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How should I begin this? Let’s be honest: this is little more than a filler, and it’s unlikely anyone will read it. Yet here you are, having made it past the first few lines, which means you’ll probably read a few more. Human nature is predictable — I studied it, even tried to teach it once. Tried being the operative word. One colleague told me I’d have been better off keeping quiet, though she never liked me anyway. Truth be told, I was never a good teacher, even if my intentions were decent. Some may disagree, but I doubt it.

I suppose I should give you some background, for those who care about such things. For those who don’t, feel free to skip ahead — I usually do. Let’s avoid the Dickensian flourish and start with something banal: I was born. Although my mother swore, I was spat out of the pits of hell, which may be more accurate. Perhaps she was right. Who am I to judge?

My formative years were... “interesting.” Bowlby would have had a field day diagnosing me, though he was something of an ass. (Forgive the speciesism.) As you can see, I’m writing this with tongue firmly in cheek.

Once upon a time, I had over a hundred poetry books published. Then Amazon decided I’d broken some obscure rule by creating a second account after they locked me out of my first account due to no fault of my own. Five years later, they wiped the slate clean — along with my books and my hard work. I should have been furious, but in truth they did me a favour. I think I sold one book in all that time, earning the princely sum of £3. At least I was spared the joy of filling out a self-assessment tax form.

So, I started again, publishing elsewhere. The lesson? Never give up. If someone’s being an ass, go with the flow — it might work in your favour. And honestly, it would be hard to do worse than I did with Amazon.

To make things more cost-effective for readers, I’ve combined several volumes of poetry into one. More poems, less money. Not that I write for money or fame — if I did, I’d have starved long ago. I write for myself, to clear the chaos in my head, and perhaps to help others see through the lies and labels imposed upon them. If even one person reads these words and feels less alone, or decides to strive toward being a better version of themselves tomorrow, then my efforts won’t have been wasted.
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