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            Worldwide Folklore:

symbol of joy and happiness

            
                

            

            
                

            

            Polish Folklore:

someone irresponsible, reckless, carefree, a parasite
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            Content Notice

         

         While beautifully written this story contains elements that might not be suitable for some readers, and material that might even make them feel bad; for example suicide and self-harm, violence, blood, racism, drug abuse and hateful language. This notice exists to prevent the possibility of exposing someone with past trauma, to something that might insight a physical and / or mental reaction. Bluebird is a novella written with urgency and focus, and at its heart describes the mental health experiences of a young immigrant woman, and this notice is here to give individuals the forewarning necessary for them to make use of the strategies that will decrease the harmfulness of encountering triggering material.
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            Bluebird

         

         It began on a day I didn’t want to wake up. I didn’t want the sun to tickle me gently and tell me a nice story with a happy ending. The sun had been lying to me, you see. So, I said, ‘No, no my darling, I don’t believe you no more so go and make someone else’s day better.’ I changed my religion to grey skies that told no lies, didn’t force me to smile or pretend. I thought I was feeling better, but people believed I was sad. I didn’t understand my mind. It was blank, with no more answers to give me. It stopped talking, shaking its head apologetically. I was alone, I realised. What was that feeling, I could not explain. But I knew that a part of me was lost somewhere along the way.

         A way to my dreams and ambitions, and nothing stopping me. Until, as it turned out, the finish line nowhere in sight and already, there was none of me left to continue. Haven’t I sacrificed enough? But it didn’t matter as I had nothing left to give anybody, including me. Of course, I wondered how did I get here? What was my mistake or if there were any in the first place that I made. Do you ever feel like you’ve done it all, you squeezed that bottle, cut it in half with scissors, scrap that content to the bottom and still not be satisfied? Yes, that’s how it felt. But I wasn’t sad. You can’t simplify that. Not when you spend your entire life on happiness drugs, always trying to make shit happen even when shit hits the fan. You can’t stop and say, ‘Look, I think I’m depressed.’ That’s how it began. My brain was talking to me in strange, new ways. I told it to go away, I really did. I said, look, I’m not a wuss, I’m an Eastern seed. We do things differently. We’re strong and don’t complain. We like to move away, far, far away from homes and things to tie us down, things that make us weak. So there, I did not believe in anxiety or depression. I had a different name for that: a lost interest in life.

         Covered with a cloak of nothingness that would make me invisible, I tried to hide for a while. What do you do when you have no money, can’t go anywhere (need to pay the rent) and wake up each day thinking, ‘This is hell. I don’t see myself surviving this mess’. What do you do when you sit at work, eating teriyaki salmon, yum, yum, thinking about suicide. The point is, I don’t want to die. Does it make me safe and normal again? This haziness is too much to bear, I want to run away. This world is too small for me. I won’t go. I won’t lose this fight with London, my forever muse. What do you do when there is nothing left but a steady thought telling you that’s it, thank you and next. You have been replaced.

         So I took a month off from work and life that hasn’t been there with me anymore. I gave myself a month to find myself again, like in bad Hollywood movies with blank characters that just sit 10around, waiting for magic. Why magic? It’s that moment where everything magically changes in one song, the protagonist realises their faults, they look in the mirror and make a vow to change their life at just a perfect moment in the script and bum, end of film. But my magic is a cold pint of beer and a frantic dance. It’s drugs to keep me awake and do more and more since nothing works. My magic is irresponsible sex with a guy who has no name. This state, this is fine, I can live with that. But the weakness of my mind that is begging me to give up and shut down, I don’t think this is a way to survive. So, I took a month off, a stupid thing to do, but in my case, when shit gets dark and you don’t feel alive, it was a lifeline that I had to throw myself because guess what, there is no one here to help you get through this mess. Oh, I should try NHS?

         I talked to a girl who wanted to kill herself and unlike me, looked for professional and free help. Three months wait on a “I want to kill myself” list after which they cancel and leave you to be. Samaritans call and warm advice; go back, tell them you need help, they can’t ignore your pain.

         ‘Hello, is this NHS? I’ve been thinking about killing myself and you’re refusing me help. This is unacceptable and I wish to be seen, inserted with a happy pill.’ So instead let’s take time off and save ourselves in any available way. On my last day of work, when I wanted to Dracarys everyone (I’ll get to that), I realised why. It just got too much. And I’m a strong slut, look at me swearing, drinking big pints, just trying to find a way out. Do you know what a big problem is? People and their opinions that usually no one needs. Yes, sure, my depression speaks. But it also wants everyone to shut up and keep their fucking advice about my life. Because on my last day, before the “holiday” I thought I could kill some men. The witty mouths with shit on their minds. Telling me to smile. Say something funny, then? Telling me not to eat so much, I’m getting fat. ‘Was that your second or third dinner?’ Well, I’m sorry my depression isn’t anorexic. So keep your advice, I told you anyway, we’re not going to fuck.

         Someone told me that’s because people care about me, and I laughed. I thought, if their care makes me want to die, am I the crazy one or is everyone else just completely mad and fucked up? On the last day before my break, where this introduction ends, I heard people say, ‘You should go and write some things. You should be a journalist. It’s so easy. After all, you have a degree.’ Jeez, I said. Is that all? Silly, stupid me.

         They said I’ve wasted my life. I knew I would either leave or go Dracarys on the whole place. Where to? Preferably to my bed. I did 11not see another way. No place or human to save me. No amount of sun or Tuscan hills. What would I give to be depressed but rich, to be able to help myself instead of giving into nothingness. The only truth I knew was this: I lost all will to live. Challenge accepted.

         
            *

         

         The hardest thing in an artist’s life is to keep parents calm and to make them realise this is a road chosen by you. No amount of talk will do. The demons that are thrown your way will dance around your head. They won’t leave or hold your hand; that’s not their job. It’s your parents’ work. They struggle but never give up completely. They beg, threaten and cry: ‘Demons have become your friends and you’re mixing with a bad crowd!’

         But the time comes when you want to leave that dance. When your parents have almost given up. Suddenly, you see yourself standing on a street’s curb, holding onto your phone. No one to call. There is only one person that will answer. See, you’re a fucking kid again, just longing for your mother’s warm embrace. But there you imagine her, sitting on an old chair, grey-haired. Still worried but now she wants nothing for you, just one comforting thought that when she’s gone, you will survive.

         I read a great thing about being happy. Because that’s what we’re trying to do here, right. That’s what drove me to complete hopelessness – the search for happiness on my terms. I thought I was revolting and listening to my heart. But I read – and embrace yourself for that – whatever decision you made based on someone else became their influence. There I was in a little room with yellow walls. I looked back at my whole life. Eight years in hands of a cub is a long sentence of…choosing my life based on my pride. Choosing constant pain because that was the artist’s way. Choosing complete poverty because someone told me that’s how I would end up. Choosing shitty jobs with minimum wage to embrace this toxic affair. I was told my way of living had no chance. I thought I was going against it, choosing myself but really, every action made that hurt no one but myself was based on someone else’s words. I read that this was not happiness. I wish someone had told me that before.

         Before I sacrificed everything.

         Before I said no to one too many opportunities.

         Before I pushed to prove.

         Before I started breaking down under heavyweight of dreams unspent. 12

         Before my mum begged me, ‘Be responsible, child.’

         Before my dad said, ‘You won’t make living off that.’

         Before knowing that their words would make up my mind.

         Before I put ‘no regrets’ on my arm.

         Before I was to regret every moment.

         Before turning it into yet another poem.

         Before I was published once.

         Before my book got out.

         Before I was too young to understand.

         Before beautiful movies would make me dream again.

         Before I felt like a sad joke.

         Before years were passing by with me in the same place.

         Before I saw a difference between making it and just living a decent life.

         Before I knew I would be longing for all of that.

         Before I read a book about being happy.

         Before I stopped believing I would ever go lucky.

         The hardest thing for an unfulfilled soul is to wake up on time. The beer is running out. Tobacco dry, coke won’t do a thing. Everyone around you is old and grown-up. Parents have almost given up. You long to be free at last from this desire to prove yourself, but to whom? Finally, there is silence around. You have space to breathe and see…who do you really want to be? Do you have the energy for the last try? What if it doesn’t work? You let it die. It’s a spontaneous decision made, but it feels like you have been preparing for that. At last, courage was born to say it out loud: I am tired with this life so I’m going to kill that part of myself, there is no other way. I don’t know what will be left, but it doesn’t matter. Nothing does so I will put it on one card. One month. One life.

         
            *

         

         I could not say how many job applications I sent just how I don’t know how many men I let inside my bed. Now I think, these two things have so much in common, they affect each other like two toxic friends. There is no balance in this life, you can’t wrap it around your confused head as again, you put on a nice dress. Walking through that door, smile while you just want to be in bed, all alone. They asked why I wanted the job and my head screamed, ‘I’ve got bills to pay!’ But instead, I came up with a nice story of looking for glory in this sad, useless world. Every honest voice of mine tried no let me know that it didn’t feel right. But what awaited on the other side? Exactly. So, 13why do you want to work for that company? You don’t, you just want to be left alone. Can you start immediately? Sure thing, can’t wait. Just do a little test, sitting around a room with other ambitious souls that want to work for a right-wing paper that hates women, immigration, liberals and everything remotely good for this world.

         That’s the moment you break, desperation in the air and you don’t want to be its friend. That’s when you know you fucked it up again; on purpose or because you’re not talented after all? Sorry, mum, I will keep on trying. In the meantime, hands shaking with disappointment and resentment, I still had to go to work and smile at people, serving their pork chops with hot gravy. But before, I said to myself, let me try and fix this miserable state. Because everyone fails at things they’re not sure they like. We do this to just carry on with lives, have something to show, a meaning behind our whole existence. To sit in front of a big boss and let him give us a job.

         Without it we’re nothing or so society says. Free people are most damned because this isn’t a free world anymore, never has been but maybe it was easier to cope in it. Last night (I just remembered so forgive this detour), I met a lesbian with my name, it was so strange that we decided we had to be friends. She told me some stories of the old days. I asked her with glittering eyes and hope to hear the words, I said, ‘Was it easier then?’ and she looked at me surprised shaking her head. I was disappointed again.

         Because it’s easier to be sad about times you couldn’t remember. She said, ‘Back then we worked for nothing and had no rights.’ So, we would not be friends because her story was not mine to tell. Earlier that day I went to see “Rocketman”. I cried inside for all the moments in the film that used to make me smile and now were just a slap on a face, a quiet voice that reminded me I gave up. Was that what it would be like from now on? Would I spend my days in a quiet cinema room and watch inspiring heroines go after their dreams, hating them bitterly while loving every second of work they did, thinking this should be me and could? So again, how do you get to that place of nothingness and resentment to a happy, ambitious and hopeful you?

         Right, back to the story of my last job interview, after so many of them. I sat a test to be a reporter and felt like nothing could go worse at this moment, so I left, looking over the Thames, a beautiful day and a great view. I looked down, suddenly wanting to jump and asked myself, ‘Would you dare?’ I didn’t want an answer for that. I didn’t want to enjoy the weather and already, my mind was screaming for help so I gave it all I could afford. I went to Pret for a coconut 14coffee. It was one thing that made me feel warmer and safe. So, when the nice lady shook her head and said, ‘There is no coconut milk today’, guess what, that’s when I felt really upset. ‘Okay, Okay,’ I said, ‘That’s fine,’ tears rolling down my cheeks thinking hell, so that’s how a breakdown feels. But guess what, she gave me another coffee for free, poor woman, probably thinking I was crazy. I took it to the upper deck, put some music on although I hadn’t listened to music for so long, it had been irritating me. But that day I listened to lyrics about my life and didn’t see a way out. I cried like a little girl, unable to catch my breath, trying to escape to a British Museum where I could hide. Amongst historical ghosts and beautiful things, I tried to remember what life is. For the next month, I would try and answer that.

         
            *

         

         Mum said, ‘I will visit you one day. When your life is settled and you’re not a little, silly girl.’ Adults are supposed to know better. If you want a child to act a certain way, make sure to say the opposite. Lie if you don’t want to see their pain and the consequences of rebelling against what people say. So, this is how after eight years she gave up. And did I feel like a winner, as I thought so back when 22, screaming, ‘YOU WILL NOT HAVE MY SOUL.’ No, we both lost. I was at the same place, now rebelling against myself and my mum, well, she never wanted to win. She was just trying to break the curse.

         Mum said, ‘I’m just so scared.’ She told me a story of a fortune teller and her prophecy when asked about our lives and what she could see. The wicked fairy laid out the truth. Her eyes were blind as she touched a photo of a little girl, me. ‘She will always chase after spoiled dreams,’ and that one thing would define me. ‘What else did the crazy bitch say,’ I begged my mum to tell me, so I could break the curse. Want to know what the future holds? There you go, ask a lady with a magic ball, and use it as truth. There is your line of every behaviour that affects you and the ones you want to protect, who in turn move against it and in the end, make it all come true. My mum would still not tell me how the story ends. Every time I ask, she shakes her head. In dark moments I wonder, is that when it all happens? Can I stop it, is there an antidote to a curse that got all tangled up in my own frustrating web?

         
            *

         

         15There is one way, my friend. The witch came to me in my sleep, laughing at the things she had seen. ‘I’m going to win,’ I mumbled, wasted with a poisonous drink she had brought me. She stopped smiling and said, ‘Shut up, look at yourself.’ She was so upset that I turned out weak and not at all what she expected me to be. ‘Shut up and look at the reflection of what you had become. The dark circles around your eyes and sleepless nights are not what makes you an artist. This body you ruined for short term pleasures and pain to feel bad for yourself. A cloudy head full of gods’ nectar that makes it feel okay the very next day when you wake up, put some rock and roll and feel like one of them.’

         ‘Please, help me then,’ I begged the witch. ‘Is there a cure for this state?’

         ‘Indeed,’ she said. ‘And it’s here. Your wake up call, the strongest antidote.’ She disappeared as I heard a knock on the door and with trembling hands, opened it, already knowing who was the guest. My mum walked in, curiosity on her face. ‘I have waited for years,’ she said. ‘Now I’m here. I realised, this is your adult life and I missed all of it. Show me what you have sacrificed everything for.’ Oh no, I thought. But I’m so lost. Still in the same little room and a shitty job (and you, mum will never know that I have taken a month off). Do you really want to meet your daughter? But she isn’t here, she has disappeared under the weight of her shit. Are you ready to see her real face? Am I ready to tell you how badly I failed?

         I remember our last conversation when I tried to explain. I said, ‘Look mum, I’m sacrificing basic pleasures for lasting fame. This is the only way of getting there.’

         ‘Sacrificing what?’ you asked with a mock. ‘A career you don’t have? A relationship when your heart doesn’t know love? Success doing things you love? You’re sacrificing what, exactly?’ you asked and of course, I didn’t know. Now, you came to see for yourself. Maybe even understand. Or maybe to save me. To say, ‘My child, it’s all okay. You can stop running away. I won’t chase you anymore, I’m coming your way. Let’s meet there and stop, let’s understand.’ My mum was coming. I couldn’t wait.

         
            *

         

         We talked about the weather, getting on the 123 bus. She looked around with interest, so many different-coloured faces, what a painting. I prayed every minute of that first day. Please, let the kitchen be clean. Please, let my room look okay. Please, no fights outside local 16bars. Please, no crazy guys, walking around half-naked, showing off their ass. I realised it was one big: please, don’t let her see what my life is really about. So, I guess I did not get used to any of this, after all. I ignored things that seemed insane and evil. I walked home with head hung low, a key in my hand, ready to pierce someone’s neck. This is what you get when you settle for less because you believe that’s the only way. But look at your life through someone else’s eyes and the truth will hit you like a thousand-pointed guns. You can’t turn around from it and you can’t run so you stand there frozen, staring into the gun, shouting, ‘PLEASE, DON’T SHOOT, I’M INNOCENT!’ Are you?
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