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I would like to dedicate this book to Julie Scott, at Grosvenor House Publishing, for all her hard work and understanding. And to everyone who has supported my work. Thanks.

“Can you cut it short, Jack! We’re trying to sleep  over here!”

And to all the people who thought I wouldn’t make it. What can I say, read on and have pleasant thoughts… Oh, and enjoy.

You think you've got troubles! I've had a heart attack, back problems, unemployed and homeless. Oh, yeah, and I'm diabetic. And the wife left me  and took the dog. I'm going to miss the dog.
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I don’t want people to follow blindly what I say. I want them to think about what they read, hear and see. 

I’m concerned about when people follow like sheep without thinking about the consequences of their actions. Then when it all goes wrong, they moan and complain how they didn’t know. Like with Trump. Everyone was blinded by his words, but nobody paid much attention to the person behind the words. And when it all came crashing down around their heads, they started throwing around blame. All because we are too proud to admit when we are wrong. And if we can’t admit our mistakes, we’ll keep repeating them and never learn. I look back at the trials and tribulations  of World War Two. What has it taught us? We have forgotten all too easily about all the horror and suffering that we had to endure. How the world banded together like brothers and sisters for a common cause. And how helping, supporting and sharing with each other brought us closer together. Now all people think about is power, money and greed. And if following a charlatan and a person of questionable character would obtain our needs. We don’t care who we hurt. 

And we claim that technology has made us smarter, but despite all our technical advancements, we seem to be evolving backwards not forward. It’s as if we have stopped using our brains to think. We let others and machines do the thinking for us. While we degenerate and wait to die.

The other day I tried having a sensible conversation with someone. They were busy on their phone like a high rolling businessman, saying, “I haven’t got time for that.” 

And the guy was unemployed. Maybe that’s the trouble. We’ve stop caring and paying attention. I get it life can be stressful and overburden the mind but if we don’t use it, we will lose it.

			
 

 

 

 


People think a ruthless government will bring them power and wealth. But they forget that a ruthless government isn’t working for them. They are working for themselves.

You cry for a government with ruthless intentions. Then when it suits you, you want a caring government. But what will it be? You can’t have both.

When I think about people and their dreams to inspire to greatness, I can’t help but wonder if we are missing the big picture. True happiness and peace of mind. ‘Greed and the need to be better than others, makes us blind to life’.

			


Ignorance is Bliss

Everyone is on social media, and they don’t understand it if you’re not on social media. It’s like you’re an alien from another world. It’s got this hold on people that turns them into junkies and if you take it away from them. They’d start clucking for a fix. On TV one comedian was joking about his son attempting suicide because he took away his Wi-Fi. Everyone thought he was joking, but these are crazy times. Soon the kids will have a new insanity plea. My phone made me do it. 

			


The Truth Is Out There

My stuff may be too bold for some people, but I speak my mind and tell it like it is. The content may be strong, but like Chris Rock and Richard Pryor, I make fun out of bad situations. Realism and gallows humour. And I don’t shy away from the truth. And it has made them very popular. I give people the real world and speak to them in their own language and say what is on their minds. And as Mulder and Scully would say, ‘The truth is out there.’ We don’t live under a bubble anymore. People can see what is happening every day.

			


A Dirty Game

I look at the spiteful nature of the politicians, and I can see why people don’t vote. They’re not concerned about working together and finding a solution to the problem. It suits their purpose when the other side gets it wrong. They are more concerned about throwing around the blame, backstabbing their colleagues and friends, and turning us against each other. Their public image and looking good for the camera. And they wonder why they haven’t got our trust. We should be working together. They are tearing us apart. You can call me a cynic but if they really cared about the country, they would understand that the greater good is the people. All the people. The people that they serve are the greater interest. Not their bank balance and the publicity.

In England, I remember when politics used to be fair and kind, and the politicians used to listen to our needs, but ever since Margaret Thatcher took over, politics has been a dirty game. Now it’s self-serving and corrupt. You may call it the signs of the times, but I call it the result of an uncaring political system.

We live in a greedy culture. I remember once when we were happy with the simple things in life and we weren’t obsessed about money. We found happiness in each other. But now money has blinded us from happiness and all we want is more. We want what everyone else has got even though we don’t need it, and it has made our lives miserable trying to compete. 

There are millions of people living in poverty and struggling to survive, but these days all people talk about is what others have that they haven’t got. And then they make themselves sick with worry trying to get rich. And we are all encouraged to chase the same dream. We are told that money and success is the key to happiness, but all I see is miserable rich people with bitterness on their minds. Like Elon Musk. Someone once told me you are only ever truly rich when you have friends around you. So, ask yourself a question. When you count your friends, how rich are you?

With the technical advancements we have become more knowledgeable, yet we act more ignorant. Have you ever wondered why? Maybe it’s because we’ve stop caring.

Living through the different generations, you see the changes in life, and the effect it has on people. And it’s hard to compare one life to the next if you haven’t experienced it. But I remember a time when people were kinder.

I was watching an episode of The Outer Limits, where the machines were more human than the people, and it got me thinking, what makes us human? Our compassion, empathy, and our ability to care for one another.

Someone once told me excessive drinking is all a big joke until it isn’t. I never quite got what they meant until I became an alcoholic.


I knew a guy that was hurting himself to get to me, and then he blamed me for the problems he had caused himself. That’s stupid logic. There’s a saying: don’t cut off your nose to spite your face.

Our experiences make us who we are. Don’t look at it as a bad thing. You’ve accumulated all that knowledge and wisdom. Now it’s up to you how you use it.

			


The Dead Don’t Bite

Hey, told you I’d be back with lots of more goodies. So, hold onto your seat. It’s going to be a rocky ride. Oh, and for those of you with a heart condition… turn the pages at your own peril. You’ve been warned. Now, has anyone got a joint?

“Is this shit for real?”

“Hey, my friend, this isn’t the Beano.”

			


The Dead Don’t Bite

In England, when we had the coronavirus back in 2021, I was living in a ground-floor flat on a busy road in Colchester, Essex. The windows were made of cheap glass, and the walls were paper-thin. All day and night, you could hear the neighbours next door and the commotion outside. On one side, the neighbours drank, played loud music and partied with friends. They’d bang on the wall to remind me they were having a good time. And on the other side was the neighbour from hell. He got his kicks causing trouble and blaming me like it was a sadistic game. And next door to him was a 24-hour garage that sold cheap booze to all the winos and drunks. You’d hear them outside shouting and picking fights. And to top it off, the landlord wanted rent. It was humiliating and degrading. I needed to escape. So, I would spend my days in a graveyard calming my mind. It was a pitiful life.

Then on May 16, 2022, I got offered a place in Suffolk where the natives were friendly. The landlord was sorry to see me go. Yeah, right. And now I sleep better at night. You’re probably thinking only ghouls hang out in graveyards. Well, living in that dump, I felt like a ghoul. I was there for ten miserable years. And say what you like about the dead. The dead can’t hurt you, but the living can.


My obsession with the dead began at an early age. When I was a kid, my parents would keep me up at night watching Hammer Horror movies. They were the ‘70s equivalent to The Muppet Show, but back then people were soft. There’d be hands coming out of a grave, and zombies running around biting and munching on people, and don’t get me started on Dracula! That blood-sucking freak! Only the sun or a stake through the heart could kill him. Dracula would tap on his victims’ window, hypnotize them with his eyes, and asked to be invited in. Like he needed an invitation. 

In today’s films, he’d be sitting by your bed, nudging you awake. “Wakey-wakey, motherfucker.” And when you show him a cross, he’d slap it out of your hand and laugh. “Now try that shit with holy water.” And his castle would be just down the road from where the villagers live. People would go missing and turn up dead, then come back, and start biting necks. And the villagers would be hiding in a tavern, praying for a miracle. And there’d be some stupid priest giving them dumb advice. 

“Close your windows and wear a cross.” 

Yeah, right, good luck with that bullshit! I’m on the first plane out of there! I’ve got no time for fools! The best advice you could give against a vampire is to run, and if you don’t come with me, I’ll see you in the next life. You’re at an airport. The guy looks at your papers and sees the brown stains on your pants. “Why are you leaving the country?”

“There are vampires in it!”

And to make it interesting, there’d be a pack of vampire hunters trying to get Dracula. They’d wait for the sun to come out, then go to his castle and to look for his coffin, but Dracula’s smart. He hides it in a safe place.

A guy looks at his watch and sees that it’s getting late. “It’ll be dark soon. Let’s get out of here and try again tomorrow.”

But one guy is stubborn. He wants to finish the job. “He’s close. I can feel it. Let’s look in a few more places.”

His friends tell him it’s suicidal and start running, but when they get outside, the horses are gone. They’re not hanging around either.

Dracula wakes up from his coffin and smells blood. Dinner’s come to him, so he starts smiling. “You’ve fucked with the wrong guy!”

And the titles they gave some of those films. The Devil Rides Out and The Satanic Rites of Dracula. The names alone gave you nightmares. I’d go to bed after the movie, shaking under the blankets. 

But they were nothing compared to what they had in the ‘80s with Nightmare on Elm Street. “Don’t go to sleep or Freddy will get you!” And Friday the 13th with Jason, the freak that could never die. They keep knocking him down, and he keeps getting back up. If I knocked a guy down, and he kept bouncing back up, that’s it, it’s a lost cause! I’m out of there! And the sequels go on and on. The guy who dreamt him up should have his head examined. I’m just waiting for an alien from another planet to zap him. And the Alien movies! Shit! That’s some fucked up species! Can you imagine them landing in your back garden! I’m running and killing anyone in my way! 

And remember the zombie apocalypse in The Walking Dead. The zombies are maiming and eating people like it’s a free-for-all picnic, and everyone’s running around, paranoid, thinking their friends have turned.

“Hey, Bill, you don’t look too good. Maybe we should kill you.”

“But I’m your brother!”

“That don’t count in this world. It’s everyone for themselves.”

His friends are pointing their guns at him. 

That’s some fucked up shit! If I saw those zombies coming after me, I’d shoot myself in the head, but knowing my luck, the gun would be empty. 

Anyway, that’s enough of the gore. I hope you’ve enjoyed yourself. Take care, sweet dreams, and I’ll see you around, and remember, the dead don’t bite.
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A guy burst into a shop with a gun and told the staff and customers, “Get ready, it’s going to get hot!”

They told him, “You, too,” and put their guns on him. They were cops.

Hey, listen, if you’re doing a job, don’t get these guys…

			


Larry and Moe

Crooks come running out of a bank with the loot, but the getaway driver is gone. So, one crook gives his partner a crazy look and tells him, “Where is this fucking guy?”

The other crook scratches his head. “Is this the right spot?”

“We’re outside the fucking bank! Where did you get this guy?”

“He said he was related to you.”

“And you believed him?”

They hear, “Drop your guns and raise your hands in the air! We have you surrounded!”

They look around and see cops everywhere. They see the getaway driver with them wearing a uniform.

A kid wrote a story. The teacher told him it needs a spectacular ending like ten guys getting thrown off a roof. The kid told him it’s a love story not a horror.

			


The Friendly Cabbie

A guy gets a cab to a building. He goes to get out, but the doors are locked, so he asks the cab driver, “What’s going on?”

The cabbie tells him, “That’s to keep you safe.”

The guy says, “But I’m a prisoner in your cab. How can I be safe?”

The cabbie tells him, “And to make sure I get my money.”

The guy cries, “You’re crazy! Let me out!”

The cabbie tells him, “Then pay your fare. Look, the longer we sit here, the higher it will go.” He tells him the price.

The guy cries, “That’s extortion! I’m reporting you!”

“You do that,” said the cab driver, “but pay your money first.”

The guy throws the money at him, and the door opens.

			


The Removal Guys

A woman gets out of her car and sees two guys coming out of her neighbour’s house with a telly, so she asks, “What are you doing?” 

They tell her they’re moving some stuff for her neighbour. 

So, she asks, “Where is he?” 

They tell her he’s gone to the shop.

She gives them a funny look. “And he left you alone in his house?”

They’ve been rumbled. There’s no sense in blagging their way out of it, so the guy says, “We’re just doing a favour for a friend.”

“What’s his name?”

They tell her if she has a problem to take it up with her neighbour.

So, she brings out her phone and starts pressing some numbers.

“Look, lady, we’re not looking for trouble. We’re just helping a guy.”

“Well, tell that to the police.”

They drop the telly and start running.

Hey, listen, I’m fed up with people picking on crazy people. It’s not a criminal offense to be crazy. Just make sure you’re not around when they go crazy.

			


Macho Bullshit

When I go to the gym, I notice that some people feel offended if don’t get involved with others. You’re unsociable. You’re not playing their game. They’re the kind of people who need an audience to perform and prove how macho they are. Well, each to their own. I go to the gym to train. That team bullshit might work for some, but I work better alone. I’m friendly, but I don’t stand around and natter. My mind is on the task. And if I didn’t focus on what I was doing, I would never get it done. I get it that people like to brag about how tough they are, but that’s what pubs are for. That ‘who’s got the biggest dick’ is a game for idiots, but if it gives you a boner, good luck with that.

Ever tried meeting a good Samaritan on the street?

“Excuse me, I was wondering if you could help me?”

“Sorry, friend, I’ve just lost my job, and my wife left me.”

“Hey, listen, I didn’t ask for your medical history. I’m in a wheelchair. I just want to get across the road.”

When you meet a person for the first time, one of the first questions they ask you is, “What do you do?” As if that defines the kind of person that you are. Like that is the value of your worth. 


Some people try to impress them with a made-up resume. I was a CEO in Microsoft, but I tell them, “I’m just a labourer. It’s not as interesting as your job.” 

Save time on all that bullshit and hope the subject moves on. Then I move on. “Good luck with your quest to find your equal.”

I get how some people think that a job makes them importance, but I merit a person by how they treat others. I measure what is in their heart.

One guy bumped into another guy on the street, and he asked him, “Hey, why don’t we see you anymore?”

The guy told him, “I got fed up with the ‘me, me, me’ all the time, when there are so many people suffering in the world.”

I was watching a series on telly called True Blood, about humans and vampires living together. It was scary, so I imagined a scene: 

A girl goes to bed with her boyfriend, and he gets a little rough. So, she kicks him out of bed. 

“What’s wrong with you? My neck’s bleeding!”

Carlos tells her he’s a vampire. 

So, she jumps out of bed. “Since when?” 

“Since yesterday.” 

“And you’re telling me now!”

I’m always bumping into jokers. You see them rushing around doing nothing.

I asked one guy, “What are you doing?”

“Nothing.”

“Why are you rushing around?”


“Got to keep busy.” 

Listen, joker, put your feet up and roll a joint. There are enough busybodies in the world.

Some people like to tell their problems to everyone like they are the only people suffering, and a priest is the only one who would listen to them. Their friends would tell them it’s bullshit, but a priest would sit with them and act like it was the most interesting thing in the world.

Someone once asked me, “Is being a good writer like winning the lottery?”

I told them, “Anyone can win the lottery, but not everyone can write. So, it’s an achievement.” 

We all have different interests. You’ve got to find what motivates you. What pushes your mind. But the good thing about writing is that it’s never too late. So, learn the craft and have faith in yourself, and remember, patience is a virtue.

We are motivated by different reasons for why we do what we do, and our intentions describe the kind of people we are. I get how some people want to protect their country and the ones they love, but some people join the army because they love to fight. Violence is in their nature.

			


The Patriotic Killer

A guy left the army an invalid and he was crying every day about the injuries to his body. So, his wife told him, “Let me get this right. You joined the army so you could hurt and kill people, and you were getting paid for doing something you enjoy, and now that it has happened to you, you’re crying about it?”

He said, “Don’t forget I was serving my country.”

So, she told him, “Well, there’s a saying for that: what goes around, comes around. Welcome to the world of karma.”

I get how we must understand the world and what is happening around us, but some don’t pay attention to the kind of people that they are dealing with and even some of the cleverest people can be dumb.

Have you ever seen Star Wars? It looks kind of futuristic. You’ve got Jedi Knights with light sticks duelling on spaceships like ninja warriors. No offense, but if someone pulled a light stick on me, I’d take out my gun. Bang! Bang! No more bullshit.

			


Learning to Fly

Some people think that school is a joke. Well, my school was the biggest joke of all. I grew up believing that the brain was a lottery. Some were born clever, and others were destined to be dumb, and I was one of the unlucky ones. Back then, I was illiterate. I couldn’t read and write and thought I was an idiot. But I now know that we all have the potential to improve our minds.

I left school at 15 with no qualifications and no prospects and wasn’t encouraged to learn. I went to an all-boys school in Bermondsey. Back then, it was rated one of the hardest schools in South East London. School? It was a detention centre for the mentally deranged. The building should have been firebombed a long time ago. No one bothered to learn there. If you took an interest in anything, the other kids gave you a hard time. And if they weren’t out robbing people and stealing cars, they were fighting other schools. The kids invented their own rules, and school was just a playground. Me, I’d hang about a girls’ school looking for pussy. I was shy, but not stupid. The teachers tried enforcing the law with the cane, but the kids fought back. They’d slap the teacher, and the teacher would go running to the parents, and the parents would slap them for giving their kid a hard time. They couldn’t win. Many of them never bothered to show up for work. They didn’t get danger pay for being brave. 


Someone would come into the classroom and say, “Kids, you have a substitute teacher!”

And the kids would cry, “Has he got health insurance?” 

If I ever learned anything at school, it was how to become a comedian. I’m not saying that education isn’t important, but if your boy’s in my school, don’t expect him to be a brain surgeon. So, I got my education on the street. I couldn’t get one at home. My father pissed off with another woman, and my mother was in a mental hospital. And my brothers and sister were fighting for top dog. So, you see, it was all fun and games. And many of the characters I rubbed shoulders with weren’t the kind of people you would take home. You had to have eyes in the back of your head. So, I learned the hard way how to survive, and when you’re in trouble, you find out who your real friends are. 

“Hey, Micky, we’ll come and visit you in prison.” 

“Yeah, cheers, mate, I’m still waiting.” 

Many of the people I grew up with are either junkies, dead, or in prison. And they all had the same thing  in common. They wanted to get rich the easy way. The glamorous life of a crook. Leaving that life was the  best decision I’ve ever made. What has been holding  me back for most of my life was that I was illiterate.  I couldn’t read and write. Then one day it suddenly  hit me. You don’t need a classroom and qualifications to read and write. I can just teach myself.

Anyway, on that note, life’s too short to be spending it in prison. So, use your head and make the most of it while you can. You’ll miss it when it’s gone. “Right, class over, has anyone seen my swag bag?” 
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Long Goodbye

My partner and I stood in the courtroom awaiting some words from the three old doomsters who, if they had the chance or the power, would have sat you in the electric chair, thrown the switch, and called you the scum of the earth. And these were the good guys. My lawyer was good, don’t get me wrong, the bee’s knees, but what half-paid worker would give it their best shot on legal aid. Not mine. The opposition was out for blood. You just had to look at the prosector’s face to see that nothing really mattered to him, except a long firm jail sentence, and perhaps after a pint in the pub.

My partner appeared sorry and innocent, but behind his back his fingers were crossed. An in-and-out job, he told me, and somehow, I wished that it was true as he looked at me and smiled. 

The judges stood, then left the room. When they came back, everyone rose and sat down again, but the bailiff, a wrinkly old geezer in a black gown, motioned for me and my partner to remain standing.

The clerk read out our names. “Raymond Clark?”

I brought my hand up.

“Can you speak up, please!” cried the clerk.

“Yeah, that’s me!” I shouted.

“Anthony Morton?”


My friend raised his hand and shouted, “Yeah, governor!” 

We were then reminded of our crimes. What they thought of us, and what they had to do. ‘Protect the public’ was their excuse. And so began a long, boring and meaningless lecture. It was said more to impress his colleagues and the punters than to remind us of our guilt. Then, after what seemed like forever…

“And so, it is in the public’s interest and for your own good that both of you should go to a place of correction. Therefore, you, Raymond Clark, will go to a borstal for six months to two years, and you, Anthony Morton, will also go to…”

I thought, Is that all? I was expecting to be sent to the gallows to have a rope around my throat, but Tony’s girlfriend thought it was enough as she left the courtroom in disgust. You see, the poor cow had travelled over a hundred miles to see her boyfriend get thrown to the lions and now she didn’t even want to say goodbye.

I looked around and saw the happy faces of the public and imagined all the amusing stories they would be telling each other in pubs and at home. Then I thought about my tasty bit of skirt, who, in my absence, would be helping herself to a large rum and black and be singing, “Here’s to a relationship that died today, and to another while the bastard’s away.”

I smiled at a little girl who sat with her parents in the gallery, and she smiled back, but her mother made her look away. It was time to go.
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