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“Once you give up everything, everything makes sense.”

M÷

Coventry, May 2023
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Prologue
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Both the lockdown of 2020 and the end of my marriage also in the same year were lessons I needed to learn, trials that I had to endure so I could become a bit colder and wiser, especially when it comes to loving and giving. They were harsh lessons that would send me on a journey which would take years, a journey through the Dark Night of the Soul but it was actually a journey of self-discovery, and along the way I met a diverse variety of characters/people that I would have never met had I stayed trapped in that loveless marriage of mine. Some things are meant to happen and afterwards the writer must write about it and leave behind some sort of testimony, a testimony where he or she is the hero/heroine (or anti-hero/heroine) of a real-life tale, and while we make our journey through this book called Life we must evolve both as human beings and spiritual beings, learn the lessons that we are meant to learn, learn and evolve, change for the better, and we must even forgive those who have somehow hurt us and sent us towards that journey which we had to take but which we weren’t even aware of, and after forgiving them, sadly as this may sound, no matter how much we used to love them, sometimes, after doing our inner child healing, we have to leave some of those people behind - maybe not forever; maybe we will see them again in the near future, or in a distant future - but while we’re healing and evolving we can’t be near those who have hurt us, or, if they live nearby, we must somehow find a way of avoiding them for a long time. 

Browsing through recent notes I found myself travelling back in time, metaphorically speaking of course (I’m not Chance the Time Traveller; more about him later on), to a time where I wanted to write the type of book I’m writing right now but the circumstances (and my laziness) didn’t allow me to write. Instead of writing I would spend my time and money going from place to place in search of the same things that I’m searching right now (and some of which I already have), but back then I was really lost and I didn’t even know what I was searching for. To say that I was lost is actually an understatement. 

I was wasting sperm on others, sperm and saliva and words and money, going to places I wish never to return to, meeting people I wish never to see again, but I was so lonely and lost that I would look for company anywhere. And at the same time I was looking for God, for salvation, praying almost every day, but how can a person find salvation (and God) if we spend our lives lost in the darkness? Now I finally understand that a lot of the time we need isolation so that we can work on ourselves and on our dreams, but it took me decades and a bit of self-therapy for me to finally come to terms with loneliness and isolation.

In 1999 I found myself in a cinema seat with a bag of popcorn and a large Pepsi in front of me, and even though the cinema wasn’t that full I sat close to a lonely woman, only three seats away from her. We were sitting right at the back, middle seats, no one else on the next row of seats.

The movie we were watching was Eyes Wide Shut, a film directed by Stanley Kubrick, a director whose movies I both adore (Paths of Glory, Spartacus, The Shining, 2001: A Space Odyssey – one of my favourite movies of all time) and don’t (A Clockwork Orange, Barry Lyndon). It’s a movie that would be the last film directed by Mr Kubrick as he would die, aged 70, six days after showing the final cut to Warner Brothers. Throughout the years people have written all sort of rumours about that same movie, going as far as saying that Mr Kubrick was killed because he knew and was about to show too much to the audience. Some people even went as far as saying that Mr Kubrick was sharing some of the Invisible Hand’s rituals with the world; the sacrifices that the Invisible Hand makes to their fake god.

On that evening I didn’t see the entire movie. Something happened during the movie, something that, looking back now, was kind of funny and also super-scary. 

Eyes Wide Shut is a long movie, and sometime during the movie the woman that was sitting only a few seats away from me made a soft groaning noise, and when I turned around to look at her I saw that she was touching herself and that her panties were down, around her knees. I saw the darkness and saw her looking at me, eye to eye, daring me to join her. A few seconds passed and she leaned against the seat, still looking at me, pleasing herself, daring me to join her, and because I was lost, so damn lost, I slowly stood up and was about to join her, but just then I felt something grab my left arm, strongly pulling me away from the woman, and I thought that one of the cinema workers had seen us and was about to tell me off and throw us both out of the cinema, but when I turned around I saw no one around me - not a soul, nothing but darkness. I stood there for I don’t know how long just looking at the darkness, looking but seeing nothing. The thought of joining that woman was suddenly dissolved. Instead, I made my way out of the cinema, almost running as I left the woman behind, and later, when I found myself alone in a park, I burst into tears. Looking back now, I don’t even know what happened on that night, but whatever it was it was probably a blessing. 

÷

Life’s a journey, a crazy journey with good moments and bad moments in between. No one knows where they’re going. Sometimes I feel as if we’re characters in a game. No one knows what the final destination will be, what’s beyond the Veil. Actually, now that I think about it, some people do know what’s beyond the Veil but they’re sworn to secrecy and they can only share that knowledge with members of their tribe. Without us even being aware of it, as we go through life, we’re split into different tribes, and sometimes we leave one tribe and join another, and secrets are shared with us, secrets that aren’t really secrets, secrets that are actually teachings, teachings that have been passed orally and even through scriptures throughout the ages, but because some people can’t understand those teachings, or maybe it requires too much from them, those same people then leave their tribe and join either another tribe or become independent souls in a world where you need other souls with you. Or they get lost to the sins of the flesh and decide to stay in the world of fornication and drugs, unaware that, when they do that, they will never cross the Veil. 

The darkness is real. Sometimes strong men and strong women get lost in it, perish in it, and later their souls will never cross the Veil. But will they be given another chance? Resurrection blues? I don’t know.

We’re the lost children of Eve walking in the darkness, lost in the wilderness, but if we stop for a little while and listen, stop and disconnect from the online world and connect to Nature, we might be able to hear a voice, a Voice in the Wilderness, a Voice guiding us away from the darkness.

I came to The Bear and Ragged Staff pub in Bedworth for something to eat, and I sat right at the back, Table 5. Looking to my left, I found two books by an author called Marie Corelli. I had never heard of the author before. The books were The Life Everlasting and The Mighty Atom, both hardback copies, pages yellowed with the passage of time. I reached for The Life Everlasting, opened it, and read the author’s prologue. And as my eyes were going down the lines of that book I felt not only as if I was reading something written for me but also written by me. In the first sentence of her prologue Marie mentions the Voice, my Voice, the Voice I heard in 2021, a ‘Voice in the Wilderness’. That only shows me that we’re all connected and we don’t even know it. 

The date: 11th January 2023. I’ve just discovered the works of Marie Corelli. 

I came to Bedworth for a meal only because I had to go to George Eliot Hospital to collect some medication, and on the way back to Coventry I decided to stop in Bedworth and get something to eat. I almost went to the City Arms in Earlsdon for a meal but I want to disappear for a while and avoid certain areas at certain times. 

My new novel had just been completed and while I was making my way to the hospital I wrote the lyrics for a song with the same title as my new novel. They’re both called cast away your dreams of darkness. They talk about lost love, about the Light, the Light of God, the Light inside us, and how we must believe again in the power of love. 

I love someone but I lost her, and now I must retreat for a while, ponder about stuff, pray and wait. I almost went back to dating again but my heart wasn’t yet ready for it. How could I love someone so quickly after losing the woman I love?

There was a bit of bitterness inside me, a bit of coldness, and it wouldn’t be fair for me to start dating and then give the worst version of myself to someone else. And so now I must retreat and wait. And while I’m waiting I must heal and erase that bit of bitterness that I have inside myself. 

Cast away your dreams of darkness

Cast away your dreams of darkness,

Believe again in the power of love.

Gather the pieces of your broken heart

And run towards the light.

The light

The light

Delight

The light is inside of you

It was diminished by heartbreak

But faith will show you the way

And enlighten your path.

We’re children, lost in the Matrix

Children in a simulation game.

We must get away from our screens 

And connect to nature, connect to the light.

Get away from the darkness and connect to the light.

The Son said, “Unless you change and become like little children, you will never enter the kingdom of heaven.”

Unless you change and see the light, you will forever be lost in the darkness.

Cast away your dreams of darkness,

Believe again in the power of love.

Gather the pieces of your broken heart

And run towards the light.

The light

The light

Delight

The light is love.

The light is good.

The light is God.

get away from the darkness~

The darkness isn’t you.

You’re not the darkness.

I found out that by staying away from sin I also manage to stay away from the darkness. A bad thought might try to set me off track, but if I push myself forward and concentrate on the Lord, I always manage to get away from the darkness. I wrote the lyrics for cast away your dreams of darkness while walking past the All Saints churchyard in Chilvers Coton. A bad thought came to my head and I was quick to shake it away and told myself, “Go to God. Now! Sing a song to Him.”

And then I sang the first lines of the song, “Cast away your dreams of darkness, Believe again in the power of love.”

I sang to myself only, to myself and to God because I didn’t want to fall back into the darkness.

The darkness is everywhere, even inside ourselves, but, as I’ve often said, we’re not the darkness. We’re light. 

We’re the light of heaven, the light of the Creator.

Stay clean, keep the faith, and when you cross the Veil the light will guide you and the love will find you. This is what is taught amongst other tribes, and I’m sharing some of the secrets with you: Believe again in the power of Love (God) and you will find the light. The Light is inside us. 

I look at what I wrote; yesterday, the year before, and the year before that...and...and I see a new me, the same but different, slightly changing, leaving certain things behind. 

It is a cold afternoon. Soon I will get changed, drive to church, pray the Rosary, and then it’s the same old scenario as the previous years, the same but different. Certain things will remain the same but certain things have changed. A change was needed and so I changed. And I’m still changing. 

Jeff Beck has died.

Lisa Marie Presley has died.

Little by little the names of your past disappear. 

One day it will be your turn to disappear, but where will you go once the journey of the body comes to an end?

A cold afternoon but the sun is shining so bright. I look at the time. Time to get changed, time to do so much and so little at the same time. Time to move on but where can I go?

In a healthy relationship you don’t ask what’s going on, you don’t cry, and you certainly don’t wonder where you are.

And so the bitch rode on her unicorn towards hell; I wanted to start a story like this. It would be a crazy story about a love that wasn’t there. It would be an outer dimensional love story. Make that an outer dimensional breakup story. Should I write that story? 

Why not?

Read on. 

Sadly there are no unicorns but hell is real.
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Even though they had a few disagreements in the past, Logan Paul seems to be backing one of Andrew Tate’s theories by tweeting, ‘The Matrix is real and you better pray you never become one of its targets.’ 

Is Logan referring to the Invisible Hand?

Should I even be writing this?

According to something that Tate has said, the Matrix is a force controlled by the media, governments and big corporations. Those three combined lead to the mysterious Invisible Hand. And talking about the Matrix, how come no one is talking about the Biden files but everyone was quick to go after Trump’s files? The people see it and at the same time they are blind to it. 

The sheep walk in the darkness, their faces glued to their mobile phones and to the Lie, but while they are walking in the darkness they forget that there is a light inside them that can lead them to greater things, one of those things being the Truth. But they just won’t switch off from the Lie and connect to the Truth.

I’ve gone missing from certain places, missing from the lives of certain people. It’s okay. I needed to get away from them, avoid certain places. If you’re not missed, go somewhere where someone wants you. Search for that place, for people who want to be with you. Search for the light and avoid the darkness.

The darkness doesn’t need company and you for sure don’t need the loneliness in your life.

I’m getting good at becoming a ghost. I had a good teacher. 

A poet that I know sits alone at the City Arms reading Immanuel Kant. The moment she sees me she calls out for me. She’s eager to share Kant’s ideas with me but I just want to be left alone. 

“I’m okay,” I say to her when she asks how I am and I don’t stop. I move along, towards another room, a quiet corner at the pub, a place where no one can see me. I sit with my back towards everyone, head down, a notebook in front of me. I’m slowly retreating, becoming a ghost. 

Days go by when I don’t even check my mobile phone.

Messages remain unread, but not that many, and not for too long. 

In the past I said too much, shared too much, was always visible, but that didn’t work so I’ve decided to change. 

Even my tastes have changed, or I forced myself to change. But I’m okay with the changes. For lunch I have a plant wrap instead of a duck wrap, and afterwards I have a decaffeinated Americano instead of a strong cup of coffee. Another day, a change here and there.

Where you when I needed you?

The flame is extinguished, or is it your love? And did you ever love me? Did you ever love? Truly love? 

Can you love?

Or is it just me who you can’t love?

The flame is extinguished, or is it the love?

I feel for those who have never truly loved. Then again, maybe they’re the lucky ones. No love, no pain, but is that a good way of living? It can’t be. Imagine living without love? No wonder some people are truly lost.

I have learned how to become a ghost, one with the night, one with nothingness. The indifference led me there. The indifference and coldness of others led me there. Bit by bit I’m coming out of the darkness. I am almost whole. Love damaged me. Maybe being in love isn’t the right thing to do. Don’t fall in love. Wait for someone else to fall in love with you. And then love them back. If someone doesn’t love you and doesn’t appreciate your goodness and love, walk away. Don’t waste your time on nothing. Nothing leads to nothing. Who the hell would want nothing? 

Ellie...

Ellie wants nothing.

Some names will hardly be mentioned, not unless they change, or I might mention them briefly, here and there, on these lines, scroll down, or quit right now. After all, every once in a while even the past needs to be revisited so you won’t commit the same mistakes. Even loving someone so fast, too quickly, can be a huge mistake. Yes, even love can be a mistake, one of gigantic proportions. Revisit the past, if you must, and learn from it. 

The lost children of Eve lost, just waiting to confess our sins. This morning I sit still. Nothing to confess? Hmm, there’s always something to confess, but this morning, after Mass, I remain on my seat. I pray, and while I’m praying I allow myself to be loved. 

God loves us while we’re praying.

God loves us all the time, even (especially?) when we’re lost.

My friend Edith goes to confession. She’s over sixty. Everyone sins, no matter our age, no matter how good we are.

I’m getting good at avoiding sin. I must say that ever since I’ve started to pray the Rosary I sin less. Days go by where I’m at my cleanest; no sin at all. Let’s hope I stay this way.

After prayers I stay at church for a bit longer. A few friends have been made. A few more are made.

In the house of God I allow myself to be loved. (But isn’t the world the house of God?)

Aren’t we the House of God?

For a long time I thought of myself as being unworthy of love but now I know better. And I loved the wrong people. Or maybe I loved too much at the wrong time. Then again, when I think about it, I come to the conclusion that those I loved didn’t love me. They were simply looking for a solution for their problems, a friend to kill the loneliness, a piece of meat to satisfy the flesh. I took that role, the role of the rejected lover, the role of the failed poet (but, little by little, I’m making it as an author), a painful role to play, but pain is a lesson, and once the lesson is over you walk away and take the pain with you. But don’t let the pain become your whole self. Sooner or later you have to heal. And don’t wait to move on only after you’re healed. That can take a long time. Instead move on while you’re still healing. One day you will look behind and laugh at the absurdity of it all. You will look at someone you once loved and think to yourself, ‘What was I thinking?’

Trust me, it will happen. But some faces do stay with us forever, as a reminder of what once was, a reminder of lost love, but if you loved and they didn’t love you back, the loss is theirs, not yours. 

It took me a long time to heal.

I should have known better but...

...but...

Now I love cautiously. Thank God I haven’t forgotten how to love.

The poetess leaves Kant behind and comes over to where I am, to say hello, to see what’s happening, maybe to see why I have gone cold, but she’s wrong; I haven’t gone cold. Or indifferent. I’m only protecting myself against the indifference of others. Not so long ago I loved too much, I loved without protection, and by that I don’t mean to say that I loved without a condom (but I did that too, which was okay, as we were only seeing each other). What I meant to say is I jumped into a relationship without thinking, and then I gave too much too soon, and found myself waiting on nothing. Now I can slightly laugh about it, but for a long time I felt the breakup, and it hurt like hell. But life goes on, and I healed while moving. As a matter of fact, I’m still healing. And I still love her, just a tiny bit. I’m not that cold yet. But I will forget. 

The poet taps me on the shoulder and then asks, “What’s up? What’s going on? Where have you been?”

Too many questions in one single go.

I came here to rest, to hide, and to write, and not to answer question after question. 

I shrug my shoulders. I have nothing to say. And then I raise an eyebrow. Nothing at all (to say). 

I swam in the dark and God showed me the light. How can I explain this to the poet? She’s an atheist.

A mad man enters the pub. I see him here quite often. A few times he’s sworn at me for no reason whatsoever. The third time he swore at me I swore back at him. Now he leaves me alone. Sometimes, when someone steps on your foot, you also have to step on them. That’s how they learn their lesson and leave you alone. 

Not only is the poet an atheist, she’s also bisexual. And a refugee. But I don’t care. I used to care about certain labels but now I see that we are all the same. A bit different but still the same. 

When she sees that I’m not saying much, the poet starts talking about literature. She knows that I like Bret Easton Ellis and she tells me he has a new novel coming out this month called The Shards. I didn’t know that. It’s good to know that Bret is writing fiction again. I quickly write the name of his book down.  Afterwards the poet leaves me alone. Before returning to her table, the poet says, “I wrote a new poem. And a short story. I wanted for you to read them both. Some other time, maybe?”

Some other time, maybe.

Maybe never.

Some other time, in a previous life, I would have wasted my time, nod and comply, and do something I didn’t want to, but you learn your lessons as you go through life. You must learn your lessons. 

Once more, I sit alone, my back to the world, the notebook waiting for notes. I write for less than one hour before getting a refill of hot chocolate. The poet is still reading Kant. She sees me and smiles. I nod before retreating back to my seat. Yes, the old me is definitely on a break. 

Peter 1:23 comes to mind while I’m writing. Maybe I have been born again, too.

The Pepsi Drinker is at the pub and so is the Gambler.

The Pepsi Drinker always orders two glasses of Pepsi and then sits alone glued to his mobile phone. He seems to be a quiet person, a bit of a dreamer. As for the Gambler, she always looks a mess. And she’s putting on weight. I don’t know what she does but she always seems to have money to waste on the fruit machines and alcohol. She wastes a fortune on the slot machines, a bit like my friend Cassio who’s also addicted to gambling. But Cassio is getting better, gambling less.

I resume my writing.

Later, when I’m about to leave, I quickly say goodbye to the poet and see that she’s reading a collection of poems by Rumi. The poet reading the poet.

I tell her about Joshua Jennifer Espinoza, a poet I read recently, and also about the poetry of Roberto Bolaño.  

“I’ve read Bolaño’s poetry,” she says. “Some of it I like. Others not so much. I also read Last Evenings On Earth not so long ago. I loved that book. Loved every single story in that book.”

I’m relapsing.

I’ve already said too much.

Of course, I’m not really going cold, cold; cold to the point of becoming indifferent, but the years of 2019, 2020, 2021, and 2022 were a lesson, harsh slaps on my face, so I’ve decided to become a bit distant. But I also met a lot of good souls during that time, and I managed to get a lot of my books published, so I can’t really complain. 

Love came into my life in 2021, and it stayed with me for over a year, but what I called love turned out to be a disappointment, and instead of learning my lesson, I kept returning to the disappointment. What happened was I had blinds over my eyes and I was feeling a bit weak, a bit needy, and I couldn’t see what was in front of me. She wasn’t a bad woman. She just wasn’t there. After a while she let me go, but I still pursued her, for a few months, until one day I saw that I was pursuing nothing, no one. I had a dream. She could have been part of that dream but she chose not to be, and after a while I really had to forget her and move on. But it’s okay to move on. It is necessary to move on. It is a need.

If you stop (living) for someone else, if you get lost in grief or even anger, you’re not doing yourself any favours. Chasing after someone who doesn’t want you in their lives is a waste of time, and time is precious. If they want to go, let them go. Better yet, kick them out of your lives. 

I retreat. 

The Ego has accepted the Loss.

Choose yourself and you will find someone who will choose you.

A few days later, I’m back at the pub, just a few minutes after 11am, and I order breakfast and a cup of coffee. I sit at Table 29, open a notebook, and write. A few minutes later, the Gambler arrives. She goes straight to the fruit machines. The disease is calling out for her. Her addiction is the disease. And would you believe me if I said that the Pepsi Drinker arrives a few minutes after the Gambler’s arrival? Two Pepsis on the table, he goes straight to his mobile phone. The same old faces almost every week, sometimes almost every day, but I like it here. 

A few days ago I was in here with my friend, Jason, another local author, and we spoke about life, literature, love, and, like me, Jason is happy to stay in this city forever and do as little travelling as possible. I’ve lived in a few countries, made love to a few women, written stories in Portugal, France, Spain, and England, and now I want to sit still; find my own home and sit still, travel as little as possible, and love one woman only. 

She was part of my dream but she chose to walk away.

Now I must find someone else to share my dream with.

The wicked say, “There is no God.”

Poor souls.

Poor souls indeed because they live a godless life.

God has guided me towards a state of stillness, towards calmness of the mind and the soul. 

When I’m with God, everything seems to run along better, but when I fall into temptation, life always gets a bit worse.

Psalm 14:1

In Psalm 11:5, I read, The LORD tests the righteous and the wicked...

Right now, in case you haven’t noticed it (let go of the phone!!!), the world (all of us) are being tested, and I see so many people lost to wickedness. 

I read somewhere that Bethel’s original name was Luz. 

Luz means light.

God is Light.

Last night I dreamt of her. I thought I was forgetting her but there she was, in my dreams. I run my hand along her back, felt the bones on her back, her flat stomach pressed against my chubby stomach. We were in bed, feeling one another, loving silently and even telepathically, loving with feeling, which sometimes I felt was something that was missing from our relationship. And now she’s gone, slowly becoming a stranger, a memory, but every once in a while she still visits me in my dreams. One day there will be no dreams and her face will become a blur. Unless...

I tried to analyse the dream, see what it meant, but maybe it meant nothing and a part of me still misses her even though I’m trying to forget her. Some people believe that dreaming of a past love (but she is a recent love, still fresh on my mind) may be us recalling a past trauma in a relationship, or maybe you’re unsettled with the way things ended between the two of you and you’re looking for some sort of closure, but me dreaming about her probably means nothing. 

Do I still miss her?

Sometimes yes.

Sometimes no.

Most of the times, yes, but when I relive the relationship I get a bit angry at the way the two of us behaved. While I was the needy one in the relationship, she was the cold one, at times even indifferent. But when she loved, she truly loved, and I miss that hidden person of hers (and that beautiful smile), the one who could love, but because she was scared of loving (or maybe she didn’t love me at all) and of being hurt, she retreated, and then hurt me. Looking back, I come to the conclusion that maybe she never loved me, or maybe what she felt for me wasn’t enough for her to stay in a relationship with me. But that’s all in the past now, and there’s nothing I can do about it. Instead of letting it upset me I swallow my pride, a bit of anger, even my ego, and start again. 

After a breakup, starting again is all the dumpee can do. Some people will disagree with me, and that’s fine; we can all disagree about stuff and still remain respectful towards one another, and those who disagree (with me) will say that instead of moving on the dumpee can cry, which many of us do when we lose someone we love, and that the dumpee can go into no-contact mode, for months if needed, even years (!!!!!!), and wait for the dumper to see the light and return, but that might never happen and the dumpee will never be able to get those months back. I’ll be honest and admit that I waited on Ellie, and after the breakup, I even pursued her, but then I saw that I was being a fool and that I was acting needy and weak, which wasn’t a good look. Sadly, or luckily, after a while I got sick of it all, even sick of the love I felt for her, and instead of pursuing or waiting, I chose to walk away and move on with my life. And instead of crying about it, I accepted the heartbreak, took it as a lesson, and then, finally, I moved on. And I did cry a bit. It’s okay to cry but it’s not okay to drown in tears.

÷

Some humans have some sort of superpower. It’s true. They’re not witches or wizards or whatever. They can predict the future, they possess second sight. Ages ago someone told me bits of my future. She was right about everything. And more than once, second sight or premonition warned me of something that was about to happen, so when it came my way I was already prepared for it and armed with a solution.

÷

Those were the days, or so I thought (but the lust blinded me), when you came into my life, the light after the darkness, or a dimmed light in the dark. I gave you everything and got nothing in return, or close to nothing, but that’s the way life works and we must learn from our mistakes. 

I go through some old notes and type it all down. I need to remember so I won’t repeat it. 

I wrote bits on loose sheets of paper, Post-it notes, and even on napkins, and now I’m writing some of it down. A lot of those notes will stay undated, the people unnamed. Take a guess, I say, see which one you are, heartbreaker. 

I’m getting tired of it all, even tired of some people. Bloody hell, what do people want? If you’re too nice, you’re too nice. If you’re mean, you’re mean. 

I fell in love with the best part of her, before I saw the coldness, the indifference. 
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