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At the age of fifty-one, I learned something truly terrible about myself. Unbeknown to me, clues to the truth had leaked into my creations. Due to the sensitive nature of this book, I have changed names and certain details to protect identities, and I am writing under a pseudonym.
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​Introduction
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Everything within this book is true.

This book is about my fact-based projects.

From early childhood, I wrote about the world, nature and science. Once upon a time, I wanted to write the encyclopaedia. I began with ‘a’ and wrote about aircraft and couldn’t wait to get to ‘e’ so I could get to earthquakes, or ‘t’ to write about tornadoes. Before long, my project floundered. No wonder. I was just nine.

But my projects wouldn’t stop. Before long, I’d be writing about something else, reading a deluge of fascinating facts about the Earth. I got into countries, capitals, islands and oceans. What causes the Aroura? How high can clouds go? I did quizzes about flowers, space, airmasses and extremes. Something inside me wouldn’t rest. I carry a burden of some kind. But without my realisation, every page of my projects was shining a light into a murky corner of my head.

This book looks at sixteen projects. I had done more, but some projects haven’t survived.

Weather became my biggest obsession. I wrote about nature’s fury, including tornadoes and thunderstorms. I also kept weather records. The weather is ‘big’. I have therefore dedicated an overflow book about the weather but have placed a linking chapter into this one, for forming part of a series.

A lot of other things kept me busy too. I’ve written children’s stories, novels, screenplays and poems. I kept a detailed diary for over eleven years. My artwork is abundant. Something is fuelling these projects. At the age of fifty-one, this fuel would finally reveal itself.

This book lays bare my findings.
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My diaries (1977-88)
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​SECTION 1: THE BEGINNING
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​Chapter 1: The Human Being
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The first chapter of this book is about a project I did on human endurance and extremes. I had called it The Human Being. It’s in an A5 green notebook. The year is 1980, and I am fourteen.

I had got this information from the Guinness Book of Records I had for Christmas 1979. Why this turn, is at first mystifying. I’m usually into the weather, plants or astronomy. The information is accurate as of this time, and of course records since have been broken. I have also retained my occasional misspellings for the purpose of unearthing my findings.
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Part 1: The Big and Small

Here, I have written about the tallest giants, the shortest dwarfs, the lightest and heaviest person, multiple births, food abstinence, coin-swallowing, underwater feats and more. My felt tip drawing shows the human form.

My project begins with the tallest giants. I had written,

‘In biblical times, lived ​Og, the Amorite, King of Basham and Gilead. In 1450, he stood 9 Hebrew cubits, (13 feet 2½ in). In 1060 BC, he stood 6 cubits and a span (9 ft 6½ inches)’.

I would follow this with the tallest recorded man in modern history.

‘Robert Pershing Wadlow (I continue) was born 22 Feb 1918 in Alton, Illinois, USA, weighing 8½lb at birth. His abnormal growth began almost immediately.’
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My table showing Wadlow’s growth.

The Big Preoccupation

I cannot guarantee the accuracy of my transcription, only of what I had put here. But as will be seen, this project isn’t really about the Guinness Book of Records at all. It’s about me. This tall-man obsession would provide a clue.

I go straight into other people who exceeded eight feet, as shown in the next image.

The drive for this project is my toddlerhood. This may seem mystifying but is true. I’ve had a vile toddlerhood. My other projects are the same: fuelled by my toddlerhood.

My choice of topics begins with giants. In the early Eighties, I kept seeing a big man standing at a railway bridge that leads from my childhood village. He has acromegaly (a condition of overgrown bones). This image would eventually lead to the penning of my first novel, The Lessons in 1985. It’s the same here with the giants – a preoccupation. To a toddler, my rapist would seem like a giant. He stood over six feet tall.

I was raped.

Mum’s half-brother took my childhood away. He lived in my toddlerhood cottage for most of 1968. Due to what he did, I have become plural. I have a split-self due to toddlerhood rape, and this ‘self’ remained hidden from me for almost fifty years. I mistook my odd insecurities for other things. Not until 2016 when I reached fifty-one did a memory surface.

This book examines how my plural has used these projects to sneak a message through. They’re like Trojan Horses.

This intermission explains.

Interlude 1: The Codes

There is a lot of data in my Human Being project: names, places and dates. This is my plural’s doing. She is using streams of data in a bid to find something pertinent to my toddlerhood. I will then write something meaningful, not realising what I am doing. As will be seen, my works are rife with these ‘codes’, for this is what they would become: codes. This is how it works.

My project begins with Og (King of Amorite). Og means ‘go’ (spelt backwards). The liar in my head is telling my plural to ‘go away’. I have a liar in my head. The liar has formed from trauma and is keeping the truth from me.

When my rapist left the cottage, I lied to myself. I wanted the nasty thing to go away. This wish would slip from my conscious awareness, and the liar came about. This liar would then work in the dark behind my back.

We’re back to ‘Og (meaning ‘go’), a king from ‘Amorite’. Amorite means am-owe-right. (Am-o-rite). I owe myself the right to testify in court, but the liar in my head has made it go away.

‘King of Basham and Gilead’ means kin of be-a-sham and guile-add. 

King sounds like ‘kin’ and means another self (a plural again). How weird. A complex message has emerged beneath my paragraph about this king. The meaning is ‘kin (another self) be-a sham (is a fake) and guile add’. I’m guiled into adding another self to carry the rape for me. I can’t see this ‘self’ (kin). I assume my virginity while the truth about the rape has been hidden away. A sham in my head has guiled me.

My life is a-sham.

My projects carry a shadow message. My plural has used streams of data to glean out meanings. ‘She’ is using my projects to tell me about my vile toddlerhood and the liar that has split her from me.

Giveaway of the Codes

My code-cracking began in 2016 with ‘Aidan’. Recall had occurred a few weeks earlier and my research still in infancy. Aidan (a fictional tall, dark acromegaly-type man) drove the plot of my first novel, The Lessons. I was nineteen and at Uni. My rapist’s name takes half of Aidan’s. Ai-Dan. Dan is my uncle’s nickname. (See note below). Aidan means ‘hey-Dan’. This is how people addressed my mother’s half-brother.

Aidan would form the entrance to a labyrinth of codes.

Note: To protect my identity, I have changed my rapist’s name. It isn’t Dan. This means changing the character-name of my novel too. but the principle works the same.

Riddled with Messages

Another meaning infests my creations. The more I dug, the more I found. A hidden language emerged. Within, I would find expressions for rape, suffocation, and clues to assault sites – expressions for a split-self, too. The word ‘elm’ and ‘ams crop up a lot. Elm is ‘me’ spelled backwards with a slash through (e/m). Ams is plural for ‘am’. I have more than one am. Words containing ‘rac’ (or rak, kar and car) means me, for forming part of my nickname.

My entire novel is infused with clues to my vile toddlerhood, and I had never realised. These codes run throughout my children’s stories too, and my artwork. These science projects as well. My discovery caused my identity to unravel. What’s happened to me?

My Saltland Tics

This ‘ghost’ language is in my body. In my cells.

My tics tell me so.

I suffer tics.

When I hear certain words, like sat, stain, upon and under, I would flick my fingers away as though to get rid of something. These words embody assault. I used to wipe my hands on bedding in a nightly ritual. My body knows something my conscious awareness doesn’t. I invented an imaginary childhood island called Saltland. It had its own language. These codes are like another language too. I drew a picture of this island on sugar-paper and invented placenames. I was nine at the time. But the conception of this island came from a child who suffered mounting in toddlerhood by an uncle. Saltland means sat-land (with a ‘slash’). My response to under-on words has brought about this island.

Toddlerhood trauma has created another language, another self. I know this for my selection of topics here and how I expressed these words. This book will show.
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My choice of topics including the big and small.

Return to Chapter 1: Part 2: The Codes in Action

I’m back to my project on the ‘Human Being’.

Og has been explained. It means ‘Go away’. The liar in my head is telling my plural (who knows about the rape) to ‘go away’ and is guiling me into believing I’m a virgin. But the truth will never go away. It can’t.

The Hell of Sink I

My list of giants includes a man called Myllyrinne from ‘Helsinki, Finland’. I know Uncle Dan sunk me in the bath, and I went through hell. Hell-sink-I. It’s in Finland too. Within this same notebook, I have listed French verbs for homework. Fin is French for end. I thought the sinking would take me to my end.

Germany (birthplace of Constantine) contains germ-man. (Germ-man-y). A man put a germ in me.

Sulaiman Ali Nashnush (final on the giant list) contains the code lay-man. (Su-lai-man). A man laid on me.

New York State, USA, (birthplace of Carroll), ends with state. I wanted to make a statement (in court) about the user (us-a). This is the sounding of USA. A user mounted me (in Saltland) and I want to make a state(ment) about it in court. Part 10 of this chapter show tics when I write words like these.

My tics show up in how I write words.

There’s lots more like this. Section 7 (near the end of this book) explains the code system. Section 8 lists the themes, and Section 9 indexes (and decodes) all the proper nouns within these projects.
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My table showing men exceeding eight feet in height.

Distortedly Tall

I move onto the tallest women. Abuse brought a distorted perception of myself. I had intrusive thoughts of a large face being used. Oral rape did that: make my face feel big and used. Here, I would write about Pauline Marianne Wenche (1866-1883) the ‘tallest woman of all time’. This troubles me, for I can find no record of this woman. But her name is almost identical to my rapist’s full sister, my aunt. What’s happened here? Where did I get that name?

Wenche’s height (I had written) reached 8ft 4in, but (I add) her true height had in fact been 7tt 4in.

And Anna Swan (another contender, 1846-1888) reached 8ft 1in, but her true height was 7ft 5in.

I’m providing two versions of each woman – two different heights. My plurality has just come out. This would happen many times.

I am two.

The Tall Woman and the Chair

I move onto the growth-spurt of Dolores Ann Pullard of Dequincy, USA. By the time she reached 7ft 5in, a wheelchair confined her. Her ‘sitting height’ became 5ft 9½in.

Sitting height?

My children’s story, Horror in the Flat (1975) tells of a woman confined to a wheelchair. I wrote this story at the age of ten. Thirty years later, I would write a novel, Nadia (2015) about a man confined to a wheelchair. I keep writing about cripples. Why is this happening? The answer is rape made me feel like a chair. The chair symbolises my plural, for being mounted. And my oblivious-self (‘me’) is like the occupant unaware of what I carry. I can’t see my used-self ‘beneath’, for I am facing forward. The lie has crippled me.

Chapter 17 shows how this works.

Toddlers and Dwarfs

I go the other way now with dwarfism. In toddlerhood, my height was like a dwarf. Impressions of my toddlerhood are coming out in my choice of topics. I write: ‘The shortest type of dwarf is an Ateliotic Dwarf, known as a midget. In this form of dwarfism, the skeleton remains in its infantile state. Midgets seldom grow to more than 40cm.’

I have a frozen toddler within me. She can’t grow beyond her infantile state. Trauma has trapped her in the past.
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My tables showing the growth rate of the dwarfs, Stratton and Boruwlaski.

Cutting my Connection to the Past

I write about Charles Sherwood Stratton (alias General Tom Thumb) of Connecticut, USA. He is ‘the most famous midget in history.’ (I write).

His name (Charles) anagrams in mine. Sherwood contains she and Stratton contains rat-on. (St-ratt-on). My plural is ratting on the rape through this project. Terms for disclosure speckle around. The ‘alias’ means another self. I have an ‘alias’ (a plural). Connecticut means connect-I-cut. I have cut connections to my abused-self for the ‘user’ mounting me. An alias forms. I have scribbled off the word ‘history’ (see image). I have erased my history along with the rape. 

Another celebrated midget, Count Boruwlaski, of Poland, contains the borrow (Boruw-laski). Disposal of the truth means finding another childhood. I resort to ‘borrowing’ others because I don’t want mine. I am adopting another history. ‘Borrowing.’

Both men grew to the height of an average toddler. Their height speaks of my inner toddler, frozen in the past. Is this data aimed at me? No. It just seems that way due to the forces in my head.

I-am Rac-Rac Most-Silly

This bit elaborates upon my inner divide.

‘An Italian girl, Caroline Crachami, (born in Palermosicily in 1815) reached only 21in when she died in London, aged nine. At birth, she measured 7in long and weighed 11lb.’

Notice the two racs in the name (Car-oline and C-rac-hami). They mirror each other (car-rac). See the am-I there too (Crach-ami). I have an am and an I.

I-am-Rac-Rac. I have two versions of myself. But the liar latches onto the ‘most-silly’ in the placename (Paler-mos-I-silly). The liar is saying my plural is ‘silly’. Don’t believe the messages flowing through this project.

I continue, ‘Her skeleton, measuring 20 inches, is know part of the Hunterian Collection, London.’

I had written know instead of now and scribbled off the k. My Rac knows about the rape, and the liar has removed the k and calls her silly. The know has gone.

The Heavy Man

I’m now writing about the heavy. I have put (abridged): ‘The heaviest human was the 6ft 0½in Robert Earl Hughes of Illinois. He reached 76 stone 5lb in February 1958, and his (final) weight became 74 stone 5lb. He claimed a waist of 122 inches, his chest, 124 inches, and his upper arm of 40 inches. He died of Uraemia (urinary matter on the blood) aged 32. His funeral took place in Binville, Illinois. His coffin, a converted piano case, measured 7 by 4 feet.’
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My table showing the weight gain of Hughes.

I sigh at this. Clues to my toddlerhood are rife here. How can this be happening?

It all begins with the heavy. A big heavy man lay on me. The topics I choose within this project are communicating the sensations of my toddlerhood, and my rapist (at over six feet) must have felt a ton.
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My list of heavyweights.

My Plural’s Roleplay in Disguise

I have learned that my plural (split-self) has communicated her toddlerhood experiences through my creations. My (unlabelled) used feelings have driven the big man in my novel and this man would become ‘me’. I could see myself in the big Hughes, incapacitated and suffering Uraemia.

In my final novel, Nadia (2015), a woman survives a car crash. I had put (abridged): ‘She found herself slumped upon her bed. Shivers skittered up her spine and her tongue hugged the roof of her mouth. The drizzle flecked her tongue in measly portions. Her body didn’t want to move but she desperately needed a pee.’

I am describing sensations of rape, not a car crash at all. Immense pressure compressed my bladder. I badly needed the toilet, and oral rape left my mouth dry. I would finally write: ‘The limo had done something to her quietly.’ This limo means my bedroom, and the internal injuries, the force of rape.

The Burial of the Piano

Hughes’ burial took place in ‘Binville.’ This is what I have done: buried and binned (the) vile. Bin-vile. A piano is buried too. Throughout the Seventies, the cottage had a piano. I had lessons, but I couldn’t get to grips with reading music. The liar doesn’t want me seeing ‘face’ on the stave (see image). My face has been used in oral rape and recall must be averted. Clues to my toddlerhood keep leeching into how I see the world and therefore my creations.

The liar wants me to ‘bury’ the lot. Bury my face, the piano, and this notebook about the Human Being.
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The face I mustn’t see in music.

My Inner Twin and My Outer Twin

I’m writing about the heaviest twins now.

This brings me to my twin. I have an identical twin. She entered the world forty minutes after me, and I have called her Eve for this account. She suffered abuse too. Not until I told her about my recall would memories of her own come up.

So, I have an inner twin and an outer twin. I have two ‘twins’. How confusing. This suits the liar. The liar wants me to confuse my plural for my identical twin. I will keep looking to my twin to fill an inner void. This void is my missing toddlerhood. I will keep looking in the wrong place to fill it, never to realise I have a plural. My ‘borrow’ of that Polish ‘midget’ (in Boruw-laski) ensures I will never know about my toddlerhood rape.

The Heavyweight Twin within Myself

I had put: ‘The heaviest twins are Bill and Ben McCeary (b 1948), of North Carolina, USA. In February 1968, they weighed 40 stone and 45 stone.’

This just comes to show that I have internalised the heavy and the big. My rapist cut a big father-figure, and my young-self had bonded with him. My plural has used aspects of his appearance and demeanour to drive my fictional characters. The heavyweight twins are called Bill and Ben. The Flowerpot Men (part of the Watch with Mother series 1952-3) share these names and I saw myself in both. These twins are in fact about my plural and myself, not Eve and me at all.

Bill and Ben, the Flowerpot Men

Due to this finding, I watched an episode of this TV programme on YouTube. I would encounter my inner toddler as I watched the two men in black and white. They are like twins. And ‘weed’ stands between. For my plural, ‘weed’ means semen. I felt weed on. My inner toddler had only this comparison for meaning. The episode, entitled, Cabbages, show the flowerpot men ride on these cabbages. At the end, ‘Weed’ goes to sleep. I have ‘gone to sleep’ to the thing that rode on me and did the wee.

Cabbage means back-age, (cabb-age) the past. See the words running back and forth. My diaries’ obsessive food reports hints at something troubling. PTSD has blighted my childhood. I can’t watch popular entertainment without inexplicable intrusive thoughts slicing through. Unsavoury notions would well up from seemingly nowhere like this.

I continue to dwell upon twins, moving onto the heaviest at birth. I had put: ‘The heaviest twins were boys, 17lb 8oz (and) 18lb in Derbyshire on 6 December 1884. Another is Jerrald and Jeraldine, weighing 11lb each on Jan 8th.’ (No year given).

Each twin weighs the equivalent of two babies. It’s like each twin has another twin living inside. My birthweight was 8lb 1oz (and Eve, 6lb 15oz). Since toddlerhood, I have a torn-self and I am carrying an inner twin.

Gerald in Geraldine, Man in Woman and He in She

I have misspelled Gerald and Geraldine. I had begun each name with Je (instead of Ge). My plural did this. Je is French for ‘I’ and I have two ‘I’s. My notebook contains a list of French verbs. French has entered this Saltland language.

The female name, Gerald-ine cocoons the male, Gerald. She ‘carries’ his name. The same goes for man and woman. The woman cocoons man. And again, she cocoons he. Notice he in s-he and he-r in female pronouns. The male characters of my novels are the same: cocooned in their author’s gender. They bear female rape scars. All my characters are womb-men: men with wombs who have been raped. And all are (je) me.

This finding makes me pause.

And now for triplets. These are heavy too.

The Heaviest Triplets (in Britain)

‘The heaviest triplets in the UK (I write) were born on 8 February 1965. They weighed an aggregate of 21lb 13oz to Maureen Head of Denbigshire (in HM Stanley Hospital, St Asaph).’

What am I doing writing about heavy triplets now?

Being plural brings a hall of mirrors effect. I have an identical twin. I also have an inner twin. There are three of us. I used to imagine having an ‘extra twin’ to fall back on, if Eve and I fell out. I notice my ‘Denbigshire.’ Isn’t this supposed to be Denbighshire? The ‘big’ has muscled-in. Something big lived in my toddlerhood. A code has just exposed itself within my spelling.

The HM Stanley (hospital) contains my rapist’s middle name. And Maureen Head (with the other spelling, Ma-urine) brings urine-head. This is how oral rape made me feel.

I despair at this and move into quadruplets.

The Heaviest Quadruplets

‘The heaviest quadruplets’ (I continue) weighed an aggregate of 19lb 13oz. They were born by caesarean section to Ruth Becker on 3 August 1962 at the Vancouver General Hospital, Canada.’

For almost fifty years, I mistook my plural for my identical twin. This makes us three. As I see myself in Eve too, I would imagine her to have her own plural. This comes to four. I notice rut in Rut-h. The lie has stuck me in a rut. I can’t see beyond the presenting of this world.

My foray into multiple births ends with Siamese Twins. For reasons that will become clear, I have placed Siamese twins in the following part, ‘The Scar in my Chest.’

The Lightest and the Slim

And now for the other extreme – the lightest.

I would begin: ‘The emaciated adult midget, Lucia Zarate (of San Carlos, Mexico 1863-1889), measured 26½in and weighed 2⅛ kilograms at 17. She fattened to 13lb on her 20th birthday. Her birthweight was 2½lb.’

‘The thinnest adult (I add) is the American exhibitionist Rosa Lee Plemons (b 1873) weighing 27lb at eighteen.’ (And) ‘Edward C Hagner (1892-1962) alias Eddie Masher claimed to have weighed 3 stone 6lb at 5 feet 7in. People knew him as the ‘Skeleton Dude.’

And finally:

‘In 1825 the biceps of ​Claude Ambroise Seurant (1797-1826 of Troyes, France) measured 4in. And the distance between his back and chest measured less than 3in. He stood 5 feet 7½in at 5 stone 8lb. But in another account made the claim of 5 feet 4 inches at 2 stone 8lb.’

Allaying the Potbelly

So.

What explains this lot?

I had a potbelly in toddlerhood. I have photos that show. This belly would flatten as I grew up. But part of me remembers the potbelly. My plural hates it. She hates anything that reminds her of being used, and this is what the potbelly has come to represent: being used.

A child growing up is another thing. Growing up equals hunger and I often went hungry for little money coming in. My obsession with food has hidden the rape from me. The liar in my head promotes addiction. Addiction leads to blindness. I mustn’t know about my flattened chest (like Seurant’s) when my rapist mounted me.

In early adolescence, Eve became anorexic. For a time, I joined her in diets, but after a while, didn’t bother, for being naturally skinny. But would soon develop dysmorphia. I disliked my post-caesarean belly that hallmarked toddlerhood. I have reason to know the liar in my head, not only promotes food-addiction, but anorexia. The liar’s paradox traps the sufferer. Part 5 of this chapter explains.

In my 1978 diary, I kept a record of my school lessons. I first mention Biology on 22 May when I get a ‘new book’. In June, we learn about ‘hygiene and got a slim & trim leaflet.’ We touch upon ‘digestion.’

Food.

Food Addiction and Food Abstinence

After studying my diaries, I have learned the liar plugs only the topics it wants me to observe, in this case, ‘hygiene and the slim & trim leaflets.’ I must become ‘skinny’ and ‘clean’ to eradicate the used, potbelly feeling of my toddlerhood. If I become thin, I can escape ‘it’.

See the liar’s box. Food addiction blinds the sufferer. But so does being skinny.

This brings me to food abstinence.

I write: ‘The longest reported hunger strike came to 94 days (11 august to 12 Nov 1920) by John and Peter Crowley (and eight others) in Cork Prison, Ireland. (Joseph Murphey died on the 7th day). These nine survivors owed their lives to medical attention.’

Programmed to Suffer Anorexia

I am saddened at this. In the Eighties, Eve took strict diets and ended up losing her periods. She fell to 6 stone at 5ft 4in. I feel toddlerhood evasion drove her weight loss. She is addicted to being skinny. I am appalled such a code can bury itself in the subconscious and cause the sufferer such pain. From this, it seems the liar deems oblivion overrules health. Running away from toddlerhood is the goal.

This research aims to highlight these codes, some of which are harmful to the carrier. In my case, lies about my toddlerhood rape has prevailed.

Part 3: The Scar in my Chest

I have a scar in my chest. My rapist mounted my chest and deprived my lungs of air. My drawing shows a scar on my chest. My plural has used the cases of Siamese twins to show we are joined to this trauma site. This scar would reemerge in my Astronomy project (chapter 15).
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My drawing of the human form with a scarred chest. Inset shows my drawing of Uranus in my Space project of 1974.

‘Conjoined twins (I begin) derived the name “Siamese” from the celebrated Chancy and Eng Bunker (b 11 May 1811) of Maklong, Thailand (Siam). A cartilaginous band joined them at the chest. They married and fathered ten and twelve children respectively. They died within three hours of each other in 1874, aged 62.’

I add.

‘No evidence can be found for the existence of the publicised Chalkhurst twins, Mary and Aliza of Biddenden, Kent, (b 1550).’

I-Am-mes of Siamese

Siamese means I-am-mes. I have two mes. We are conjoined and this has been conveyed through the word Siamese. It’s via a ‘band’ that we are joined. This means banned. My plural is telling on the rape through this project, but the liar prohibits the message.

My plural spotted a parallel between myself and the Bunker twins. She has used this story to tell on my own conjoining and the scar in my chest. I had seen a man in my chest. I saw him one day when Eve and I turned four. She cut her face on a milk bottle and returned from hospital unconscious. Her inert state triggered an image of my own inertia after rape. Eve looked like me and I saw myself in her. I then saw my rapist’s face in my chest. This experience is known as a ‘somatic memory’. My chest had ‘recalled’ Uncle Dan, yet my brain hadn’t. My rapist sat on my chest before smothering me with his crotch. I remember him doing it and I remember blacking out.

My Space project (chapter 6) explores the planets. Here I had drawn Uranus with what appears to be an ‘m’ (me) fastened to a cord. (See inset image). This is like the cartilaginous band. My plural and I are like Siamese twins. We are conjoined. We are two ‘mes’.

Chapter 11 shows the pair in my chest.

The Man-Child and the Vanishing

So, I had penned over my drawing of a man’s chest. This ‘man’ appears to be tottering. Only now am I beginning to realise this man is a toddler. The ‘human being’ is me, not a generic man at all. The scarred chest shows. My drawing shows a toddler with a scar of suffocation in ‘her’ chest. She has become plural due to toddlerhood rape.

But one set of Siamese twins (the Chalkhursts) have no ‘evidence of existing at all,’ (I had written). The liar doesn’t want me to see that I am conjoined or have another me. She only wants me to see Eve. She is the only twin I have, and we are not conjoined. My oblivion hurts my plural, hence hursts (in Chalk-hursts). It hurts that I am plural, and I don’t know my inner-twin exists.

Multiple Digits on Multiple Hands

A few pages on, I report on the person with ‘the most fingers.’ I had put, ‘Voight records someone with 13 fingers on each hand and 12 toes on each foot.’ These surplus digits suggest two people in one again. I have extra fingers, another hand, a ghost hand that writes these codes. This is like me with a hidden Siamese twin. I have another version of myself, and we are conjoined.

My plural is using The Guinness Book of Records to tell on my vile toddlerhood. She would do the same thing with other books that I select for future projects.

Part 4: Motherhood

My topic takes another turn: motherhood. Here, I would write: ‘The mother with the most children is 69, by the first wife of Fyodor Vassilet (1816-72) of Moscow, Russia, who in 27 confinements birthed 16 twins, 7 triplets and 4 quadruples.

‘Mme Vassilet grew so renowned, (I continue), she had a presentation at the Court of Tsar Alexander II.’

Being Barren

My plural feared rape had made me barren.

My Earth project (chapter 6) shows a cross-section in What the Earth is Made of. I had written, ‘The big seas (meaning oceans) are the Pacific, Atlantic and AraBian (Sea).’

I was nine when I wrote this, and the codes are glaring. But why would I include the Arabian Sea with two oceans? My odd ‘AraBian’ provides a clue. It means I-barren. Read backwards from I. (Arabia-naraB-i-an). See the I-barren? These codes read backwards (as well as forwards) and in loops. Section 7 of this book explains.

My plural feared toddlerhood-rape had left me barren. The liar would commandeer this fear with the insistence I remain childless in case labour triggered a memory. Indeed, I had children late in life and failed to go into labour. I almost remained ‘barren’.

A Plural’s Wish to Go to Court

I note this ‘mother’ grew so ‘renowned,’ she had a presentation at the ‘Court of the Tsar.’ Court means crown court. I want to see my rapist in court. Alexander contains all-ex. (Al-ex-ander). I have all exed (divorced) from myself and now have two II. My stories contain Alex, Alexis and Alexander. My chosen proper nouns point to what I carry.

I wonder on this next bit: the growth of keratin. Why have I written about nails and hair?

Part 5: Keratin Growths

I would begin with nails. ‘The longest recorded fingernails (I write) came from Shanghai in 1910 in the case of a Chinese priest who took 27 years to grow nails up to 22¾ inches.’

I follow this with: ‘The longest hair on record stands at Swami Pandara Sännadhi, the head of the Thiruvadbl Thurai Monastery in Incha (India). His hair (in 1949) reached 26ft.’

And finally:

‘Hans N Langseth (1846) in Norway has a beard of 17½ft.’

Why all these growths?

All means lies. The lie in me is growing long. Day by day, it’s getting longer and longer.
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Long hair, nails and beards.

The Liar in Nails and Snails

Let’s start with the nails. I have come across the nails before. It’s in a schoolbook called Science (see chapter 3). We explored living and non-living things. For a questionnaire, I had chosen the snail. See nail in this word (s-nail). And both snail and nail contain liar (nail and snail). See liar backwards in each. The lie is growing long. This priest took twenty-seven years to grow his ‘nails’. The lie within me has now grown another thirty-five years since then.

In the early Eighties, Eve got into false fingernails. She liked them long, too. She shoplifted some in September 1980. It’s in my diary. Did this liar code drive her? The nails-code has infected me too, for at the same time, I made toy snails. Yes, snails. With the liar-code. I’m making s-nails of my own. I’m like Eve, carrying a lie. Chapter 15 looks at my toymaking.

The Liar in the Hair

The liar has infected the hair-word too. It finds anything to latch onto. In this case, for forming part of chair. (C-hair). I was mounted like a chair and deprived of air. (C/h/air).

My diaries show the frequent incidence of washing my hair. On 14 Apr 1979, I had written ‘washed chair’ (instead of washed hair). See the missing c latching onto hair (c-hair). Rape made me feel like a chair, and I’m washing the ‘chair’ away. This (and my wheelchair stories) is how I know about the chair-code in hair.

My chair-denial has crippled me.

Going the Nor-Way

The beard-man is growing long (c)hair. He comes from Norway. This means going along with my rapist. I know this for the letters ‘Nor’.

Nor forms part of my rapist’s real name and means going his way (Nor-way). As explained earlier, I have changed my rapist’s name to protect my identity. I have called him Uncle Dan. But part of his real name keeps popping up in proper nouns of my creations. What can I do about this? In writing this account I have little choice but to reveal this Nor-code, for its incidence in these projects.

So, Nor means my rapist. These letters appear in many names: Norman, Norbert, Ronan, Norris, Aaron, Ronald, Conor, and more. With this in mind, I feel I can reveal this about my rapist. Nor forms part of his name, like Rac forms part of mine.

My plural saw Nor in Norway. She would see Nor in many other proper nouns.

The Liar in Beard

Norway (Nor-way) means going in with my rapist. What an odd turn. My plural has used a country to tell me a liar in my head is letting my rapist get away with it. Norway is a Trojan Horse carrying another meaning, just like this entire project. The beard is the same: It carries another meaning. Beard is hair and muffles words. The liar’s silence grows long like the hair. I’m forever washing-(the)-chair away.

In Nor-way, a man’s (c)hair is getting long, just like the nails in me. The liar is getting longer with every day.

The Bold of the Bald

Characters with bald and shaved heads speckle my stories. How odd. Bald is a homonym of bold. This means brave. Shaving the head appears to symbolise not going the Nor-way (with the slashed c/hair). Of course, this is rubbish. Truth can be observed, regardless of hairstyle. But the liar finds meanings in words of which I am unaware. The liar twists what I do and say, to imply a consent. This consent will be explained in chapter 3. Chapters 11 and 20 returns to the beard in ‘whiskers’.

Anorexia and Dyslexia

The snail-nails and the Norway make me think of Eve’s anorexia. This word contains ‘Nor’ (like Norway). What follows is ex-I-her. (Anor-ex-i-a). She has done a self-divorce (of her) due to the Nor. What an odd thing. Anorexia carries the Nor-code and being plural. It seems to be fuelling Eve’s condition. Rape has led to self-divorce.

But why didn’t I get anorexia? The answer is, in a sense I had. At the same time, I got obsessed with ‘dyslexia’. Aidan (the main character of my novel) suffers this condition (and his real name carries the Nor-code). I spent hours reading about ‘word-blindness’. But I’m the blind one. I can’t read these codes, and my Aidan-character shows my affliction. I’m now learning to ‘read’. A-nor-exia and dysl-exia carry the I-ex-‘er (self-divorce) code.

Both Eve and I have exed (divorced) ourselves, and living the (nail-snail) lie. Rape in toddlerhood is why.

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: Table, calendar

Description automatically generated]

My list of the oldest People on record.

The Oldest People

The image shows my table of twenty-five centenarians. The profusion of all these...codes horrify me. What has my brain done?

The surnames Plunket and Bodyson jump out. I can’t help but see unc (short for uncle) and body’s on (Bodyson) there. The unc’s body was on me.

My plural keeps driving me to copy all this data. In doing so, she is showing up the rape, and what the liar in my head is doing. My creations form an imprint to the forces in my head whilst the lie grows long (like the nails and the hair).

Freeing Myself of the Codes

But my initial horror would lead to a clearer view. Little by little, I could crack these codes. Whilst doing so, I would continue to wear my hair how I want, eat what I want, and wear false nails if I choose. I would see words how my plural does. Every code unravelled means a step closer to setting myself free of a gilded cage due to toddlerhood rape. I can free myself of the liar.

Section 9 (the Indexes) decodes all this data.

This next bit would shake me to the core. Never could I see it.

Part 6: Bloodied Pages
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Pages with clues to rape.

The image shows the pages that shook me.

The margins appear stained. It looks like blood. My Guinness book may have had a blood-graphic, and I had simply copied the design in felt-tip. The stippled effect would indicate so. A blood-theme exists here, hence the blood-stained emulation.

I had begun thus.

The Champion Blood Donor

‘Joseph Elmalen (b 1915) of Marseilles, France donated his 597th blood on 22 May 1968, totalling 74 gallons, 5 pints since 1931.’

I had written ‘m blood,’ (scrubbing off the ‘m’). The letter m is sounded em, (me backwards). This means me-blood. My plural is trying to tell me it is my blood that has been lost, but the liar has scrubbed off the ‘me’. A me is missing.

The year 1968 is when I bled after rape and now reflects on this page via my writing and use of colour.

The donator, Joseph Elmalen contains a split me. Elm means e/m and mal means a/m. Mes and ams ooze out here. A vowel has been slashed through. This symbolises the slash within me. Elmalen’s birthplace, Marseilles (sounded maas-says) means ams-says. My ams is saying things about my toddlerhood through this project. I link this to the rat-on (of Stratton) in my section on dwarfs. Section 8 (Theme 6) lists other codes for disclosure; other words for saying things.

On the same page, I write about body temperatures. I would begin with the ‘highest.’

The Highest Body Temperature

‘Temperatures of up to 107.6ºF (42ºC) (I write), are induced in subjects undergoing pyrexial therapy. Sustained body temperatures body temperatures of over 109ºF are normally incompatible with life, although recoveries after readings of 111ºF (43.9ºC) have been noted. Marathon runners in hot weather attain 105ºF (41ºC).’

I had written body temperatures twice. My plurality has just come out again. What follows is the ‘pyrexial therapy.’ Therapy means the-rape-I. Rape burnt. Pyrexial contains the pyre (burning) and the i-ex-all (self-divorce). Five years earlier, I had written about Pyrenean flowers (Chapter 10). See the ‘pyre’ there too. For my plural, these words carry rape, the burning and the bleed of 1968.

The Lowest Body Temperatures

And now for the lowest temperature. I would write: ‘The lowest body temperature recorded fell to 60.8ºF (16.0ºC) in Vickie Mary Davis (b 25 Dec 1953) of Milwankee, Wisconsin, when admitted to the Evangelical Hospital, Marshaltown, Iowa, USA on 21 Jan 1956.

‘The house in which she had been found unconscious on the floor, had no heating and the temperature had dropped to 24ºF (31ºC). Her temperature returned to normal after twelve hours and may have been as low as 59ºF (15ºC) on discovery of her body.’

The Town of All Sham

I notice the 60.8 (ºF) of Davis’ body temperature. This means ’68, the year I suffered rape. My Milwaukee looks like Milwankee. Did I know the word ‘wank’ at fourteen? My research has shown the brain knows more than it lets on. I need only hear the word once.

The rape occurred in the guestroom of the cottage where I fainted down the stairs. I remember fainting. My rapist slept in that room. Davis lay on the floor. I ended up unconscious on the floor too. She was three years old like me. How uncanny. She wound up in the ‘Evangelical’ (Hospital). This symbolises ‘going to heaven.’ During rape, I thought I was going to die. Instead, I survived and lived in Marshal-town. A town of ams and all-sham.

I have come full circle: back to the ‘kin (of Amorite), ‘the be-all-sham and guile-add’.

Absence of a Minus Sign in Temperature

I seemed to have left out the minus sign of the air temperature here. I had written it had dropped to 24ºF (31ºC). This doesn’t sound cold at all. Only when inserting the minus sign, does this figure make sense. -24ºF equals -31ºC. The temperature had dropped to -24ºF (-31ºC). This is what I had meant.

My plural has omitted the minus by intent. Bathwater left me cold. Uncle Dan dunked me in cold water. I know this for my intrusive thoughts, creations and these projects. The bathroom stands near the foot of the guestroom stairs too and I ended up cold on the floor.

The Pages of Truth

My plural is writing a testimony through these pages. But the liar has headed this page (see former image). He is the beard-man of Norway. Remember him? This means going the Nor-way (my rapist) with the long (washed) c/hair) that muffles words. I had imagined this man to be big. The liar wants me to. He is big and at the top of this page. The rape testimony is beneath.

Part 7: The Neck
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Stuff about the neck.

Hiccough or Hiccup?

What would I find next? A load of ‘neck-stuff.’ I’m writing about necks now. I would begin with hiccoughing. This is what I would write.

‘The longest record of an attack of hiccoughs belongs to Jack O’Leary of Los Angeles. He hicked more than 160,000,000 times which lasted eight years. His weight fell from a stone, 12lb to 5 stone 4lb. People sent 60,000 suggestions for cures.

‘One cure worked: a prayed to St Jude, the Patron Saint of Lost Causes.’

The Neck’s-us of Nexus

My final novel, Nadia (2015) contains a nightclub called the Nexus. My plural has chosen this name. I am joined to my other self by the neck, for this is where trauma occurred. Nexus means neck’s-us, for Uncle Dan orally raped and suffocated me. I would have coughed afterwards, and it would have felt like forever. Something went up (hicc-up) my neck.

Notice the name, Jack O’Leary. His name echoes ‘jack, oh-really?’ The liar casts doubt over the jacking (off).

The Not of Stone

I have italicised O’Leary’s weight loss. It had fallen from ‘a stone’. My plural has omitted his original weight, like she had the minus sign earlier. She uses aberrations like these to draw attention.

Stone means honest one. Loop the word to see the sound running through. (St-onest-one). This code has looped to say my plural is the honest one. The truth stands firm, like stone. But the ‘oh-really’ (of the liar) keeps questioning her and calling her a ‘lost cause’.

The Raped within Prayed

A cure came in the form of a ‘prayed’ (I had written). I have made another error here, treating the verb like a noun. My plural sees raped in prayed. Loop the word to see it. (P-rayp-ray). What an unfortunate thing. But again, my plural has signposted me. She is telling me about the rape through these ghost codes running through words. After almost eight years of research, I am coming to learn the complexity of this ‘language’. It’s staggering. Section 7 pulls together my findings and shows more.

The Long Suffocation Ring

My neck theme continues with the following,

‘The successive fitting of brass rings, as practised by the Padating people of Burma brought a neck length of 15¾in. (The normal neck length is 3 to 5in). It serves the purpose of enhancing the female’s beauty and ensures fidelity. The neck muscles become so atrophied, the removal of the rings produces asphyxiation.’

Padating People? Does this word exist? I checked it out and found I had meant Padaung. But this isn’t an error. My plural saw Pa-dating in this word and urged me to write it. I saw my uncle as a father-figure (a ‘pa’) and this word forms part of the rape. (R-ap-e). My uncle father-figure raped me. 

My plural sees the liar in my head as ‘in’ with the ‘pa’. I may as well be ‘dating’ him. Pa-dating.

This is how my plural sees the liar in my head: complicit with my rapist. I would discover such terms as slut, harlot and slag in the ghost language. No wonder, for what Mum’s brother did to me.

The stretching of the neck did not occur from the outside (as with the rings), but from within, via the penis. Something big stretched my throat muscles. The inside of my neck stretched. I could be one of the ‘Pa-dating people.’

The Neverending Swallow

The next topic despairs me: swallowing. How could I not see these messages? I would begin: ‘The Journal of the American Medical Association in December 1969 reported on the worst known case of compulsive swallowing.’

(I continue, misspellings preserved): ‘The patiant who complained of swollen anckles, had 258 items in his stomach, including 3lb pieces of metal, 26 keys, 3 rosary beeds, 16 religious medals, a bracelet, a necklace, 3 tweezers, 4 nail clippers, 39 nail files, 3 metal chains and 88 assorted coins.’

The Force of the Swollen

That’s quite a list! My plural did this. She keeps urging me to write things. In this case, enforced swallowing. It went on and on.

The reporting in ‘this journal’, means my green notebook. I am writing about it now. The acronym of the ‘American’ journal, is AMA, a mirror-image am. I have two ams and one of them holds the keys to recall.

These objects are telling (me). See my misspelling, metel. I am me-telling (myself). But a load of nails keeps the lid shut (n-ail). The liar clips off and files away what my plural knows. My ‘swollen anckles’ means swollen uncle’s (with Mum’s London-accent I sometimes used). ‘His’ was ‘swollen.’

Coin Swallowing

I conclude the swallowing with ‘coins.’

‘The worst reporting of coin-swallowing (I write) occurred at Sedgefield General Hospital, County Durham on 5th Jan 1958. The amount came to 366 half-pennies, 26 six-pennies, 17 three-pennies, 11 pennies and four shillings. 424 coins amounted to £1.175.5d, plus 27 pieces of wire. A total of 5lb.1oz came from the stomach of a 54-year-old man.’

The Endless Pennies

Another endless list, I see. And this time includes a load of ‘pennies.’ This means penis. My plural can’t help seeing this word in pennies.

I swallowed a penis. The contents entered my stomach. The half-pennies mean half-oblivion. Half of me can’t see the penis. Three-pennies mean my third year. Six pennies mean is-ex-penis. A penis entered my exed (divorced) self. These pennies weigh heavy inside me. Rape weighs a ton.

The following chapter looks at my collation of Mum’s coins, which links to this. But here, my neck-foray ends with yawning.

‘In a case reported in 1888, a fifteen-year-old female patiant yawned for a period of 5 weeks.’

My plural sees pa-taint in patient. A father-figure (pa) forced my mouth open in a big yawn and tainted me.

Part 8: The Awakening
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Things to do with recall.

One day, I recalled.

These final elements are about the awakening.

Recall occurred on 10.30pm 21 October 2016. I was fifty-one years old and analysing Nadia, my final novel. A series of events led to this moment, and a scene in my novel, triggered a memory. The memory came up and I saw Uncle Dan suffocating me on my bed. Until that moment, I assumed myself to be a childhood virgin and had never suffered sex abuse at all.

This next bit is about the awakening. I would awaken to my toddlerhood abuse, and this means not asleep to the truth anymore. This is what I would write.

The Anchor in my Memory

‘Mehined Ali Halici of Ankara, Turkey (on 14 Oct 1967) recited 666 verses of the Koran in six hours. Six Koran scholars follow this recital’.

Ankara means anchor-‘er. (Ankar-a). Koran means anchor-‘er too. Loop the word to see it. (Kor-ankor-a-n). What incidence. Two words in the same sentence sharing the same code. This message comes from the sea of my toddlerhood, where a me (of Mehined) is left b-ehind.

My brain sees my awakening to this world as coming from a vast place (the sky, the sea). I dock ashore from toddlerhood vastness. But part of me remains anchored out there. She is not allowed to come inland. The sea used to trouble me. The far reaches seemed to ‘know’ something, and I wrote sea-stories. Section 7 (Theme 1) explains the sea-codes.

Sleeplessness of the Poker Author

Stopping awake comes next.

‘Toimi Arthurinpoika, a 54-year-old of Finland, stayed awake for 32 days and 12 hours from 1st March to 2 April 1967. He walked 17 miles per day and lost 33lb.

‘Eustace Rushworth Burnett (1880-1965) of Hose, Leistershire lost all desire to sleep in 1907, so he never slept in a bed again.’

I note the insomniac’s surname, Arthurinpoika. It begins, Arthur. This means author, for I wanted to be one, and I sometimes confused the spellings (as seen in Section 3). Notice the in-poika at the end. A poker like sensation went in this author. How weird. In July 1984, I completed a painting called The Poker Table. I wrote about a poker game in The Secret of Melhound Creek (1980).

The poker sensation of rape, burnt.

Burnett (who never slept in a bed again) carries the burn-code. He lost all desire to sleep in a bed. My third novel, North Window tells of an insomniac. He never wanted to sleep in a bed again. Throughout the mid Seventies, I avoided my bed (sleeping in Mum’s instead). I never wanted to sleep in my bed again.

My plural authored my insomniac character. She remembers the poker inside me. And she hated my bed.

Part 9: Drowned

My Human Being project ends with underwater. I begin with ‘heart stoppage.’ This means stop-age. Stop any memory of my toddlerhood age from entering my conscious awareness. The liar does a lot of ‘stopping.’

This is what I had written.

Heart Stoppage in the Past

‘The longest recorded heart stoppage was is 3 hours in a Norwegian boy, Roger Arntzen in April 1962. He survived drowning after 22 minutes under the waters of the River Nideelv near Trondheim.’

I had scrubbed the ‘was’ and substituted ‘is.’ I almost became a ‘was’ (for the Nor). But remain an ‘is.’ I don’t know if my heart stopped or not, but my plural would learn about the heart years after the drowning. She would discover the heart beats whilst alive and stops on death. It can stutter due to cold water and choking. I was drowned and suffocated. But I cannot be sure if my heart stopped.

Incidentally the was-were tenses are known as ‘passive writing’. Pass-ive. I have (almost) passed (away).
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My references to underwater.

The image shows what I had put about underwater. I notice other references to drowning, like the name ‘Swami’ which means I-swam (the lie). And ‘Helsinki’ which means hell-sink-I (the truth).

My foray into human feats ends with breath-holding. I had put: ‘The record for staying underwater underwater is 13 minutes 42.5 seconds by Robert Foster 32, of Richmond, California. He remained 10 feet down in the swimming pool of the Bemuda Palms Motel, San Rafeal, USA (15 March 1959). He hyperventilated with oxegin for 30 minutes before his descendant. His longest breath-hold without ogedgin came to 5 mins 40 secs.’

The Pool in our Back Garden

We had a pool in the back garden. Uncle Dan raped me there. My flashbacks of stalagmites spearing a girl’s vagina in rockpools tell me so. These horrible visions tormented me for years until one holiday in June 1992 it got so bad, I ran across the beach crying.

My children’s story (The Secret of the Shadows, written 1979) includes a torn swimming costume and a creepy uncle. I have written ‘underwater’ twice. I have also written descendant instead of descent. My inner-child (descendant) had a descent into water.

After overcoming my terror of water at nine, I couldn’t get enough of the baths. My plural worked out my fear not to be of water, but my uncle. Even so, the baths evoked seedy feelings and a surreal reality I couldn’t explain. My diaries have shown odd behaviour about pools.

My Odd Oxygen Spelling

My oxygen-spelling is weird. What’s got into me?

I had spelled it ‘oxegin’, and then ‘ogedgin’. The same thing has happened in my Lines project four years previously (chapter 5), these odd oxygen-spellings. I have an issue with air. A crotch over my face is why. My Climate and Weather project (autumn 1979) explores air in great detail, with pie-charts and cross-sections. My plural is highly air-aware. Something invisible is vital to life. Deprivation causes pain. What is this...air? Why do we need to ‘breathe’ it?

Part 10: Plural Writing
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My shadow-writing in various forms.

The final part of this chapter looks at further expressions for my plurality. All show what I carry.

This initial image shows my shadow-writing. I’ve come across it before: in my Science project (chapter 3). I keep rubbing out sentences and rewriting. Here, I have adopted shadowy titles. I employ inks of blue, yellow and red. These colours carry potent meanings, which can be seen in my school project on Colours (chapter 4). Revealing is also the way I write these words.

The leeching of my felt-tip onto the reverse of these pages has been used by my plural to tell me I am two. We are like a mirror image, one of which is in shadow. She is on the ‘other side’.
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Slashed vowels in my writing.

The image shows incidences of slashed characters in my writing. These happen in my other writings too, including my diaries. This slashing most often happens to rounded letters like vowels. Notice the ø and a slashed through. The slashing occurs in ‘human’, I note. This means me, the ‘Human Being’ of this project. Elmaleh, in itself, means e/m, my me slashed.

I note the United Kingdom. It looks like Kingtom. I am reminded of Tom-thumb, alias of the dwarf, Stratton. Once, when small, I had ‘united’ status. I had the United (of) Kingdom. The lie has now untied me, and I have become two. (Tho-mas). I am the dumb (oblivious) one.
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Sat-tics in my writing.

This third image of this section shows tics in my writing. When certain words come my way, I tic, for an unrealised unsavoury under-meaning. Notice the United Statettes. My united (whole) self wants to make a statement in court about my rapist.

Monsastery is trying to spell out sat in the middle. The same thing has happened with existence, with sit (exsistance). Sat and sit. My Saltland language (of when I was mounted) keeps pushing through.

Notice further aberrations with heaviest, waist, lives and lightest. Words with st bring tics. For my plural, the tion-suffix means shun. I am shunning the mounting of my toddlerhood.
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Other tics in my writing.

The final image shows further expressions for carrying a rape scar. I keep spelling patient, patiant. This means Pa-taint. A pa-figure tainted me. The Patron saint of Lost Causes reiterates. A pa-figure stained me, and the liar sees this as, a ‘lost cause’. I saw an uncle (anckle) as a pa-figure who raped (p-rayp-ray) me, and no one would believe the testament of a child.

My odd ‘maintained’ (maintatined) is trying to be man-tainted. A big man tainted me. My odd ‘length’-spelling is trying to tell me about the long man. And my me-use-um (see image) opens up in ‘museum’. I have been used.

This concludes my analysis of this project on The Human Being (me).

Interlude 2: The Background

My Human Being project is telling me about my toddlerhood. A big man raped, suffocated and drowned me. He was Mum’s half-brother.

An interlude has been placed here to explain my situation whilst working on these projects.

Throughout this time, I shared a run-down cottage with my parents and four siblings, including my twin. I have five siblings in all. Noise rattled the walls with always something going on.

The Cottage of my Childhood

Few cottages in the village stood older than ours, dating back to the early 1800s. In 1956, Dad purchased this two-up two-down affair that overlooked a pond and a clear view of the church across the field. Dad spent some months doing the place up. He built a side extension with a guestroom and its own stairs. In the Sixties, a building estate sprouted up, concealing the views. But the scene remained idyllic. The garden had several apple trees, swings, lawn and a playhouse. I loved that garden, but the cottage and cold winters did not suit a large family. We would soon descend into poverty when Dad quit nightwork and fall to mental illness. He would take the guestroom for himself and never work again.

My parents’ marriage has gone sour.

The Red Herrings and Diversions

Throughout my life, I have suffered vile imagery. Their sheer abhorrence defied belief. I simply didn’t believe in them. Things like a face used to death and set on fire in a cave, objects stuffed down throats and enforced coma. I went to the doctor’s a few times in the belief I had inherited a mental condition from Dad. He suffered rages and hallucinations for being on medication. I felt bad for Mum. A terrible marriage imprisoned her, and she sometimes expressed a wish to end it all.

So, I journeyed into life under the belief my fears came from this. Nothing but this. I’ve had a difficult childhood. So what? Don’t many people? And so, I took up diversions as a coping strategy. My diaries say it all, with testaments of writing, painting and doing these science projects. I produced huge oil paintings, as I went to art school for five years and got a degree.

The Memory of Something Real

But learning of my horrific toddlerhood has changed everything. Recall came when I was fifty-one. I’ve never experienced anything like it. Suddenly, I saw Uncle Dan on my bed. He eclipsed my bedroom window with his torso then suffocated me. A complex series of events had led to this recall. When the memory came, I simply lay down.

So those visions notions came from something real, all real. I couldn’t bear the thought. I wondered how to live with...that in my history. How could I even exist? I have lived almost fifty years carrying a monstrous burden in my subconscious and I didn’t know. What else has Uncle Dan done to me? How many times had he done that?

Where did he take me?

Wallpaper Memories in Shadow

Other memories came up.

They advanced from wallpaper. By this I meant they remained in sight, but the trauma has torn off the terror. These ‘flicker’ memories fell into the background for evoking no feelings whatsoever. They simply slipped from notice.

He shared the bathroom with Eve and me. He is taking Eve and me out in the pushchair. He is standing over me in the kitchen, my bedroom. For weeks, everything went loud, and I wanted everyone to go away. I had to somehow...live. I had to be here as one realisation after another slowly crashed down.

I never got to tell Mum what her half-brother had done to me, for her terminal illness. My life falls apart and she dies twelve weeks after my recall. I have forged an identity based on lies and like me, everyone else believed in my ‘childhood virginity’. I make a statement to the police. The case is archived, as Uncle Dan has been dead sixteen years by then. I went into a silent and slow mental breakdown. It has been waiting for me for almost fifty years.

The Situation in 1968

Uncle Dan, Mum’s half-brother, lived in our cottage for most of 1968. His mother, my Nan, stopped concurrent. He took the guestroom before Dad did. For some reason, this ‘small’ detail kept evading me. I believed no one else had lived in our cottage but for my parents, siblings and occasionally Nan. People barely mentioned his stay, and I kept gleaning over Dad’s occasional stories about their ‘escapades’. Uncle Dan was forty-seven at the time and would have little interest in a toddler. Surely.

I have come to learn he signed on the dole the entire time he lived with us. He deserted his family after quitting the Metropolitan Police of twelve years and galivanted around. I saw him as a vain, distant and aloof uncle. Nothing more.

For most of my life, I barely thought of Uncle Dan at all. I met him only five times in adulthood and his faraway ventures took the topics. I took for granted my childhood virginity and even considered myself unduly innocent when it came to boyfriends. I have come to learn he repeatedly raped me whilst he lived in that cottage.

I lost my virginity at the age of three.
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​Chapter 2: The Pennies
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The situation of my toddlerhood has been explained. The drive behind my projects have been revealed. This chapter has been put here for the coin-swallowing in my Human Being project.

On 16 March 1980, I wrote in my diary, ‘I sorted Mum’s coins all day and noted them down.’ On the same day, I gave Mum her Mother’s Day card. I had made it the day before.

I am now fourteen, in senior school, and had recently completed my Human Being Project. Through this project, my plural has told me I have swallowed a penis, and my neck had stretched like the Paduaing People of Burma. Eleven years after the stretching, I’m listing a load of ‘pennies’ for Mum.
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My coin record and rubbings I did for Mum on 16 March 1980.

Part 1: The Silver and Copper

My coin record has been written on four sides of A4 lined paper. I have headed the page, ‘An Account of our Coin Collection’. Within the left column, I have noted the year of the coinage. Alongside, I had tallied the number of farthings, ha’pennies and pennies.

I felt horrible whilst collating these coins. I didn’t know why but now I do. It’s all those pennies. My Human Being project has shown me what they mean. A few days earlier (12 Mar) I’m catching up on school homework and cried. I put my makeup on and ‘tied my hair back’. Chapter 1 has explained the hidden chair in hair. I’ve just tied the chair back.

My first coin list consists of ‘copper’. My second list consists of ‘silver’. The first means Uncle Dan. He worked as a copper. The second means Mum, for silver contains her name. Pennies means penis. Ha’pennies (half-pennies) means half-oblivion to the penis. My Human Being project has told me all about these codes.

Part 2: 1968 Missing

I’m encountering a lot of ‘copper’.

Mum has coppers for every year from 1900 to 1967 (except for 1933 and 1956). Despite this, I have allocated a line for every year on this table, ending with 1967. Mum’s silver collection is sparse, but my table ends with 1967 again. Her collection of three-pennies ends with 1967 as well.

1967.

I did a list of ‘unsures’ too. I had listed these coins in chronological order (from 1862 to 1899). Yet oddly, I have placed the oldest coin of all at the bottom. The year 1799 branded this one. This means 1967 again (topple a ‘9’ to find the anagram). This collection did not include 1967, so my plural did the next best thing and placed an anagram of it at the bottom of the list, like the other 1967s.

Finally, I did a list of foreign currency. The final year on this list is 1969. 1968 is missing from these tables. I have listed every year of the decade up to 1969, except for 1968 (see list below). 

The year 1968 has ‘vanished’.

The year a ‘copper’ raped me has disappeared. I had made a pact of silence to preserve my mother. This pact shall be explained in the following chapter, but this links to the silver (Mum). The years after 1969 vanish from records, for my oblivion means a vanishing. I am living in oblivion as from 1969. I am no longer with the truth, and from 1969, ‘I’ am ‘gone’.

Coin and Final Year Listed

Copper: 1967

Silver: 1967

Threepenny: 1967

Unsures: 1799 (anagram of 1967)

Foreign: 1969.

These figures show my final coin listings. 1968 is missing from Mum’s coin records.

The Coins of Smother’s Day

How odd. My plural noticed the 1968-issue in Mum’s coin collection and urged me to do a collation to show it up. One day, I would learn how this project has been used as a Trojan Horse.

The day before my coin collation (15 March 1980), I had made Mum a Mother’s Day card. For my plural, this day means ‘smother-day’. Loop ‘mothers’ to see it. (Mother-smothers). My card bore a muddy cover which seems to reflect how the smothering made me feel. My plural sees meanings in dates too. My rapist smothered me in 1968 and the liar in my head is trying to erase it.

Two years earlier (8 Sept 1978), a sibling gifted me Coins of the World (see image below). A sweet company called Chivers Jellies sponsored it. Notice lies in Jellies. Coins symbolise the price. I have paid (with coins) for the lie. It’s all over the world. Chapter 5 shows how far this ‘selling out’ goes, and how my plural sees other countries.
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Mother’s Day card I made the day before I collated Mum’s coins, and (left) Coins of the World, gifted to me on 9 Sept 1978.

Rubbing Out the Truth

My coin rubbings further inform on what is happening in my head (see first image of this chapter). My first is a half crown. Crown means head, and half of it is missing. The half-pennies mean the same. Half of me can’t see the penis. The threepenny piece shows bars like a prison cell against my three. The farthing shows a songbird. It is a ‘far-thing’, for the saying about disclosure. And finally, I did a rubbing of a coin simply showing the number three, the age I suffered rape.

How I collated this coin record, shows up my past. I have a liar in my head. The year 1968 is missing and I mustn’t see the codes within the pennies.

The Penny Cake Shop

I shall close this chapter with the penny cake shop. Throughout the autumn of 1980 and the following spring, Eve and I frequented a bakery that sold yesterday’s fare for a penny. My diary entries of 9 and 11 Sept 1980 shows the pennie (instead of penny). My plural sees penis in pennies, and I have sold out the baking (hot) memory for sweet (cake) oblivion. Oddly, on 9 Sept, we had done a talk in PFL about twins.

With this in mind, I can move onto my other projects and how they inform upon my rotten toddlerhood.

The following section (2) is about my three schoolbook projects. It begins with 



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/image090.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image074.png





d2d_images/image053.png
b F commil (B 19322 o bugfol news
wprkc S USA (Bieet 72 indes)
Yo wsian ron US111405) & nesen
OF Grolvustaa Thoredn, USA (5 fack S inchi
Don Koehler (Bern¥izk) o cheare Nanss
SR (6 Gaek Quabas
Vo ngllyrme. €OPA-65). & heteanks
Firiond. At A2 jhes)
Groknd Cotovao marne Chori. 190k ) .
MonecasE masgalse. €5 es Anch)
Conslortne._US72-102). Gk rulimgan
oS gumny (St Slckd)
Sulorun Al AR (o 1045). of. Lripeh

bl Cect Lngnis)





d2d_images/image097.png
CharleS Serwaeh Trodtondlas 5/ op  Coomt) Boruwiask .
Crenora) W, tom Bmm»fﬁf ue‘u) Sedipk

T3 3 Birth Judes  Ofk o)
Bonss A 25 wehes sy | Mo E2w00)
3% 27 ks By, © s G sida)

D ks Qi[O 2o i i)
85, indes (2fitncki)| B ks 2 L)
(Bppacks 250 noe Qi)

30 20 mches (3R 3 ches).






d2d_images/image095.png
& HEav wee List
SONE |b
Wi oncary (a5 R 12
WSA. CTH€ budes
Jobwitnvsonceac (asedh) 6 |1
VSR Lbfe 5 nde)
Pugrisg Knom Lakato) bbb
USA L6t 1 1)
TA veevzuan (189595 6010
MEX(D €5k Ninches)
Davd Mg Cao-kz6) 51 (2
W5A, (56 10mches) -
Widiom 5 @83 09%) 51y
UBA. (bf Ouche)






d2d_images/image194.png
74 stone





d2d_images/image034.png
Wi

B longast vecietad ik Scgrugp Bn5)
3 heurs i B Gasofa noensn
Loy flsger Ponkzon s 1962

he s rescund oppeally dTeinel offr
I ke Unelas U ttors sp e M1

S

UNOERWATER

“The wordaont o vmiorily SFaying
ndkster Under water 15 13 minafes 52,5

Swam [0 heisinky Finkond
hearrt Stoppege. eS| S





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image110.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image014.png





d2d_images/image135.png





d2d_images/image212.png
1ever4e gl in g badl Goove.

Studawnke





d2d_images/image018.png
J‘[H e 7,)1; :mt
BSIST G (V]
ilu,hé,t‘at Heaviea
Funeer Seiks

L
s 0Ee 0






d2d_images/image082.png
United Sfotekes A.figsehisz
Monsaskery u m—ﬁev\

ExSBHne, d\n\mvan
Gugyacrions for Cures,





d2d_images/image063.png
The Pukent  whe
Suwolan’ Anckieg | has faunct Lo bava 254
thms i his Skommach lnclading Bl
P, matal i woRhd, 26 kakjs, 3.
One Appuerdly, workal — & Proged to
Shyude the Pobon Sors- o Lo Couse

Procina by e, pudating feople o Borm
mandatined IMEUS etem

penbiyFire in lenidhh






d2d_images/image064.png





d2d_images/image024.png
Modem spmen Havson L.

unikacl kingbom “Jaseeid

Ausina Jo%eeh Elnalah
@&a};ﬁ;hbs lhuman





d2d_images/image167.png
F10ardihg Wadlow*
neews o sl b

e





d2d_images/image049.png





d2d_images/image148.png





d2d_images/image225.png
@ Coins of the World






d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image208.png
.





d2d_images/image029.png
or2 A
Sabnd 108 1 @ocertis v moscm






