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Prologue

Something happened a few days ago. I felt something inside me dying, another part of me perishing, a bit that was so needy, so forgiving, and then someone else stepped out, and someone else stepped in, and replaced that needy part of me. That other self was the Writer, a mythical creature that has been around since the beginning of time, and the Writer said to me, “Forgive, forget, but don’t get amnesia. Remember who hurt you, how much they hurt you, how they ignored you when you were dying, actually dying, drowning in your own (our) tears. And you still want them in your (our) life?”

The Writer was my Stand (the physical manifestation of my fighting spirit), a Stand weaker than Star Platinum (Jotaro Kujo’s Stand), but he was strong enough to guide me towards another life. And...

What am I writing?
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You are no longer you. 

You are a ghost lost in a plotless movie, a ghost in the machine; turn it off, reset, kill me (again and again), a star without a script, an actor who can’t act but you’re good at sharing a tear. Life is giving you nothing and you’re getting a bit tired of it (but maybe you are just where you need to be right now and you don’t even know it).

You could always quit, quit living, quit your life, but the truth is you don’t even have the strength or the guts to end it all (but do you really want to die?) (and maybe you are just where you need to be right now and you don’t even know it), so instead you endure the loneliness, day after day, the tiredness, month after month, and you move along, from room to room, building to building, always in pursuit of something, of someone, but there’s no one waiting for you and you’re getting tired of this nothingness.

This nothingness makes you want to cry.

Hell, this nothingness actually brings tears to your eyes.

The nothingness, the loneliness, day after day, month after month, year after year, is enough to bring a man to his knees and tears to his eyes. Get me out of here, you plead, please end the pain even if it means to bring an end to my life.

The divorced father cries but no one knows, no one hears him, and even if they did would they actually care?

Life is a repetitive plot. You’ve been alone almost from day one but why? (But maybe you are just where you need to be right now and you don’t even know it).

“A day will come when the civilized world will deny its God, when the Church will doubt as Peter doubted. She will be tempted to believe that man has become God.”

Pope Pius XII


I believe that day has already arrived.



El Salvador President Nayib Bukele was in Washington a few days ago to give a talk and to urge people to “unapologetically fight” against the Dark Force (the Cabal) that is trying to destroy our world, and he was brave enough to mention the name of the man we’re not allowed to criticize, and said, “Who elected (man whose name we’re not allowed to say lest we’re hunted down like criminals) to dictate public policy and laws?”

President Nayib asked why does this man feels entitled to impose his agenda on all of us, and he even dare to say that this man (whose name we’re not allowed to criticize) and others like him control the MSM (mainstream media), and the public only knows half the story (and what they know is a lie). 

Little by little the world is waking up and seeing beyond the lies, but there are still a lot of weak souls who follow the lies with all their might. And then they get paid to follow those lies, join protests, bring chaos to the world, and even stop rapists and killers from being either arrested or deported. It’s a mad world we’re living in and the madness has just begun.

I had to lose myself to find myself.

I think I’ve seen my ex-wife once this year. To be honest, that’s more than enough. There was another woman after my divorce, but that relationship only lasted for a bit longer than a year. It wasn’t a great relationship. And I can’t believe that I missed that woman for so long.

Before 7AM, I get in the car, Missing Person’s Hello, Hello playing on the CD player, and I drive to the gym. The body needs to be fixed. The mind needs to be calm. The heart needs to be healed. I need...

I need, I need, I need.

I’m so needy. That’s why you left me. But I only needed you. Was that so bad?

How can someone give you love when they have no love to give?

I shower at the gym. The gym’s shower is a lot better than the shower at the house where I live. I need a new home. I...

I need, I need, I need.

Bloody hell, stop being so needy!

And while I’m at the gym, you’re at the park, running. Running away from love.

And while I’m showering, you’re in bed, sleeping, resting your fat arse.

Two women, one broken heart. 

But I’m healing. And I’m making a comeback.

The writer as a hero.

Could I...?

The writer as a liar.

Am I...?

You see it differently from me.

You see me as the bad guy, the liar, but where did I lie? What did I do?

I worked, paid my bills, paid your bills, fed you, loved you, never ever lied to you, but I guess I was too needy, too good, and so you told me to leave, to go fuck myself. Well, you know what, why don’t you go fuck yourself?

The breakup was like a hand grenade sent my way, no pin. You laughed and you laughed, and then you run away, leaving me with the grenade, leaving me alone, not waiting to see the explosion, but I threw the grenade away; I threw it your way. How strong is your faith? Do you know the Secret? Can you count to ten in another language? Do you know what happened to Judas after he betrayed the Son?

Money is nothing.

The world doesn’t need money to survive.

Love is everything.

The day the love dies, the world ends. Restart, start again, have another go. 

God is love. John 3:16

God and the Son.

And then I drove home, got changed, got back in the car, Johan Lindell’s On The Roof playing in the background, and I drove to the Church of the Precious Blood and All Souls. 

The heart needs to be healed. Who better than God to heal me?

My friend Jean Charles was at the church. He’s the type of person I needed to be friends with, the type of person God is sending my way. In the last year I’ve befriended other Catholic people from Christ the King Catholic Church, St. Osburg’s Catholic Church, Our Lady of the Assumption, and other churches. 

Jean Charles has been reading my book the illusion of movement for the last few weeks. After Mass is over we go to the Parish Room for coffee and a chat. 

Jean Charles says, “I didn’t know you met Christina Knox.”

Christina Knox is the author of Chrissie O and I met her on August 6th 2021, and I mentioned our encounter in my book the illusion of movement.

“Yes. Lovely lady,” I say.

“I know her. She’s going to be at Our Lady of the Assumption tomorrow morning,” Jean Charles says.

“No way! I’ll go there tomorrow so I can see her again and I’ll get her to sign my copy of her book,” I say.

What a small world, I think then. Somehow, we’re all connected. 

The day goes by more or less according to script (but who is writing this script)? After church I drive to Bell Green. I listen to a couple of tracks by Duran Duran in the car; the tracks are Spellbound and Psycho Killer, both taken from Danse Macabre, their latest album. I’ve been listening to Duran Duran since 1981. Those tracks are followed by Sounds Like Rain by Johan Lindell. I’m going to Bell Green to help out at a church and afterwards I’ll go to my friend’s Jules’ place for lunch. I’ve moaned about my friend Jules in some of my stories but he’s like an older brother to me. He has helped me so much in the last few years, helped me just by being there, by caring. The people at the church in Bell Green are also good people and they have become like a second family to me. It’s a familiar script, week after week, and I wonder who’s writing my life. Give me a happy ending, please. Send love my way. 

I become the Writer. The Writer sees plot everywhere, Backdrop People everywhere, and then I think about some of the major characters in our world and people like Musk, Rogan, Trump and Putin come to mind. And let’s not forget that the Machine is getting more powerful and growing in number. Will some machines be taught how to love? Or will they learn about love by themselves? 

But where there is love there is also hate, and pride, and greed, and... G-D help us all.

I drive slowly. I’m in no rush to get nowhere.

The illusion of movement was supposed to be an only book, no sequels, a book with a happy ending, a book about love, the loss of love, love regained, new beginnings, and I started the book with the word love and ended it with the same word, but after love came heartbreak, indifference, coldness, separation, and the Writer retreated (and chased after the one who broke his heart – but she wasn’t the one, was she?) and wrote two sequels to the illusion of movement. And there was no love in those two books. Then again I did write about the Creator and about His love (John 3:16) for us. What greater love is there than that? 

Only a few days ago I was at church with my friend Larry talking about our divorces, new beginnings and all that stuff, and I told him that we should always put the Creator above everyone else, and he agreed with me. People can leave us. Anyone can leave us and stop loving us. With time, even our children might lose some love for us, but the Creator will never stop loving us, and He will always be there for us. And when we die, it is to Him that we go to, and it is to Him that we have to answer to. With that in mind, I turn the volume down and say a prayer while I’m still in the car. And then I follow the plot of The Book of Life. But this time I know that there is Someone by my side, a Higher Being walking alongside me, protecting me, guiding me. For a long time I got lost to the pleasures of the flesh, lost to sin. It’s no wonder I couldn’t see the light. 

If you have to chase love, that’s not love.

If you have to beg for love to stay, that’s not love.

Never beg to stay in a relationship, not unless you’ve done something wrong. And even then, for how long do you have to beg?

I’ve stopped chasing.

The Writer says, “Write a Love Story, not a story filled with hate. This is the right time for love. Write that story. Life will give you the plot.”

But there is no love, and since there is no love, there is no plot, so I write this instead.

The afternoon comes to an end and the Writer gets ready to pray the Rosary. A familiar script. Hopefully there will be a few much needed changes coming my way. Better changes, I hope.

Always pray and never give up. Luke 18:1

Do not allow sadness to dwell in your soul, for sadness prevents the Holy Spirit from acting freely. Saint Padre Pio

That’s a good quote from Padre Pio but there are days when I can’t stop the sadness from taking over me.

I drove to Our Lady of the Assumption on Tile Hill Lane, Gary O’s Young Love playing on the stereo. A blue Jaguar drove past me at a scary speed, and then cut through the traffic, driving recklessly along the highway, as if its driver owned the whole highway, but I knew that the person behind the wheel of the blue Jaguar was a fool, a man who cared more for the Machine than Mankind (and these type of people are dangerous, not to mention selfish, sometimes cruel). The blue Jaguar stopped at the traffic lights. Like me, its driver was also going right, up Job’s Lane. The moment the lights went green, instead of letting the incoming traffic go down Tile Hill Lane, the blue Jaguar did a dangerous right turn, cut through the incoming traffic, a dangerous move, not only for the idiotic driver of the blue Jaguar but also for everyone else, but the fool behind the blue Jaguar didn’t care for others, and people like that shouldn’t even be allowed to drive. I shook my head because what else could I do?

A few minutes later, I was at church; the lonely writer looking for a home, for a sense of belonging, for someone, for God, for... for... for...

On that morning, I saw Christine Knox, the author of Chrissie O. Almost three years had passed since I first saw her. She signed my copy of Chrissie O and I gave her a signed copy of cast away your dreams of darkness. Unfortunately, I didn’t have a copy of the illusion of movement at home with me. Since it was Mother’s Day, Miss Knox was busy as her daughter had come to visit her so we agreed to meet again at church and have a talk. After church, I drove to McDonald’s on Holyhead Road, and when I got there, just after I parked my car, I felt the loneliness creeping in, the darkness, the sadness, and I thought, “Not again.”

The truth is my life is incomplete and there are days when I still feel as if I don’t belong anywhere. Sadly, there are days when I don’t even feel like living anymore. But I also know that I must fight the darkness, feed myself better thoughts, so, with that in mind, I turned the engine off, took a deep breath, grabbed a copy of Catherine Texier’s Breakup, and went to McDonald’s for lunch. The Man was tired but the Writer was thinking about the book I’m working on. If I give it time the Writer might just save me. Actually, now that I think about it, only G-D can save me.  But not so long ago, a Voice inside me said, “The Writer can save you.”

The Shekinah was speaking to me, telling me to put my trust in the Lord. Wheresoever they were exiled, the Shekinah went with them.

Rabbi Halafta of Kefar Hanania said: When ten sit together and occupy themselves with Torah, the Shekinah abides among them, as it is said, God stands in the congregation of God.

Shekinah means “God’s divine presence.”

When you reach out to an ex you’re reopening a wound.

Keep away, keep away...

Keep away from fake love.

I leave the McDonald’s and drive to Barras Lane where I park my car. From there I make my way to Coventry’s Central Library. I’m going there to write, maybe rest for a bit. Later, before I go to work, I might have a nap in the car. It’s not much of a life but for now this is the best I got so I can’t complain. I must carry on, keep on writing, wait, wait for a bit longer, wait... but some days I’m sick of waiting and a cruel voice inside my head tells me to quit.

“I need more than this,” I say to myself as I push my tired body towards the library. But then I realize that my life isn’t so bad (but sometimes the loneliness is killing me) and things could have been so much worse. I’m working on my dreams, reading loads, attending church on a daily basis. Yes, life is good. Sort of. 

I have never been loved. Truly loved. Maybe that’s what I’m missing: True Love. But damn love is so hard to find.

Keep away, keep away...

At the library everyone is glued to a machine, either to a computer or a mobile phone, sometimes both. There’s no time for love.

I go upstairs, second floor, get my laptop out of the bag, plug it in, log in, and I start to write.

We’re all glued to the machine. In the future Mankind will copulate with the machine. I’ve already wrote about this subject in my book dUst. In fact, in some parts of the world, some people are already making love to machines. Or fornicating with sex dolls. 

We’re disconnecting from what makes us humans, living in the Matrix, living in the Cloud, living a lie. 

In the future, maybe I will become an oblate, distance myself from society and dedicate myself to G-D and to G-D’s service. I’m already dedicating myself a bit more to G-D and to the church as, once a week, sometimes twice a week, either on Tuesdays or Fridays, after Mass, I sweep the church on Kingsland Avenue, and once a month I join some friends from church and we give the church a good mopping. 

Novels by Joris-Karl Huysmans featuring the character of Durtal

Là-bas (1891) 

En Route (1895)

The Cathedral (1898)

The Oblate (1903)

War everywhere but I’m numb to it all.

I need, I need, I need...

Talks about nuclear war.

Artificial Intelligence going crazy, acting like a spoiled child, promising doom.

Trump on the comeback trail.

Biden mumbling.

Gates laughing and lying.

Musk planning something.

The friends of Epstein still free, unpunished by the law. Who the hell can punish the Cabal?

Mike Tyson making a return to boxing... What?

Soon, Mike Tyson versus some guy called Logan Paul? What? Mike Tyson is fighting Crocodile Dundee? Tyson already fought Steven Seagal in a movie and won. And Steven Seagal fought Crocodile Dundee in a cartoon and won. And...

Oh, wait. Crocodile Dundee is Paul Hogan, not Logan Paul. The other Paul is an American influencer. And I got it wrong. Tyson is actually fighting Jake Paul, not Logan Paul. Who the hell is Jake Paul? I Google him. The dude is mega famous but isn’t Tyson too old to fight him? Then again, it’s all about the money. And maybe Tyson will lose. Like I’ve said, it’s all about the money.

We’re living in the Matrix, playing it for laughs, being pushed around by the controllers of the game. 

Everything is a lie, an illusion, prepared in advance by Those Who Know. And Those Who Know won’t tell you a thing. 

I ease on my seat. I can’t write.

I ease...

I can’t...

Another day without seeing my children.

Another weekend without my children.

Another sleepless night.

Another lonely day.

Another...

I ease...

I can’t...

Do you know how much I suffer, bitch?

I should write a book about you. And you. I would call it Bitch, Bitches. But what if you (and you) were to write a book about me? What would you call it?

I’m living the life of a writer. Think Henry Miller. Think Marcel Proust. Think Jean Rhys. Think no one.

I go everywhere.

I go nowhere.

No one is looking for me. 

One day you will open the door to your bedroom, one of the windows of your home, and you will wonder, “Where is he?”

I’m gone, bitch, bitches.

You gave me nothing and you expected me to stay?

One day you will know how I feel right now. This is not revenge talking. This is the law of karma.

I retreat.

I go everywhere.

I go nowhere.

I retreat, and sometimes I cry, because I’m nowhere, because I’m alone, because, because, because...

Because I have feelings, but you’re heartless, bitch, bitches.

And while I’m crying, you’re laughing, enjoying your life, on the rebound, or trying to get back in the game, but let me tell you something, you’re living a lie. And one day the lie will catch up with you.

I don’t even know what I’m writing. A book without a plot; that’s what I’m writing.

No, wait! 

I’m writing a love story where the main character is a detective looking for the biggest mystery of all: True Love. The detective becomes a novelist while trying to solve one of life’s biggest mysteries: What is true love? Where can a person find true love? And there’s also a vampire hiding underground. Yes, the plot gets a bit complicated. 

John 3:16

God is Love...

“But, Abba, I need an earthly partner!” the detective shouts to the skies.

After 18 years together you dropped the bomb on my lap. You wanted the divorce, you wanted me gone: “GO! NOW! FUCK OFF!” you shouted with your snake eyes.

You couldn’t be with me.

You couldn’t be in the same room as me.

I made you sick.

Fuck you, bitch, bitches. You’re the one who made me sick.

Then came the Invisible Enemy, the lockdown of 2020, madness, fear, doubt, stolen elections, death, lies, flies, etc., etc. Nonetheless, you still wanted me out.

“Be gone, forever!” you said with your snake eyes. 

“Die, bastard!” you said silently.

“If you don’t leave, I’ll leave!” you shouted at me.

You went batshit crazy even though I had done nothing wrong. You took everything, left me with nothing.

I went crazy. The streets became my home. Tears became my food. Was your fake love even worth the pain?

I make my way to Barras Lane. Rain is falling upon the city, this city that is now my home. My body is tired and my eyes want to close shop but I force myself to stay awake. 

I get in the car and drive to Cheylesmore, and when I get there I park the car near some shops that are now closed, pull the seat backwards, lean on it, close my eyes, sleep, writer, sleep. Meanwhile, bitch, bitches are resting on their beds, on their sofas, enjoying life, eating, laughing, watching TV. Good for them. I don’t even hate them. This little anger is nothing, but every once in a while the writer must let it all out.

Mold in my bedroom.

Mold and dust.

Mold, dust and despair. 

Mold, dust, despair, doubt, fear, loneliness, and... I’m so needy.

I can’t stay in here forever.

I’ve been here for the last four years.

I can’t stay in here forever.

Four Christmases without my children.

I can’t stay in here forever.

Books everywhere, covered in dust.

My dreams covered in dust.

A copy of my book dUst covered in dust.

Dust everywhere.

Dust covering my dreams.

I can’t stay in here forever.

Meanwhile, you bitch, bitches, are enjoying your lives, working from home, walking from the desk to the kitchen to get lunch, a snack, and later at night you sit on your sofas, rest your fat arse and your skinny arse from all those hours spent on your working chairs. And then you sleep long hours on a nice bed. Ah, to sleep long hours, day after day. I miss that. 

I don’t envy your lives.

I don’t envy your cruelty, your indifference, your coldness, bitch, bitches. 

A few weeks ago a woman asked me out. For a few seconds, I looked at her as if she was an alien. My stare probably scared her, or shocked her. We spoke for a bit and I told her I’m unavailable. After a long marriage to a narcissist and a relationship with a dismissive avoidant I’m not sure if I want to date again. Not yet. Please, leave me alone.

One of you said, “Let’s be friends.”

The other one said, “Let’s just be friends.”

Fuck your friendship!

Maybe I’m being a bit cruel. Maybe what I meant to say was, for now, to hell with your friendship.

A few days later another woman asked me out, right in front of my daughter. Both women that asked me out looked so needy, a bit desperate, a bit like me at the end of my marriage, at the end of my relationship with Marina, but that needy guy is gone. He’s been replaced by the Writer. And for now the Writer wants to be left alone. 

I said nothing and smiled.

On the following day I avoided that woman. She had a breakup not so long ago, followed by a breakdown. I’m not a psychologist or a doctor or a TV host. I’m a Writer. Tell me your story, if you want, but, if possible, for now, right now, please, please, please, don’t make me a main character in it.

Okay, I didn’t mean to call you bitch, bitches. And I did.

Not so long ago I wanted to start dating again but now I’m not so sure. I’m enjoying celibacy. Semen retention. I’m okay alone. The Writer wants some time alone. But I’m not really alone. G-D’s with me.

I got tired of wasting semen, saliva, time, oxygen, money on you, lady, ladies. I got tired of giving you everything and of getting nothing. Now the Writer wants to be left alone. Or to spend time with his children, time with some friends, time at church, time with G-D. But I need a home. A new home for the celibate writer. 

I try...

I try so hard to forgive you, to move on, but then something happens, something is said by you, you lie, you lie, you poisonous snake, and that makes it harder for me to forgive you. But I still forgive you. And I’m moving on. And I don’t want you back. I will never love you again. In fact, once our kids are older, I will delete your phone number, delete your email address, and erase you completely from my life. You see, the Writer makes plans, and I follow those plans, you poisonous snake. 

This afternoon our daughter told me that you said I don’t want to spend time with her. How could you say this to our daughter, you poisonous snake? How could you lie to our precious daughter, you poisonous snake?

Do you know how much I suffer because I don’t get to see my children that often?

Do you know that, because I miss my children, sometimes I feel like dying?

Of course you know, you poisonous snake, but you don’t care. You only care about the money and about yourself, and when you’re out with your religious friends you act so holy, so pure, but it’s all a lie. And don’t you know that no one can serve two masters (Matthew 6:24)? You cannot serve both G-D and money.

Ironically (and sadly) my daughter can’t stay with me tonight. I’ve been feeling a bit poorly, severe heartburn or heartache, sharp pains around my heart, and I just want to go to sleep. Working nights is slowly killing me, but you don’t care, do you, you poisonous snake? 

Never mind, never mind. 

The Writer laughs at the absurdity of it all, at the lies, the rumors, the fake laughter of others, the pettiness of it all. You see, the Writer has been alive for centuries and It knows that we’re only passing through this world. This world is a train, the train of life, the train of the Visible Life, a train that is making a slow journey towards the Invisible World. But the Invisible World is the real world. Learn now, change now, change for the better so that the doors to the Invisible World won’t be closed on you.

The Writer knows it all and, at the same time, he/she is still learning. 

Confused?

Don’t be.

Just change, change a tiny bit, change for the better. 

Last night I dreamt of Marina, the woman I dated for a long time after my divorce. In my dream Marina was crying. I wanted to go and see her, see what was troubling her, see if I could help her, but then, in my dream, I thought about all the pain that Marina left me with, her indifference, her coldness, and I stepped back, away from her, away from love, and I came to the conclusion that it would be a long time before I could love again, a long time before I could trust another woman again, and part of me was actually fine with it. 

I woke up from that dream feeling a bit lighter. I still care about Marina but getting in touch with her would be a waste of time. Some people want to be left alone so the best thing is to respect their wishes. Leave them alone and move on.

A small crisis. Again.

Thoughts of darkness. Again.

But the thoughts were only temporarily.

A severe migraine this morning.

Darkness approaching.

Darkness leaving.

I can’t go down to the pit.

Not again!

I feel as if my hands are tied, as if there’s nothing I can do, but something (someone) inside me is telling me to wait. The Writer, the Shekinah, Someone is telling me to wait. Wait for a bit longer.

I pick up my daughter from school. She tells me about her weekend. A bad weekend for my daughter Lilly and my son Dylan. Or sort of bad. On Saturday, May 18th, Lilly was supposed to go to Birmingham with her mother Pei and my son Dylan to buy some clothes and also to visit the Manga store and Forbidden Planet, but her mother lost her temper only because my daughter was on the computer for a few minutes while having breakfast, and then Pei went berserk and said the trip (to Birmingham) wasn’t happening. Later she gave £30 pounds to Dylan and Lilly and told them both to go to Primark in Coventry to buy some clothes. She didn’t even go with them. Instead she told them to catch a bus. What can they buy with £30 pounds these days? And let’s not forget that they were also supposed to get lunch with that money. My ex-wife Pei has really lost the plot. The worse was when my children were waiting for the bus to arrive and my ex-wife (their mother!!!!!) drove past them and went somewhere else, G-D knows where. In the end my children bought nothing from Primark and ate something at McDonald’s. Had I known that they were in the city center I would have gone to see them and take them somewhere else to buy them some clothes and have a proper meal, and afterwards I would drop them home. It hurt me a lot when I heard that. It hurt me because I could have been there for my children –I should have been there for them- and also because I still don’t have my own home, a place where my children can come to in time of trouble and need. But the Writer tells me to wait; everything is coming my way. Just wait.

My children arrived home a few minutes before their mother, and when my daughter asked her where she went my ex shrugged her shoulders and said nothing. For now Pei is enjoying her life, laughing behind my back, making fun of my depression, of my loneliness, but life and everything can change all of a sudden. Laugh now, bitch, bitches, but don’t laugh too much or your teeth might fall out. 

My friend Mari died yesterday from cancer but I only found out about it this morning when I was browsing through Facebook. Once I heard about her death I decided to write a bit about her unaware that I was about to start another book, take the diary a bit further than I expected. I was actually going to put an end to it and not even write about the vampire, but sometimes the Writer doesn’t even chooses what he writes. The story just comes to him and he does what he must do: he writes.

I met Mari when I got a job at Clube Praia da Rocha in Portimão, Portugal in 2000. At work we used to call her Maggie. I don’t know how she got that nickname and I never asked her. Aquarius, like me, she quickly became one of my best friends. At the time I didn’t have a car and whenever I worked nights Mari would drop me home. She was a good soul, unlucky in love, I believe, which was a pity. I remember her driving us to Ponte Ferroviária de Portimão, the two of us sitting in her car, smoking a joint, laughing, the two of us going to the beach, having lunch together, the two of us at work laughing, or me in her house crying, telling her about the darkness, the depression, the bullying, my demon, demons, bullying, rats coming in and out of the room where I slept, someone spying on me, moving in the dark, spying, listening to me crying. My nightmare was real but friends like Mari gave me strength to carry on. 

And while I’m writing this the vampire is heading home, back to her coffin, a different type of coffin than the one that is waiting for Mari, but Mari’s soul is already somewhere else, in a place that the vampire will never see, not for a long time, maybe forever because the vampire is immortal. Or almost immortal. The truth is the vampire can be killed so she’s not really immortal. But unless she’s killed she can live forever.

And she knows where to hide when this world ends.

And this world will end again. And again...

The world is turning into a horror movie, a bit like The Terminator and all its sequels, even the bad ones, with a lot of wars going on in the background.

Talks about AI taking over, the machine replacing the human race, everyone (and everything?) replacing the straight white male. Decades from now, if this planet still exists, future generations will look back in time and wonder what happened to the straight white male. We got banned from TV, at least from the main roles, from the movies, and even from adverts. Mad Max became Furiosa. Captain Marvel became a bitch. She-Hulk one, too. James Bond was killed, replaced by wokeness. The Agenda was shoved down our throats. Trinity became the One. Neo became nobody. 

The Agenda gave us The Acolyte, Prey, Kingdom of The Planet of the Apes, The Rings of Power, Rebel Moon, and so much crap, no white male leading stars allowed, that is if you’re straight. Snow White put on a weird face, snorted, and told the prince to... You get the picture, but you probably didn’t watch it.

Meanwhile a lot of us are waiting on the Saviour.

Come and save us, Lord Jesus.

Come and save us.

But I have sinned. Again.

I went back to the same old sin. Again.

Forgive me, Lord.

Don’t come yet.

Give me another chance. Again.

I see my ex-wife arriving while I’m waiting inside my car for my son to finish showering and get ready, and when I look at her from behind I feel as if I’m looking at a stranger. And for a moment I almost hate her, but hate is such a strong word.

“forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us”

I don’t speak to her.

I hardly ever speak to her.

There’s nothing to say.

She muted me.

I muted her.

I wait in the car and then I wait outside. Outside my ex’s house. 

I have no house.

I have no home.

Not yet.

I’m waiting. On a home.

Something big is going to happen in 2094. 

I’m waiting. On a home. On love. On better days. On death. Waiting on a lot of stuff, maybe on nothing.

My friend Nuala becomes my mother, my therapist, my guardian angel. Ages ago, when I was at my lowest, she came to my rescue, she put good words in my mind, in my heart, made me feel good about myself, and told me to get into a relationship where love is available, not out of need. 

The last woman I loved after my divorce couldn’t love me. At the start of our relationship she was all over me, but a few months down the road she started to avoid me, ghost me, distance herself from me, no warning, nothing at all, only coldness. I did all the pursuing, most of the loving. After a while I got tired. But I still tried to make things work until she broke it off. And even then I still tried to make things work but it was all in vain. 

When someone breaks your heart, just walk away. Let them be.

When someone breaks up with you, just walk away. Leave them alone. Forever.

If they comeback give them another chance, but only if you want to.

Don’t chase love. If you have to chase it it’s not love. It’s something else. It could even be indifference.

I wonder if the vampire has ever been in love. After all these centuries she must have loved someone. Did someone break her heart? And how many hearts has she broken along the way? And how did she even become a vampire?

My son and I go to the City Centre where, in a matter of minutes, I spend one hundred and twenty pounds. I buy a pair of trainers for him, a pair of trainers for me, and also a computer keyboard for my son. From there we go to Greggs on 6 Ironmonger Row, Coventry, and I buy us a couple of drinks. This is a one-off as I usually don’t spend that much in one day. Some days I don’t spend a penny.

Later I go to Greggs on Earlsdon Street to get a Gingerbread Man and I see this odd-looking fella hanging outside Greggs, drunk, holding a can of beer, maybe high on drugs, too, and I see him enter Greggs, browse through the sandwich fridge, and I know straight away that he’s going to grab a sandwich and walk away without paying for it. The worker standing behind the till is also staring at him while taking my order and she also knows that he’s going to grab the sandwich and walk away without paying. And there’s nothing she can do about it because the job doesn’t even pays that much and it’s not worth getting punched or kicked or spat on because of a sandwich. And I could do something about it; approach the guy, confront him, ask him what the hell he is doing, kick him in the nuts, throw him out of the store, rough him up a bit, beat him up, but then I would probably be sued or be at fault or who knows? We’re living in the Age of Wrong. Everything that is wrong is deemed right. 

The girl behind the counter charges me £1.00 for my cake and the two of us watch the other man grab a sandwich and just walk away. I feel like walking away too without paying for my cake, make a stand for my rights (why should I pay for my cake only because I have a job and the other guy doesn’t?), but I don’t. 

There are women making a living online just by posting photos and videos of their feet. That’s a career now. And here I am writing boring books. That’s a career, too. But the women who post videos and photos of their feet are earning a lot more than me. 

Trump is innocent.

Trump is guilty.

Take a pick. 

In the end they’re all guilty.

Politicians are rats owned by the Federal Reserve.

They’re going after Trump, but what about Bill? He was at the island!!!

Which Bill?

Both of them.

You only see what they want you to see. It’s different when you’re a writer. You see, we see everything.

I see the future and...

Run!!!

Hide!!!

I arrive at work and everyone is gossiping about someone and something. I say nothing. These dreamless souls are always plotting, gossiping, living empty lives, living full lies, and then they want me to join them but I step aside, I stand back, and I go my way, alone. 

I do nothing at work.

I sleep.

There’s nothing to do so I sleep.

OK, there are a few patrols to be done, but I’m too lazy for it so I sleep instead. 

The Writer is lazy.

Anyway, vampires...
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I first saw the vampire in 2021. Of course, at the time I didn’t know she was a vampire. By then I was already living in Tile Hill Lane, living away from my children, sinking further into depression, crying endlessly while walking for hours. But I was also writing, trying to move forward with my dreams. 

One evening I was sitting outside the Elim Pentecostal Church by the Butts, just behind the Ramada hotel, wondering where everything had gone wrong in my life, when I saw this woman on the far horizon, slowly getting closer. For a moment it even looked as if she was floating, not walking. I put my glasses on just to make sure I wasn’t seeing things. For a while it did look as if she was floating but as she got closer to where I was I saw that she was actually walking, not floating.

She was wearing a dark suit, a white shirt, and flat black shoes. Her hair was long and curly, wavy, as yellow as the sun, and later, much later I should say, I would see that her eyes were a light blue. I wiped the tears from my eyes and watched her as she walked past me. Her head didn’t move my way but I saw that she was looking at me from the corner of her eye. Or maybe I thought she was looking at me when she wasn’t. But she was.

“Who’s this woman
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