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Dedication

 

For all those who, one way or the other,

 

have been, or are, a victim of jealousy.

Broom Attack

 

JEALOUSY

‘1) Envious of someone’s success.

2) Resentful of someone seen as a sexual rival.’

(Oxford English Dictionary)

 

Jealousy is a terrible, ugly, cruel, destructive, emotion and mindset. It is one, through no provocation from my side, I have frequently been subjected to. This is an account of just one such occasion.

 

The catalyst this time was my determination to always ‘be there’ as the saying goes, for my son. From the moment of his conception and subsequent miraculous birth, my one driving force has always been to protect and provide for him. Those who have read my memoirs will attest to the fact. A fact that will be reiterated in my upcoming autobiography.

 

Almost simultaneous with giving up a position at a British holiday camp, the job had proven considerably less than promised, my sister telephoned to inform me our Papa had contracted cancer and did not have long. Though, with the intervention of war, my subsequent marriage and  relocation to England, we had not been able to see each other, we remained close. Naturally, I wished to see Papa before the inevitable. However, my young son’s summer vacation was about to commence. I thought about taking him with me but quickly realised it would hardly be ideal. He was still too young for exposure to such matters. I wanted to protect his childhood for as long as possible. So many children these days have not been granted the privilege of a real, innocent, happy, youth. I did not want my son to be one of them. Such a childhood is something we all deserve and should be ours by birthright.

 

After much thought, I contacted his grammar school, where he bordered in term time, and asked if he could stay with them until I returned. I should mention providing him with a good education was important to me and one of the primary reasons I usually worked three jobs, seven days a week. The holiday camp had been an attempt to break that routine. The headmaster, upon hearing the circumstances, kindly agreed. One of the nurses always stayed for a while after the holidays started to ensure medical records and equipment were sorted in readiness for the next term. Though in the circumstances it was the right thing to do, it was a difficult decision. I missed my son terribly during term time and now I was going to miss some of those precious weeks we enjoyed in his vacations.

 

Regrettably, Papa passed before I arrived. My sister told me how he had laid his head in her lap and quietly breathed his last. No doubt it was a relief for him. The cancer had spread throughout his body. But it was a real disappointment for me. We had lost Mama at too early an age and now I was deprived of even having a little time with Papa. Funerals in my homeland, unless there are any untoward circumstances, are usually conducted the day after death or the day following at the latest. Consequently, in theory, there was no real reason for me to delay my return home. However, all the long hours of working, even at the holiday camp which should have been easier but where I ended up working two jobs, had drained me. I desperately needed a rest. I had also been missing my family. Though the obvious thing, and my maternal desire, were for me to return to my son, I decided to remain for a while and catch up with everyone. This resolve was helped by having managed to obtain a reasonably priced holiday package. Package tours were just starting out in those days.

 

I will not go into details here but to say, the combination of fatigue and upsetting circumstances, both present and past, had left me disconsolate, depressed and in low spirits. It seemed whatever I tried, nothing was ever really going to work out. Ending my life had been a lurking consideration. This seemed an appropriate opportunity. There is no doubt, at such moments, we are not in possession of all our faculties. However, as you see, I did not go through with it. Why? I am not sure. Perhaps it was seeing my family again. Perhaps the break brought matters back into perspective. Perhaps it was seeing others enjoying life. Whether it was all or some of these is now immaterial. In addition there was a resurgence, or should that be reinforcement, of responsibility for my son. What would happen to him if I was not there? It still seems strange, after all my worries and concerns for his welfare, I would even contemplate leaving him alone. Just shows what state my head was in.
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