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​Prologue
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‘Writing books is bullshit. Oh, when you start and you’re young and ruddy-cheeked, spinning your tales of wonder for the approval of parents, teachers and anyone else willing to feed your Need Engine–it feels good. In the beginning. But, so does strumming on your woo-woo in that special way for the first time. Yet, both things are a bit of a wank.

‘Once you’ve pimped out your stories on the street corner awhile and scored enough gold stars, you tell yourself, ‘Hey! We might have something here. Something special and deeply personal. Something just for us!’ The ‘Us’ being you, The Observer (that fat prick slumped in the middle of your brain, watching everything you do like a massive perv) and the countless other imagined dickheads swimming around in your goldfish-bowl head. 

‘These brain-ghosts might mock you in the voice of parents, or your friends or that English teacher who smelled of lemons and was “harsh but fair”. These voices must be appeased, so you continue writing your shitty fiction, awful poetry and whatever else puts the wind up your skirt. 

‘You collect this stuff–pages and pages of meaningless drivel–and you wheel it out for the Special Ones. You know, The Like-Minded. The peeps you think are other members of your Tribe. The ones who poignantly ash their cigarette after blowing smoke up your ass and inflating you with zesty, lemon-scented false confidence. 

‘Then, one day, you collate your stinking horse-shit, stapling it together and packing it off to some two-bit publishing house. You wait and you wait, desperately fearing knockback, but secretly wondering ‘what if?’ 

‘Back in my day you had to wait six to eight weeks for that wet-fish slap in the face. These days, painful rejection is much more convenient. Hit that button and sow the seeds of failure in an instant! Feeling warm and fuzzy about your future? Give us but a second! We’ll fix that! 

‘But, it’s different when you’re a baby phrase-turner, isn’t it? When you’re fresh out of the box you cleave to that modicum of hope like your life depends on it. It’s a flame you carry around with you in the recesses of your soul. You use it to light the wick of a special little candle; the one that’s gonna change everything. 

‘You carefully place that warm beacon on your window sill. Do you see it, kids? It’s be-yoodiful. One day. One day they’ll discover me and realize that I’m different from the rest. Because I’m unique. You’ll see! 

‘Thing is, they won’t. And they don’t. And you aren’t.

‘Writing books is like screaming your lungs out in an empty room. It’s telling soul-secrets to an indifferent partner. It’s pissing into the wind. It’s taking all of your deepest thoughts, desires and motivations and stuffing them into a shoebox, then dousing that shoebox in petrol and lighting the mother fucker. 

‘So, if it's a bigger waste of time than ironing a fitted sheet, why do it at all? Fucked if I know. To stop yourself going completely batshit? To have something to say when people ask, ‘What are you up to these days?’ To feel a bit artsy and clever? As far as Life is concerned, you can take all your little works-in-progress, stick ‘em in the blender and hit frappe. Then, pour that shit down the toilet. It won’t matter.’

‘Okay!’ barked the old craggy trout with the bird face, clapping her bony hands together as she thundered across the stage like a hungry stork. She looked out at the hall full of hopefuls, blinking and twitching at them in the absence of an explanation for what the apple-cheeked students had just witnessed. 

The bony creature now guarding the mic lest I inflict even more verbal turdery on her charges, was the emcee of the shit-show I’d somehow been invited to speak at, and she’d been nervously haunting the stage-wing since the start of my address. Her body was now wound so tight I could have strummed the bitch like a bass-guitar. 

She actively pushed me away from the lectern, with brute-force that belied her noodle limbs. ‘Let’s all thank Daisy Waterfront for those ... inspiring words, shall we?’

I looked from Bird-Face to the slack-jawed audience and bowed. Two indoor-scarf wearing dudes shook their heads in disbelief. There were some awkward coughs from the back and a girl in the front row started crying. ‘You’re all wasting your time!’ I yelled, flipping off the entire auditorium, before disappearing into the shadows backstage like a hope-sucking vampire. 

Hey, you opened this stinking book! It’s as much your fault as mine.

Anyhoo...
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​Chapter One: Hope Springs a Leak
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How did I become such a breath of halitosis-riddled air, I hear you ask? Oh, Dear Reader, it sounds to me like you’re after a quick primer on my early life. What? You’re not that interested after all? Tough titties, here it comes:

Tough Times, Tougher Titties

I grew the titular tits when I was ‘knee-high to a grasshopper’ as my gramps used to say (he’s presumed dead now). I thusly lost the keys to my Power Wheels (you’ll need to look up this most bodaciously kickass mode of child transport if you’re younger than a million) and gained the ones that open the creepy door to a whole lot of unwanted attention. 

As a result, I spent much-o time in libraries. The school one. The municipal one where the nerds studying calculus for extra credit spend their evenings, never daring to look at a real girl’s bazoomas. I could while away the whole arvo sunk in the dusty folds of a bean bag and smash out a couple of Sweet Valley Highs, a little Asterix, and–if I was feeling playful–some Stephen King. In a word, it was BLISS. 

The head librarian of my local–Miss Jeffries–was such a dear lady (face like a bulldog licking piss from a nettle, but sweet as they come). She was my friend, my confidant, and she even saved me on the fateful day I received my first visit from Aunt Flo, hooking me up with some (kinda vintage, if I’m honest) feminine hygiene. I was reading Carrie the day IT happened, and no, I’m not embellishing to make the anecdote more booky wooky. 

All this positive reinforcement at the town book repository was a gateway drug to making my own stories. I started with some short form, you know, shit based around tween girls crushing on tween boys, only to discover that said boys were actually shapeshifting flesh eaters. Real feel-good stuff. 

To add fuel to the fire, Miss Jeffries actually loved my work. She would grin from ear to ear every time I handed her yet another ghoulish bloodfest neatly scribed on foolscap paper. My Need Engine was fed to no end. 

However, when I gathered the courage to show my much more straight-laced parents, Dad would grimace, only pretending to read, before grunting some standard issue compliment like, ‘Real good, Daze,’ before adding, ‘Maybe send it in to The Paper.’ This was a standard-issue call to action in the 80’s. What the Daily Telegraph was meant to do with my writing, I will never know.

Mum would grimace because she was actually reading my stories, smiling politely afterward. But, on more than one occasion I heard her talking to her bestie on the landline about how ‘concerned’ she was about me. There was even talk of sending me to a shrink to see if she could shed any light on my ‘weird obsession with the macabre’.

Poor Mum must have laid awake at night wondering if her little girl was slowly morphing into Jennifer Dhamer. If you’re bothering to read this one, Mum, it was never in contention: the taste of human flesh makes me gag.

––––––––
[image: ]


Writing is My Mr. Right, AND My Mr. Right Now

So, cut to my deep teens, and I’m falling in ‘love’ a lot (mostly with celebrities I’ll never meet) and writing some terribly OTT poetry about it. To add to the prolific output of ganky rhymes, I’m drafting the odd play (who for, I don’t know), starting and not finishing novels, then novellas, and finally novelettes. I swan around making pensive, thoughtful faces and generally feeling terribly deep and misunderstood. 

I spend a lot of time in book shops perusing but not buying The Classics, and an equal if not greater amount of my life is spent sipping lattes in dark cafes and talking to other great minds (those that, you know, totally ‘get it, man’), smoking bummed cigarettes and generally being an enormous wanker-jerk-off.

So, you see, writing crept up on me and got all tangled up in my curly, unkempt, sand-coloured hair, like watermelon flavoured bubble gum. It rolled me a big fat doob and smiled knowingly as I coughed to get off. It saturated my cool nineties overalls (worn, BTW, with one strap undone to let my left boob breathe). Actually, I don’t know if writing ‘saturated’ my awesome youth apparel. The credit might go to Stephen King on that front. 

The need to put pen to perfectly lined, foolscap paper, then typewriter to correction-fluid crusted paper and finally digital words onto virtual paper soon became an integral part of who I was. It defined me, or so I thought. It was what I did when I was relatively happy. When I was sad. When I was in the sweet, rose-scented throes of a new relationship, and when I was navigating the shit-filled sewer pipe of a break up. And finally one for the aforementioned ‘library nerds’: it hugged my face, thrust a tube down my throat and deposited its young in my lungs. You picking up what I’m putting down?

Yada, yada, yada, Writing was here to stay.
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