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About the Author

David K. Aleman was brought up in the Mayhill area of Swansea, South Wales, UK. It was the 1970s and times were hard, very hard for everyone. David Kimmeran Aleman was the youngest of two brothers, raised by a single mother doing her best. They went to school for a hot meal, that was all. Education was an annoyance to be lived and of course to play football.

As a youngster, there were only two interests truly sparked David’s attention: football and photography. For his mother, Pauline, it was a growing addiction to everything religious that shaped his thinking as he grew up

Religion of any background or denomination soon became the focal point of everything he wrote about, and every spare moment was spent putting feelings onto paper, or a keyboard. It was also the therapy he needed to help him through depression and alcohol addiction. David is by no means against religion but it will always be a subject that he cannot, but would like to, understand.
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This book is a mixture of previous notes I have written and a collection of new ones. It is a collection of my thoughts, my memories and my poetry.


This book is going to be more of a personal reflection and from time to time will include a sort of diary.

When different situations affect me, I will attempt to put to paper how they make me feel, how I am reacting and more importantly how I try and get through them.

I am still struggling with depression and still fighting day to day to just get up, get dressed and live. I find writing my poetry a sort of release, a way of expressing myself. Unfortunately, this tends to make a lot of my poems depressing.

As a child growing up, I learnt the entire catalogue of the usual Bible stories word for word neither understanding nor indeed caring what they were meant to signify.

I knew about Adam and Noah, about Isaac and the burning bush talking to Moses and of course the birth, life and death of Jesus. There are many ways of reading and trying to understand these stories and during this work, I hope to give my opinion.

Why is my opinion going to be any different from all of the other authors who have tried to undermine the Bible?

Simply because I am an atheist who wants to believe but the logic that says I can has not yet reached me. So, the following work which includes poetry is my take on religion and its multi-faceted explanation of life and living as a Christian, of any faith.

It is now spring 2018; we have had quite an unforgiving winter with three bouts of bad snow. Living as I do now in Brecon, Powys, I am always left breathless not only by the fat which sits around my waist but also by the beauty that Brecon offers on a daily basis. My life in Brecon is hard. I am constantly lonely, the company of my two Jack Russell dogs is company I love and company I could do without.

Brecon is an ancient town in the mountains of South Wales. It is home to Wales’ second highest peak Pen-Y-Fan. Regularly whilst driving through the twisting roads through the Brecon Beacons, you can see hordes of people walking around the car parks in readiness to climb up Pen-Y-Fan. It’s a regular and popular place for the Armed Forces based in Brecon to train.

I dare say nothing I write here will be breaking news to anyone, however; I do feel a more logical way of looking at religion needs to be approached.

Am I the right person to do that? I don’t know. I have no formal training, no real education to speak of and I am not a church-going person.

What I have got is an opinion and the world today gives the impression you are not allowed to have an opinion because you are likely to offend someone.

With respect, who cares?

Religion is not about agreeing with the person praying next door, it is not about living your life as your neighbouring country does, and religion is not about one entity.

Religion is surely your opinion, your faith and your own belief in the rights and wrongs of living. Is the interpretation that you read into the gospels the same as mine and more importantly does it have to be?

Faith is all about you and your opinion.

I was brought up in a house that was totally committed to God. My mother was a Welsh Baptist and a true and honest believer in her God. I don’t know if it was an intense belief in all things holy but as I grew older my disbelief turned to distrust, my distrust turned to anger and then my anger turned to a deep hatred of everything and everyone religious.

Some people say love and hate are two emotions intertwined; no I hate it, all of it. I see religion as the tormentor of my mother, the drainer of all life in my mother and the one thing that she looked for as she was dying, but wasn’t there.

In the beginning, there was…

Some of the earliest examples of the written word date back almost 5000 BCE. There is evidence there to suggest that a God of some sort was present in the lives of man even back then. Who or what that God was is open to speculation, but I dare say most religions would love to put a claim to it. There are carvings of both humans and animals dating back 38,000 years. There are even zoomorphic (humans with animal features) statues created around this time that suggest and figure crossed between a human and an animal was being worshipped.

Around 25,000 years ago, there were clear indications of ceremonial burials taking place. Both internment and cremation. These were prominent in Iberia, some parts of Eastern Europe and closer to home, here in Wales. Christians believe that the Earth is no more than perhaps 10,000 years old and of course that it was created in six days by God. The Garden of Eden was the first place for mankind to stand and that man was Adam. The Bible explains that Adam’s partner was Eve, a woman God created from a rib removed from Adam. That all of the beasts therein were friendly and having no embarrassment, Adam and Eve walked around naked. Until that is we are introduced to the Serpent.

Of course, we know the serpent is really Satan, The Devil, who then continues to persuade Eve to get Adam to eat an apple from the Tree of Knowledge, something God forbade them to do. The rest as they say is history… Or is it?

BCE (Before Common Era) and BC (Before Christ) mean the same thing previous to year 1 CE (Common Era). This is the same as the year AD 1 (Anno Domini); the latter means ‘in the year of the lord,’ often translated as ‘in the year of our lord.’

This year is 2018. Thus, we readily assume that it is 2018 years since the birth of Christ and before that was BC (Before Christ). Our calendar tells us that we are 2018 years from that date and so we are now in AD. Therefore, did Christianity start 2018 years ago?

No. We know that Christianity didn’t emerge until after many years following the death of Jesus of Nazareth. According to the gospels, the people around Jesus believed he was the messiah, the son of God or the Christ. Jesus and his disciples roamed the countryside telling everyone to love each other, to turn the other check, not to covet thy neighbour’s wife and to raise people from the dead. It has never been disputed that Jesus did exist, however, how does religion snake its way into the story?






The Men of Qumran

Qumran is an archaeological site in the West Bank managed by Israel’s Qumran National Park. It is located on a dry plateau about 1.5 km from the north-western shore of the Dead Sea, near the Israeli settlement and kibbutz of Kalya.

Ancient writings and artefacts tell us that this is the small village where Jesus was actually born. If Joseph and Mary actually wanted to travel from their home to Bethlehem, would Joseph really make his very heavily pregnant wife journey all that way, roughly 70km? Especially on Donkey express?

The caves in which the Dead Sea Scrolls were found are situated here and it was here it is suggested the man known as Jesus of Nazareth was actually born. It is claimed that he was born into a family of fishermen which was the only real trade available to the local people and that he grew up relatively in obscurity. Growing up he started to preach about the Jewish faith and took to doing this with a calm and neutral tone. He spoke of love and all things God-like with an emphasis on peace. He is said to have joined a group called the Twelve Apostles very soon taking the lead role.

Two of the other Apostles were Simon Peter and Judas Iscariot. These two were Zealots, so they believed in promoting peace with violence, makes sense? The two were arrested for heresy and as the leader Jesus was himself caught up in the judgement being handed down, i.e., the order to be crucified. It is claimed Jesus was fed the venom of a snake which nullified the pain enabling him to survive the cross, marry twice, father several children and die in his sixties.

It is claimed he roamed much of Europe including Britannia finally settling in Rome, where at the age of 62 he died in, again, obscurity. At this time and even though it is heavily mentioned as such, Rome wasn’t actually known around the area by this name, it was known as Babylon. You were still a Roman if you were from Babylon and you were still living in Roman territories but the actual city was Babylon.

It is said Jesus preached often in different meeting places and was quite well known for his views on peace, love and ‘his’ father in heaven, God. As a Jewish man at the age of twelve, he would probably have been married as was the norm for a Jewish male at this age. He would have been totally committed to both his family and his faith and more importantly, as these times were very troubled with the occupation of various Roman procurators, he would have been very careful not to stand out for the wrong reasons.

These are all facts; these were all translated from the Dead Sea Scrolls found in the caves just outside Qumran. Nobody then could have known the marketing craze they were writing or how this fisherman would change the world so there is no reason for them to be fake, false or misleading.





Tell Me Your Secret


Does your word make them cry?

Or do they turn to dust?

What do you say when I ask you why?1

Do they follow you with lust?

You stand at the top and you shout out loud

The words you say we want to learn What’s

your secret, Holy man?

Why do you encourage mankind to burn?

A man with pride will fall and pray

He will get down on his knees

This man will bend and cower down

For his God, he has to please!

You tell the people who sit before you

To give and give once more

And then you turn away the man

Whose God’s name is not on your

door?

Are we not of one true God?

Isn’t that what you say?

Tell me your secret, Holy man

Or I will make you pay.

C’mon, Holy man, make me believe

Tell me about your God

Because I don’t follow the path you walk

Do you say I’m an ignorant sod?

Explain to me from whence he came

Was he born or did he emerge?

Will his power take away all mankind?

Are our sins for him to purge?

Tell me your secret, Holy man

What message is in your heart?

Does your God give you the chance to live?





[image: Monochrome image of a tall lighthouse in the center of a calm lake, under a clear sky with scattered clouds, surrounded by trees, evoking serenity.]









Inviting the Devil Through Your Door

The knocking starts and you scream!

One, two, three times, then nothing

The image you conjure terrifies

An image of hate and suffering.

A brutal wind takes your breath away

The accompanying smell and the look of decay

Knocking so much louder now, LOUDER!

Don’t let him in, kneel and beg and pray.

The stench of his phallus paralyses

Making you wretch with fear

Yet the moment you smell his passion

You just long to pull him near

The opening door releases light

As if a dove let out of a cage

The promised word you made to God

Is a worthless as his written page

As Satan enters, he speaks with fire

You could never understand his tongue

The words of an Aramaic martyr Pour

out until all is done.





To the Dinner Table


What do you bring to the table?

Do you bring stories, or songs or a spell?

Are hungry for food or the blood of man?

Is there a history of death in your well?

There are Gods of war and women and wine

There is a devil inside all of man

There are mountains to climb with a price on your head

And to devil beats you to the top because he can.

Whilst we sit here drinking and you eat all their food

Do you think of the people you slay?

Mankind and his greed for all righteous things

Has placed you into games devils play.





As my writings here will show, my mother during her life was an avid church goer and a person who totally committed her life to the worship of her God.

As a popular member of her church, we were always, as kids, dragged along to various functions, days out and trips arranged by the congregation. One particular event and even though I could only have been around 10 years old was a visit by a clergyman by the name of Harralan Popov.

Harralan Popov was born in the small Bulgarian village of Krasno Gradishte. Although initially an atheist, Popov became a Christian as a teenager. In 1929, he was accepted as pastor of the Bulgarian Pentecostal Church. Shortly after attending Bible School in London, he married a Swedish woman, Ruth. He returned to Bulgaria before the outbreak of World War II.

In 1948, in the capital city of Sofia, he was arrested on charges of espionage against the state. After eight months in prison, Popov, and other ministers who had been arrested with him, pleaded guilty. Popov was sentenced to 15 years in prison.[1] He spent the next 13 years and two months in prison. He was released on 25 September 1961 and joined his family in Sweden a year later.

After moving to the United States in 1970, Popov founded Evangelism to Communist Lands Inc., now known as Door of Hope International to bring Bibles and relief to people in oppressive countries in 1972. He recorded his testimony and prison experiences in his autobiography Tortured For His Faith: An Epic of Christian Courage and Heroism in Our Day.

Sitting upstairs in Ebenezer Baptist Church in Swansea along with my brother three years my senior, I was convinced the next couple of hours were going to be boring beyond belief.

With Swansea Railway Station at the end of the road and surrounded by warehouses and fruit sheds, Ebenezer Street wasn’t the ideal location for churchgoing fashion-conscious snobs. The whole area of Dyfatty was run-down. Many of the housing in the area had long gone, replaced by areas of rubble, new pubs or as in the case of many of the old theatres in the area, either a Gay Club or Bingo Hall.

As kids, we were forced to attend church by my mother but this was the first time I had ever seen the church pews overflowing with people eager to hear Harralan Popov’s story. Looking down, I could see this small man in a well-fitted suit. His spectacles sat neatly on the end of his nose as he exchanged views with the pastor of the church, Dr Leighton James.

After an opening prayer and introduction from Dr James, Mr Popov began to speak. At first, his words were quiet and monotone but very soon as he told of his trials and torture his chest grew, his eyes lit up and looking at everyone straight in the eye at once he bellowed his words with conviction, with passion and with meaning. As the paragraph above suggests, he told us all about his childhood, the love for his mother and father and most of all for faith he found as a teenager. He explained about his pastoral following and how he met and fell in love with his future wife whilst studying in London.

Harralan Popov then spoke of the time from 1948 that he spent in prison for charges of espionage against the state. How as a Pentecostal Christian, he was regularly beaten and very often the prisoners would go days without any food. He told us in quite vivid detail how on a couple of occasions left without food for some time they would manage to catch one of the many rats that were scurrying around them on a daily basis and with very little thought of what they were eating, they would share the rats raw meat between them.

The whole evening had me glued to this one man’s voice. I can’t say it had a profound religious effect on me as I grew up not believing in God, but that hasn’t changed, what it did do was bring home to me the things we as mankind are willing to do to each other.

In 16 different prisons, Popov was constantly terrorised by his KGB captures or the Bulgarian service men they had working for them.

Upon Popov’s arrest, his wife Ruth, a Swedish missionary to Bulgaria, was forbidden to leave Bulgaria for her homeland. After four relentless years, through the help of the Swedish government, she finally received permission to leave with her two children, Rhoda and Paul. Back home in Sweden, she received invitations to speak in the churches that had supported her missionary work in Bulgaria. She spoke about her husband’s imprisonment, and other pastors, for their faith. This led to invitations to speak at large conferences where she began educating churches and denominations that although tradition methods of missionary ministry were no longer possible, there still was a way to work behind the Iron Curtain. Ruth Popov refused to give up hope of the eventual release of her husband from prison. She encouraged Christians to organise prayer groups and petitions on his behalf and other imprisoned Christians.

In 1961, Popov was released. After initially joining his family in Sweden, he started taking his horrific story around the world preaching about the word of God and the persecution he suffered for it.

In October 1988, during Glasnost, and for the first time in 26 years, Popov was permitted by Bulgarian authorities to visit the church he pastored in Bulgaria. He died the next month on 14 November 1988 in Glendale, California of complications related to cancer.

As Harralan Popov left that night, I stood in front of this little old man who wasn’t very much taller than me as a young boy and for the first time in my life I held out my hand to shake his. He took my hand in his right hand and placed his left on the side of my face. The texture of his skin was worse than sandpaper and the warmth of his smile radiated to every corner of my face. I was honoured to be in the presence of this man.

Now at almost 50 years old, all I can think about is the fact that this man, this little man who gave the world a warm glow where ever he went was so badly treated because of his faith in God.

That was number one

Growing up in the 1970s every evening before bed we sat as a family to watch the news on TV. There was no SKY or Virgin then, so it was BBC or ITV or nothing. Living in Swansea, every other program was in Welsh so the choice was cut even further.

The usual reporters appeared before us to tell us of a government bore calling another government bore names, or how a film star had died or how the weather was going yet again to be terrible. Frequently, however, we were also told of the Troubles as they were called in Northern Ireland and how in the Middle East yet another British Missionary had been kidnapped by one of the many religious factions that were running rife.

One such man was Terry Waite, looking at this man who, with his big eyes, very tall stature and big bushy beard, he was bound to stand out in any crowd.

Waite was the assistant for Anglican Communion Affairs for the then Archbishop of Canterbury, Robert Runcie, in the 1980s. As an envoy for the Church of England, he travelled to Lebanon to try to secure the release of four hostages, including the journalist John McCarthy. He was himself kidnapped and held captive from 1987 to 1991.

Very often on the news, a reporter would stand in front of Westminster Abbey for effect and tell us all how an envoy had been sent to attempt to free the British hostages being held. Very soon the ongoing saga of Waite’s imprisonment would be mentioned almost every night. He spent a total of 1763 days in captivity with approximately 1460 in solitary confinement.

Terry Waite had successfully talked his way through many hostage release scenarios but his ongoing friendship with American Colonel Oliver North and his use of American Military transport made the group IJO Islamic Jihad Organisation see Waite as a valuable asset and bargaining tool.

So on the news night after night, we would be shown old footage of this larger-than-life man standing alongside Robert Runcie the then Archbishop of Canterbury dwarfing him in comparison.

Years later in 1997 I think, Terry Waite was speaking about his experiences at several meetings around the religious groups of Swansea University. After one such meeting, he came for dinner with friends to the restaurant I worked in at the time. After everyone had left and for all intense purposes, we had finished work we sat for a short while talking to Waite. I was shocked to see this man who obviously with his great height and become a slight reflection physically of the man I used to see on TV. He told us all about his experiences at the hands of the IJO and how he felt towards the men who individually hurt him so much.

So once again, as with Harralan Popov, a man who has given his life to his belief in goodness, in doing what is right and his God is treated so badly.

That was number two

Then I think the worst:

From all religions and walks of life, there has always been the need to publicly show your strength and non-wavering commitment to whatever God you believe in.

During my lifetime, I can recall many news reports and hearsay stories of people being executed for just not following a religion.

Then as we came into the age of the internet and global news, all of sudden, we began to get graphic videos emerging on the World Wide Web showing missionaries, aid workers or military personnel publicly flogged, paraded and at its worst filmed having their heads cut off.

Two high-profile examples of this were Alan Henning and David Haines.

Alan Henning (15 August 1967-c. 3 October 2014) was an English taxicab driver-turned-volunteer humanitarian aid worker. He was the fourth Western hostage killed by the Islamic State of Iraq and the Levant (ISIL) whose killing was publicised in a beheading video. Henning was captured during ISIL’s occupation of the Syrian city of Al-Darna.

David Cawthorne Haines (9 May 1970-c. 13 September 2014) was a British aid worker who was captured by the Islamic State of Iraq and the Levant (ISIL) in early 2013 and beheaded in early September 2014.

Isil were so proud to show the world how barbaric they could be. How strong and powerful they were.

Yet all they had actually done was capture two men who were there to do good, honest and humanitarian work. These men were not professional soldiers, they were not men who could fight their way out of trouble with skills learnt after years in the military, they were honest hard-working men who just wanted to do some good in the world.

So, what did they in fact achieve? Apart from decimating two families’ homes here in the UK Absolutely nothing.

Why did they do it?

They did this to show strength, to tell the world that the God they believe in, their religion, their law is the true law, true God and only worthy religion.

So, all I can say is if God in any guise could see all of this happening in his/her, its name surely it would all be stopped?

I recently heard two quotes which hit home to me with some resonance. The first is as follows:

I feel like I am on the other side of a mirror watching the world.

My full name is David Kimmeran Aleman; growing up my family and school friends called me Kim. All through school, I was ridiculed, called a girl because I had a girl’s name. I wore glasses from the age of four so now I was also ‘four eyes.’ I was overweight and had overactive bladder which meant I was peeing literally every 10 minutes. All through junior school, I was bullied.

Then at the age of about ten, I started to grow and sprout hair everywhere before any of the other kids so my surname in school suddenly changed to Ape-man.

Proactively every day and by clockwork, I was set upon, punched, kicked and spat on. All through lessons I was threatened called names and made to feel like I wasn’t actually there.

I had a few close friends who in many ways saved me from totally losing the plot. My friend David Harris was always there for me and I would like to think for him. I can remember one funny story with David, we were on a school trip to Manor Park in Tenby during either the first or second year of Comp. David fell asleep on the bus home whilst holding an apple and we managed to eat the whole apple just leaving the core still in his fingers without waking him.

I felt I didn’t belong; I shouldn’t be here. I could see everyone else in my peer group as living a totally different life to me.

I still feel like that today. Forty years on.

I find it easy to make friends but I can’t commit myself to anything, for example, if the guys from work are going out for a drink, to watch rugby or Christmas, anything, I always agree to go but I can never actually get myself to turn up.

The second quote was from a documentary I watched about young women who in current modern-day Syria were systematically raped and kept as a sex slave.

One of the ladies concerned was asked if she wanted justice. “Do you want your captures executed, as the law there, commands?” Her response was:

“You can’t cure harm with harm!”

One day will people think Harry Potter is the Messiah?
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Growing Pains


As the coloured glass marbles roll down the hill

The little boy laughs and runs

There was Apache Joe and the Cowboy Kid,

Hands teetering over plastic guns

A strong breeze brings the smells

Of Swansea to this childish friend

And always with bravery and attitude

They are warriors until days end.

‘Ow!’ he punched me, ‘Ow!’ he kicked

Crying and laughing as noses are picked

“My dad can fight your dad!” they angrily say

But soon all forgotten continuing to play.

“See that tree, the one down in the park?”

“That’s where I kissed Jane, on the lips, in the dark!”

“What was it like, did it taste funny?” They snigger

“Don’t know about the taste, but my willy got bigger!”

My word how they laughed, these innocent boys

Soon to forget all their games and their toys

Soon they will grow up and be handsome, tall men

No more playing Tarzan or building a den.

Soon comes a day when all kids make you cry

And soon comes the day when they tell you goodbye

But I have been lucky, my daughters are the best I could have had

And as for me, I think I’m a pretty cool Dad!



Even as youngsters, eleven maybe twelve years old, we would think nothing of walking miles during the day; never worrying about being hurt or kidnapped or being part of a government ploy to overthrow the Shah of Iran. We just played.
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Navigator of My Life

I hope whatever demons that watch me

Do so with fear and dread

For now, I am a fighting man

Fighting all until my body lays dead

The ship on which I stand as Captain

I will steer with and every storm directly in my face

Even though I know my position

My calling and my rank, this tiller is a lonely, lonely place.

For your sake, I hope that when you start

To fight me you will do so

With both hopes, a wish and a prayer

And in your heart, you are ready

To do so with little care

When I stand defending her honour

Her name and her glory, my wife

I will do so without care, without fear

And without a thought for my life.

I will hold the tiller, take the fight

And keep her from the fires that burn

I will navigate my life now

Never knowing which way to turn

For no matter what sea I am sat upon

My eyes and heart both burn.

My mouth is dry and parched with salt

The lesson is yet to be learnt.

My hands are blistered by tears and time.

No heaven or hell will stop me

I steer my ship through the seas of the world

To get back to the warmth of a brandy.

I do however pity those

Who wish to stand before me?

And threaten all I wish to do

And my reason to be free

My sights and my weapons are set

And all are ready and loaded.

The hull on which I stand to fight

From man’s blood is yet corroded.

The people I meet upon my ship

Will soon become my kin,

They will take a bullet for our cause

My friends and their lives to win.

I will never forget any of them.

Their love and satisfaction of a goal

Keeps me in the direction

Taken from this sacred scroll.

I look for another navigator

Someone who understands the daily shit

Who will stand when I am broken?

And lead with words and whit

There are ports I know, mountains I have climbed

And towns from which I have been chased

I have drunk with women and fought with men

And paid for a whore’s embrace.

I drank until I slept

And slept until it was time to drink

I steered my ship with my eyes closed in pain

And prayed we would not sink

I wish once to see you smile

The only happy images I see

Are the beautiful dancing dolphins

Dancing on the ballrooms of the sea

In the distance, the sun at night creeps up

To see man and warm the soul of us all.

We weep, we eat, we wipe away

The pain until the next battle call.

The dried beef we are eating

Tastes not of meat but only of salt

Whilst the port tastes more of coal than rubies.

My life and torment must come to a halt.





Looking at You


In the morning we slow down and ease the pace

In the afternoon, I see you cry, I hold your face

By the evening we are wondering why

When it’s night-time again

We start to cry!

Did I hurt you? Did I chase away your dreams?

Are you hurting? Have I shattered all your dreams?

Will you tell me where I am going wrong?

Please tell a story

Please love me with a song

And I’m looking at you

I feel everything; I feel nothing at the same time

I want to look at you

I want so much to keep you mine

But we are heading to nowhere, and there’s nothing left for me

And I’m looking at you with all my heart for you to see

It’s now tomorrow, yesterday you left

I’m now broken, discarded and bereft

I write a letter, I try to call your phone

Please forgive, please my love, come home

And I’m looking at you

I feel everything; I feel nothing at the same time

I want to look at you

I want so much to keep you mine

But we are heading to nowhere, and there’s nothing left for me

And I’m looking at you with all my heart for you to see

A year has passed now and we haven’t spoken since that day





Photography is my passion, especially as it was meant to be,
in Black and White and as
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