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			Dedication

			To DC, obviously

		

	
		
			Acknowledgements

			I need to show some gratitude before anyone starts reading. In this book, there’s a small chance I’ve portrayed people unflatteringly. This is wrong. Here are some corrections and thankyous that I think are important to make in my new, presumably temporary, state of stability. 

			To The Girl: You deserve to be named, but I know that’s not possible. I know I’ve thanked you quite intensely already, but it bears repeating. Thank you. You’ve been more significant to me than you know. 

			To good, kind, American friend: Cheers for all the tea, mate. 

			To Mutual Friend of Great Importance: I have been unfair to you, but only because your opinion mattered so much to me. Your support kept me together, and your wisdom is indisputable. I’m sorry I entangled you unhealthily in my recovery. It must have been difficult. That comment about DC not liking my work has been let go because I know how much you loved him too. I care about you deeply. Thank you for being there. 

			To G4 in general: The whole lot of you are good, good people. 

			To Deej specifically: You helped me feel less alone by telling your story. I hope people might feel less alone reading mine. 

			To all my friends in el País Vasco: Thank you for putting up with me when I was so unwell, for helping me with Spanish, and for buying all those cañas. I hope we meet again when things are slightly better. 

			To my parents: Thanks for raising me. Sorry all your kids turned out to be difficult or mentally ill. I know I was supposed to be the easy one. 

			To DC’s mother (“Mother”): I can’t imagine your pain. I can only view it as an intensified version of my own. During the funeral, you cried and held my hands and told me that your boy “had good taste.” You don’t know how much this meant to me. Thank you for all the gifts from his will. Thank you for forgiving me. I’m sorry I was cruel and defensive at times, both in speaking to you, and in the way I’ve written this. I know I could have handled things better. I was in pain, but it was still wrong. I will always send you well-wishes and love. I will also, no matter what, feel joy at the sight of white butterflies. 

			To his Godmother and Grandmother: You’re both undeniably brilliant. 

			To the Boy on the Beach: You’ve been through so much worse than me, and you’ve come out of it much stronger and much, much, much prettier. You weren’t always kind to me, but that’s okay. You’re a far better friend than you were a partner. I’m sorry I portrayed you unfavourably. It’s sort of your fault for deciding to fuck a confessional writer who won’t stop going on about her dead boyfriend. You were a vital, although incredibly painful, part of my recovery, and I’ll always be grateful for that. 

			To DC: What else is there to say? Thank you for the happy memories. Thank you for your love and making me feel worthy of it. Thank you for the records, the pot-plants, and the shared conversations (especially the bitchy ones where I moaned about supposedly good writers. I will still always roll my eyes at Joyce.) Thank you for the feedback, both good and dismissive. Thank you for the way you spun me into something stronger. Thanks, actually, madly enough, for the trauma. If I were you, I’d say something really dark like “thank you for the writing material,” but I’m not going to say that because it’s too disrespectful (although I am, in my own sideways way, still saying it.) I still don’t think this is fate. I still don’t think this was meant to happen, that it’s ultimately good, or that when god closes a door, he opens a window. This is still horrible. My tenuous flirting with religion has more to do with your personality and what you represented than how I actually feel. But it’s happened now, and I might as well sift through the pieces you left for me and try to find a way for this to be okay. So thank you.

			And I really loved you by the way. 

			Honestly, I did. 

		

	
		
			Cathy

			(The Final Poem by DC) 

			We swapped our 

			bitten apples 

			at the station 

			though 

			the tracks were 

			vacant. 

			You took my cards 

			touched my face

			and asked if I was 

			real. 

			I ached when the 

			day became 

			its empty self 

			again. 

			I bit my apple. 

			even though 

			it wasn’t 

			real.

		

	
		
			Introduction: 

			A Hypothetical Situation

			At some point in your life, you’ll find someone who loves you romantically. Hopefully, this love will be reciprocated. Happiness can be found within this shared affection. 

			Let’s start with one couple. Let’s say they begin as friends. Let’s say that during a drunken night of Scrabble, music, and poetry, they kiss. They’ll lie nose to nose in bed with eyes closed, feigning attempts at sleep, knowing that most friendships don’t have sleepovers like this. She’ll hear his shaking, nervous exhales and do nothing to push the situation forward. Later, she’ll wonder why she did nothing, why she let him struggle knowing that he wanted to kiss her. The ruse will end, and he’ll sit up, leaning on an elbow to say: 

			“I’m going to do a bad thing.” 

			And when she answers:

			“Are you going to kiss me, Dan Collins?”

			He’ll respond with:

			“Let’s talk logistics.” 

			And in these relationships of mutual romantic attachment, the couple will go through good times and bad. Let’s say they drink wine in student bars and cosy, underground pubs with no phone reception. Let’s say they have snow days under blankets after struggling for hours to get home. Let’s say he mixes tea and coffee, and they find that, actually, it tastes exactly as you’d expect a mixture of tea and coffee to taste. Let’s say that when she’s running late to university and texts to say she can’t meet him for a drink, he pours her pint into a plastic bottle and brings it into the lecture hall. Let’s say they have mutual friends who say things like: 

			“Here comes DC and Marvel,” and they will gain new identities by morphing into one thing, iconic opponents feeding off each other’s shared antipathy. Let’s say they love each other, and they both fall quickly and deeply. 

			Let’s say there are also difficult times. Let’s say a relative close to Dan Collins attempts suicide. Let’s say she overdoses on antidepressants, and her organs begin to shut down. Let’s say Dan Collins finds the body and, after ringing the ambulance and running through the absolute worst possibilities, the only person he’s able to tell is his partner. Let’s say she waits on the other side of a telephone while Dan Collins waits in the ICU, that whenever he rings it’s with increasingly worse news, his voice sounding duller and emptier each time. Let’s say that a different relative also falls drastically sick on the same day. She fits in front of him over the top of the other relative’s overdosing organ-failing body (still lying unconscious in a hospital bed) and then needs a bed of her own. Let’s say that all this happens in a matter of days, two weeks after the first kiss. 

			(At this point, reader, you may realise that the story is not fictitious. As fiction, it’s so horrendous and confusing it would reach the point of being unbelievable. Regardless, this is all hypothetical. Hypothetically, thankfully, they both recover.)

			Let’s say he describes this trauma well—the finding of the blue-faced relative clutching at his photograph, mumbling incoherent apologies. Let’s say DC is a disturbingly talented writer, and it shows in moments like these. Let’s say that, despite his impressive ability to turn a phrase, to make each sentence sound like poetry, to describe feelings in such a way that it creates a physical sensation for the listener, he is also emotionally distant.

			At some point in everyone’s life, if they choose to develop a romantic relationship, they will also develop together some Mutual Friends. Friends that start off as singularly owned become shared. This network will grow stronger with time. As a group, they will create good memories. The couple will have an array of supportive friends to choose from, all of whom say lovely things like: “Here comes DC and Marvel!” 

			Let’s say DC didn’t want this support. Let’s say he only wanted his partner to know anything about the situation and kept it secret from the rest. Let’s say she felt pride and vindication, loved being in the role of the protector, but gradually grew to be increasingly concerned by the burden of this trauma. Let’s say that after his relative’s suicide attempt, a lifetime of suffering and poor mental health released itself as anger, insecurity, and pain, all directed entirely at his new partner, who couldn’t say a word about the situation to any Mutual Friend, because it wasn’t her situation to divulge. 

			Perhaps he was worried to let a good thing go; he knew that the relationship was positive, and so he reacted with fear and anger. Perhaps the relationship was not good, and he was deliberately trying to sabotage it subconsciously for his self-protection. Perhaps the relationship was a good thing, but copious amounts of self-loathing encouraged him to believe that he didn’t deserve to have it, causing him to behave in a dangerous and aggressive way in order to prevent the good thing from continuing. We are, of course, just speculating. It’s possible for all of these things to simultaneously be true.

			Let’s say he becomes very angry at his partner after he’s had a few drinks. 

			Let’s say a few drinks happen almost every night.

			Let’s say he becomes controlling. 

			Let’s say he’s jealous of any relationship his partner has, regardless of how platonic it may be. 

			Let’s say his partner’s mental health, work, study, familial relationships, friendships, and living situation suffer as a result of his behaviour, and she feels trapped and scared but unable to leave because who could possibly leave someone who’s so recently experienced so much pain?

			Let’s say he changes his classes so that all of his seminars are with her. 

			Let’s say after every seminar, he assumes he can stay at her house.

			Let’s say she stops having friends come up to visit because it always causes a fight. 

			Let’s say, when she says no to him for anything, be it her time, her body, or her attention, he grows angry and manipulative, insisting on doing the thing anyway. 

			Let’s say when she asks for a night off, he follows her home.

			Let’s say she is not allowed a break without it being seen as a sign of neglect.

			Let’s say that the burden of being his only emotional support becomes crippling. 

			Let’s say he threatens suicide if she ever leaves him.

			Let’s say that he gets drunk and turns up at her house, shouting, refusing to leave until the police have to be called and statements have to be made.

			Let’s say that the relationship ends there in terms of mutuality.

			Let’s say she leaves him. 

			Let’s say he stalks her.

			Let’s say he threatens self-harm more erratically the longer she stays away from him. 

			Let’s say he sends ominous suicide threats to Mutual Friends in the hopes of encouraging her to contact him. 

			Let’s say he is hospitalised from failed overdoses but convinces staff he is no longer a danger to himself. 

			Let’s say she lives in constant fear that something terrible will happen, but constant disgust at the blatant attempts at manipulation. 

			Let’s say he wants to die. 

			Let’s say he threatens suicide.

			Let’s say he makes good on his threat. 

			Let’s say the relationship lasted four months. Let’s say that Dan Collins was twenty-two, and let’s remember that he’s never coming back. This situation was obviously never hypothetical. I clearly have no problem with creating emotional distance. 

			Now, suicidal relatives, aging grandmothers, angry fathers, school friends, best friends, Mutual Friends, all marvel at the partner, all staring, all demanding some explanation. 

			“How could you let this happen?” 

			“He loved you.”

			“He blamed you.” 

			“He said it in his note to you.” 

			“This is your fault.” 

			“You left him.” 

			“Heartbroken.” 

			“How dare you?” 

			And amongst all the angry, drunken tears, mostly the partner’s own, she will sense the tone of accusation from the sober relatives who are all saying: 

			“We don’t want to blame anyone. We just want answers.” 

			And there will be silence while everyone stares at the partner like she is some abstract art-piece, a shit smeared on a canvas, disgusting but somehow interesting, and finally she realises that being marvelled at is not always a positive experience, and the attention she has always craved can be cruel. 

			At what point did this stop being an everyday experience?

			Well, here are your fucking answers. 

		

	
		
			Opportunity

			The Opportunity Rover died 

			On Mars 

			Alone 

			While it was getting dark 

			And his batteries were low. 

			And at the time, 

			I was reading

			about Ziggy Stardust: 

			The man who fell to earth 

			and sacrificed himself 

			in reverent crucifixion. 

			And at the time 

			I was grieving 

			a beautiful young boy 

			who wrote stories about

			Catholic guilt 

			repressing sexualities.

			And I thought about how much this boy loved David Bowie. 

			And I thought about the Spiders from Mars.

			And I thought about rock and roll suicides, 

			But mostly, 

			I just worried about Opportunity 

			Because it is 

			So scary 

			In the dark. 

		

	
		
			Delusional Conversation #1

			People speak about the five stages of grief so often it’s become a cliché: denial, anger, bargaining, depression, acceptance... 

			“But I feel all these things all the time,” I would think as I sat in front of Web MD wondering if self-diagnosis might help to create a sense of perspective. 

			Although, perhaps I didn’t feel all the steps. I thought I’d skipped denial. In fact, if anyone tried to tell me I was in denial, I would have been irritated. Of course I knew he wasn’t coming back because I wasn’t a child or a moron, and I understood the concept of death. It was only many months later, after coming home from university, dissertation handed in and that chapter of my life firmly closed behind me that I realised that actually, this was never going to go away. Dan Collins was dead. There would always be his suicide and it would forever affect my life and the lives of those who loved him. I cried a lot when I got home. I cried more than I intended to. 

			I’m not a spiritual person. DC’s suicide wasn’t fate. It wasn’t destined to happen, and it was completely without point. Dan Collins shouldn’t have died. This wasn’t a chapter of my life, but instead a large coffee stain spreading over the whole book, and sure the stain would eventually fade as the pages keep turning, but fundamentally the
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