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DEDICATION
For all those that have stuck by me.
You know who you are.
 
 

BOOK ONE
Self degraded suicide
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23 September 2006
What to write? What to say? How simple thoughts sound in your head, how hard to word. Go back a year. Fucked off my face. Existing in an alternate world. Chemically calm or chemically enhanced? The choice always a pill, a line, a glass. Record the pain; get it out from the head. Let the words echo into the air, vibrations locked in the surroundings for eternity. My soul bled, my arms drummed, my voice sang.
Then it stopped. Waking up one day with no memories, no plastic in your wallet, and no one around does that to you. A turning point. Time to get off, clean up, focus. December 31, record the most painful memories to tape. As the last word leaves the lips, the clocks chime. Happy New Year.
In your absence the knives are sharpened. Conversations behind your back, the rot sets in. When you’re not a part of it, you can see things clearly. Then the knife is pushed. Pushed so far into your back. It cuts deep, one of the deepest amongst those other scars. When you’ve been stabbed so many times in the back by the people you held dearest, you know what to do. Pull it out and let the blood flow. Cut the anger to music. A new vitriol for the voice. Stand up and move on. Dead.
Finished. With nothing to do you realise what you’ve been doing. Find as many ways to block things from your mind. Chemicals or music, either way you think about nothing but that. Then when there’s nothing it floods back. The emptiness. Half your soul missing and no one cares. People too consumed with themselves to actually give a shit about you.
Hand on the mirror, the shadow standing in the corner.  Always the corner. Waiting. Inside your head you are slowly rotting. Your eyes are open and you see the tears running down your face. You feel nothing, empty. Life rolling on day by day. Sleep, wake, exist. No one gives a shit about anyone but themselves.
So you sit and write. Memories and emotions poured out like ink spills across a page.  Maybe this will help; maybe it will deepen the emptiness. Once your soul mourns it will never stop. You know that. Too many people interfere and everything is lost forever.
I wish there was a switch, something that would just turn it off. But there’s nothing, no way to feel nothing. Mother, please tell me why. Tell me why it sticks in my head. Tell me why it hurts so much. Tell me why I can’t just close my eyes. Please tell me why it won’t all just fade away.
How can you smile with a gun to my head?
Locked in limbo, Purgatory or Hell? It’s a matter of hope. Chemicals controlling your reactions, emotions controlling the chemicals.  Let nature take control or opt for synthetic feelings. It’s a matter of choice.
Each day I kill two hundred and twenty minutes of my future. A slow suicide. Destroying cells, burning the insides. Cancer. Man made or mankind? Kill the body that created you. Dirt, death, decay. How easy all of those set in.
One chance, one redemption, one way of escape. Everything only happens once. Hope is changeable, fate eternal.
In our heads we create a world. Thousands of lives and we choose our own cast. Our world’s populace aimed at making us comfortable, aimed at challenging us, aimed at making us happy. Our world remains the same, only the population changes. The question we need to ask, do we create worlds or prisons? Locked up and governed over. If they are prisons, then who holds the keys? Can we ever be free? Will we only find release on death? Our lives a punishment; living on death row awaiting the end.
If I click my fingers hard enough will I awake in another world? A padded cell or a coma patient? The world around me bends, distorts, glimmers of another just around the corner. Rip, tear, wake. If I’m sleeping is this a dream or a nightmare? Living in Hell, a flaming pitchfork pressed against my back. A brand, a scar, a torture.
Almost two years ago a stranger with a black eye gave two people on a train some advice. He said to take care of each other, be there for each other. A stranger saw what those two had and selflessly gave his advice. He had nothing to gain and nothing to lose. A stranger saw what was felt and told the two to make sure they never lost sight of that. I listened. I understood.
This is my way of understanding, my way of closing a period of my life. This is an explanation, a testimonial, a breakdown and redemption. This is the hardcopy of a moment of time burnt to disc.
Apologies for any inconvenience caused.
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this is where we come in
 
 
 
It always feels like your first Alcoholic’s Anonymous meeting when you let someone into your life. Trying to find a suitable way to introduce yourself. Coming to terms with the idea that this is the start of a journey. So where to begin? So many possibilities, but the logical point would be to start here. I’ll spare you the long, drawn out explanation of who I am, where I’ve come from and what I’m like. I won’t fill your heads with images of how I want you to see me, I’ll let you form your own opinions based on what you read. Think what you want and I’ll do exactly the same.
So anyway, here I am, sat on a train, heading in one direction with no turning back. Without needing to see them I know my eyes are going to be bloodshot and watery, crying has that effect on them. That’s right; I’ve been crying in public, none of that ‘save your tears for when no one’s looking’ crap here. Show your emotions openly, that way you’ll look like you’re alive, not just an automated mannequin.
What an interesting point to begin at. The start of this is an end to a part of my life. Well, technically it’s already ended and this is the aftermath. So, why the tears? Why the train? Why the empty feeling deep inside of me? I’ve just had my heart ripped out and stamped on by the centre of my world, or in plain and simple English, I’ve just broken up with someone I loved above all else. I won’t go into the reasons as it hurts too much, it still hasn’t sunken in, my mind fresh with my Hollywood style ending. The unhappy ending. The ‘frankly my dear, I don’t give a damn’ exit. No looking over the shoulder, a forward walk in one direction. Home. Guildford.
If I’m perfectly honest, my mind’s numb. Cold, unthinking. Unthinking by choice. I don’t want to run everything through my head. I want to hold onto the fading notion of hope that this will all blow over, that within days we’ll be sat laughing about it. A glimmer of hope shining in the night sky. Deep down I know that the star will soon fade and then it’ll wash over me, until that day I guess it’s just carry on as normal. I’m crap with break ups.
So here I am, on a train, hurtling through the country towards a destination. Counting down the station stops in my head, I’ve travelled this route so many times I know them by heart. The train slows to a stop. Cobham and Stoke D’Abernon.
Look outside the window, the blurred scenery could be anywhere, no landmarks to distinguish it to memory. Thoughts, memories replaying before daydreamed eyes. Zoned out in your own world; iPod streaming digitised music into your head. Your own personal soundtrack, create play-lists to fit your mood. It’s hard to say what I’m thinking, hard for one obvious reason. Consciously I’m not thinking anything, just letting the moment take hold. I have a knack of doing that. If I don’t want to think, I focus on nothing in the distance, let the eye’s vision blur and let the mind empty. No thoughts, no worries. How peaceful it must be to be a zombie, living in a dreamless, waking sleep.
I’ve been on trains all day. The uncomfortable journey back from Preston to Euston, three and a half hours contemplating the fast approaching end, each thought another second closer, inescapable, a journey towards a knowing death. Having picked up my things from their house, it’s the return to the Underground, a place of memories, walking through the barriers at Highbury and Islington knowing it’ll be for the last time for the foreseeable future, no need to grace the station with my regular presence. Victoria line, change at Euston for the Northern line to Waterloo. The journey home, alone, the long train, free if you avoid the ticket inspectors.
The train slows. Focus. Clandon. I’ve missed a few, the next station the one at which I make my exit from this train. Open my bag. Pull out my tobacco, filters and papers. My favourites: Golden Virginia and Rizla blues. Roll, lick, seal. Smile to myself as I zip up the bag and get ready. His grandparents brought me about five packets of tobacco back from their holiday; it should see me through for a while. Rise and move to the door. Click, flame, inhale. It’s a non-smoking carriage but it’s empty so who’s here to complain?
You’ve joined me at a weird point in my life. It’s the start of a new chapter, a new journey. New adventures to be had. The train begins to slow. London Road, Guildford.
The only way is down.
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the wrong end of the law
 
 
 
I’m running, a fast paced movement. I don’t quite fancy walking down an unknown, unlit alley at this time of night, or rather morning. I mean it’s not fear that compels me to run but the fact that three hours ago I said I was going for a breath of fresh air and I don’t want to bump into anything that would further delay my return journey. Out of the alley and across the road.
Noise, dogs barking. The late night slap of my feet against the solid floor must have woken them, disturbing quiet sleep with frantic barks. Ignore and move on, what harm can a few dog howls do to me?  I’ve only moved a few paces before I hear it, the familiar pad of feet, human and animal chasing after me, a shout, human. A shout commanding me to stop. Well, I don’t know about you but when I hear someone shouting as they dash after me in the middle of the night, I’m not likely to stop running. My feet continue.
‘Stop! Police.’
Okay, that changes everything.
My feet come to a dramatic stop, emergency brake. Four men approaching, two holding a dog; a barking dog eager to grip me by the arm if given the chance. Smile Dom, keep smiling, not that that’s hard anyway.
‘Can you tell me what you’re doing?’ One asks, I guess he’s gonna be the bad cop.
‘Walking home.’
‘At this time? Where’ve you come from?’
‘My mates.’ A lie, small but necessary.
‘Well we’ve just had a report of criminal damage and what do we find? You running out of the scene of crime.’
‘Really? Like I said I’ve been with a mate.’
‘You understand how this looks?’
‘Maybe.’
‘Can you tell me what you were doing with your ‘mate’?’
Now you see, that’s the problem. This is where I’m stuck for words, I mean I can’t just turn around and say ‘Fucking, and besides he’s not my mate we only just met for sex.’ Well I could but they look pissed off with me already. I settle for ‘Talking.’
‘Talking? Talking all night?’
‘Well I didn’t think that was a crime.’
Bad cop takes a step closer. ‘Less of the attitude.’ He nods to the other cop, obviously the good cop. A proper cop, dressed in uniform, bad cop just in his suit. ‘Search him,’ says bad cop.
I watch good cop pull out a pair of purple gloves and put them on. He’s hot, cute, good looking and short brown hair. He smiles at me as he begins to frisk me down. I can’t help but get a boner. His hand touches it as he searches my front pocket. He looks up at me, smirk on his face. I smile back, I bet you he’s blushing. The search continues and finishes with a search of my coat pocket. He pulls out its content. A near empty pouch of tobacco and king-sized Rizlas. I had totally forgotten about those. Good cop hands them to bad cop.
‘What are these?’ demands bad cop.
‘Tobacco and Rizla,’ I reply.
‘What are they doing in your pocket?’
‘I smoke obviously. I know dirty habit but hardly illegal.’ I’m smiling like the Cheshire Cat.
Bad cop snarls. ‘King-sized papers?’
‘Well you know, you ask for blue and they just assume that’s what you want.’
‘Right.’ He doesn’t believe me, I can tell. My hands are too fidgety, my mood too hyper. ‘Have you been taking drugs tonight sir?’
‘Me?’ I laugh. ‘Never.’
‘Have you been selling drugs?’
‘Not that I know of.’
‘I’ll ask you again. Have you taken drugs this evening?’
‘Such a long time, I’m not sure. Nah, not that I remember. You can do a test if you want.’ Fuck why did I say that?
‘It won’t be necessary. So what was your friend’s name and house number?’
I tell them the address but I stumble for the name. I remember him saying it but it wasn’t important enough to remember. It began with a T. I’m sure it did. ‘Tim,’ I offer.
Bad cop walks away, using his phone to perform a name check, fucking bastard. He returns. ‘The person at that address is called Anthony.’
I smile sweetly. ‘Tony, Timothy. Same thing really. I’m crap with names.’
Bad cop shakes his head. ‘We’re getting nowhere. We’ll let you off with a warning.  Are you known to the police?’
‘I dunno, do you know of me?’
Bad cop snarls and turns to good cop. ‘Finish up here.’ He walks away leaving good cop to give me a yellow piece of paper informing me that I’ve been up to no good so was stopped and searched.
‘Keep out of mischief,’ he says with a smile as I turn to leave.
‘I’ll try, no promises.’ I laugh and bounce off like Tigger. I know they’re following but I don’t care. It’s almost three in the morning and I’m fucking knackered.
 
A week passes with a causal monotony, then I’m in the kitchen one day and my landlady asks if I’ve finished. I say I have, stir my cup of tea and begin to leave. As I walk out there’s two coppers standing there. Heart stops for a second, then I walk past saying ‘hello’ to one of them. The one who was giving me the weird look. The same copper who performed the search on me with his purple gloves. The same copper who came up to my room to ask me for my number.
 
Two days later, a Saturday and I get a phone call. It’s good cop, he’s in the area and wants to meet up. ‘Okay,’ I say and that’s why here I am, handcuffed to the headboard getting sucked off by a policeman. It’s a shame his beauty doesn’t extend all over. Not that I’m a size queen but his dick has to be the smallest I’ve ever seen. No word of a lie it’s the size of my thumb. How do you do anything with that? He wants me to fuck him, so I guess in my current state that means he’s gonna be on top. Can’t complain though, he’s cute.
He still thinks I’m a druggie, but at least, for once, it’s the lawbreaker fucking the law over and not losing. I want to laugh but he might take offence. I guess it’s all in the line of duty.
 

004
C23H28O8
 
 
 
Mama told me to be careful in the people that I chose, 
But I never stopped to notice as I went about this life. 
Now I sit here and I wonder were they friends or just foes? 
All those guys were a commodity; lost the only one I loved.
Papa never say a word no, about anything I’ve done. 
Counting numbers in my head now, after thirty you feel numb. 
Sickened by my own admission, tired lies are wearing thin.
For all those people that have hurt me, lost the only one I loved.
Brother’s always there to help me. 
The past has nothing left to say, 
But I never stopped to notice as I lost the only one I loved.
But what if they were all illusions? 
Silent ghosts from long ago. 
What if they could all remember? 
Could they picture me at all?
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a false start
 
 
 
It’s late September and everything is ready. Guide tracks written and prepared, an initial track-listing worked out. So this is it. The start of a project without title. Welcome to the entrance, there’s no turning back now.
For once I have direction, a meaning. A goal that must be achieved no matter what. The end date is set in stone, there’s no avoiding that. I’m not used to working to deadlines so this is going to be somewhat interesting. So let’s get this show on the road. I pull my bag onto my shoulders and leave the house. I’m smiling; everything feels good. So this is what it feels like to be following the path of destiny.
Judas is stood waiting for me as I arrive; we’re both early as we had agreed. Time to sort ourselves out and talk about what we aim to achieve from this first session.
We settle down at a table in the pub, a corner table so we can talk in peace, two pints of coke keep our throats moist. You know the rules, no drink, no drugs before a recording session. You need to keep the mind sharp. This means so much to me that nothing must ruin it. Judas understands this, that’s why he’s offered to help even though we’re months away from laying down the first tracks of guitars. He’ll be my tape operator. Pressing record for me as I perform in the live room.
The hands on the clock move round faster than we anticipate, pick up our things and leave. Just enough time for one more cigarette. Roll. Click, flame, inhale. There’s no nerves running through me, no feelings of apprehension. I’ve been in the studio too many times for that. It’s work; well the performance and production side is anyway. Yet something feels different, this time it feels right, like I’m meant to be doing this recording, that it will actually make a change to my own personal outlook on life. I’ve been preparing for a year for this moment, and now it arrives. Without fanfare or parade.
‘You’re very quiet,’ Judas says.
I look at him, my eyes focusing out of a daydream. ‘Just getting my mind in the zone.’ I smile, stub my cigarette out on the wall and let its crushed corpse fall to the ground. ‘Let’s go do this.’
Type in the door code; walk up the flights of steps, collecting the box of microphones on our way. I’ve decided we’re starting from the ground up. Today I’ll be drumming for five hours.
The problem when talking about studio sessions is that they sound boring, you have to set up, plug in and re-adjust all the mics, inputs and change damaged leads. There’s not many ways you can write about that in an interesting word flow. Oh, I plugged the XLR into channel 13 and then routed the backing tracks to another channel. Like any job you enjoy, it’s mundane to talk about, yet it gives so much satisfaction to you because of the ease at which you do it. An accountant has his numbers; I have my patch leads and faders. So I’ll spare you all of the details and processes.
I smile; it’s only taken us half an hour to sort everything out. From the control room I look through the glass and watch Judas as he just makes some final alterations around the drum kit. When he’s done we’ll go out for a cigarette, I know once I start drumming I won’t take a break until the tasks are done. One cigarette, then the record button will be pushed for the first time on this project. Then it will have truly begun.
 
We return to the studio, our lungs burning, our minds focused on what we are about to achieve. I pick up my drumsticks.
‘Time for the sound check dude,’ Judas says. He smiles. ‘Go beat the shit out of those drums.’
I laugh. ‘I fucking intend to.’
Enter the live room, sit down and play. Through the window I can see Judas altering the inputs. Keep everything out of the red. He stops and moves over to my bag, when he returns he’s holding up my phone. I hear his voice through talkback. ‘Your phone dude, it’s called twice.’
I nod and get up, as I walk to the control room Judas appears, holding a silent phone. ‘I need to adjust something, but other than that it’s sounding sweet.’
‘Cool,’ I say as I take the phone. It rings as though sensing my touch. My eyes flick to the caller ID. My heart sinks, what does he want? ‘I won’t be long.’
Turn the corner and flip open the phone. ‘Yeah?’ I say into the receiver.
‘Hey Dom, it’s Sam.’
I knew that much already. My pause lasts a beat too long.
‘Dom?’
‘Sorry, was sidetracked.’ I really don’t need this right now. ‘What’s up?’
‘Just wanted to check that you’re alright.’
‘Yeah I’m fine. My usual self. Keeping busy, you know how it is.’ Well if he did, he knew more than me.
‘Ahh cool, what you up to?’ I hear his Nan’s voice in the background. It could almost be like the old days.
‘I’m in the studio at the moment, so kinda busy.’
‘Oh, sorry. I’ll let you get on with it.’
‘No, it’s cool.’ The reply rushing from my mouth a bit too quickly. Compose yourself. Speak. ‘Okay then. Hope you’re well.’
‘Yeah I’m good, just off out in a minute, was just phoning to see if you were okay.’
‘Cool. Bye then.’
A pause. ‘Yeah, bye.’
I let my ear listen to the silence of background noise coming from his end. Will he speak again? Will he hang up?
I snap the phone shut, cutting off the connection. My concentration in the recording gone. The barriers knocked I can feel the emptiness at my core. I can sense its growth, spreading like a cancer hidden until it’s too late. Why the fuck did he have to phone? Why the fuck did he have to enter back into my life for those stumbled few minutes?
I look up and see Judas turn and give me the thumbs up. I point to the headphones. He puts them on. ‘Dude,’ I say with my finger on the talkback button. ‘I’m just going to the toilet.’
He nods, picks up my sticks and attempts to play a left handed drum kit.
My phone rings as I leave the room. Flip it open. ‘Yep.’
‘So everything’s okay with you?’ Sam’s voice.
‘Everything is fine.’ My voice sharp.
‘Okay, I just needed to know.’ In that moment I know he actually meant those words.
‘Bye Sam.’ I snap the phone closed without waiting for a reply. I dunno why. I push open the door to the toilet and stand in front of the mirror.
I can see the tears in my eyes, glazing the eyeballs. I will not cry. You can fuck off if you think I’m going to cry. Do you really think he is feeling this? He’s got his friends to help him through; you’ve got your music. Breathe and get on with it.
I sigh, rub my hands down my face. I would switch my phone off but I know it’s not going to ring. That number will never call mine again. In silence I feel a shadow pass over me. It’s here, it’s waiting. Hello old friend.
 
When I return to the studio Judas is still playing on the drum kit. He sees me and stops. My finger presses the talkback button. ‘Since you’re already in there, you might as well just hit each drum and I’ll check the levels.’
He nods and starts on the snare. The level meter flickers with every hit, I turn a dial, keep it out of the red. But why had he phoned? Why did he feel the need to enter my life path for that brief moment? I give a thumbs up to Judas and he moves onto the bass drum. The levels bounce up and down. Why? I can feel the emptiness crying out.
A high-pitched squeal runs through the room. A feedback loop from the channel. My hand pulls the fader to zero. What the fuck was that? Judas continues to play. There’s a static pop, I can smell the electricity in the air. Absent-minded I wave away the smoke rising from the console. Wait a minute; smoke shouldn’t be coming out of anything. My eyes search, maybe the feedback blew a speaker. Nope, not that. Then I see it, a stream of silver smoke pouring from one of the channels.
Step away from the desk and get a technician. It’s all rather exciting really. As he quickly switches off the mains power he tells me that had I touched the desk I could of got some stupid amount of voltage running through me.
I nod as I back out of the room, on my way to let Judas know. I’m laughing; I could have torched myself, I could be dead. Instead I’m laughing as I tell Judas about it.
‘Fucking hell dude!’ he says. ‘You okay?’
‘I don’t think it liked your drumming.’
‘Fuck dude, you realise what you’ve done?’
‘Fucked a £300,000 mixing console.’
Now Judas laughs. ‘Well, it’s a good way to start the recording.’
‘Yeah.’ I leave him to pack away the microphones.
The technician tells me it was probably a faulty wiring that caused the problem. A loose connection that just so happened to come loose on me. So that’s it. Studio shut down. No more work. After all that we had nothing we could leave with. The record button hadn’t even been pressed once. Great start. It had been going so well until he had phoned. Like a spectre of doom his voice had seemed to curse the remainder of the night.
I sit down on a chair, letting the smell of static enter my lungs. I feel bad, what if I’d perished? His
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