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Foreword

	You’re probably thinking… why?

	 

	Why would you compile all the poems you have previously released into one easy to promote collection.

	Well.

	I wanted to.

	That’s it.

	In truth, I also wanted to do something to encourage more people to take a punt on my writing, and frankly, there is a tonne of content here.

	And I threw in a few new bits.

	And for some of this content it is the first and only time it will be released in Paperback too, which is kind of cool.

	Anyway.

	A totally new, totally original poetry collection will be coming your way one day, I promise.

	For now, though, enjoy this collection.

	 


For Ines.


Thank you

	Today is the day that I forget, all the days gone by I regret,

	Filled with hope and filled with cheer, no more consumed by the fear,

	I’ve written of terror written of hate, thanks to you I can escape,

	Thank you for all you’ve done for me,

	Thank you for this life you’ve given,

	Thank you for being my baby,

	Thank you now I feel forgiven,

	Yesterday was the day I sat in tears, hating being controlled by my fears,

	But now love is beyond doubt, I no longer have to scream and shout,

	Because I know my voice is heard, as you hang on every word,

	Thank you for all you’ve done for me,

	Thank you for this life you’ve given,

	Thank you for being my baby,

	Thank you now I feel forgiven,

	The future shows me, all I have to be,

	Happiest with you and away from my past, that demon silenced at last,

	The future to be shared day by day, so all that’s left to say,

	Thank you for all you’ve done for me,

	Thank you for this life you’ve given,

	Thank you for being my baby,

	Thank you now I feel forgiven,

	 


To save you time.

	This is my nothing and my emptiness, find myself hating all of this,

	My life falls apart one more time, I knew right from the start deep in my mind

	That you would betray me led astray this path,

	That you would mock me so go ahead and laugh,

	My mind can’t take this laid on the floor,

	My body can’t take this fighting anymore,

	This is my empty content without choice,

	Taken away my spent voice,

	No more celebration in my words,

	The frustration of years unheard,

	You had taken everything away,

	Your words wounded me so I couldn’t stay,

	My mind can’t take it laid on the floor,

	Not fighting you mother – not any more.

	 


All I want

	Take another glance, I’m a person after all,

	Not this man by chance, I chose to stand tall,

	I don’t care what they all say, so I show you each day,

	That all I want to do, is spend my life with you,

	All I hear, all I see

	With you near, you complete me,

	For all I’ve known, and all I’ve had,

	The love has grown, I am no longer sad,

	Soft tears run down my cheeks, with this lump in my throat,

	I can barely speak, nor read these words I’ve wrote,

	I can only hope to show you, that you mean the world to me,

	And after all I have been through, though I step cautiously,

	I know that since this love was new, all I need is you,

	You are all that I want in my heart,

	And I can’t stand to be apart,

	My heart flutters like a dove,

	For all I know is your love,

	Listen to the beat in my chest,

	And know that I feel blessed,

	For the lump eases in my throat,

	As you read the words I wrote,

	And you’ll know it’s true,

	That lover I know no life without you.

	 


Just what you mean to me

	Maybe I could tell you for the millionth time, suppose I could write you another line,

	Or maybe I could just hold your hand, listen to my racing heart so you understand,

	That sometimes the words don’t come,

	Sometimes the words are wrong,

	And sometimes I will make mistakes,

	But I’ll prove that no matter what it takes,

	I will make you see,

	Just what you mean to me,

	Maybe I should kiss you, maybe make you smile,

	Tell you how I miss you, because I haven’t held you in a while,

	Maybe I should write you a note, to put a lump in your throat,

	So that you can see,

	Just what you mean to me.

	 


Ghost tale

	The door ripped from the wall, the blood all over the hall,

	Blurred visions in my dreams, filled with silent screams,

	Deep in this burial ground, where there is no sound,

	But a broken music box, distant chiming clocks,

	And the playful humming, of the dead girl coming,

	I get this feeling in the night, that this place isn’t right

	These sounds tormenting my years, voices whispering to my ears,

	The whispers overlap one another, and a sound underneath undercover,

	A figure wrapped in the mystery of death, the cold comes and I hold my breath,

	I see that face in my head, little girl whose dead,

	A hand touches my face, though I’m alone in this place,

	I feel but cannot see, the figures stood around me,

	And now I feel sleepier still, and blood begins to spill,

	Who could be cutting away my skin, I feel the darkness win,

	I can hear the laugh of the dead girl, who takes me from this world.

	 


Contrast

	This is everything I never wanted,

	That place where I am haunted,

	Why sometimes the light is dying,

	Can I am the one crying

	I have another drink,

	Need some time to think,

	Death is inevitable like misguided hatred,

	The past was often wasted,

	Time will heal this wounded soul,

	For you make it whole,

	The wasteland of confusion before is bigger than I can bear,

	But the illusion shrinks it because you care,

	Nothing teaches regret like neglect,

	But now I can grow with your love and respect.

	 


Every match has to burn

	I am alone, and I should’ve known,

	 That the hate would burn me, her efforts make me empty,

	So I put it down in words, yet they all seem so absurd,

	So many days I wished I had, a loving family with a mum and dad,

	But he’s a joke and she keeps her distance, left to her indifference,

	What of my past is left, but that bitter regret?

	I am so tired so leave me be, try to understand what it is to be me,

	In my own time to let it go I need to be alone, I guess we should’ve known,

	That they placed this burden on my spine, but I suppose this perspective is fine,

	I dodge the fire because I am trying to learn, but I suppose every match has to burn,

	Often I’m fed up and silence is gold, I feel a hundred years old,

	The chaos inside reigns supreme, but having you to mend this dream,

	Your beauty is all I see, and you give your heart to me,

	I worry that it might slip through my fingers, your loving touch lingers,

	Giving me love so that I can learn, but I suppose every match has to burn,

	The wounds are healed yet I bleed, from my soul for this need,

	I wish I could explain, everyday burdened by the pain,

	I live with hatred of what’s past, but the future is vast,

	I suppose it cannot be right to carry this sorrow, your love is the light I must follow,

	And in this darkness I yearn, that our match never shall burn.

	 


Effortlessly

	This life began to cripple me, as fell apart my family,

	No one I could hate but me, the hate I cause so clearly, lost all I am so quickly,

	All I was denied to me, you cast me aside effortlessly,

	Oh I wish I could make you happy, and then maybe you wouldn’t hate me,

	Can’t you see? The pain inside me,

	 Was your selfish and empty, attempt to break me,

	Standing defiantly, she tried to cripple me, my broken family,

	She kept all that she denied me, cast me aside effortlessly.

	 


Now or never

	As it rains I think about all I have done,

	How this story has begun, me and my only one,

	She wants me to stop looking back,

	Is worried the my heart might turn black, imagine that,

	To stop focussing on the words she said,

	The hurt buried in my head, written and read,

	Will I forgive myself now or never,

	Will she help me make myself better?

	Strongest when we are together,

	I hope to never hurt her,

	I think back on all the words I have spoken,

	The words play back the record broken,

	As I drift into this pain,

	You call my name,

	And drag me back to your side,

	And I don’t have to hide,

	Will I forgive myself now or never?

	Will she help me make myself better?

	Strongest when we are together,

	I hope to never hurt her.

	 


Shattered tears

	Open your eyes, and open them wide,

	There are no lies, nothing to hide,

	The world around me, racing past,

	The decaying dead surround me, this mourning comes fast,

	No shattered tears – don’t cry, this doesn’t mean goodbye,

	Fallen angel – don’t cry, this isn’t our time to die,

	Forgive me my naivety and lack of control,

	Sometimes I am too eager to sell my soul,

	Cut my heart open to feel alive,

	And among these scars I know I’ll survive,

	Please taste no poison in these veins of mine,

	For these times I’d forgotten the darkness will shine,

	I offer doubt to the fundaments of belief,

	As you tear my skin to give me relief,

	Those shatter tears – weren’t meant to make you cry,

	Offered with fears – this isn’t our time to die.

	 


Butterfly

	Butterfly sat on a leaf in the breeze – I believe,

	Everything peaceful in this world – I concede,

	Everything is as it should be – rested hearts,

	Everything I wish to feel – nevermore apart,

	This butterfly on the leaf – next to me,

	So pretty and fragile – I hold it tenderly,

	So I ask you darling to come with me,

	Soar into the sky where we can be free,

	The love is so much I run out of words,

	Sometimes love is not what is heard,

	It’s the little things you do – butterfly on a leaf,

	Give me strength and wisdom – guide me through grief,

	With the sound of your call – your voice,

	This moth becomes a butterfly and I can rejoice.

	 


Love and war

	The decision though final, changes in circumstances,

	Love and war,

	The world though revolving, stops for them,

	Love and war, love and war.

	Take this, my curtain call, all that I am will fall, sacred yet obscene, violent yet serene, silence shall keep us up at night, laid to rest yet ready to stand and fight,

	In the love of war, what are we fighting for?

	Be it for love or lust, be it hope be it trust, be it faith be it rust,

	What’s the point of praying? With this price we’re paying, with this music playing,

	What’s the point in crying, why use words for lying, when all that lives is dying?

	Hold on to the edge of your world, and feel colder still,

	Or take the hand of a girl, and let your heart fill,

	With the war for the heart, love for the pain,

	The words aren’t enough, time and again,

	Love and war, love and war.

	 


Anger

	Don’t you understand this pain I feel?

	Don’t you know this pain is real?

	And the things I’ve said,

	Are the things I thought were dead?

	Didn’t you realise you’d leave me no choice,

	But to put this anger to a voice,

	To make sure that everyone could know,

	How you made my anger grow,

	Do my words of pain ease yours?

	Do you want to keep tabs on the scores?

	All my life you messed with my head,

	Made it so I’m the one who bled,

	Does what I say hurt your eyes?

	Living in your lies,

	All this rage that I must learn,

	To control or my soul might burn, 

	So I can forget the pain I feel,

	Don’t you care that I must heal?

	 


Flutter

	Her eyes are black as the night, for her love I will fight,

	For everything she is, everything I’d give,

	I would give my life for her if I could, anything I could sacrifice I would,

	She’s all I see, she’s everything to me,

	She takes away the pain in my head, the comforting words she’s said,

	If I could have anyone she would be, my future – my eternity,

	She makes my heart flutter with the simplest touch, does this angel know I love her so much?

	When we’re apart there’s a pain in my chest, this angel more revered than the rest,

	Would give my life for her if I could, anything I could sacrifice I would,

	She’s all I see, she’s everything to me

	 


The Hardest Part of the day

	The clock reaches time for me to go, I don’t want to leave – so you know,

	I never want to leave your home, I always end up feeling alone,

	This separation I must say, is the hardest part of my day,

	Making this trip home, making this trip alone,

	I’m left feeling empty, I know how much you love me,

	But every day I have to leave you, does it kill you to?

	Sat on my empty bed, this loneliness rushing through my head,

	I just want to kiss you goodnight, this doesn’t feel right,

	Because when we part, every time it breaks my heart,

	I never want to leave your home, I always end up feeling alone, 

	This separation I must say, is the hardest part of my day

	 


Punishment

	Rain falls and hits the lies, so fast it can hypnotise,

	All forms of redemption, this central detention,

	Is collapsing within, redeeming my sin,

	Running from the hordes, condemning the whores,

	I just don’t understand, how this can be so underhand,

	The strategy she chose, to the depths she goes – no one knows,

	What it is to forgive, what it is to live,

	Through the sins of ancestors, no escape through these shut doors,

	They barricade our path, and in our faces laugh,

	This emotion in my note, like a lump in the throat,

	The words pinned to the wall, for this is how I fall,

	Into the darkened maw, the cold floor,

	As you command, denied that saving hand.

	And once again the people can’t see, the darkness and pain inside of me,

	The pain left on the scrawled note, from the part of my mind that mother broke,

	She takes her breath from my lungs, a punishment for all I’ve done,

	The air escapes my desperate veins, the death promised – a release from pains,

	She grips my face, no loving embrace,

	What she believes, is that while I breathe,

	Her reward is a punishment, thus her resentment,

	The air before he thickens, the liquor – her temper quickens,

	She’ll never love me like a son, and I can’t help but wonder what I’ve done

	 


Turn back

	It’s the time, the trip home

	Can’t ease my mind, because again I’m alone,

	Leaving all behind, this silence I’ve known,

	The voice inside tells me to turn back, would she like that?

	I just wish the facts were laid out like my heart on my sleeve,

	If we love each other – why must I leave?

	When I kiss your cheek, it’s goodbye again,

	I try but I can’t speak, every time the same,

	I watch you hold back the tears, on this bus and all alone,

	In my head is a dream of years, where your heart is my home.

	 


Nerves

	It started in the bar, I admired you from afar,

	The pretty lady, and I thought maybe,

	She could be mine, so I found a cheesy line,

	Several glances, I had chances,

	But still I observe, too many nerves,

	Hot and bothered, this hesitance I weathered,

	Subsiding my pain, for calling your name,

	I needed you right away, I wish that I could stay,

	All these things I’m thinking, not solely cause of the drinking,

	Felt an angels kiss, those heavenly lips,

	These months we’ve come on, our love growing strong,

	All I want is to kiss you, is it silly that I miss you,

	I want you in my arms, so I can keep you safe from harm

	 


If

	If I snuck to you in your sleep

	Would you be mine to keep?

	If I kiss you on the cheek

	Would you find the words to speak?

	If I whispered I love you

	Would you love me too?

	If I spilled my heart to you, would you spill yours too?

	If I told you what makes my heart bleed

	Would you give me what I need?

	If I kissed you in public,

	Would you want it?

	If I give you all of me

	Would you hold on gently?

	If I began to cry for you

	Would you cry for me too?

	 If I gave you my broken soul,

	Could you make it whole?

	If I gave you all that I am,

	Would you take my hand?

	If I show you the parts hidden away,

	Would you still want to stay?

	 


 

	Falling

	I am the one who is calling,

	Catch me for I am falling,

	Give me a chance and I shall soar,

	But I promise nothing more,

	Then to try my best,

	This dark heart in my chest,

	Like a puzzle of hindsight,

	Unable to resist the might,

	The cold grips my wrists,

	I am the one who resists,

	Being the raven in a box,

	Hidden under chains and locks,

	Give me space to find my feet,

	Give me the hope so bitter sweet,

	I am the one who is calling,

	Like the heavens are falling,

	Find my faith within the lies,

	Seek the blood the martyr cries,

	Give me hope so I may heal,

	Give me pain so I might feel,

	Have my heart upon the platter,

	For the blood doesn’t matter,

	I am alight with the dark within,

	The hope a prideful sin,

	I am the one who is calling,

	Are we all falling?


Broken Roses

	She holds her breath as the tears roll,

	In her heart a gaping hole,

	From when you broke the roses.

	The petals scattered across the floor,

	Her hear breaks just a little more,

	Since you broke the roses,

	She cannot speak of the things you do,

	The pain you cause is all too true,

	You who broke the roses,

	She cries herself to sleep,

	Those dark secrets she will keep,

	The door of forgiveness closes,

	Because you broke the roses.

	 


Arise

	What is time if it can’t be taken?

	What is failure if it can’t be shaken?

	What is a question without an answer?

	What is life without the cancer?

	We are the dying breed,

	We are those who feed

	On the blood of others

	Arise my brothers

	Arise from the flames,

	Shake off the shame,

	That they try to understand

	Yet it’s us who make the stand

	What is death if I cannot die?

	What is love if I cannot cry?

	Is pain the solution?

	Is the anger the contribution?

	The recital is painful

	Condemned I fall

	In the ashes of the war

	Feel I have been here before

	Through the death of others

	Arise my brothers

	 


Broken Day

	Pain is a challenge death is a door

	Rage is a gift I don’t want any more

	I was once trapped my lungs collapsed

	All the chances I had now passed

	I think I may earn back my mind

	If I could understand how you’re mine

	And for all of my absence

	I have hated this distance

	Keeping you at bay

	For another broken day

	A lesson is only learned if you’re burned

	And the scars are only real if they are earned

	Afraid of all the things that might be

	Writhing under the surface inside of me

	I hope I can mend your broken heart

	All this wasted time apart

	And for all of my absence

	I have hated this distance

	Keeping you at bay

	For another broken day

	Maybe I should have made it easy

	Gave you reasons to trust me

	But I put up the walls

	You ask if I care at all

	For all of my absence

	I have hated this distance

	Keeping you at bay

	For another broken day

	 


Time and again

	I’m still dragging myself off the cold asphalt, I’m still trying to convince you this isn’t my fault,

	How can you talk to me with a wicked tongue, how is it my fault for what you’ve done,

	Do you intend to try my steal my thunder, doesn’t it make you wonder,

	Why I never struck you back? Why you left my face blue and black?

	You dish out this pain, time and again,

	Trying to rip me apart, trying to break my defiant heart,

	Trying to take control, trying to break us all,

	Time and again you hate is all I’ve known, time and again but now you’re alone

	I’m still trying to catch my breath, all that I have left, is regret, I forget,

	The broken parts of my chain, the solitude you enforced with pain,

	And it’s me you tried to blame, for the horrors of history – the shame,

	Time and again you try to take away, the hope in my day

	You dish out this pain, time and again,

	Trying to rip me apart, trying to break my defiant heart,

	Trying to take control, trying to break us all,

	Time and again you hate is all I’ve known, time and again but now you’re alone

	 


Your Heart

	Please dry my eyes my arms are too weak

	Left broken and unable to speak

	From the devastation I’ve been dealt

	Left laying from all that I’ve felt

	Maybe time will heal my scars

	Maybe love will heal my heart

	Please protect me from my fears

	Wipe away all my tears

	Please make me feel worthy

	That you could love me,

	Hold me now

	I’m feeling down

	In this love hope is born

	In your heart I am safe and warm

	 


The Lone Man’s Apocalypse

	Can this be real, all the words I feel,

	Scrambling my mind, scrambling I find,

	The darkest blood soaked depths, of my deepest regrets,

	Buried is all my deepest rage, putting the words to the blank page,

	Like a compendium of my pain, arcane marks spell out the shame,

	For the lone mans apocalypse, could be the denial of a kiss,

	Pulling back the bandaged layer, to find a final prayer

	 

	 


Clarity.

	I regret the passing anger, I find now only hope, for the tree crumbles to ash, and the children all fall down,

	I am the lonely stranger, the one who makes you choke, feed your kids with stolen cash, and in your arrogance drown,

	I fail to follow routine, fall short of the explanation, the animals run the kingdom, and the fickle pick our trophies,

	The words are mine to scream, fed for the fun of frustration, the gun is a work of wisdom, for in nuclear winter we all freeze,

	Built of glass and broken bones, my temple burns phosphorous white, in the centre a broken crow, trapped beneath the blood of the deity, the martyr is sworn to silence,

	Sometimes alone in a crowded home, the children a heartbroken sight, left the weeds so they can grow, all the roots cut into me, for I do not condone this violence.

	The clarity you give to me, taken from free will, is the disease I wish to cure

	The clear sight yet to be, so I pop the pill, and take another to be sure.

	 


Shelf

	My pain with my eyes

	All the life I despise

	This insensitive break

	Just end it for god’s sake

	Please just take away

	All the hurt I say

	And for all that I have taken

	I wish to be forsaken

	As I drift into this dream

	I see the version only you have seen

	I try to fight my pain

	Each result is the same

	Sometimes I wish to die

	I wish that I could cry

	Sometimes I wish I could fix myself

	And put this anger on the shelf.

	 

	 


Not this time.

	It’s been a long time since I took to paper with a pen, and a lot of things inside me have changed since then,

	 I can no longer shirk the blame or my responsibilities, I can no longer blame my past,

	When the blame is on me, it all happened just a little too fast,

	I did something stupid and hate myself worse, my mind is spinning but I can’t blame the curse,

	Of being messed up from all the things past, can’t blame my mind for speaking too fast,

	Hurting her was something I never thought I’d do, learned I am not the man I thought I knew,

	I had the time to reflect and walk away, and now the punishment is my price to pay, all that I can say:

	Sorry for the pain I caused you, I don’t deserve you, but I won’t desert you,

	Not this time,

	I couldn’t tell you the darkness, which I thought was half less,

	I hope I can find the me I had before I tore your world in two, I hope you know in spite of this I love you,

	Give me the poison I deserve, and not a forgiving word,

	All I know is I can rebuild this, step by step and kiss by kiss,

	Give you my heart to destroy me, it’s the least I deserve for hurting you baby, but believe me,

	Sorry for the pain I caused you, I don’t deserve you, but I won’t desert you, 

	Not this time

	And when I made you cry, I wished I could die, take flight, or give up the fight,

	But not this time.

	 


Living

	What if every truth was just a lie, what if god doesn’t exist,

	What if this is all just a bad dream, what if pain doesn’t exist and we cannot feel?

	Everything might be fake like the tears we cry, all the hopes and dreams we insist,

	No noise for us to scream, what if our souls are not real?

	So why is it that we try, when we cannot resist?

	The images fed to our minds through a screen, truth only in the death they reveal?

	All the life I deny, as I fall for this blackened world,

	I hope the words are the real message, before the time comes and it’s too late,

	I yearn to live but not to die, all the knives are hurled,

	Dug deeper into life’s wreckage, bound to the darkness by fate, 

	When you think of me do you cry? As I lay crippled and curled,

	Delivered to this sacrilege, a broken mental state

	 


Autumn Ashes

	As the autumn ashes tumble to my light,

	I watch the world consume this hope,

	Feeling this world upon my chest at night,

	I realise that hate is the noose made in this rope,

	As the ice of dawn warms my pain,

	I feel the dust of eternity brush my skin,

	And much like the song within the rain,

	I feel as though we are born into sin,

	Can any man outweigh his burden?

	Or am I doomed to sink in despair?

	All the crows will bludgeon,

	Those who I pray will care,

	I hold myself to the mirror and pray forgiveness,

	Sorry for all the truth behind the lies I’ve told,

	Losing myself to the blizzard that bears witness,

	I wish to turn to those ashes when I grow old,

	I feel the knife buried in my brain,

	And know too well the heat of my dying breath,

	The cold embrace of the warm fires eases my shame,

	And the Valkyrie carries me from life into death,

	Marching upon these humble highways,

	Into that blackened mist,

	Not one foot of doubt shall stray,

	My heart clenched in my fist,

	Covered in the bleach of my tears,

	Is this monster who calls me into the night?

	Talking me from my hope to my fears,

	As the autumn ashes tumble to my light.

	



	

Jezebel

	She walks along the street, heading to the party, she is running late, her dress is red, close fitting, with a long skirt that is laced at the edge, her make-up is simple, elegant, and not too thick, she carries her handbag, which is smaller than a day bag – it is black with small mock gems embroidered into it, she reaches the foyer of the hotel where the party is being held, she is led by a porter to the staging area, several of her colleagues and friends are already there, swarming the bar, the music was turned down, the party was yet to officially start.

	She takes a glass of wine from the large table, several bottles adorn the top, several cases underneath, she spots a table which is furthest from the dance floor and nearest the emergency exit, she figures if Darren starts hitting on her again she can bail that way, Darren is the office creep, he suffers from ‘little man’ syndrome, always having to throw his weight around when he doesn’t get his way.

	She sips slowly at the glass of wine, as more guests begin to arrive, she considers that she hasn’t seen too much of the news today, the others seem huddled around the TV, even the newer guests bee-line to the TV, she finishes her first glass and almost stands to go retrieve a second, when a porter places a bottle on her table, he smiles nods, then leaves, she pours herself a generous glass.

	The room slowly fills, chatter amongst the guests grows more fevered, the music creeps up in volume, and Jezebel finishes her second glass, she stands, the dance floor is empty, the group of party goers have gone into the other room, the TV is on in the bar, she walks over, unable to hear the report she can see the flashing red and blue lights, people running, armed police with batons and riot shield pressing up a street

	She takes a packet of cigarettes from her pocket and walks to the fire exit, she looks at the porter, indicates her cigarettes and the emergency exit, the porter nods, and she pushes the door open, she lights up her cigarette, takes a slow pull, then exhales, she looks up, a woman runs into the alley, chased by two men, the first grabs her, tackles her to the ground then begins biting, clawing, punching her, the second man stops, staring at Jezebel, her heart begins to pound the man steps forward, into the light.

	His skin is grey, mottled, dead, his eyes pure black, as if filled with evil, he smiles, blood and flesh in his teeth, he walks slowly, but with murderous intent, she slips back through the fire exit slamming the door behind her, she runs across the dance floor, the boom of fist pounding door is in a similar rhythm to her heart, she hears a scream behind her, then the smash of a window, she runs to the adjoining room, the news is playing on the TV as three or four men are trying to pull a young girl off of a woman who is laid on the floor, clutching a wound on her throat, the small girl has  blood around her mouth

	Jezebel is jerked out of her fear by the fear that over the music and commotion she can’t hear the door anymore, she looks back just in time to see the fire exist explode inwards, she looks back, seeing the woman on the floor spasm and shake she feels her own pulse quickening, she starts to head to the stair well as the woman with the gashed neck stands and attacks one of the men holding the little girl, who then slips loose and attacks another, Jezebel looks to her left and the DJ staggers into the foyer, holding his arm, over the music and TV and screaming Jezebel can hear her own heart beat, she turns and runs up the stairwell

	She passes the signs for floor 1, 2 and 3 before turning into the corridor of floor four, she tries alternate doors, all of which are locked, she runs to the end of the corridor and sees an abandoned cleaners cart, she snatches the master key and opens the next door to her right, the room is empty, she checks the phone, dead.

	She leaves the room and checks the manifesto on the cleaners cart, she sees that the room at the far right of the corridor is unlocked, she walks towards it, and a few feet before it she hears the roar, looks back, the same man from the fire escape is stood at the end of the hall, he walks forward slowly, others appear behind him, growling, he raises a hand and grunts, the others back down, he steps forward and grins, his teeth long, sharp, Jezebel inserts the card into the room lock, the door blinks open,  she pushes in as the man charges, the others in tow, she slams the door, and stumbles into the room, a couple are mid intercourse on the bed, woman on top, the man pushes her off, she rolls over, covers herself with the sheet, the man stands

	“what the fuck?” he yells, Jezebel looks back to the door, which they are pounding on now, she runs past the naked man, onto the adjoining balcony, the door explodes under the attack of the things in pursuit of her, she climbs over the balcony and drops, landing in the pool, the warning drowns out the sound, but also knocks the air out of her lungs, she pulls herself up to the surface, gasps and gets to the edge of the pool, she pulls herself on to the side, laid there on the rock, she can hear distant sirens, gun fire, explosions

	She then hears the loud splash, she sits up as he thrashes at the side of the pool, she stands and runs toward the street, she sees a parked sedan, door open,  she slides in, checks, no keys, she slides out of the opposite side, her pursuer slams the car bonnet and scrambles across as she sprints full speed across the road, she glances back just in time to see a speeding fire truck slam her pursuer, pushing him down and rolling over him, bones and tissue smashed

	The truck keeps going, she looks at the smashed up cadaver, which starts to twitch, impossibly, it is still alive, still thrashing from furious rage and a hunger she instinctively knows, she hears distant screeching, the rest are coming for blood, she begins to run towards the intersection of roads, she sees an abandoned four by four truck, again no keys, but a large knife, possibly a machete, lays on the front passenger seat, she takes it turns to see a small boy stood on the roof of a car

	The word boy fades from her mind as is steps forward, its face half burned off, its eyes black and its face twisted with rage, the boy runs at her, in one moment – both from instinct and fear, she unsheathes and swings the machete, the blade stops about half way through the boys neck, she kicks, knocking the boy down, the boy tries to stand, but with a furious desire to survive she hacks at the boy across his legs, back, then cuts a hand off, the boy writhes, and almost rights itself, she slips into the four by four, closes the door, the boy slams his blood left stump against the glass, she opens the glove box hoping to find the keys, but find instead a gun

	It’s a weapon she thinks she recognises from her boyfriend’s video games, she knows to check for the safety, to check if the gun is loaded and if required, racked. She does all the as the boy pounds on the glass, which cracks, in her mind she wonders why the boy doesn’t check the handle, these things seemed intelligent back in the hall, the gun is heavy, her heart pounding, the boy snarls, snaps, head butts the glass, which explodes, she pulls the trigger

	The boys head snaps back, he falls back, brain destroyed, no surviving that. She slips out of the opposite door and, with gun and Machete in hand, continues heading away from the hotel, she runs as fast as she can for as far as she can until she reaches a dead end, the cul-de-sac has four houses on it, one still under construction, she head into that shell, climbs the stairs and slips into the attic – sealing the door behind her, she sits there crying, shaking, terrified and alone, she is not aware of falling asleep until she hears the distant screams

	She opens her eyes and groggily staggers to the open window of the attic, from up here she can see that the next house over is swarmed, she steps back, knocking a mirror over, the glass shatters and a loud screech booms out, she looks out the window as several people, no not people, monsters race towards her refuge, she looks back, within seconds they are banging on the hatch, she opens the window and climbs out, the ledge is maybe four inches wide, her feet over hang, but she digs her fingers into the wood, she reaches the garage roof, and runs down, leaping into the neighbours house, she clips her leg on a garden gnome, the night is blacker than ever as electricity seems to have gone completely

	She can feel the lump on her shin forming, she can feel the blood dripping down her ankle, she hops, running as best as she can, to the front of the house, a man is loading his car with weapons, she points the gun at him, he turns, puts his hands up, she slams the boot, keeping the gun trained on him, she climbs in the front and the swarm catches the man, she turns the key and the car roars to life, she pulls out and drives as quickly as she can, cutting up onto paths where possible, all the while being chased by more and more angry, hungry monsters, tears roll down her face, she wonders why she simply hadn’t help the man to escape

	Her survival instinct was survival at all cost, she swerves, clips a couple of badly decayed specimens, before she swerves to avoid an oncoming car, and slams straight into a wall, the world is a dizzy mess, her leg is burning, she looks down, bone sticking out through her leg, her dress is covered in dust, dirt and debris, her she can see the machete, laid on the floor, maybe fifteen or twenty meters away, she can see the car, wrapped against that wall, the window smashed, she hadn’t done her seat belt, she chuckles, bitter and afraid

	She looks up to see a full grown man, throat torn out, mostly naked, but for a hospital gown, stood before her, his eyes pitch black, she fumbles for the gun, slips it from her belt, the man walks over, and kneels, it presses up against her face with its blood forehead

	“food” it growls, she slips the gun to its jaws and pulls the trigger, it slumps dead to her side, she tries to stand and screams, her leg is too badly injured, she leans up against a wall, gun in hand, she sobbed, wretches, vomits, cries and screams, she closes her eyes, then opens them, looks at the gun, she looks at the car, several of the monsters are staring at her now, all growling, all hungry, and ready to pounce,  she puts the gun to her temple

	The gun fire startles her, she drops her gun, the light hurts her eyes, and the growing crowd is quickly over run, men in tactical uniforms swarm in, one looks
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