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Introduction


How do I explain this book without giving away too much? Is it a direct follow up to my first book ‘Love or Suicide and the Life In-between’? Yes it is, despite there being a good 12 years between the writing of the two. What is it about? Well, where ‘Love or Suicide…’ was about an instant response to a period in my life, this book is about the inner struggle and complete lack of dealing with that period. Despite the happy and content life I was leading from 2005, something inside me broke in 2013. This led to severe depression, lack of any sleep, self-harm, prescribed drugs and finally counselling sessions. This story is woven in with my poetry about the subjects of Life and Death and is part one of ‘this heat, it’s hell closing in on me’. Part two was born from my desire to write every day for a year and keep a diary so is a combination of these two desires. A 2014 diary written in poetry/short story form using many different styles and littered with the odd photograph. Finally the epilogue is a little taster of what I am working on next…or rather what I am working on now. 14/02/16.





“of course the darkness will always be there,


it will never go – but it will never win”





(Our very DNA is made up of our Mother and Father. They are the ones that shape us into the person we will become through the most influential years of our lives and onwards into the future. We are them and they live on in us…always)


My Mother is in my heart. Her kindness and empathy makes up the best of me. I listen, I understand, I help and I never take anything for granted. I am proud to have been her son and for her to have been my mother…if I could have taken her pain away and banish her disease then I would have sacrificed everything to do so…even my own life.


As for my Father, he is in my head. I have tried exiling him from me with ink. I have tried drowning him from me with alcohol. I have tried cutting him from me with blades. I have tried talking him from me with words. I have tried urging him from me with feelings. I have tried silencing him from me with sleep. I have tried beating him from me with fists. And yet he remains, just there, just out of reach, just out of sight…just out of touch; a forever ghost that continues to haunt me.
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prologue


just a man


a feeling shared by those


the hurt felt by some


or race suffers in sorrow


the select few suffers in suicide


their despair blinds


their loneliness chokes


their pain scars


their souls broken.


just a man to feel loss


just a man to think dark


just a man to push limits


just a man to tip over…


…just a man to express


just a man to pour out


just a man to see the light


just a man to create.


that book revealed all


a fill for my void


pages of recovery (not quite)


words of honesty


not of glorification


but of victory (short lived)


an empty note (for now)


now, a full life (it isn’t over)


(and so we meet again, lost in emotion and ink and life and death


for………….)


THIS HEAT, IT’S HELL


CLOSING IN ON ME…




PART ONE





This is…


Visions of light to signal a whole new beginning


Thrust from within, cries shed a rainbow


Tears that will never be so honest again


This game to begin, this legacy to be left


As twisted rules form and break each other


And the innocence of youth is boxed, a sadist


This prospect of old age always hiding in full view


Amongst a land of metal and glass


The hand held book an old fossil perverted into code


A code that guards the graveyard of past simplicities


And lays waste to anything living and breathing


Eaten from the inside out, trampled and worn


Horizons ignored in favour of the device, bled dry


The bones of the Earth now a playground of ignorance and war


A timeless portrait of a battered broken land


Yet still the shadow of hope feathers its mark


Burning goodness remains, deafening in small pockets


The compass of charity and passion rages outward


The smell of love alive and strong, beating, beautiful


Beating back the evils of violation and fear


Our raw emotions lighten the way against the tainted darkness


An antidote to the stinging poison in us all


Suppressed by the lucky few, barely controlled and black


This though the seeds of life we endure


Deep and serious, shrivelled yet strong, black but white


Open arms ready with clenched fists


Attentive hearts with our backs turned


Stitched together with stone and button skin


The contradictions rage on infecting sanity and mind


Torn souls battered and confused by the end


An overdose of existence both damned and damning


And beyond way past the warm light


By our own demented arrogance, up or down we go


A reflection of who we touched and what we did


Good or bad, lost or found this is…this is…


The day we lived our life.




About the author


Hello.


I am not the author. I am merely the narrator.


You know the author. You have seen this person, worked with this person, laughed with this person, cried with this person.


Remember that person you bumped into at the shopping centre; that was the author.


Remember that person you drove past walking on the pavement; that was the author.


Remember that person sitting 3 rows in front of you in the cinema; that was the author.


Remember that person with the big fat colouring book; that was the author.


Remember that person you looked at and judged instantly without knowing the slightest thing about them; that was the author.


Remember your biggest regret in life; that was the author.


(there will be times when it is perfectly fine to stop reading this book and take a minute. in fact, this is one of those times. you have just read “about the author” and are probably sat, or stood, scratching your head thinking about the biggest regret in your life. we all have them. we all wonder about them and what could have been. me included. so take a minute…don’t be so hard on yourself. don’t suddenly come to the realisation that you only get one chance in life. remember, regret is just a word…just like love…and suicide…and the life in-between)


So, this is where it may get a bit complicated. Like I have said, I am not the author…merely the humble narrator. Which means I will be narrating the life of the author who is not actually writing this book in the sense that an author does; more acting and reliving it as I narrate it to you, the reader. Is everyone with me? Good.


(if I was you, I would re-read that last sentence…maybe a few times…you understand…good)


Then let’s continue…“this heat, it’s hell closing in on me”.








Birth


Cracking and spitting, the violence,


this disguise of new life is ripped,


a metaphor for the end,


a scream of silence and freedom.


A twig snaps underfoot,


a carcass opens its eyes,


breathes a snow sunset


and flies on a wave of memory.


And so this beginning, this birth,


mere cement for a frail humanity,


moral support in a demoralised land,


a stage of cripple and wealth.


We cradle and burp a bastard sigh,


we congratulate suffering and disease,


and by cutting the single life cord,


we prove this metaphor for the end.




Start


(grab a coffee)


The thing is, Death does actually look exactly like what you imagine. Go on. Imagine what Death looks like…you got the picture in your head? Yeah? Well, it actually does look like that…who would have thought?! In just a few moments, our intrepid author is about to come close to Death for a second time in his short life.


(basically, the first time involved our baby author eating dog shit off the garden and spending a long time in hospital)


It was a day just like this one (look out the window) – that is if today is sunny and bright. Splish splash, splish splash, splish splash…this is the sound the other kids were making in the outdoor swimming pool. Fun was being had and laughs were being…er…laughed?! Smiles, joy; freedom. Our young author was on the outside looking in but most definitely wanted to get in despite not knowing how to swim. So, with a big run and jump…in he went, straight into the deep end!


The sharp chill of the water iced over the skin, its clasp around the unsuspecting body of this poor soul now fully submerged was tight and endless. Sudden panic sparked the helpless thrashing as water gorged down a twisted mouth silencing horrific screams of fear and mortality. Arms flailed and legs kicked, an almost peaceful realisation was setting in as time slowed to a crawl; a place among the stars was dawning free. Death stood at the pools edge, its prize not to be denied again when suddenly something ironic happened…


(the irony will be explained at a later stage in the authors life)


…a strong pair of arms plunged into the pool and in one brilliant motion, dragged the author out and onto the side coughing and spluttering. Everyone was staring motionless from the pool as our author slowly regained a steady breath, lungs now empty of the chlorine flavoured liquid. The strong arms that had made this rescue belonged to a dad. Not just anyone’s dad mind…but the authors dad.


(from now on, I am gonna give the author a name. it will get very irritating if I keep referring to the author as “the author” or “our author” throughout. so, I will call our author…James. same name as me…easier to remember that way)


James felt the full air of life fill his entire being and Death was once again disappointed. Towering over him, Death engulfed James with a shadow shrieking in loss and pain and spoke, “You better get used to me being over your shoulder boy” and with that he vanished leaving James shivering with Death’s shadow slowly seeping into his body.





End


A lone saxophone draws me awake and eases me into the land of the living. A soft whispering wall of background noise caresses my tired eyes allowing light to creep in. I begin to stretch my bones and muscles and feel my heart beat to the sound of rhythm bass; steady and strong. My breathing is calm and regular which just a very slight skip to it, accompanied by a foghorn of music that combines into one glorious chorus.


My soul is becoming bright and warm with every passing second, a rainbow of joy and complication with its own specific dance and sway; a click of the fingers, a shift of the hips. I stand tall and stiff reaching up to the very stars that adorn my surroundings and reach for one that is engulfed by flame and pulsating with energy; is this Eden? I jump high, I jump higher, I jump as high as I have ever done and I am off, floating towards this possibility of peace and desire.


I drift past the lost ones, the ones who need someone to live by; the rockers and the rollers. I see the young…no! I see the ‘far too young to be here’ with their painful expressions and forced smiles clawing their way upwards. I see them as they see themselves and it breaks my heart. I see the marks on their arms and the trail of tears they leave behind. Their soundtrack is one of string and organ, melancholy and sad but with a sharp bite that hits hard. Whatever led them here in life begins to peel away the skin they cling onto and a new one forms; divine and beautiful. And they sore with a purpose once missing, now reclaimed; god speed.


Then there are those who have given up on their merry way and now fall back down to Earth and beyond; deep into the depths of Hell. Not even wanting to scream as they flush past me, their very being completely content and lost with a random noise of thumping and cracking. I pity these poor souls, their inheritance of pain and suffering awaiting them is cruel and forever, a twisted take on the blues.


I break through and feel the heat of Eden as I fly and fly and fly. Whales rotate and loop the loop with a fixed grin keeping me safe and guiding my way. The cats that were drowned, the dogs that were beaten, the elephants whose tusks were taken away all look to me with a belief in a better place.


Flesh and bone have no power.


Material objects held so dear become meaningless.


Black and white merges into light.


And all the thoughts and experiences of suffering and pain melt away and become a divine strength of eternal happiness.


This is where people like me will go.


This is where the shadows cannot reach.


This is the spirit of Eden.


And then the beating begins. My self-destruct will never allow me to be at peace in this spirit of Eden and I begin to fall…fast, and hard. My plummet causes a screech grating my ears and piercing my eyes as I speed past the pigs; tumbling swine. They flap about and snort away their own lost opportunities reaching for me with their stupid little pink feet with a panicked realisation burning in their gaze.


The slices and scars on my arms and legs sting once again and an excitement washes over me in sharp breathes and small moments. I reach up to whence I have fallen from and scream at whatever God banishes me from his Eden coming to the only conclusion I can; God is dead and suffers in hell with the rest of us disturbed and broken souls. Blood flows free from my wounds and covers my body in a skin of pure red as I fall deeper past a march of suicides all locked in a loop of death and rebirth, death and rebirth. All lined up, all forced into a position to die by the cruelty and ignorance of humanity, it breaks my heart and angers my mind as one by one they topple.


I land, crumpled and twisted, the shadow of the ruined standing over me and grinning. How did he get so strong? How did he get so big? He reaches down and picks me up by the neck bringing me nose to nose with him and holds me fast. I feel his hand melt into my neck and my scream is horrible and loud. Our noses come together and merge as my violent kicking joins with his firm stance as bones crack and break. My screaming is drowned out as our faces collide, my body burns as red skin crashes against black shadow and our hearts explode into tiny pieces before reforming as one loud beat. His voice rings deafening in my mind and I learn the tragic truth of who he is and break down; this is becoming.


I stand alone in nothingness with a full realisation that this world has beaten me. I didn’t want this. I didn’t deserve this. Neither did my Mother. I now know everything. I now feel everything…it is time to be erased from this existence, time to be remembered as a coward, time to be added to the list of statistics amongst the broken.


A light appears from somewhere and I see the shadow once again; this beautiful liar…


(death burns in our breath. fears reside in our tears. there is no escape from our fate. and hand in hand we sway…together, tomorrow, today. James told me this once. told me of his despair in getting so close to Heaven but ultimately falling to Hell. sad really)






A ring binder full of empty dreams


(or the blinking cursor on a blank screen)


((or just a bunch of dirty thoughts))



James sits staring at the computer screen. The pure brilliant white shines across features and frowns as brown eyes, deep and old, scan into empty space searching for inspiration and life. Strands of long dark hair droop across chubby cheeks and stick to an unkempt beard; wiry and itchy. Fingers hover over letters and keys…no ebb, no flow. His chest aches, his overweight belly rumbles and his calf muscle begins to cramp up.


He glances at the ring binder full of empty dreams. He stares at the four walls hemming him in. He sips at the boiling hot mug of coffee to his left. He plays with the smart scan mouse to his right. He does everything…except write.


(this is why, esteemed readers, I am doing the writing)


His concentration is beginning to fade.


His fingers find his phone.


His mind loses interest.


His time is now being wasted.


Inspiration is low.





There is a darkness


It dwells within us all.


It watches through our eyes.


It wanders down our halls.


It meets us in our shadow.





It messes with time.


It drives us insane.


It feeds the child in us.


It mutes the adult because of.





It maps out the wrong way.


It miss guides our compass.


It cages our bravery.


It reaches me lonesome.





There is a darkness.


That does dwell in us all.


But since when did darkness.


Ever snuff out the light.





The letter
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Father and Mother


(we are not defined by our parents. our life is our own and the decisions we make are ours and ours alone. not so for James. sat in the counselling room, he thinks about his parents)


Father


I hear his demands, drunken and violent and see what he is doing to our family day in day out, bleeding us dry of any savings and only thinking of himself; my Father. Still to this day, his actions and presence continue to haunt me and this house.


I look at a certain room and remember my Mother making him a sandwich which was then thrown at her in anger. I walk past a certain step and look down to see myself huddled listening to arguments and shouting. I feel a certain door and touch the hole left by one of his many punches. I sit at a certain table and shudder from the smack across my young face. I make a certain meal and recall the verbal abuse for not cleaning the house. I hold a piggy bank he used to raid to feed his drinking urges, much more important than his kid’s pocket money. I tighten a dripping tap and am saddened by the nights and nights of tears shed by my Mother. I stand in the centre of this house and have my senses bombarded by the pain and suffering held in these walls. I should have stood up to him more, I should have told him to get his shit together, I should have battered the badness out of him…I should have saved my Mother from this monster. But I didn’t. He left and eventually my Mother died. What kind of son was I?! A useless piece of humanity that couldn’t even save his own Mother; useless, worthless and pathetic. I will always hate myself that I did nothing. Until he was gone. After that, the only thing I did was to stop him from getting into this house with a kick to the stomach and by pinning him to the ground until 5 policemen came and took him away. But it was too late by then. The damage was well and truly done.


There was a weekend after he had gone that he came back and my Mother allowed him to stay, I think to try and work things out. I will never forget what he said to me, “I hope this happens to you”. He actually wished that I would make his same mistakes and be in the position he was in. He actually wished that I would get married, constantly cheat on my wife, have 2 kids and become even more of a drunk than I would already be at this point. He wished that my wife would get Multiple Sclerosis and I would leave citing that to be the reason I left when in fact the real reason was that I ran off with a married woman. He wished that I would come crawling back for forgiveness after realising the terrible mistake I had made and be faced with a son who was not willing to forgive. “I hope this happens to you”, words I will take to the grave, words that will never allow me to forgive this man, this husband, this Father.


Farewell


The last time I saw him was at the end of this weekend. I had to drop him off at this hostel place for people in his situation; no home, no family close, nowhere to go and no one who wanted him. It was a tiny room, very basic with a bunk bed and small table which housed a lamp and an alarm clock. And in that moment, for the briefest of seconds, when I walked him into this room there was a sliver of hope for me, a chance that I might not grow up to be like him; the way he wished it. I actually felt sorry for him. A wave of sadness crashed over me and it took all my strength and might to keep from crying. Even today, all these years later, when I think of that room that same feeling of sadness takes over.


Mother


I hear her kindness, soft and noble attempting to save our family day in day out, keeping our head above the rising water only thinking of us; my Mother. Still to this day, her actions and presence continue to hold onto me and this house.


I look at a certain room and remember my Father putting her down to which she rose higher. I walk past a certain step and look down to see myself comforted after all the arguments and shouting. I feel a certain door and touch the hole left by one of the many punches she managed to dodge. I sit at a certain table and know I am safe from more abuse, protected by her shield. I make a certain meal and recall the comments of thanks and moans of yum. I hold a piggy bank re-filled with extra pocket money to spend on penny sweets and jawbreakers. I tighten a dripping tap and am saddened by the nights and nights of tears shed by my Mother. I stand in the centre of this house and have my senses bombarded by the good memories and love held in these walls. I should have stood by her side more, I should have told her to get rid of him, I should have strengthened the goodness in her…I should have helped her defeat this monster. But I didn’t. After all she had been through, she was left with a broken heart, lonely soul and decaying body. What kind of son was I?! A useless piece of humanity that couldn’t even save his own Mother; useless, worthless and pathetic. I will always hate myself that I did nothing. Until he was gone. After that, I helped to look after her and support her through the constant appointments and many tests. Put my future on hold, get a job and share responsibility of the bills and debts. Take on all the things that come from having a 3 bedroom house and keeping it presentable and honourable. But it was too late by then. The damage was well and truly done


There was a weekend after he had gone that he came back and my Mother allowed him to stay, I think to try and work things out. I will never forget the feeling of utter disbelief and hurt I felt at my Mother’s decision. After all he had done, not just recently but in the past, I was in shock that she would give him another chance. But then you realise that they had been married for years. You realise that despite all the shit he did, she loved him absolutely. You realise that as a nurse, my Mother knew exactly what was in store for her as a Multiple Sclerosis sufferer. You realise the enormous feeling of loneliness and pain ahead of you and come to the conclusion and question yourself…what would you do in that position?





Farewell


The last time I saw her alive was in the care home. We had been called backwards and forwards, day and night for the last month now expecting it to be the end. Today was to be the day. She was, and had been, unconscious for several days now. The disease had turned her into all skin and bones incapable of doing anything for herself, incapable of even forming words and sentences for us to understand and react to. Yet, even after her heart had been split in half, her soul left to wander alone and her body now its own enemy, I still remember she kept her smile and her uncompromising strength. In the end, her last breath was a mighty deafening roar and her final heartbeat was as strong and fast as a new born.
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