hand.

____________________________________________

Robert I can’t do this. I will jump of the window if I take you to the room you’ll...go away.
I am not strong enough for this. And we can’t hold hands. It’s not allowed, they can catch us.

___________________________

Oh yeah sorry, I forgot you have a life.

_________________________________________

I love you Robert.

_____________________________

I drop my pen
No tears to shed
I face my fade 
Today i will rest

Truly yours,
Robert F.



PS : see you in our next lifetime, when we’ll be free.

                                                                                          04/08/1957




