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Joggers go by, some fast, some slow, some looking tired, and some exhausted, some in pink and bright yellow tops, wearing the latest fashion items, listening to the rhythms on their MP3 players. 
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A couple with a dog kiss and say goodbye. One off to work, the other continues to walk the dog. 
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Hustling, the crowds get off the buses, rushing to the Underground Station. 
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‘I am late.’
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‘I am early.’
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‘I need a cup of coffee.’
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‘Where's my newspaper,’ they think, hustling as they go in groups to the Underground Station. 
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The traffic warden prowls about in search of food, checking the tax discs for any kind of anomalies. 
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But he finds none. Disappointed, he continues his quest. 
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The bikes are chained to the bike rack, three on one and none on the other. 
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The number 88 bus stops at the Zebra Crossing, allowing a woman to cross.
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The morning is quiet. Clouds cover the sky, only the four-wheeled vehicles sound off roaring as they charge into the battle, blowing their horns, impatient, going nowhere. 
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A blue truck makes a U-turn that cuts off an angry driver who blows his horn then stop his car, getting out, charging the blue vehicle. 
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Yelling, ‘I’m going to tear your liver out and eat it.’ 
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The driver in the blue truck rolls his window down and politely apologise. He gets back into his car and continues his journey. 
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He smiles with himself, thinking that he has brought another man under his hypnotic spell.
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John Mark had a snake-like personality about him. 
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He gained power by probing his prey. 
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Dropping out of college in his last year he tried to play the power game. JC told me that the music producers would never take him seriously. 
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I happened to be his ticket out. 

––––––––

[image: ]


If all else failed, he had a partnership in business with me. 
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He had built a recording studio in his father's basement where the band would meet to rehearse. 
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Lester Goodwin told me that he had been kicked out of the group. 
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He wasn't good enough. He came to me with a lie that he left the band. 

––––––––
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In the club, he wanted to know why Susan did not respond to his pickup line.
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‘Don't you have any friends?’ 
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He was probing for her Achilles' heel, knowing full well that he only wanted to sleep with her. 
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Sipping her drink, she replied, ‘I like to be alone.’ 
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Playing on the guilt in her he said, ‘You must have had a terrible childhood.’ 
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Aggravated by his emotional assaults, she said, ‘There is nothing wrong with my childhood. In fact, I believe that I had a normal childhood.’ 
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Like an opportunist he sensed her discomfort at his question, he went in for the kill, ‘Then why do you shy away from commitment?’ 
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She knew that she had let her guard down and said, ‘I don't think I shy away from the commitment I tend to spend my time in my work.’ 
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‘Could it be an excuse?’ 
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By letting her guard down the traumatic incidences of childhood came flooded in, she pondered for a minute then she said, ‘I don't think so, and I never felt comfortable around people, but that does not mean that I am afraid of commitment.’ 
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Getting closer, he said, ‘But why?’ 

––––––––
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‘From child abuse to adulthood my bone has been broken; it is natural for me to be this way. 

––––––––
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I am not a loner or afraid of intimacy it is just that certain situations remind me of the past.’ 

––––––––
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Sensing the kill he went for the jugular vein, ‘Don't you think that when the healing takes place, it does not mean that you will change but it means you will have peace within those areas of your life, but the memories will still be there controlling your actions, subconsciously?’ 
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She replied, ‘What I went through is called the stripping away of my dignity while growing into a woman to become a whore for many different men like you. 

––––––––
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Their only goal in life is to sleep with me. The process broke my heart.’ 
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Taken aback he became silent as he knew that he had been rumbled. 
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But he liked Susan and her hardness of character that came with her street sense and the wisdom that she addressed in the issues that were close to her heart. 
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‘It is what the stripping away of the resilience that the poor growing up in this mad idea that man can create in his image has done to us.’ 

––––––––
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John Mark makes a quick exit. 
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From a distance I see my liberator coming towards me. 
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Her unusual features hiding behind the shy warm smile on her face that she gives to me. 
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We embrace on the dance floor, our delicate emotions intertwining. We shyly gaze into each other’s eyes. 
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The blushing begins. I don’t know what to do, so I took her in my arms and nervously held her tightly with sweaty hands. 
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My heart pounding hard within my chest. 
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The music drowns out my voice making it harder for her to hear me, especially with the fear of two teenagers breaking out of the control of the old boundaries that has ruined so many lives. 
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I speak to her. 
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The nervousness in both our beings now invalid as we breakthrough and disburse the old boundaries that kept us apart.
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Shrills in my head, ‘You can’t have a girlfriend until you have a job.’ 
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But I was not controlled by my mother in that moment. Instead, I am bewitched by the silky hair that flowed on the dance floor like the leaves in a violent storm. 
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The intimidation and threats fell to the floor. 
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They were trampled under our feet as we dance the night away. 
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I then realised that my mother had my best interest at heart in the way she disciplined me as a child. 
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Now I thanked her for what she saved me from. 
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I thanked the LGBT as I forgave them for what they did to me in childhood. 
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I have already sent two letters to Stonewall with five pounds in each one asking for forgiveness at the way I thought about them.

––––––––

[image: ]


I thought that those in the alternate lifestyle will have to find their own salvation.
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I found my mines in Christ when he said to his heavenly Father to forgive his abusers because they did not understand the depravity of the human soul, which made them kill him.
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I am now free.
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Dancing in Susan’s arms, I saw that we loved each other with a passion so intense that like a parent and child we could not see eye to eye.
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Henry stood at the door of the living room, watching me play with my toys. 

––––––––
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‘Your son is sick. He needs to spend the night with me where I will heal him with my powers.’ Henry said to my mother. 

––––––––
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‘Do you want me to pack anything?’ My mother replied. 

––––––––
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‘No, I have a change of clothes for him. It will cost you fifty pounds.’ 

––––––––
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‘I don’t have that kind of money because I’m poor. I must keep the food pantry under lock and key. 

––––––––
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In this way, the oldest boy doesn't steal the food. I have bought the food with my low wages to keep us for the week. 

––––––––
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I am also the only one that is working in this household. Where am I supposed to get fifty pounds?' 

––––––––
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‘Then he cannot be cured and will grow up to become a madman walking the streets.’ Henry retorted. 

––––––––
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Frightened at the prospects that I would lose my mind, she said, ‘I will borrow the money. But please take my son with you tonight and cure him.’ 

––––––––
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‘Ok.’ 

––––––––
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The conversation between this pervert and my mother made me feel confused. I went with the priest to his home. 
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