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1. DEATH’S DOOR



"You Slag! Come on then, let's 'ave it!" I screamed. The blood was

trickling down my head and I could also feel more blood running down

my back.

I chased after him, but he ran like a little girl." You fucking mug!" I

shouted. I'd just been stabbed in the head and back, but as quick as it

happened, the attacker made his escape. He obviously weren't feeling

too confident. I on the other hand, was well up for it. The only problem

was, I was losing lots of blood.

Winnie Hutch and Jamie Cas, two associates! of mine, grabbed hold of

me to calm me down and stopped me going after the attacker.!

Myself and Winnie ended-up tussling, while he was trying to calm me

down.!

As the blood ran down my face and back, I screamed obscenities. I

was fucking fuming.

Winnie saw I was losing blood rapidly and sprung into action. He

flagged down a passing cab, and shouted at the driver pleading with him

to get me to a hospital. I was too angry to realise, but my injury was quite

bad and the blood was really starting to pump out of me.!

The driver on seeing the seriousness of my injuries, agreed. So, Winnie

got me into the cab and told the cabbie to get me to Whipps Cross

Hospital as quick as possible.

When we arrived at Whipps Cross, I was put on a stretcher and left as

the seriousness of my wounds were not yet apparent.

However, when hospital staff noticed that I was bleeding heavily, they

wasted no time attending to me.!

I was wheeled into a room and they started the process of stitching me

up. They stitched my head, then stitched my back. But I was still

bleeding internally and my skin was turning blue. I was effectively dying.



Another doctor came in and immediately recognised what the problem

was. An artery inside my head had been cut, so although they had

stitched the wound on my head, the artery was still pumping blood out,

causing the internal bleeding.

The doctor got to work and opened the wound again, he then

proceeded to stitch my artery, while another nurse held my hand tightly

throughout the procedure.!

Then all of a sudden, I felt my bowels relax. It felt really strange, I had

no control over them whatsoever. I knew then, I was about to die.

I started thinking to myself. Fuck, I'm dying. 25 years old and I’m

about to die.!

A strange out of body feeling came over me. It felt as though I was

floating. Admittedly, this could have been caused by the high levels of

alcohol and cocaine in my system, but whatever it was, it was the

strangest feeling I’d ever had.

A flash of memories consisting of regrets, why’s and how’s — whizzed

through my mind. But most of all, a deep sense of failure.!

I’d spent virtually all of my life fighting, but never before, had I had

such the will to win this fight. There was no way I could lose this battle,

so although I wasn’t moving, mentally I was fighting like I’d never fought

before.

Fuck that, I ain't dying. I can’t die. For fuck sake, not now, I continued

to think.

A split second later, I felt my whole body change. I also regained

control of my bowels and I immediately felt a great sense of relief.!

At that moment, I realised, they’d just saved my life. Thank fuck for

that, I thought.

The next day, I was on the ward with a drip hanging out of my arm,

when I received a visit from Lee Richards and Jamie Clark. I could tell by

the way they were looking at me that something was wrong.!

"What's the matter? What's wrong?" I asked. They didn't answer me,

they just mumbled something under their breath's.!

"Fuck this," I said. "Get me to a mirror." With that, I pulled the drip out

of my arm and got off the bed and slid into a wheelchair.!

"Come on, get me to a mirror." I was by now irritated.!

They wheeled me to a mirror and when I looked into the mirror, I was

shocked. My hair was shaved from the crown to the forehead. I looked a

mess.

"I've had enough of this place, let's get out of here." They looked at me

shocked. "Where you going?" Lee asked. I replied, "Pub, let's go."



16. OLD BAILEY (99)



"You have a reputation as a hard nut, don't you Mr Kees?" asked George

Carter-Stephenson QC, as he cross-examined one of the star witnesses.

"No, I'm just a family man," replied Dave Kees as he stood in the witness

box.

"But you do have a reputation?" continued George Carter-Stephenson.

"No, as I said, I'm just a family man," replied Dave defiantly.

"In your job as a bouncer, you sometimes have to deal with

troublesome patrons, do you not?" asked Carter-Stephenson in a

somewhat friendly voice.

"Yeah sometimes," replied Dave.

"If someone is causing trouble, how do you normally deal with them Mr

Kees?" Carter-Stephenson probed further.

Dave paused for a second, then straightened himself up and stood

upright. His long black leather coat tightened under the strain of his bulky

frame, then he answered, "I just politely ask them to leave."

I sat in the dock watching, listening and trying to hold back the

giggles. It wasn't that I found the situation funny, nor was I disrespecting

the court. It was just that I'd known Dave Kees for a number of years and

he wasn't in the habit of politely asking anyone to do anything. He told

people what he wanted, and how he wanted it, and they normally

complied. And at well over six foot and 20 stone plus of mixed heritage,

he was a formidable looking character, but Carter-Stephenson wasn't

fazed in the slightest.

Carter-Stephenson went up a gear and in a slightly firmer tone of voice



asked, "Been in trouble with the police yourself haven't you Mr Kees?"

Carter-Stephenson asked.

"Yeah, a little bit." Dave replied sheepishly.

"A little bit, Mr Kees?" Carter-Stephenson questioned further sounding

slightly surprised.

"Yeah, a little bit, but I can't really remember," answered Dave.

"You can't really remember Mr Kees? Carter-Stephenson asked in an

even more surprised tone.

"Nah, I can't remember." Dave answered in an agitated tone. He'd

been down this road before on the previous trial a few months back.

Carter-Stephenson had tied him in knots, catching him out left right and

centre, asking him to turn to a specific page in one of the three

statements he'd made to the police. And now Dave was back again to

give evidence at my second trial.

It was a re-trial, because although I was found guilty on the GBH

charge, the jury couldn't decide on the charge of murder. So, I'd already

seen Dave under pressure as a result of Carter-Stephenson's clever

cross-examination.

"Assault on police officers can you remember that?" Carter Stephenson

asked sounding still surprised. Dave stared at Carter-Stephenson and in

a slightly aggressive tone answered, "I told you, I can't remember."

Dave's intense stare had no effect on Carter-Stephenson, he was like a

dog with a bone and he wasn't going to let go. He was gearing up to use

his familiar phrase, 'You quite sure about that?'

He would say it in a friendly way that sounded as if he were really

asking, 'Sure you don't want to change your mind?', which alerted

everyone in the courtroom that he was about to catch a witness out.

This had a knock-on effect, because witnesses associated the phrase

in the same way as did everyone else in the courtroom. Everyone

including the witnesses knew, that a trap had been set and was about to

be sprung.

It was magical to watch, as soon as Carter-Stephenson used this

particular phrase, it brought everyone to the edge of their seats and at

the same time, beads of sweat would run down a witness's forehead.

A true professional in the art of rattling witnesses, Carter-Stephenson

was one of the best silks around. He was well versed and very skilful at

cross-examining prosecution witnesses, and he was not about to let

some thug put him off his stride.

"Assault on eight police officers, you can't remember that?" he

continued. Dave responded, "Oh yeah, I remember now, they knocked on



the wrong door."

By now I was struggling to hold back laughter. It was partly nerves, but

on numerous occasions I found myself close to a giggling fit. I hunched

myself over in the dock so the jury couldn't see my face, while I listened

to Carter-Stephenson delve deeper into Dave's past.

"Offensive weapon Mr Kees, can you remember that?"

"Nah I can't remember," insisted Dave.

"Ok, Mr Kees, robbery with violence, can you remember that?"

"Nope," replied Dave sharply.

"You quite sure about that?" Carter-Stephenson continued. The trap was

being set.

"Snaresbrook Crown Court, can you remember that?"

"Nah," snapped Dave.

"You can't remember?" Carter-Stephenson kept the questions going.

"Nope," and Dave still wasn't budging.

However, as I spied from the dock I knew that Carter-Stephenson was

about to go in for the kill, so I straightened up. Then in an authoritative

and assertive tone with a hint of disgust, Carter-Stephenson delivered the

final blow.

"What about four and a half years imprisonment, can you remember

that Mr Kees?"

"Oh yeah, I remember the four and a half years," replied Dave in a

voice that indicated that he accepted that he'd been well and truly caught

out.

I ducked my head down under the dock, because although I'd

somehow managed to stifle my laughter, my eyes began to stream with

tears. There shouldn't have been any humour in being on trial, or for the

tragic circumstances surrounding the case, but George CarterStephenson's clever style of cross-examining witnesses, nearly had me in

stitches on a number of occasions.

However, the matter on hand was still very serious. I was on trial for

Murder and GBH with Intent on two separate individuals on the same

night. And I had to sit in the dock, while numerous people I'd known for

years came into court to give evidence against me.

Along with Dave was his son, Wesley Kees. He was the main

prosecution witness and very pivotal to the crown's case against me.

Then there was Shaun Docherty, who stood in the witness box and

when questioned by Carter-Stephenson, "Mr Docherty, you've not long

been released from a sentence of robbery yourself haven't you not?"

"Yes, Sir," replied Shaun.



"Why are you here then?" Cater-Stephenson asked sternly. Shaun's

reply and the way he delivered it, got to me more than anything.

"I think it's a really bad crime Sir, and I'm just hear to do the right

thing," replied Shaun like he was the school prefect telling the

headmaster what I'd been up to.

I knew the prick didn't really like blacks and was just trying to stick the

boot in. I felt like jumping over the dock and breaking his jaw.

After they'd given their evidence, I got in the witness box to defend

myself and fight for my life. I went no comment when I was arrested, so I

hadn't made a statement. So, this would be the first time the prosecution

would be hearing my defence.

I didn't wait for the prosecution to come at me with my past, I got it

straight out in the open. It wasn't pretty and I knew the jury would be

shocked, but as far as I was concerned, it was the best way forward.

As for the witnesses, I assassinated their characters in every way

shape or form. It wasn't hard, because I'd known them for years and they

were all bang at it.

I didn't give a fuck. The gloves were well and truly off. If that's how

they want it, then so be it. I threw everything and the kitchen sink at

them. So, I was dirty, and I had no qualms about it either.

At the end of my time in the box, I went back to the dock and listened

to some formalities being discussed before the judge, who in my opinion,

I thought was a meddler.

Judge Giles Forrester, an old judge who gave out stiff sentences like

he was given out sweets. He spent most of the time peering over his

specs at me, and I could tell he was waiting to give it to me.

Earlier on in the trial, we ended-up in a staring match. I was getting

pissed off with him constantly staring at me, so I gave him the cold stare

back. He stopped proceedings and told Carter-Stephenson that he would

have me taken down stairs if I continued with my behaviour. CarterStephenson didn't know what was going on, because Carter-Stephenson

had his back to me facing the judge.

Carter-Stephenson turned and looked at me confused. I quietly

mouthed to him, "He keeps staring me out."

Then the judge bellowed, "He knows what he's doing, anymore and I'll

have him taken downstairs."

George Carter-Stephenson looked at me and with a hand gesture, told

me to calm down. I knew I shouldn't have been doing it, so I agreed not

to stare at the judge anymore.

Then after more formalities, I was told to go back down to the cells to



await the verdict.

As I made my way from the dock the guard unlocked the side door of

the dock that led out to the corridor and began to escort me back to the

cells.

I'd made this walk countless times, this time the walk seemed to go on

for ages. It was like slow motion.

I knew the jury were in a room deciding my fate. I'd already received a

guilty on one charge, but now I was awaiting my fate on the most serious

of charges and a guilty verdict could effectively leave me in prison for the

next 20 years.

As soon as we got to the cells the guard opened the cell door and I

walked in and heard the loud crash of the heavy steel door behind me.

Staring back at me were other prisoners all on trial for murder and they

were eager to know what had happened in court.

They listened intently as I described the proceedings in court. At one

point I was describing my exchanges with the prosecution QC, when

Brett a guy from West London who was on trial with his mate for killing a

man in a flat said, "I thought you was an intelligent guy Lee." "You're

gonna get a guilty mate."

I had told them that the prosecution counsel had asked me if I would

use a weapon, and I had said yes. I told the prosecution, "If it was a

choice out of me and you and I had a weapon in my hand, I don't think

you'd make it." At that point, the prosecution smugly said, "No further

questions."

Everyone in the cell had a different opinion as to why I may, or may not

get a guilty, but I knew how prisoners worked. As soon as I left the cell,

they were all going to say, "He's finished."

Then all of a sudden, the cell door opened and the guard was there

again. "Skeete, the jury's back in court."

I have no idea how long I'd been back down in the cells, but it didn't

feel like I'd been waiting too long

My heart started to beat. I looked around at everyone and said, "See

you when I get back."

I walked out the cell and made my way back to the courtroom. It was

the longest walk ever. I'm not even going to try and deny it. I was scared.

However, I didn't want to give them the satisfaction, so I tried to

compose myself.

As I stepped into the dock my breathing went haywire. It was like my

heart was about to jump out of my chest. So, I tried even harder to

compose myself, but it was no good. My heart was still beating hard. It
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