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About the Author

Meleeze Zenda was born in Harlow, Essex, where he lived for thirteen years. It was a happy childhood. He later moved to St Helens, where he remained for many years and eventually settled. The adjustment did not go well, and he was struck down by madness.

A few working years followed: four years as a wood machinist, then time as a factory worker and a roofer. After five years of college, everything collapsed as his mind became disturbed by millions of voices. The church offered no relief; he was immersed in it for five years, and after the dissolution of his first marriage, he found himself in Rainhill Hospital, where he endured years of medication and medical negligence.

His third wife then appeared, and thirty years later they are still together.
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I dedicate this work to all those and their voices that brought me to this place: my family and my supporters, for without them none of this would have been possible.
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All Those Unanswered Prayers

The red raw knees of a Christian fundamentalist sting and hurt; still on his knees he remains. I will pray for you, again and again, thus the Christian bully, prays on and on, always believing, believing, believing.

Within the confines of the church, these movements, where believed, that amounted to nothing. Still the sadness, still the rain, still the despair, but all will be revealed, as the host drags the congregation to their feet.

Within the darkness of a forest the unbelievers gather, praying for resistance, and the fall of those that believe in fallacy.

Slowly, the pressure builds, as power is lost, and the dark lords find a way against those that burn bodies. Shall I go, or shall I stay with all those unanswered prayers? Stay with me, for in my life, I can say no more, or more or more.









Die Fly Die

Buzzing and buzzing around the eyes, one after another, like aliens upon the moon; flying by night, the heat is extreme and hot, but still I hear the lost voice, or an insect in decay.

Along the corridors, the light shines, but when turned off, a host of cockroaches appear within the room. Frightened, I turn myself to the clock, and free the delivered insects upon the cross.

At midnight, the tombstones shine with opaque light, but deep within, the meandering spiders eat, and eat, and eat; thus with this, the decaying bodies wait, upon an hourless dream. And then rage.

Thank you, thank you, I hear them wail, for not so much as this, the aliens pray to a God that no human can understand.

I hear you call. I sit and wait. While, in the room, ants appear, as do slugs and nests of hornets. As I lay awake, in the bed, I hear scurrying noises, and shadows appear; still to this I pray, but to no avail, and to no escape and no resurrection.









The Injection Woman Is Coming Around Today

Struck down with healing poison, running through her veins, twisted and brainwashed, there she falls, closer, and closer, to the tomb. Still, we shall keep our sanity, in an insane way. Call the doctor, quick the madness has begun once again, sectioned for six months, in quarantine; ring, ring, the phone chimes in repetitive formation. Shall I stay, will you go, as we sit and wait? Soon she shall be released, but monitored and controlled. It is this that the curve spins, through the voices of death, and the endless paranoia; never mind, the show must go on.

Through shady trees and still rivers, we look to the sunny sky, laughing and joking, but still, the winter approaches, and the walls close in, soon the rags of immortality shall shine upon us it is time, to awaken, and let the sands of time begin, and descend.









Can You Hear Me, Mother

No, I don’t understand, no I don’t understand, it’s there, stood, as a gorgon, all snakes and slugs, and cockroaches, pouring scorn and criticism all over, radiating shafts of brittle ice, seething, and raging, bitter, as the presence drags you, down and down, against the frost, and the wind, the rain and the ice.

Years ago, my sheets were clean, my life happy, at least I thought so; I turned around to see nothing, after all, you did rest, but only as a ghost, that disappeared into walls and shady corridors.

There, the silent walls of ignorance began, and a gun was pressed against my scull, to burn myself alive, dominated. Why not throw yourself off a bridge? Then at your funeral, I might appear, indifferent, and pay you no mind, for you are my son, at least I thought. That is your family now.









Risperdal Nightmare

Banging fists upon the floor and hyperventilating like a dog in heat, we slept alone, after days of torture, voices, voices, of death, raging through the mind, and dreams of suicide, hanging over the edge, with trains, ropes, knives, pills and cars like a plague, running through the mind, then pushed, to the edge, and on the brink of damnation.

A little yellow pill prescribed by witch doctors, and those that know best.

Again sectioned, and experimented upon, pacing, along the long corridors, all that is left, is a meal, isolation, and ignorance. But still, the clock chimes, without care, or reason, and once again, we are released, to a world of chaos, and brutality.

My hair is falling out, my skin feels like a world of insects and the sun burns my skin. I look to the sky for freedom, and await the nightmare, for wanted peace, and the freedom, to live alone, and rejected.
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