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Premise

An 80+ year old man that has lost his wife and feels he has done everything he can in life and wants to end it with a last trip with his grandchildren before taking an overdose or another way out.

Characters

Richard- The main character. A Black Caribbean elderly man.

Rick- The grandson. Harsh with the truth like his granddad. 

Meghan- The granddaughter. Talkative a glass half full attitude that shows her emotions towards her loved ones. 

Rachel- Richard’s deceased wife.

Eleanor- A woman based on the Moon who they encounter.

Tracey- A woman from Richard’s past.

Tracey’s son-similar in appearance to Richard. 

Daniel a.k.a dan- a good friend to Richard that was from a Caribbean island, Richard could never remember which one though. 

Warning/Disclaimer

This book discusses a fictional characters contemplation of suicide and in no way should this be taken as advice or recommendations this is purely fictional and made up by the author. If you need help or assistance please contact

The Samaritans organisation or other organisations that can help with depression/mental health/suicidal issues. 

Do not read this if you have any form of mental health where discussions of a sad nature might make you harm yourself or others. 

The author is by no means suggesting or wishing anyone to harm themselves or others. 

Chapter one

Physically, he was in good shape for his age having a stretch of the limbs after waking. Mentally too, still sharp with his replies to his quick witted grandson who viewed the responses as a sign of intelligence. Richard thought the day, he conceded, and couldn’t come up with a response or laugh might be the day he was truly old.

No beer belly like most of his peers and uncles of the past who had taken too many spirits and beer without working out. They were once avid sports players that let their celebration and love for it go too far with alcohol. 

His work had always been office based. Never anything too physical that would take a toll on his body and over the years he'd worked out not consistently but enough to stay slim. 

He could still walk around. No aids needed. No back problems.

Retired and trying to find things to do, missing his wife that had died and was like a part of him. He often thought if he retired, rich would it have made any difference? The only thing he could do with the money would be to travel and see more of the world but flying wasn’t his thing and with riches people give in to their vices. He had seen a few places. Not many countries, but enough to say he’d enjoyed and seen a few famous buildings.

Even after all the years, he still wakes up and looks over for her he couldn’t help it. It was a natural reaction. There was no thought involved. Just to have that feeling of warmth and love in the morning again. He’d find himself sometimes at night, reaching over. Stretching out a leg to feel her there, but she wasn’t.  Then that sinking feeling came in his stomach. The body heat from someone else was good in the winter time and the security of knowing someone else might be up ensuring there’s no danger whilst you’re asleep. Was it human interaction he missed? Not communication, but actual touch? The only person that bothered to hug him or touch him was his granddaughter Megan. She would always hug him and be happy to see him. It was a nice feeling even the most cold hearted needed every now and then, not that he was. 

The grandkids would drop by every now and then full of energy and optimism. It used to be his kids, but they handed the mantle over to the grandkids, who had more energy and more time for him. He thinks they enjoyed his stories and tales of old things that they couldn't quite grasp. You could see the enthusiasm in their eyes and it was often them asking about the old times, not him simply telling them.

And how technology had changed things in society making people less sociable and more focused on themselves. It seemed so hard for them to understand what people done without technology and how they lived their lives. People didn't rely on dopamine rushes throughout the day and that's what made things special. When you did get a dopamine rush it was for a good reason and made it not enjoyable. 

Their close bond had always been there since he looked after them when they were younger as their parents were busy working.

Well, another day post retirement of how many years now ? I’ve been for part time work just to keep busy and have some people to communicate with. But people without saying are ageist. They think, sure I can take this guy on, but how much energy is he going to have and how’s he going to contribute when it comes to hard tasks like carrying things? 

He lay there in his bed, often contemplating these things before attempting to get out of his bed mentally clocking in that he was still there for another day. He could get out of bed straight away, but at his age, like an old car, you need to pull the choke out and wait a while before it’s ready to move anywhere. He couldn’t complain, though his friends would often tell him about problems with their back and joints, which he didn’t have. Only occasionally, when he got out of bed straight away, they’d be the odd strain in his leg. For whatever reason. You'd think so much free time would be fun but at his age he'd ran out of things to do he’d travelled a bit read books, watched films although he didn't like the new movies he preferred the classics when as he would say ‘there were real stars’ it seemed like these days you could see your neighbour on TV with all these reality shows no one had the presence and status compared to his old heroes that mastered their craft in the theatre’s and TV before hitting the big screen. He often felt so familiar with his place like he could walk around with his eyes closed. There was too much familiarity with what his day to day life had become no adventure no fun. The grandkids offered a pet, but considering his age, it would have been a lot of work for him to keep up with. Most likely the grandkids themselves would have to look after it on a regular basis. New technology had meant even friends his age and older were finding ways to be less sociable without realising. Their grandkids had showed them how to use things to supposedly connect them, but at the same time it kept him in the house. Walking around the house, he’d wrack his brains thinking of what he can do To keep himself busy and entertained. Things were easier with Rachel around. They’d find something to do in each others company. But he’d been here before, in his mind, thinking of what if? He had to adjust to what was now without her. He’d find himself sometimes minutes in his own mind, thinking of things they done in the past that he’d enjoyed. The immediate solution to his family was to try and find someone else or a pet for him to bond with again. He wasn’t ready for that, though.

Chapter two

Where’s that sound coming from? 

He thought Scanning around with his eyes, his head turning left to right. A familiar song Tommy Edwards. “But it’s all in the game”. His friend Dan AKA ‘Dan the man’ name was showing on the screen. He had started calling himself that after a messy divorce. Probably to boost his own ego and confirm to people he was still someone in society. 

He had lost nearly everything thanks to his ex-wife and then tried to relive his youth by turning his flat he had to rent into a man cave with old school consoles, drinks a projector to watch films on and more. This was great for Richard. He enjoyed it, but most of his friends had kids, a girlfriend, wife. That meant they didn’t have much time to go there. So Dan short for Daniel tried to convince him there is things to do in old age with the newfound freedom he had, he was trying to take advantage of. His friend was currently going through a bucket list of things such as shark diving. There was somethings on the list that Richard wanted to do, but some of them were just crazy, especially for someone of his friends age. He would have considered going with Dan, but it seemed like Dan had to do most things on the list. And that would mean a lot of money. Not that he didn’t have money. But he just had to be frugal with it.

Like most people his age, the mobile wasn’t such a big thing in his life. When at home, it just sat there until it rang and he could get to it he would hardly need to charge it because he rarely used it. And he would check it later. There was no urgency to keep the phone on his person. He usually got a call from the Grandkids who expect him to take long to get to the phone since he leaves it around the house and rarely uses it For anything other than, calls. He did wonder if they were checking on him to ensure he was still alive or if it was to keep him preoccupied and not going senile at his age. He found as he got older he would talk to himself, but not in a crazy way, just to keep himself sane And as a way to relieve stress. They tried to keep him up to date with things, but at some point you lose interest and are resigned to sticking with things that you’re familiar with. He was used to hearing 

Grandad. You need to try this. This is how it works. It’s easy, straight forward. It’ll make your life easier. 

His life at this point consisted of watching old films yes, he’d remember what happened in the films, but it was always a different perspective, either negative or positive, that can be derived from the films and on how his own life was going at the time. 

He’d occasionally go out to this social club that entertained elderly people by having board games, domino’s, pool and table tennis. Things he used to do when he was younger. But now were more of a challenge and he was slower at. He did feel guilty at times because he was in better shape than some of the people his age and the younger ones and could still beat them. He was always competitive when a challenge arised. But there was no challenge. They were beatable at table tennis and pool. He remembers playing a fast shot at table tennis and his opponent nearly smashed his head into the wall trying to return the shot, it makes him smile thinking of it and the sound it would have made but in reality at the time he was quite scared of what would of happened if the guy did hit his head. It may of caused him to pass out.

What happens when you no longer have challenges in life? That’s the question he asked himself Sitting there, looking at the wall. And he knew the answer that he didn’t like. Was it game over? The two player game he was playing along with Rachel that became one now but it could be none. He did somewhat live vicariously through his grandchildren. Seeing the little things that reminded himself of a younger version of himself. Rick who would just straight up tell you what was on his mind? And if something was bad. Megan took on traits more like Rachel very sensitive, hugging, caring. How these traits passed down through his children and then onto his grandchildren it’s remarkable, something in the DNA. Could they cope without him? Should they cope without him? Was he being selfish? If Rachel was around, he definitely wouldn’t be considering this. When they were together, they did things like keep conversation. They didn’t have to be anywhere. They could have a laugh bringing up things of the past that had them in tears. Being from the same era, they could relate. Nothing could replace
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