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			Dedication

			To the men who had to work it out.

			To the ones who didn’t get shown the way.

			To the fathers who want better for their sons.

			 

			This should have existed already.

			 

			 

		


		
			INTRODUCTION

			Every man in this book has failed.

			 

			One way or another. Myself included.

			 

			These chapters are drawn from real conversations, observations, patterns and experiences collected over many years.

			 

			Names. Identifying details. Timelines. Locations and circumstances have been changed, combined or reshaped to protect privacy.  

			 

			Some characters represent more than one person. Some events have been condensed. Others have been expanded to better tell the story.

			 

			This is not a factual record of any individual person’s life.

			 

			The purpose is to tell the truth about many.  

			 

			You have met these men.  

			 

			You’ve worked with them.  

			 

			Lived in the same building.

			 

			Don’t expect motivation. It doesn’t work like that. You don’t need it to.

			 

			What you need is somewhere to start. Something you can pick up, read, and pass to the next man who needs it. Short sentences. Plain English.

			 

			Written to be shared.

             

			Because every man reading this has power over something. Has influence over someone. Even the ones who feel like they have nothing. You shape the room you’re in whether you know it or not.

			 

			That’s why this exists.

			

			 

			We don’t talk about men the way we should. We don’t shine light in the right places.  

			 

			We celebrate the loudest voices and ignore the ones keeping everything running.

			 

			This book is for those men.

			 

			Working-class.  

			 

			Lower-middle-class.  

			 

			Men who needed this and never got it.

			 

			 

			- Bram Frost

			 

			 

			 

		


		
			ABOUT THE AUTHOR

			Bram Frost is a pen name.

			 

			The focus was never meant to be the person writing these pages.

			 

			It belongs on the people inside them.

			 

			Most of the men in this book would never write one themselves.

			 

			Some wouldn’t read one either.

			 

			Their stories deserve recording anyway.

			 

			That’s enough.

			 

		


		
			HOW TO USE THIS BOOK

			You don’t read this front to back. You go where it’s needed.

			 

			This isn’t a book you finish.

			 

			It’s a book you return to.

			 

			Pick up. Read what you need. Put it down. Come back when the next problem arrives. Because it will.

			 

			Each chapter stands on its own. No build-up required. No notes to take. Read it once. Let it breathe.

			 

			Then decide what you’re doing next.

			 

			That’s the whole method.

			 

			Five sections.

			 

			I. Waking Up - for when something feels off and you can’t quite see why.

			 

			II. Connections - for the people you let into your life, and the ones who shape it.

			 

			III. Crossroads - for the decisions that change direction, whether you notice it or not.

			 

			IV. Internal Wars - for what’s happening underneath, the things most men carry quietly.

			 

			V. What Remains - for what lasts after the dust settles.

			 

			No chapter asks you to become somebody else.

			 

			They ask you to look honestly at what you’re already doing.

			

			 

			And decide whether it’s taking you where you want to go.

			 

			One rule.

			 

			Don’t just read it.

			 

			Apply it.

			 

			Then pass it to the man who needs it next.

			 

			That’s how this was meant to travel.

		


		
			SECTION I: WAKING UP

			 

			 

		


		
			

			CHAPTER 1 

			Trapped

			What Terry’s Taught Us About Pressure

			 

			 

		


		
			

			The Party

			My friend Terry invited me to his daughter’s graduation party. At a bar on a busy street.  

			 

			Hired out just for us. Started late afternoon. Wrapped up by ten.

			 

			I thought, why not? A couple of drinks. Familiar faces I hadn’t seen in a while. Home before midnight. My kind of night.

			 

			It had that proper family feel. Music. Laughter. Plates of food were passed around. Children enjoying themselves.

			 

			By nine, the younger ones were ready to move on.

			 

			Make a night of it. They had a house party lined up.

			 

			A few of us went the other way. Back to Terry’s. He lived two minutes away, had a lovely new apartment.  

			 

			Just as we began to walk. That inner voice whispered. Go home, the night’s done. I didn’t listen. Thought I’d chill for an hour. Play some cards. Call a taxi after.

			 

			We reached his building. Twelve of us. Four women took the stairs. Six men, two children, towards the lift.

			 

			I paused for a second. Thought about the stairs. Didn’t take them.  

			 

			Before we stepped in, I looked up.  

             

			Read the silver panel on the wall.  

			 

			Max capacity: eleven.  

			 

			No problem. Doors shut. It jerked upward a few floors, didn’t feel right.  

			 

			Then it stopped.  

			

			 

			Dead.  

			 

			Screen flashing: OUT OF SERVICE.

			 

			At first, people laughed. Terry hit the alarm. A voice came through.  

			 

			No engineer on site. They’d call one out.  

			 

			No time given.  

			 

			We mentioned the children. Hoping it might speed things up. Nothing.

			 

			That’s when the mood changed.  

			 

			Ten minutes passed. Felt like thirty.  

			 

			The air getting heavier by the breath.  

			 

			No change.  

			 

			Terry hit the alarm again. Same response.

			 

			Still no one coming. That’s when I saw it.  

			 

			His breathing changed. He was close.

			Fifteen minutes in, he snapped.

			 

			I’d known him six years. Never seen him like that.  

			 

			Shirt off. Sweat pouring. Slamming the alarm.

			 

			Shouting into the speaker.

			 

			The sound filled the lift. Nowhere to escape it. Whatever calm we had left, gone.

			 

			Six feet by four. We couldn’t sit down, too small.

			

			 

			Bodies pressed together.  

			 

			Terry constantly shouting, creating more tension.

			 

			His brother, Vic, told him to calm down. He barked back.

			 

			Others stepping in. Trying to stop it from turning into something worse.  

			 

			Didn’t work.  

			 

			Nowhere to hide. Just chaos.

			 

			I stepped in. Tried to settle it. Did nothing.

			 

			I nearly lost myself.  

			 

			My brain wouldn’t stop. One thought.  

			 

			Get out.  

			 

			Over and over. That caged feeling. I had to check myself.  

			 

			I took my jacket off. Pressed my back against the wall.

			 

			Closed my eyes for a second.

			 

			Something in me wanted to explode. Shout. Force my way out of this.

			 

			But there was no way out.

			 

			And everything was upside down. Pure panic.

			 

			And I couldn’t stop any of it.

			 

			

			Terry was so out of control, his brother stepped in again. This time it turned physical. No punches but it got rough.

			 

			No one noticed, Terry’s son Dillan turned pale. Eyes wide. Desperate for air. Then he collapsed.

			 

			 

			Ambulance

			His dad and uncle Vic were a write-off. At each other’s throats. Hysterical. Oblivious.

			 

			Will, Terry’s closest friend, trying to hold it together. Stop it turning into a real fight. But none of them were useful now.

			 

			Dillan was in trouble.

			 

			Me and two others responded. No discussion. One picked up the smaller child.  

			 

			The other dropped beside me.

			 

			Dillan was on the floor. Shaking. Fighting for air. I’d seen something years ago: a breathing exercise. That’s all I had.

			 

			I knelt in front of him.  

			 

			‘Look at me.’ 

			 

			He couldn’t. Clutching his chest. Panicking.

			 

			‘Look at me.’ Louder this time.

			 

			He locked in. Barely.  

			 

			I started breathing slow. Deep and exaggerated. In. Out. Again.

			 

			He followed.

			 

			

			One hand on his chest. The other gripped onto anything he could.

			 

			A minute passed.  

			 

			No change, still clutching.  

			 

			We carried on the same motion. Same breathing. For a moment I wasn’t sure.  

			 

			Terry couldn’t see his son, he only saw red.

			 

			Finally, his breathing slowed. Started to come back.  

			I talked to distract him. I couldn’t let myself go. Not now, not for a second.

			 

			We were stuck between floors. Phones dying. The women who took the stairs tried calling. Thought we were messing around. Hiding from them.  

			 

			They came back down. Couldn’t see us, but they heard everything.  

			 

			They tried calming us down.  

			 

			But it was too late.

			 

			An hour in. Nothing changed. Terry still going off.

			 

			Kevin held his youngest, Hayden, until his arms gave in.

			 

			‘I’m glad I didn’t bring Junior now,’ he said as he

			passed his son to anyone who could still function.

			 

			Everyone looked drained. Except that little boy. Kevin’s son. No crying. Just there. Sitting in someone’s arms. Leaning forward. Waiting. Watching.

			 

			Every time I felt hopeless, I looked at him.

			 

			

			 

			Release Me

			After nearly an hour and forty-five minutes, they arrived.

			 

			An engineer, two building staff and firemen.

			 

			But even then, nothing was quick.  

			 

			Another thirty minutes before the doors gave way.  

             

			First, a crack of light. Then air. Cold. Real air. It was like your first breath after being underwater.

			 

			None of us really spoke. We just walked.  

			 

			The other lift wasn’t an option.

			 

			Back at Terry’s we splashed water on our faces. Everyone started talking at the same time. Telling their version of it.

			 

			I went to the bathroom. Closed the door.

			 

			Stood at the mirror for a couple of minutes. Just looked. Couldn’t tell you what I was looking for.

			 

			Something wasn’t right and it wasn’t the lift.  

			 

			It was the fact that I knew. Before any of it happened.  

			 

			Something said go home, and I didn’t listen.

			 

			I could hear them all through the wall. Voices getting louder and louder. The way people talk after the danger’s gone.

			 

			I booked a taxi.

			 

			Terry went straight to bed. Didn’t say much to anyone.  

			 

			

			His brother never even came upstairs.

			 

			I went home that night. Still felt trapped.

			 

			I thought I knew better.  

			I didn’t.

			 

			There’s always a moment before things go wrong. A warning. Subtle. Easy to brush off. That was mine. In that lift, I was reminded of something.  

			 

			Calm isn’t something you feel. It’s something you choose.  

			 

			Even when everything wants to explode. That’s when it matters.  

			 

			Because the walls will close in for you one day.

			 

			Not maybe.

			 

			They will.

			 

			And when they do, you’ll find out who you are.

			 

		


		
			

			CHAPTER 2 

			The Betrayal

			Simon Never Really Left That Relationship
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