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	SUBLIMINISM

	A Brief History in the Art of Being

	 


 

	 

	 

	The Sunshine to his candle,

	the Moonlight of his rock.

	For my children.

	







	 

	 

	 

	Thank you to my family,

	without them none of this would have been possible.

	Thank you for the love of my family,

	without it none of this would be of value.

	







	 

	 

	 

	Life has been your art.

	You have set yourself to music.

	Your days are your sonnets.

	Oscar Wilde

	 



Chapter one


	Several years ago, my mind broke.

	 

	 

	Like a large glistening watermelon dropped onto the unforgiving marble slab it broke almost in two. Trying to recover, the sharp-edged blade of a cleaver came and shorn it into two halves. Sparkling, sweet, red meat lay open, jet-black seeds and all, lay open to the observer. The observer is me. Every so often it feels like spiny, sharp, cruel fingers poke their way into it, disturbing the lush meat laying within. I’m not wrong. Those fingers are my own. Other times it feels like the soft, caring tongue of the bee and the butterfly gratefully lapping up the juices, taking just what they need, because the creatures of the Universe are not inherently greedy, maybe a little needy, but not greedy. Greed is a construct of a self-service society bent on an envy that doesn’t really exist in Nature as a conscious goal. The flower that sees a bigger flower, as far as I am aware, does not expand and entangle its roots consciously around the roots of another smaller flower. It doesn’t purposely put its own bright coloured head in front of another, hoping to take its supply of water or put the other flowers’ bright petals in the shade, starving it of light and food.

	(Where Is My Mind – Sunday Girl) 4 060 960

	 

	 

	There are a lot of instances in nature, it is true, that involve the patriarchal male monopolising a large portion of the females in order to ensure his own lineage. The Alpha male. Big and strong but not the only one. As far as I am aware the Greek Alphabet goes up to 24 and actually includes Pi and Chi Rho. The Universe knows it takes more than the aggressive masculine brute strength of the Lion to prevail within a society. Does the Epsilon monkey climb the highest tree in shame at his inadequacies? Perhaps, not realising, head bowed, forehead in the Sun, beautiful view of the vista before him, he has just become his own Alpha. He is the first to climb that tree the other monkeys dare not. There is an abundance of fruit up here for him. He realises he doesn’t have to fight for food anymore. The biggest portion of his brain requiring him to secure a mate and hunt for food has now left him. The brain left free of its basic functions of survival! What does a brain that has nothing left to think about other than basic motor skills then think about? Does Epsilon monkey look at the Sun and the colours before him and feel a surge of something within him that can only be described as an aestheticism never before experienced by any other of the monkeys squabbling on the ground below him. Epsilon will find his mate among the horde promised to Alpha because some years later his ancestry will create an artwork history and offer an insight into his life that will be seen by the world many years later. His mate will be the one plucky enough to brave the heights of the canopy he sits beyond. She will be the one that realises that the term Alpha to Omega doesn’t just apply to the males of their perfect society. She is the one that went against the grain of what is supposed to be and had a thought of what could be.

	 

	Where is Pi monkey? He is sat by the river. He gathers rocks to throw at the crocodiles that threaten his drinking point. Their bulging hungry eyes rise above the water and Pi smashes them with the rocks he has gathered. They used to be in a pile, the rocks, now they are spread out. He knows how many shots he has at the crocs before he makes his way to find more rocks to shot at the crocs that he mocks. Pi has just learnt the amount of substance he has to the actions he can take. Pi has learnt to count. Pi finds his mate. His seemingly arbitrary acts of mindless abandon save one of the females from the jaws of the hungry croc. They go off into the forest together and return sometime later. They sit side by side, with rocks spread out separately before them, she knows how to count too. Beta, Gamma and Delta sit huddled under a tree planning the overthrow of Alpha. They tend each other and bare snarling teeth at any other males that come near them. In their own way they have made a pact with each other they will not keep.

	 

	Chi and Rho are at peace with themselves and the World around them and seek to offer their good-naturedness to the despondent among the group. They have found compassion. A care for the well-being of the society. Some will respond gratefully. Others not so. Everyone needs a little, or a lot, of what Chi Rho offer - even Epsilon and Pi. Who knows, perhaps even Alpha to Delta – eventually.

	(Adventure of a Lifetime – Coldplay) 1 376 869 776

	 

	 

	And so, the Man, chained to a darkness, a material moment in the dark-space orbit of his own Universe, dark side of the Moon, what does he do? Does he learn to love himself? Not now. Not here. His heart is not for this place. His heart is the hard-closed shell of the oyster. Give it time. Time. Time. The brain seeing that the heart, at this moment in time, is too weak and vulnerable to take on the assault he will have to endure, closes, knowing it has just become the one responsible for the survival of the vehicle it occupies. The Man, with his brain at the helm becomes a colder, more aloof representation of himself.

	 

	“How do you talk to him?” They ask. The wife replies: “Just don’t!” They don’t know and I am not telling them I am already exhausted from talking to myself. The brain closed prematurely with fingers still in there poking and prodding the deepest reaches. They press buttons that access every memory that would justify his arrival and current habitation of this place. There are many, even actions that would seem insignificant to others, explode in his mind like loud bright fireworks. His imagination is on fire and his failings epic. He is drowning. Looking up from the depths at his own reflection he pleads for help. The man, blinking, looks to his right and sees the electric traces of a small birdlike shape soar towards him on brightly coloured currents and straight into him. He looks up at the ceiling and opens his mouth and ash-like, burnt paper type objects, saunter into the air and disappear. This is the one and only time this happens to him, but not the only time his imagination would take on the form of an entity that was not his own. (And at this particular moment in space realises the irony of working in an area nicknamed the ‘Green Mile.’) His mind has just discovered how to get through this. His reflection has just pulled him from the water.

	(The Sound of Silence [Electric Version] – Simon & Garfunkel) 209 186

	 



Chapter Two


	A couple of years ago, my heart re-opened like a flower.

	 

	 

	Its petals opened like those of arms outstretched to the Divine. The oyster, open slightly, emits a radiant blue glow within. The man feels a love raging within him neglected for a time. A fire burning with an intensity long since forgotten. He wants to shout it, scream it, create a beauty of light so wonderful that its luminescent glow can be seen by even the blind. But he is not perfect and so he is fearful. There is a reason. Those that carry a light for others to live in, enjoy, harbour in safety in, are closer to the unseen and unknown body of darkness than anybody else. A couple of years ago, my heart re-opened like a flower.

	(I See You – Leona Lewis) 32 536 605

	 

	 

	The harsh Winter has forced the tribe to move from the open lands of their current home. Winds chill them to the bones through their thick animal skins, so the tribe tread through heavy snow underfoot searching for a relief. They have fire but are unable to keep it aflame in the conditions. They come across a mountain that appears to have a hole carved into its face. The tribe exchange looks from one to another, until one of the group takes hold of a lighted torch, drops to his knees and shuffles his way through the hole into a large, darkened space. He is fearful, he does not know what could be in here lurking in the dark, but also knows that the existence of his tribe relies on their ability to escape the harsh outside conditions and his ability to brave the unknown to secure their shelter. He has fears but has faith in something far and above his own safety. He leaves a torch propped on a rock close to the entrance of the cave and ushers for them to enter. Hesitantly, one by one they enter. He lights a second torch and moves further into the cave, signalling for the others to remain close to the torch and the light provided. He moves purposefully but extremely cautiously around the walls of the cave, propping up torches and lighting new ones before moving on.

	(Cavatina – The Deer Hunter) 14 956 182

	 

	 



Chapter Three


	Kind words, positive vibes and benevolent gestures encourage most souls to strive to excel.

	 

	 

	Cruel words, negative vibes and bad intentions sometimes encourage a soul to strive to excel. That is the a-ha moment! It is not the external that really encourages a soul to strive – it certainly helps, but it is not dependant on it either. The heart, the soul, lit with passion doesn’t need the endorsement of riches or popularity. The passionate heart can live without the wild boar of wealth. The cold fizzing judgemental pop of the spotlight. Watch them hunt the animal. A wedge of flat dead lifeless eyes lined in pockets. Pinch yourself. Yes, it’s still you. Knock on the thick bolted door on the forehead. Opens. Shit! I still feel the same but in a bigger space! The leaf that drops from the tree is still the same leaf that floats merrily down the stream… Isn’t it? See them squint at the harsh light. Eyes on you like tiny splinters of green glass.

	 

	It is a singular love, a passion, an expression sometimes buried deep within your very core. It shouts; its voice starts as a whisper at cellular level, which passes its message on through the cells until the voice is heard within you like the incessant bang of the snare. And it fizzes, and fizzles and bubbles until it tries to blow the top off the bottle. Is it the finest champagne or the cheapest fizzy pop? Only time will tell.

	(Thunder in My Heart – Meck Feat Leo Sayer) 3 299 587

	 

	The artist pushes aside a single cover and jumps from his straw mattress. He already feels like he’s wasted enough time on the three hours' sleep he didn’t actually have. When he did lose consciousness, briefly, he was doing what he was about to go and do. Such a lovely dream. Such a short and sumptuous life! The Riviera Sun turns the profile of the horizon into red burning embers. He grabs a half-eaten crusted, stale - loaf of bread and a wedge of cheese adorned with teeth-marks. Lazy dentures. He packs them in a handkerchief and stuffs them into the pocket of the pants he slept in. His ragged, paint-smudged shirt hangs off his back and is buttoned two-up; the creases upon it, testimony to a frustrated and movemental, (lack of) sleep! He hurriedly grabs the paraphernalia of his personal ecstasy and heads out. The Sun hits his face and makes his eyes close as if they were trying to escape the orange flames of his beard and hair. He runs to his destination like the bull charging the matador. “Must get the right light! Must get the right light!” He pulls out a palette covered in every hue of yellow and blue. A small knob of black paint and white paint sit in tandem like Yin and Yang. The artist has no idea how great he is… What he does know: “What is done in love is done well.”

	(Vincent – Don McClean) 60 690 825

	 

	 

	The shutters to his bedroom roll up slowly, but noiselessly, to reveal a semi-circular golden orb, fiery fingers pulling itself up over the Sea. The sun rays knock on his eyelids. He was already awake; he just hadn’t opened his eyes yet. His therapist told him he needed to relax more to lower his blood pressure. She told him he had to consciously slow down, instead of charging into everything; take a moment, just a moment, to sit or lay and relax. He would learn to relax more, ease his stress, the more he got used to doing this small exercise daily. Now he wakes 10 minutes earlier every day! He would do as she said, he wants to live forever – so long as it fits into his schedule. So, he rose up from plush pillows and pushes aside satin sheets from silk pyjamas. He feels an electric charge; it’s just the friction. He steps into slippers and idles to the window, stretching, as he watches the Sun rise up from the sea, a view the property affords. A magical scene of Nature unfolds before his eager eyes. He doesn’t see the Sun. He sees a timepiece. The Hong Kong Exchange has just closed. After being served a breakfast that he will barely touch the morning paper will tell him whether his children have multiplied. Sat huddled in a vault together what else is there for them to do? Sometimes, some of the lucky ones find their way out of the bulging vault and out into the World.

	(Morning Mood – Edvard Grieg) 7 744 134

	 

	 

	The same Sunshine streams through the blinds of the hospital and stripes the young woman asleep fully clothed on the bed. Her only state of undress are her sandals which lay on top of each other beside the bed. Her feet bare the flaking marks of nail polish applied three weeks earlier. She sleeps because she has been awake all night and the man, who arrived an hour earlier didn’t wake her. He is asleep in a chair by the window, his leg flapping over one of the arms of the chairs. He hasn’t bothered to take off his muddy work boots; he is exhausted from another twelve-hour shift. Hospital treatment is expensive. He hasn’t even bothered to wash his face, and the muck ingrained upon it is punctuated by a couple of clean trails running from his eyes. The little girl is sat upright in bed; her sparkling eyes of the purest azure blue are focused on a picture she is drawing. Her mother wakes with a start and rubs her tired eyes.

	 

	“Why didn’t you wake me, Honey?”

	 

	“Cos you looked so peaceful, Mommy!”

	 

	The woman affectionately squeezes her daughters’ forearm and rubs it before sitting up.

	 

	“What are you drawing?”

	 

	The girl turns her picture around to reveal a waxen yellow ball sat atop a shimmering blue horizon.

	 

	“I wish I could visit the sea again…”

	(Somewhere Over the Rainbow – Israel 'IZ') 1 263 882 228

	 

	 



Chapter Four


	Several years ago, I began seeing signs and synchronicities in everything.

	 

	 

	In the darkness the mind played tricks. No longer was an image, a word, a metaphor just that. It took on a depth never previously experienced. An Eagle could be the savage tormentor of a chained-up Prometheus or the soft winged saviour of the Angel in Lady in the Water depending on my mood.

	 

	In here, in the darkness, my mood was rarely of a higher vibrational state and as a consequence I became my own torturer. Everything I had ever done became magnified. I presented to myself a narrative that wasn’t true or at least disproportional to the action. When it was bad, it was really bad. When it was better, I could be anything I wanted to be and sometimes the external world compromised this opinion.

	(Lost Cause – Billie Eilish) 100 109 423

	 

	 

	The Man sat in a white plastic bucket chair in the centre of the room in his issued sweatpants and burgundy jumper; legs pushed out in front of him and crossed at the ankles. His eyes were fixated on the heavy green door, but his mind was elsewhere. A hatch opened and a nurse announced: “Medication.” No emotion, just a statement of fact. The Man raised himself and took the folded piece of paper left on the ledge of the door. The hatch was now closed, and he heard the nurse repeat the process to the room next door. He opened up the paper to reveal a small pill which slid from view and into the infinity of his room. “Shit!” He took a cursory look around his vicinity before dropping to hands and knees in search of the pill. Inching his way around the brightly lit room he couldn’t find it anywhere. He pressed the attention bell on his wall and re-seated himself in the bucket chair. Slouched, he waited. Some minutes later the harassed face of the nurse returned.

	 

	“What’s wrong!?” He moved to the hatch.

	 

	“I’ve dropped my pill on the floor…”

	 

	“Well, look for it!”

	 

	“I have. I’ve searched the room…” She tuts.

	 

	“You’ll have to wait till I can get hold of an Officer!”

	 

	Hatch closes. Man returns to the bucket chair in his sparse brightly lit room of green and angry grey. For some reason he is not laying on his bed watching the TV. Maybe it was sometime after he had either asked an Officer to remove his TV one afternoon or the other time when he threw his TV against a wall or maybe it was because tonight… Sometime later, nothing was ever quick here, the nurse returned and looked through the hatch before the exaggerated metallic click of locks went through their processes before revealing the nurse in the doorway in blue, shrouded on either side by two Officers like black wings. The Man raised himself and began explaining what had happened and why he was disturbing her from her film or magazine or whatever it was they were disturbed from on a night that pissed them off so much. He was talking to the nurse, but he was focusing on the Officers, trying to establish eye contact. Neither gave him any, in fact, it looked as if their life depended on them avoiding it. He tried, he tried, but they just wouldn’t. The nurse was pissed off but gave him a pill anyway; and remained there whilst he took it. He swallowed and pulled up his tongue and once again tried to establish an eye connection with the Officers before they left. Why? Because tonight he was Ghost Rider. They refused. The Man, Ghost Rider, returned to his bucket chair and waited for the medication to kick in. Some years later, the Man, mended from the dark place was walking home from work and had a conversation with his wife all the way home. The journey was an hour long. It was the longest and probably most candid exchange either one of them had ever had. But he had walked home alone.

	(Bad Guy – Billie Eilish) 1 217 097 175

	 

	 

	Epsilon felt the first spots of rain and moved beneath a canopy of leaves further down the tree where his mate sat. She hadn’t been to the top of the tree for a while, she was heavily pregnant. She looked at him a little sadly and he offered his arm which interlocked with hers. He looked into her eyes. He knew she was right. It wasn’t a bitter pill for him to swallow; he was well aware of his responsibilities as a father. He moved behind her and started grooming her back. In the morning they would head off on down to the bottom of the tree.

	(Left to My Own Devices – Pet Shop Boys) 5 959 958

	 

	At the bottom of the tree Alpha is being groomed by a couple of his harem; another couple of them are nearby tending Alpha’s children. There is a perfectly calm air of dominating serenity until another male wanders into their circle, their bubble. Alpha starts hollering loudly and in exaggerated fashion, baring teeth, as the other male freezes like a statue. He pushes one of his females aside and on hands and feet tears towards the male still hollering loudly before stopping in front and then circling the unfortunate trespasser. Alpha’s children are hollering too and one of them is doing somersaults in a frenzy. The bravest and clearly the next generation Alpha launches towards the male and climbs up his arm before planting a slap on the top of the top of the male’s head. Alpha presents himself in front of the stunned monkey and presents his arm out to him, palm faced upwards. The trespasser bows his head and rubs it along the knuckles of Alpha before moving away. Alpha returns to his leafy throne before little Alpha runs and jumps and clutches onto the neck of his father. Order is restored in Treetopia.

	(A Town Called Malice – The Jam) 20 782 295

	 

	 

	The old man is writing a sermon. He doesn’t know that one day he will figure in the musings of an aspiring artist because he believes that the World will end this year; or rather the world as we know it. It is the year of our Lord 1666. The old man’s son strides confidently through the narrow-cobbled streets of London despite the plague that has ravaged the city. His expensive boots ring noisily in the cloying streets and echo up and out into the London air beyond the busy 3-storey wooden buildings that loom over him on both sides. He is unconcerned. Alive and imbued with a Faith in his own mortality that has been within him since he was a child. Blessed with a confidence and brazenness that education and intelligence have afforded him. He turns a corner and into a house where an old man looks up from the candle-light and puts down his quill. His son sits at the table opposite and lights another candle. “Father.” They talk long into the night. His father explains that soon his time of writing sermons will be over: “… Plague, war, this is just the beginning, my boy, it is written! Novus. Innovatio!” His son takes his father’s hand, who offers him a grateful smile. The son has listened to his father all of his life about the manoeuvrings of God. The man loves his father, and he does believe in God and Jesus Christ he just believes they move in a slightly different way. As he walks back home through the narrow wooden streets he is thinking about his next venture. “Supply and demand…” He passes a man with a flaming torch chasing a rat that scurries away. Father may be right, he thinks, this place is a tinder box waiting to happen.

	(Opportunities – Pet Shop Boys) 6 259 764

	 

	 

	He lay on his bed looking at the ceiling. His coffee was going cold on the bedside table. His laptop was flicked open on an astrological website. The little tabs at the top of the screen were mainly wiki sites. He was researching something historical, trying to read between the lines of the words of presented fact. He wasn’t a conspiracy theorist he just didn’t take everything at face value. If the top echelons of society were proven liars where did the truth actually lay? The truth lay in what it is you actually know he thought to himself. He was counting in his head. Birth dates. His first fiancé, his second fiancé and his wife – all the girls he had been in a committed relationship with – all had a numerological value of 11! Is that strange? He thought it a little. He was a four. Why is four the only number that has two different spellings?

	(One and One – Robert Miles) 4 502 307

	 

	 

	He delved further; his brows furrowed in concentration. In this equation he discarded his first fiancé - the first 11 in the sequence – for he had had no children with her. He totted up the numbers 38 + 39 = 77 second fiancé and eldest daughter; 29 + 24 + 24 = 77 wife and twins. He recalculated, fuck off! He rose up and took his notebook and pen and separated the calculations with a line.

	7 + 7 = 14 = 5

	7 + 7 = 14 = 5

	77 + 77 = 154 + (My number) 31 = 185

	185 = 14 = 5

	Okay, the 555 is quite significant probably, but the mind of the man focuses on something different because it is personal to him. 14 + 14 + 14 = 42! Anyone who has read Hitchhikers Guide to the Galaxy knows the significance of 42 and the man has just realised that the answer to his own personal Universe, though he already knew it, is all there in numbers. Families! (Pythagorean: 38 = 11) (Gematria: 402)

	(1999 – Binary Finary) 400 133

	 



Chapter Five


	Every day we interact and connect.

	 

	 

	Every day we interact and connect, sometimes, maybe just once in a lifetime – perhaps never at all – we come across an interaction, a connection that sets off a spark within us. A spark that lights the forest of our imagination and sets it ablaze with ferocious and unstoppable force.

	 (Unstoppable - Sia 'Lucy') 1 977 703

	 

	 

	Epsilon and his mate had moved off the tree. Now that they were in the shaded canopy of the forest floor, sometimes, he missed the warmth of the Sun, the bright light and colours it displayed from his vantage point at the top of the world. He missed the glimmering silver light of the Moon as it cast its light and shadows on the dark plain of the world below him. Every so often when his mate slept, her child, his child, clinging to her neck in a scene of serene and perfect bliss he would climb the top of the tree, just for a while, making sure he was back before they awoke.

	(Coming Around Again – Carly Simon) 27 174 478

	 

	 

	She was crying on the hospital phone. A couple walked past her and as she turned to look at them, they averted their eyes. Crying in a hospital was no spectator sport.

	 

	“Please, Dad! You need to speak to him… Come and see her. She misses her Grandad.”

	 

	The woman’s father put down his landline phone on a table next to the armchair he sat in. He sat looking into space. A glare focused on the ochre-stained décor of his living room. A tear fell without his knowledge or acknowledgement of it. Another fell, follow my leader, down his face and onto the pale blue of an open shirt. “I can’t,” he whispered to himself, and he refused to look anywhere but on a spot on the wall before him. “I can’t!” He said aloud angrily and when he caught sight of her on a picture on the mantelpiece the avalanche of tears fell from his rigid proud body.

	(When You Tell Me That You Love Me – Diana Ross) 1 000 070

	 

	 

	The old man was finishing his sermon. The four Empires of man were at an end and God would show his might, his anger, his majesty with fire and brimstone before the Fifth Monarchy, the Kingdom and Kingship of Jesus Christ, will rule over the world. The hundred or so that were there listened intently to the charismatic impassioned little man except for a couple of the Landoners that were making their departure. “Fuckin’ crazy old coot!” One of them announced to the other huddled together in a shared joke as they began to walk away. Their merriment didn’t last long as a tall hawk-like figure of a man dressed all in black finery stepped in front of them. They were about to protest. They even thought about getting aggressive until they looked into the dark stone eyes of the man. They separated and averted their eyes with humility. “Excuse us, Sir.” The man in black looked from the little men and back up to his father who was gathering up his sermon papers to a round of applause.

	(Fire – Arthur Brown) 2 581 400

	 

	 

	Epsilon and his family were by the river, drinking, then moving away. From where they sat, they watched as Pi returned with the rocks he had gathered and sat closer to the river than any of the others. He watched transfixed as Pi dropped the rocks in front of himself and separated them in the sand. Epsilon moved over to where Pi sat, and they interacted before Pi offered Epsilon one of the rocks he had gathered. Epsilon returned to where his family sat in the sand and his mate groomed him as he examined the stone. He turned it, moved it from hand to hand and traced his fingers along its edges. He let out a little hoot when he realised that the sharpness of the rock had cut his finger and droplets of blood fell onto the sand before him, as did the rock that he had held, making an impression in the sand that, when removed, looked like the ball of the Sun that he missed. With the rock he began to make marks in the sand.

	(Circle in the Sand – Belinda Carlisle) 646 354

	 

	 

	Two of the tribe were fighting over a freshly slain piece of meat in the cave they now inhabited. He watched on as they tussled. He felt no need to get involved. He had a comfortable spot by the fire and a portion of the spoils that lay content in his belly. He had everything he needed. As they wrestled over a slab of the meat, each one gripping to it like tug of war the meat left both their hands and landed with a schlop against the cave wall before sliding down leaving a red stain on the wall as it dropped. One grabbed the prize and raced off into a dark corner of the cave feeding hungrily. He looked at the stain and moved away from the fire and traced his fingers in the blood, making lines that came out from the splodge.

	(Two Tribes – Frankie Goes to Hollywood) 438 631

	 

	 



Chapter Six


	Several months before my mind broke, my temper snapped and smashed the fabric of my normal existence to smithereens.

	 

	 

	Like the cold, hard, unfeeling metal of the ice-pick through the brittle but yielding ice. Like the non-conscious bubbling spew of the molten lava over the open mouth of the volcano. Wounds and pride left unattended, words left unsaid, in my case, were like the open cracks in the Earth and the molten lava came, both hot and as cold as liquid ice. Is this what happens to the stoic of heart, the feeling suppressor? Lives each day like the rock; expressionless, seemingly passionless, unaware that beneath the atomic fibres a flame is emerging, building - waiting for an outlet, a release - and the rock cracks and the flames pour out with a wild, untamed savagery that had never before been perceived or even conceived within his core. The seed, accepting but nevertheless assailed by the wind, landed and refused to fly anymore, dug in, took root. When we crack, what will we find? I found mine, to my own detriment and every other person involved. I ruined lives. To some on a practical material level. To others, even though I can only speak for myself - because my own mind, heart and soul is all I know - on a deeper level. I spun the barrel of the Russian Roulette revolver of fate and found the one remaining bullet. When I cracked and wanted to find the warm sunshine of forgiveness and love beneath the surface of the stone, I found me; or rather a version of me which I didn’t like.

	(Skyfall – Adele) 508 069 433

	Chi and Rho were tending the group with their perpetual warmth and compassion. What began as a few males in the gathering had now grown to include females as well; the females that had managed to avoid the clutches of Alpha… And then Beta and so on. There was a serenity in this community. A something else that couldn’t normally be found in the everyday lives of these creatures. They were at peace.

	(Halo – Beyonce) 1 338 982 152

	 

	 

	The Man, stood on the doorstep of the house he shared with two others, flicked his cigarette, and placed on his mask. The taxi had arrived and not a moment too soon because given that he had to make a stop off, he was already going to be ten minutes late for his Saturday morning shift. He jumped in the taxi: “Can you stop at a cash machine please mate?” The taxi driver nodded his begrudging consent and reversed the taxi before he headed to the end of the long street that led onto the spine-road of the town. The main hub of the Littletropolis. It was winter but temperate. Morning but dark. “There’s one just here mate!” The road was empty. Nothing open. Nobody about. “Won’t be a second.” The man placed his card into the machine and punched in his digits, opting to take out the remainder of his wages until pay day in a few days’ time. He looked around as the machine processed his request.

	(Where Is My Mind [Fight Club] – Pixies) 98 912 061

	 

	 

	The drug addicts or ‘smack heads’ as they would be affectionately termed in this town, had had a good time. Plenty of self-abuse and debasement had filled and fuelled their night. Now, it was morning, and they should have been heading home. Mornings were for the people. Mornings were for the clockwork. The idiots that relied on a job to pay their way through their boring and mundane – their miserable life of sobriety. They spotted one such idiot at the cash machine twenty yards further up. The big one, big as in stocky, said to the other bigger one, big as in tall: “You got any left?”

	 

	The tall one nodded his sweaty mucky head. “Yeah, I got a bitta coke…”

	 

	The stocky one: “You got this? I’m on license remember!”

	 

	The taller, looked towards the Man, who was probably fully a foot shorter, and had just clocked them walking towards him, smirked: “Piece a piss mate!” 

	(Mile End – Pulp) 2 907 756

	 

	 

	The Man clocked them coming towards him and initially thought they were drinkers, drunkards even, making their way home from a lock-in or some party. He automatically looked at the taxi to assure himself it was still there but from its short distance away he couldn’t make out the taxi driver; whether the driver had noticed the men looming towards him and even if the taxi driver could see him from his position a small distance away as he waited at the machine which was whirring through its time-consuming procedure. He mentally prepared himself for trouble and when they were feet away, he knew he was going to get it. If they were drunks, he would have expected a bit of verbal. At worst, a punch. When he saw the rolling eyes of the taller of the two, he remained within him a heavy sunken sigh: “Smackheads! I fuckin hate smackheads!” The taller of the two joined him on his right side, the stocky one moved behind him and to his left. He noticed that the latter, as far as smackheads go, looked quite respectably clean. Clean shaven head and face. Decent clothes. Probably the dealer. The taller pulled a bag of white powder out of his grey tracksuit bottoms and pushed it into the face of the Man as he anxiously awaited the arrival of the last of his wages to be dispensed from the machine. The beeps were going.

	 

	“Here mate, d’ya do coke? D’ya want some coke?”

	 

	The Man looked at him, both hands on either side of the cash dispenser: “I don’t do it, mate…”

	 

	“Here, look at the size of it mate. Look mate!”

	 

	“I don’t do it and I’m on my way to work.”

	 

	The beeps ended and that is when the taller struck. He attempted to push the Man away, to the side of the cash machine as the little slot opened to reveal a small bundle of crisp notes. The Man, however, had sensed it, anticipated the attack coming and held firm, pushing his right elbow under the neck of the grappling smackhead. As the slot opened, he grabbed every single note with his left hand, before feeling the force of gravity topple him backwards and onto the taller one. He looked at the stationary taxi as he attempted to re-orientate himself. No! No movement, no sound. ‘He can’t see you. You’re on your own, son!’ His left hand hit the pavement, notes clutched in his fingers like a crisp packet, and he realised that his jaw was up. He waited and waited for the dislocating boot to his face from the stocky one that didn’t come and so fought on with right hand before his would-be mugger moved swiftly backwards onto his feet and away like the clappers. The Man got to his feet and counted his money before climbing back into the taxi. He breathed a sigh of relief.

	 

	“Did they get anything?” The man looked coldly into the eyes of the taxi driver. “Did they fuck!”

	 

	The Man rang the police when he got to work – 20 minutes late. They took details and said they would be round later that day. The police never showed.

	(Born Slippy [Trainspotting] – Underworld) 19 464 792

	 

	 

	The police were there in minutes. The Man stood in his kitchen by the door to the living room with nowhere left to go. A caged animal. He knew it when he saw the bright lights pass the front room window and dance like bobbing shooting stars through the pane glass of the back door window. His wife was stood by the back door, awakened by the drama which had unfolded just minutes before, and took a step backwards as the door opened. He watched as the black uniforms cautiously entered his home; weapons drew upon him. He looked down to see three red spots splayed across his chest. They may have said something, but it didn’t register. He did hear his wife’s warning tone: “Babe!” He turned around and faced his living room. It would be the last time he would ever see his home again. Within seconds of turning, he was on the floor and being bent like a pipe cleaner. Arms, knees and elbows all over his body and head as if he was a wrestling mat. He was marched unceremoniously into the back of a waiting van and on the journey, the ferryboat of his personal hell, the gravity of his actions hit home, and he wept like a new-born. He was placed in a local holding cell for approximately 36 hours before he had any real contact with the outside world. By then the cracked magnolia of the sills in the cell were presenting to him a storybook of pictures. It is amazing what the mind begins to perceive when left completely and utterly to its own devices. They told him he was going to be interviewed soon and could then make a telephone call and that if he decided, he could have a solicitor to accompany him but that would extend the time. They appeared to deem the very idea of the Man having a solicitor an inconvenience. The Man naïve to the ways and operations of social justice opted to just get the interview over with - without a solicitor. He really wanted to hear the voice of someone who loved him at this point and longed for his phone call.
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