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Love dies...

Here we go... 

Love dies. I have no doubt about it. Sadly, I’ve seen it happening; I’ve seen love die, turn itself into hate, vicious hate, vicious lies, a hate even stronger than the love that had just died. 

Love dies and becomes something else. At times, it becomes the opposite of what it used to be; it becomes hate, other times it becomes pain, an endless pain, a pain that can lead the loser into a dark path, a pain that becomes a dark path, a pain that consumes you from within, eats you away slowly, a pain that, if you’re not strong enough, it can kill you.

When you killed our love and sent me away, I retreated into a dark corner, a corner from which I thought there was no escape. I saw myself walking in the woods, losing myself in the dark woods, go down on my knees, commit hara-kiri, as if I was some lonely samurai who was punishing myself for my wrongdoings, but I had done nothing wrong, apart from loving too much, working too much, being faithful, bowing to every wish of yours. In return, you paid me with betrayal, a heartless betrayal, not with another man but with lies, and when I wasn’t looking (because I was too tired), you took everything, including our children, everything and so much more, and you told everyone that I was the one who had done wrong, that I never did enough for you at home, that I was lazy, useless, and I saw too late that you were a liar, but you can’t even tell that you’re lying. In fact, I believe that you’re not well in the head; you seem to think that the world is against you, that everyone is whispering about you, that the Universe is against you. You want for everyone to stop what they’re doing and listen to you, follow the same religion as you, worship you, lift you up and praise you to the stars, but you’ve lied!

You’ve lied to yourself, to the Universe.

You’ve gone against Nature. What chance do you think you have?

Love dies. I know it does. I’ve seen you killing it. 

Love dies and one of the partners turns into a snake. Sometimes both partners can turn into snakes. Luckily I didn’t, but your poison almost killed me.

Love dies. Just live with it, but don’t live with the pain.

The pain can kill you. 

Leave it behind.

Leave it and wait.

Don’t pursue what you can’t catch.

Leave it and wait.

Don’t chase those who didn’t want you.

Leave them behind.

Love dies and it becomes some sort of ghost, or some dishonourable creature that chases you in your dreams, a ghost-like feeling that turns the brightness you once had in your life into darkness, and the killer of love doesn’t care if you either live or die. The killer of love only cares about what it can get from you. 

My killer wants money.

It took everything from me, including the car and children, left me with nothing, and now it wants more money.

Money...

Love dies and turns into greed.

My love is still alive. I’m not greedy. Or maybe I am. Maybe I want too much: too much love, a bit of it, just a hug, someone to love, someone that cares, someone that is honest and truthful. Yes, I am greedy. 

My love is still alive, waiting for the right person, waiting.

Love dies and turns into an episode of Oprah. Both partners run to the show, tell their version of it, or maybe one of us keeps quiet about it or says little about it. 

Poor Oprah nods her head and thinks, “What shall I do? Who can I believe?”

Oprah becomes our priest. One of us confesses our failures, pain and hopes to her while the other simply lies. But maybe the liar believes her own lie.

I’ll write my version of it, the testimony of the one who walked through the darkness and pain and almost lost it all, but maybe I’m wrong. After all, I’m not perfect, and lately I’ve realised that you’re suffering too, but your pain comes from the fact that you’re not getting what you want. But what do you want? More money? I’m sorry but I’m poor. 

Maybe I’m being unfair. 

Maybe you want love too but you don’t know where to look for it. 

Love dies. 

Can you resurrect yours? 

I hope you can.

I see you years from now looking for me, or, worse, living with regret.

Regret is a terrible feeling. It eats you inside, and you only realise that you’re living with it years down the road, when it’s already too late.

And it’s already too late, for both of us, because I no longer love you.

For now, because of them, because of our children, you must remain a part of my life, and so, for now, as everything becomes clear and a new dawn starts, I must have a bit of darkness in my life, just a tiny bit, but I must not let it consume me and eat away the bit of hope that I have.

Love dies.

How sad.

Thank God mine is still alive.

I’m going to hold on to it like a precious treasure, treasure my treasure, and then give it to someone special. 

Better luck next time, I hope.

For me, and for you, too.
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The Snake
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The bus drives past me and I keep on walking. It is a forty minute walk to town. I could have caught the bus and be there in less than 15 minutes but a long walk will be good for me. It is therapeutic, good for the soul and the body. It allows me to think and to exercise. Lately I’ve been thinking too much, but what is there to think about? A person thinks about the past, wondering why this or that happened, why didn’t things happen differently, why weren’t we given better chances, better choices, better this, better that, instead of nothing, but things have a reason for being, life knows what it is doing, and the wanna-be poet must take everything that comes his or her way with a silly smile on its face.

In 2005 I found myself back in London, ready to realise my dreams, ready to love, ready to fall in love again. One week in my city of birth, I saw a new dawn, the chance for a new beginning, but had I known then what I know now I would have run away from the snake in front of me, a snake in the shape of a woman; Lilith in the Garden of Eden. On that tragic morning (but I didn’t know yet the pain that the beast would bring into my life) she had a big smile on her face and she spoke like an angel, but she was trying to run away from her imaginative demons (later, I too would become one of those imaginative demons that she created in that childish, cruel mind of hers), trying to find a poor sucker (yes, I suck –and I sucked her well, too; not that I mind that bit) that would rescue her from her imaginative trials, and so I took on that role, the role of the hero, the foolish hero, a hero that would be sent on a loveless journey that would last close to sixteen years, a cold journey where the floors were a cold marble and the walls were made of ice, a journey that mighty Vikings would be too scared to take, a journey where I became some sort of Odysseus and she, my soon to be wife Yu, became a student of Calypso. 

We met in February 2005, a few days after my 32nd birthday, a few days after I had escaped depression, a failed suicide attempt, and Death –maybe Hell, too. Needless to say, after having left my Personal Hell behind, I was ready to start a new life. Instead I was given a snake for a wife. Oh, look; I’m starting to rhyme. How ironic seeing that, once upon a time, I used to be a lame poet.

Ah, the games that Life likes to play with us. But I can’t complain (or can I?); after all, I needed some inspiration for some new stories, inspiration for madness, madness to create, and so Life laughed at me and said, “I’ll give you this: love, pain, heartache, and more madness. Make of it what you will.”

And then Death laughed at me and said, “You won’t escape Me this time. I’ll make you go through Hell, again. And this time the pain will be deeper. And then you will be Mine.”

Ah, Life and Death playing chess, me in the middle, the last pawn left, being flicked around, to the edge, to the dawn, losing my mind, wondering which way to go. Could Kelly Howell and her meditation save me? Could I go deep enough and save myself? Yes, of course. 

You no longer need Love.

Love is a lie, created by Man, perfected by Woman.

She deceives you with her tongue, with her round breasts, her perfect feet, her beautiful legs, her sex, and you go down, all the way down, until you’re completely lost, absorbed by the Lie, a Lie you call Love, a lie created by Man, perfected by Woman, lost in that Garden, her Garden, a hairy Garden but later she will shave it off.

She becomes your Muse, your Everything, and then she takes Everything, leaving you with Nothing.

That is Love, her way of loving. 

She goes down on you, All the Way Down, right to your balls.

She conquers you with her tongue, with her legs, with her vagina, with Love, but Love is a Lie, a Lie that she perfected. 

What chance do you have against that magnificent Tongue of hers, a Tongue that tells you sweet words and goes All the Way Down, right to your Balls?

Splat...

You come and she smiles.

She has conquered you.

You love her.

Once in town, I sit somewhere, alone, away from everyone, and I write.

I’m writing a novel, a crap sci-fi novel about Love, the Loss of Love, lockdowns, face masks, an Invisible Enemy, Lies, Love, the Loss of Everything.

A memoir?

NOOOOO?!

Maybe...

I’ll turn the memoir into a Lie, turn it into Fiction, a fictional tale of liars, blowjobs, cunnilingus, asexuality, tears, and I might even add aliens to it. A space opera with Mickey Rourke and Kim Basinger as the main characters, fighting aliens, making love and lying. The Villain will be a virus, an Invisible Enemy, and those who sell fear for a living. Or, the villain will be various people; villains. One of them will be an evil geeky billionaire who thinks of himself as some sort of scientist and saviour of the world, and he will want us to eat synthetic meat and insects while he eats the best of foods. And he will be friends with another billionaire, some evil guy called Jeff, a child molester, killed in jail, murdered by an ex-President and his evil wife, or by some killer hired by them, and then the media, controlled by some of the villains, will tell us that it was suicide. And later, the killer of Jeff, will die because of some virus. Case closed. Yes, maybe I should write that novel.

I’m going slightly crazy. Ever since Yu asked for the divorce I’ve been losing my mind, writing the weirdest of stuff. Henry Miller’s Tropic of Cancer comes to mind as I sit on the steps of a closed church looking at the notebook in front of me. Miller too went crazy, and then he wrote all those magnificent books. He needed a Muse to write. Pain became his muse. 

Yes, I’ve finally solved the greatest mystery of all, the answer to “What is Love?”

Love is pain. 

There you go. 

Mystery solved.

During lockdown, while everything was shut, empty parks and the steps of closed churches became my refuge, a refuge for the lost poet, the failed poet, a memoirist travelling through the Dark Night of the Soul, down that abyss called Depression, a memoirist turned novelist, a broken man, lost and alone, no longer living with his children, a dreamer living in a nightmare, losing his faith, talking to himself, talking to the skies, asking Someone, “Why did You forsake me? Why did You abandon me? Why?”

I stood outside churches, looking around me, looking at a cross, at the walls, at the emptiness of my soul, the emptiness of my life, at the squirrels running past me, pigeons staring at me, two ducks walking past me, I kid you not, and I went crazy. 

I became like the character of Shun Kaidou a.k.a. Jet-Black Wings, a hero fighting an evil conspiracy organization called Dark Reunion, but the evil conspiracy organization that I was fighting (in vain because I could never defeat them on my own) really exists and it is called The Invisible Hand. It exists, doesn’t it? It does... and it controls everything. And they’re probably paying me to write this.

And afterwards I became like Rimbaud, a young Rimbaud walking through the streets of Paris, a young poet lost in the madness that is this world, and everywhere I went, everyone was wearing face masks, and the moment they saw me, wearing no mask, walking towards them, they would cross the road running, or they would jump and try to merge in with the walls around them. The Fear was real. The Fear of the Invisible Enemy, a virus that no one was allowed to say out loud lest we were demonetized or/and pursued by the media and the law and everyone else that works for the Invisible Hand. 

The world became dumb, deaf and blind, and during that time, while everyone was living inside the biggest prison of all, a prison of the mind, a brainless prison, a prison where different ideas and opinions weren’t allowed to be shared, the Invisible Hand filled its already fat coffins with more money. But they want more, so much more, even our souls, and so this Invisible Enemy keeps on living, mutating by the month, and the people are given short breaks, and allowed to do a bit more (but not much more), and the Invisible Leader says that it is for their best that they’re living in the widest prison of all. Not only that, everyone must get vaccinated, because the Invisible Hand really cares for the people, and while the people cower and nod and clap Stupidity, the Invisible Hand travels the world on holidays, go to football matches, eat the best of foods, catch up on their suntans, and the little people are told that they must not travel and that, later, maybe they would have to eat insects. And the people nod and clap while the Invisible Hand laughs its head off. 

And while I was going crazy, the Snake was enjoying her life in her new home, a home paid, in part, by my sweat. And the reason why the Snake had a job to pay her mortgage was because I found her one, but the moment she had everything she needed from me, she asked for the divorce and set off to her Counterfeit Paradise while leaving me alone in the Darkness. 

I died.

Love died.

I actually died.

Something inside me died.

I went through my own Dark Night of the Soul. 

I cried so much.

I cried for days, weeks, months.

After a while, I could no longer cry.

I was ready to die. Again.

I even arranged the place and the time and the method of death. But it never came. Because...

One day I entered a church, and in there I found Jesus, and when I felt His presence around me, I started to cry. And I heard a voice from within say, “Love isn’t dead. It’s just waiting for the right time to resurrect. Hang in there. Don’t carry the cross. I carried it for you. Now hang in there for just a bit longer.”

I cried for a bit longer. And then I decided to live. And to write. Keep a journal. Write and live. Live to write. 

And while I was writing, the Snake was laughing. But one day we all have to answer for our deeds, either here or in the world to come. And sometimes, while we’re still in this world, Karma and Nature join hands with Payback, and Life becomes a Bitch. 

I tried. You lied. And I almost died

And even after you lied, in your own mind (but how?) (really?), you still believed you were right and that you were allowed to lie and hurt whoever got in your way. 

You took everything. Everything and a bit more. 

And you lied even more.

And you kept on lying because, by then, the lie had taken over you. 

Suddenly, because of your lie, I became the bad guy. 

But one day your lie will be exposed. How will you live with yourself then?

I say nothing. Instead I write this. 

But this is nothing, not even a lie. I will just call if fiction. 
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Not so long ago, in this galaxy...
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So, diary time. 

I’ll have to lie and call it fiction, because, you know, just in case...

I’ll date some bits just so you know who you are. But first, let me put this Genet book away, on top of that Sara Maitland and Ma Jian books. After the breakout, I gave a lot of my books away, but I kept a few, because, you know, I like books. But the Snake hated the fact that I like books. Hmm, strange woman.

21-2-2021

A cold loveless world, a world where no one seems to love the person close to them. G-d has closed his eyes, or so some people say, and forgotten about us. What now?

Asteroid Apophis is on the way. Some people are scared, saying that Apophis could destroy satellites and spaceships. 

Another apocalypse.

We seem to get one every year but nothing ever seems to happen. Then again, last year was a bit crazy. And this year isn’t getting any better. 

And then you have the news; Right and Left, and even the Centre, all selling Fear, because Fear sells. 

Fear is like a drug. Everyone wants a taste of it; don’t deny it. 

Last year, the world closed down, all because of a virus. But the lockdown(s) didn’t stop the people from dying. And it didn’t kill the virus. And I shouldn’t be writing this because nowadays we’re only allowed to write a few things and not everything. We’re not even allowed to mention the virus by its name on YouTube and other online pages or else...who knows?

Last year was a crazy year, and the craziness extended itself to this year.

Last year...

There are days when I can only write about last year on the third person.

Last year, in a galaxy not far away, a man lost everything and almost went crazy.

Last year his wife asked for the divorce. He’d seen it coming miles away.

He’d seen it coming yet he stood still, waiting for the pain to arrive.

What else could he do but wait?

A cold loveless world...

He reads what he just wrote. This morning, after he finished work, he walked all the way home. A long tiring walk but he wanted to walk, to be done with his thoughts (but he spends a lot of time on his own, alone with his thoughts, so why walk all the way home when he could catch the bus?). For the last few weeks, because of this never-ending lockdown (it was only supposed to last a month, if that, but, a year later, the lockdown shows no sign of coming to an end although, rumour has it, they’re talking about bringing it to an end by next month – by now, some politicians and billionaires have become even richer while the poor have become poorer), he’s been spending a lot of time at his ex-wife’s new place, a place that she bought behind is back (but that’s another story, and he already wrote about; memoirs which he then turned into a long sci-fi novel). 

At first, his ex-wife didn’t want him inside her home, but not so long ago she had a change of mind and she told him he could go to her place every day if he wants to, and she even offered him a key for her place. But he said no. And no.

She wants me back but I won’t go back to her.

She doesn’t know what she wants.

Sometimes she wants Heaven, sometimes she wants Hell. 

She better be careful because she might get what she wants. But she doesn’t know what she wants.

On the way home he listened to Arvo Part’s Da Pacem on his iPhone. Deserted streets. The world was sleeping. Not a single walker on sight. The world was scared. Later, at the park, he saw a woman walking her dog. He missed having a woman by his side but could he love again? Would he trust again?

There was another woman after the breakup, last year, a woman named Brie. They went out for almost three months. He was still living with his ex (legally, she wasn’t yet his ex, but their marriage had ended years ago), just waiting for her new home to be ready, but on the same day that he moved out of the apartment that he shared with his ex, he also broke up with Brie. Something inside him had died. Something was broken and he needed to be alone.

He told Brie he wasn’t ready for another relationship. Not yet. Not so soon.

He just wanted to be left alone and cry, but he didn’t tell this to Brie. And maybe Brie was the right one (but she wasn’t; in his heart, he knew that she wasn’t the one). 

He broke up with her and went somewhere else to cry, into a dark corner of his soul. And maybe Brie cried too. Of course she cried, but he couldn’t love her. And he couldn’t lie. 

He’s now renting a small bedroom in the middle of nowhere, living alone, starting again with nothing, starting a new life at the age of 49-years old. It’s not too late to start again; it’s never too late to start again, is it? – but it’s fair to say that he’s a bit scared of the future. Then again, during these troubled times, who isn’t?

He sits on the carpeted floor, his back resting against his bed. He misses his children. He misses what he’s losing; their smiles, a few jokes, their laughter, small moments that he will never see, moments that he can’t relive. He’s missing and sometimes he feels like dying. 

A few hours’ sleep out of the way, he meditates for a few minutes.

A friend once told him, “The Lord’s with you, every step of the way. He’s there for you when you fall, ready to catch you, lift you up, and teach you how to fly.”

And then he’s out of the door, another long walk, his destination unknown. He grabs a cup of coffee and a tuna sandwich from a local shop, sits somewhere, alone, masticates on his food, swallows his drink, reads a few chapters of a Kabbalistic book, wonders how his children are, puffs, puffs away, sighs, and waits. 

He waits on another day, another chance but Where’s G-d? Give me a break. Another chance. Please. 

He puffs, sighs, pleads, and waits. 

A long wait.

Sometimes he feels like dying.

Sometimes he feels as if he’s dying. 

A breakup isn’t just a breakup.

A breakup is the tearing of a heart.

Sometimes, the death of a soul.

His friend Saul wants to write a book. A Young Adult Novel. Something along the lines of J. K. Rowling, but a bit more serious, with a few elements of Kabbalah, so that children can take something from the book, learn something from it. Saul is a teacher, a taught mind, but, so far, apart from the author and a few friends, he has no students. 

M÷, the author of this book, listens to his friend and nods. 

M÷ has written a few books and Saul wants some guidance on how to write a book, but M÷ doesn’t know what to say.

“Just write,” M÷ says. What else can he say? 

Saul shrugs his shoulders. “But where do I start?” he asks.

“At the beginning,” M÷ says. “And, because it will be your book, only you know where the beginning is.” 

What else can he say?

They sit on Saul’s old sofa, a sofa covered on cat hair. There’s coffee and a tray of biscuits in front of them. Lots of books around them as Saul reads as much as M÷. 

Saul has a house, a family, a plan, something, while M÷ is still looking for something. Again. 

His search never seems to end and he’s getting a bit tired, not to mention depressed.

Not so long ago he used to have something, and he was trying to achieve a bit more, but then came the breakup, the betrayal, the kick. His ex-wife didn’t betray him with another man. She betrayed him with scorn and coldness. 

One day the tables will turn.

One day you will know how I feel.

One day you will pay.

Are you ready for that day?

You aren’t...

How can you prepare for the end?

How do you prepare for pain?

And while M÷ is renting a small bedroom in the middle of nowhere, his ex-wife Yu bought her own place, a two-bedroom maisonette. A small home, no place in it for M÷, not even a photo of him lying around. He has no photos of Yu at his place either. She’s a snake. Why would he want to look at a snake?

A few weeks before they went their separate ways, he gave her most of the photos where they were together. She could do whatever she wanted with them. He didn’t care. Other photos he simply chucked in the bin. He even went through some of his USB sticks and deleted some of Yu’s photos but kept the ones where she was with their children.

Did he hate her?

Did he hate Yu?

No. 

Yes...

He never hated anyone, not even those who hurt him, not even those who bullied him and almost drove him to suicide, but now he’s finally learning how to hate. Maybe he needed to learn how to hate.

His father once told him, “You’re too good.”

Saul once told him, “You’re too good.”

Too good was another way of them saying, “You’re too soft. Weak.”

No more.

Now it was time to hate, hate just a bit, and the best way to hate those who hurt him is by ignoring them. And so he ignores them. 

The phone rings. He ignores it. 

They text him. He ignores them.

Life goes on. 

He must move on, again, with noting, without Yu, without that lying snake. Maybe life isn’t that bad.

He used to go to a synagogue but the synagogues are now closed. Last year, for some reason, he heard a voice inside of him telling to look for Yeshua ben Yosef, or Iêsous, better known as Jesus. One morning, face mask on, he entered Coventry Cathedral, and when he saw the large tapestry Christ in Glory in the Tetramorph, he found himself crying in the middle of the cathedral, crying in front of everyone (but there weren’t that many people inside the cathedral; only eight or nine people, if that), and he felt so weak and sad and lost as he looked at that magnificent work of art. Not only that, he also felt something inside of him, something unexplainable, and he felt a voice coming from within him, telling him to be patient; be patient and wait: “stand still and put your faith in the Lord,” that voice inside of him said.

And so he sat down.

And cried.

Psalm 37:7

Not so long ago his ex-wife Yu had some problems at work, this at a time when she was already living at her new place while M÷, the (sometimes) narrator of this, was living in a small bedroom. Okay, the bedroom wasn’t that small, but it wasn’t big enough for him to have his children living with him. Anyway, going back to the snake known as Yu; she had some problems at work (for the record, she’s working at the same place as M÷, and the only reason why she got the job was because M÷ spoke with the manager and told her, the manager, that he had someone for the position of receptionist, or admin, since there were two positions available at work, and Drew, the manager, said, “Tell her to come and see me,” and M÷ told Yu about the job, or jobs if you prefer, a job she badly needed because she had quit her last job, and the one before that, and the one before that, and now she couldn’t find any work; needless to say, she got the job, and once she started that job, she started to plan a new life, a new life for her, a life without M÷, a selfish life, a selfish plan, a selfish home for her selfish self, which was nothing new (for as long as M÷ has known her, 16 years and counting, Yu always had problems at work, and ever since he has known her, 16 years and counting, she’s quit almost every single job she’s had because someone said something or someone did something or whatever), and now, because she had some problems at work, she wanted M÷ next to her, and she wanted for him to hear her, and help her if needed, and, just in case she lost her job, could he please pay for her mortgage and bills, “which isn’t a lot,” she said, but once she got back on her feet could he please PISS OFF!!!

She didn’t say those words but she might as well have said them.

She was a snake, and snakes are dangerous.

She was a snake but she thought of herself as the victim, or, worse, as an angel. But wasn’t the Snake a fallen angel? Ssssssssssssssssssss.

M÷ spent a few nights at her place but they slept in separate beds, and one night, she asked him, “Why didn’t you fight for our marriage?”

Once again she was playing the victim. Had she forgotten that she started to plan for a life without him behind his back, while they were still married? 

Had she forgotten how she was constantly bullying him, telling him to move out, find a room and move out, take nothing and give her everything?

M÷ said, “I told you to wait, think things through, don’t destroy the family, but you didn’t listen to a word I said.”

That shut her up.

What could she say when she knew he was right?

He stayed at her place for a few days, cooked for the family, every day, every night, ironed the clothes; their clothes, not his, but one afternoon, as it often happened, Yu snapped, and, once again, showed her true self and called him useless, pathetic, and whatever, and M÷ saw that she was only using him, as she often did, and that he could never love someone like her. No wonder her own family kept away from her.

M÷ said, “You’re always using me. You only care for yourself. Lately, because you had problems at work, you wanted me here, but now that everything is better, you’ve gone back to your cold self.”

He put on his shoes, grabbed his bag, kissed his children goodbye, and left her place.

He could no longer be in the same room as Yu. She was poison.

He made his way to the bus stop, cursing under his breath, cursing but why? He was tired of it all. That’s why.

Tired of lies, tired of being used, tired of everything, tired of having nothing. 

The love he felt for Yu had officially been dead for a long time but she was making him hate her even more. 

Ever since he was a child (a baby!!!), he kept being pushed around, from house to house, sometimes from city to city, and he was tired of it all. 

He stood by the bus stop thinking about his life.

“What a shitty life,” he thought.

When he was only a baby, his parents had left him with a cold woman. Decades later, he married (and divorced) another cold woman. All his brothers and sister were more or less settled down, had their own partners, a place to call home, someone by their side, while M÷ was still being pushed around. Well, it was his turn to stop being pushed around. It was his turn to go cold. Become cold.

He sat on the bus reading Bolaño’s Amulet. The bus was empty. Only him and the driver.

Minimal traffic on the roads. Nevertheless the bus driver drove slowly. He had a schedule, hardly a soul waiting. 

M÷ kept on reading. He read to forget. 

He read for inspiration.

Bolaño was one of his heroes, not to mention the author of The Savage Detectives, M÷’s favourite book of all time. Too bad Mr Bolaño lived a short life. It’s fair to say that Bolaño was only getting started before Death took him away at the age of 50-years old. 

When M÷ got to the city centre, seeing that it was too early for he to go to work, he sat somewhere, reading, contemplating his thoughts, thinking about tomorrow.

Tomorrow...

Thinking about the past, about 1999, about a crazy woman he had, about a woman, someone, someone to love, someone...

1999. A pub in Hammersmith. A cool evening. A busy night at the bar. 

Achy’s already drunk, not to mention high.

I’m not drinking alcohol and I haven’t had a joint yet. I like to smoke weed when I’m indoors, hidden from the world. That way I won’t make a fool of myself in front of others. 

Achy’s body seems to be turning green. She looks me in the eye and says, really loudly, “I want you to come home with me and suck my pussy.”

She says it loud, really loud. 

A few faces stare at us.

I see their eyes on us. I feel them. I see them all
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