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Chapter One Psychosis

The Dark

The dark seeks in our eyes

The shadow self-reflections

That the light cannot escape

For the innuendo that abounds

The journey into madness is unconscionably delirious. At first, there is a whimsical subordination of the conscious though not recognisably so. The inner world demands catharsis, but it is not a guilt-crazed conscience. Rather, it was a desperate beckoning of the soul to selvedge what little respect one had for oneself. After a long and arduous search outside oneself for the answers, I have now come to realise that soul searching is achieved through quiet time.

Shutting out the noise in the brain, one relinquishes memories; for memories create thoughts and thoughts create noise. The mind is a blank slate and with this, transpires an inner voice diminutive and yet profound. This is the voice of wisdom that does not belong to the blemished conscious that has been pulled and pushed through life experiences. This voice is apprehensive but warms the heart with inner peace that comes from knowing one does the best one can with what tools they have.

I was pushed over the edge but that did not tarnish my resilience. It was when I gave up on hope, that is when my soul gave up. Hope is such a powerful tool and not for wishful thinking but rather there is always something to live for. When I gave up hope, I caved into the conscious abyss dark, deep and unfathomably deleterious. For it is the seat of the conscious that plays out the way our lives are affected. It is the conscious that makes decisions for us. It is the conscious that is shaped by the people around us, and what happens to us.

The subconscious takes on board all the decisions we’ve made and looks for patterns of behaviour and a repository for the confusion that ensues. It is the subconscious that then delivers us through Jung’s individuation. An esoteric double life of the subconscious takes one through a journey that transcends heartache and pain. For there is a double life, the life outside the internal reality of a blissful retreat that is disengaged on a conscious level but only to a degree?

Conscience is the barrier and a healthy respect for humiliation guards the subconscious oblivion to the external reality. Virtually, all that is held dear to the heart is rigorously protected. And this is the seat of the double life.

Prior to the onset of delirium, I was a deeply troubled soul that had lost my way. I was unable to distinguish any idea of how I got to be this muddled. I was unable to recognise that my cognitions were a reflection of deeply disturbed negative affect alternating with ridiculously elevated moods. I kept searching for the elusive defining moment or event in my sanity succumbed in such a debilitating and, at times, demonstrably dissenting manner. Looking for answers within the idiocy is near impossible and that is what it is.

To describe insanity is near impossible. Insanity is the individual’s disregard for an outside reality that does not fit in with the inner cushioning reality made by the subconscious.

My journey to finding the truth about myself began when I lost the infatuation of my life. Although that sounds dramatic, the intensity in the relationship between an absorbed individual with a deeply passionate individual sparks fly loud with an ignition rendering an unconventional display of emotion. With a ferocity that was all-consuming and blinded by passion, I was engulfed in a false sense of security that was the beginning of the downward spiral.

Steeped in a paranoia stemming from poor life-making decisions, I found myself psychologically lonely despite the contrary. When I look back now, I was not crazy; well, at least not cognitively impaired. The relationship was a catalyst for so many things since. I have just been in such a deep depressive state, creating a deep inertia that has prevented me from living life. I was searching for something but did not know what it was.

I need to take a step back. Six months after the breakup, I was gainfully employed, held down a new relationship, and things from the outside seemed to be going smoothly. Then after the contract ended, I immediately started a new job. I broke off the relationship and again things seemed to be going smoothly from the outside. Then a few months into the new job, I became more and more distant and self-effacing and shied away from the other staff and colleagues until eighteen months on the job, I broke down in tears for no apparent reason.

I was told I could take off three months’ leave if I needed to do so. While on leave, my boss rang to see how I was and, at the end of the three months, I put in my resignation.

And this was the beginning of the steep decline into madness. For up until now, I could charade to a level of functioning normality. My mind was full; overflowing even. Pent-up and emotionally charged, my mind steeped in corridors that, like a labyrinth, sent me on journeys through unexplored and unexplained territory. People I knew began to develop as characters like that in a movie or novel. Most, however, were dark in nature and it was strangers and the people I liked that were victims and needed saving.

I remember walking out of a psychiatrist’s office never to see him again after telling him we had to save the beautiful people.

Ostracised by friends, I was now in a self-imposed exile on a barren knoll that forms an appendage to a ridge defining an ancient glacial valley. Across the valley was the most spectacular mountain chain with its abundant bulges, swellings, and depressions. The river cut deep into a gorge and now meanders into the valley below, with usually a trickle into deep pondage contained within rocky outcrops at one side and an old alluvial terrace on the other.

Apart from the unique vegetation that carpeted the peaks across the way, the valley remained barren. And up until now, no one on the ridge could grow a garden for the vicious westerly winds from the north and south that remove the corrugated tin from the roofs of sheds and send tumbleweed through the paddocks rooting itself into the pastures. But I had created a garden oasis that held many secrets. For each room and pocket of the garden, there told a story about someone or an event and served as reminders to me as to how the garden should continue to form.

It took a while to grasp an understanding of the rural neighbours that inhabited the ridge in this country town I lived in. Everyone knew everyone but the allegiances weren’t always as they appeared on a superficial level. In this town, the occult was huge, and everyone who moved here was linked in some way to the occult. I had walked the paddocks behind the house, only to find piles of rocks in which sacrifices were made. The remnants of burnt effigies were amongst the ashes.

The rocks were directly in front of an old gate that, at this stage, I presumed was the gate of hell that had been summoned by these individuals. Fortunately for me, heaven’s gate, also located on the property, had not been tampered with. As always is the case with demons, inadvertently making things worse for themselves by exposing themselves in the most opportune manner and time.

The dead arose and walked among us. Here, in this tiny country town, ghosts and zombies were beginning to appear, and I was mindful that most of the people here could not be trusted. As I walked through the shopping centre, I could see ghosts and recognised them as ghosts because of the darkness of their eyes. Their eyes were like bottomless pits and not for the colour. There was an immediate impression of a lack of light and these eyes were frightful.

I had run into my neighbour who now walked as a ghost. She was harmless and I had worked out that she was an unfortunate consequence of the dabbling evil old witch that lived next door. And as I started to have more to do with them, the nature of this ghost’s relationship with the wicked witch began to unfold. It had now occurred to me that the people who had lived in our house before us were intimately involved with the wicked witch.

The house, when my parents purchased it, was in a frail condition, with water pouring in when it rained as the mud brick walls wearing away with the weather. The house had suffered from the demons that were unleashed in the house through the oven. Here, there was a green vortex, spiralling into another dimension of the poltergeists.

The house was leaking. It took me a while to recognise that the house was doing this in an outpour of grief. It had become so dilapidated in response to the huge effort it had invested in keeping the demons from entering the kingdom of heaven that it had become a sanctuary for my mum. Her past had followed her everywhere, but in this house, her dream house, she found solace.

For her father had made her life a misery by marrying a wicked witch. He was a solidly built good man who had now succumbed to the dark forces. I tried to find him everywhere as his ghost had plagued my mum. I burnt stick after stick of rosemary in my mermaid oil burner in order to bring undone the black magic that had weaved into everyone Mum had cared about, poisoning them against Mum.

I searched high and low, in each dimension and throughout the universe, and I summoned those who could help. He was nowhere to be found and then it came down to me having to go to hell in my sleep in search of him. In hell, I found some answers; his soul was no longer there but had become even more potent as a poltergeist. From then, I figured that he was the poltergeist that was residing in the vortex in the oven of the house.

I knew then that I had to close each dimension and help restore order in the chaotic world. It had taken me a while to realise that the house was in yet another dimension. The previous owners had conducted many rituals to stop the second coming of the Messiah and had opened up many dimensions as gateways to the outer reaches of dark matter and forces of the universe. If space was really a concept of the universe, and distance was measured by the speed of light, then space and distance occupied the same entity that could be measured by light.

Until now, space was a concept in our dimension then having no distance in this dimension, in another dimension space could occupy the same place. And it came to that all the dimensions that opened up occupied the same space at our house but were a jumbled mess of different seasons corresponding to different times of the year.

For, now, the fabric of time had also been pierced, bringing together different dimensions at different times of the year. And time was really only an artefact of motion so that everything that occupied the same place at different times of the year without any distance could now be brought together. Because everything was really a response to space-time, and of course that depended on distance, as without distance, there is no speed and without speed, there is no motion, and without motion, there would be no time.

So, as one can imagine, the earth had become such an indecipherable place to me, walking in and out of dimensions through the different rooms of the garden and, with them, the different seasons. The house had suffered much but refused to yield to the demonic forces that were now at play, being brought to Earth from the far reaches beyond Pluto. The vortex in the oven was spiralling from these outer reaches, but the house remained a buffer from the space inside which, as one might suspect, was in a different dimension again.

The back gate was the entry into the kingdom of heaven whose path led to the house. The front door was an entry into the planet that had been electrically wired for security purposes. The electrical circuit continued from the front gate to the driveway up to the house. In my mind, I had an illusory circuit set up that once someone entered the front gate, if they were undesirable, they would end up electrocuted. The whole house would become a pyrotechnic display so that we knew when the demons were trying to get in.

At this stage, I was so afraid of demons that my mind conjured up safety precautions to ease my anxiety.

It had occurred to me that the kingdom of heaven was a lot more complicated than I first thought. It could be found in Andromeda, the closest galaxy to the Milky Way. There were light shows, dancing, and computer games. In heaven, there was a dear old woman who kept a watchful eye over the state of affairs in the house with her tele-communicative telescope. Our house was actually a house in a strange kind a metaphor, symbolic of heaven and hell. There were many doorways in this three-storey place with four staggered flights of stairs to negotiate.

My bedroom was the scariest with two witch dolls hanging from my ceiling. I was sure they represented the dark and good side mother of all devils, the smaller witch hung behind the larger witch, who I had presumed reflected the mother of all devil’s dark side. Funnily enough, they resembled two different people I knew and I couldn’t work out to whom the resemblance belonged. So, I would grab the big witch in my more courageous times and ask her who she was.

The witches would occasionally swirl around on the fishing line that was attached to the ceiling via hooks. This scared me so much that the thought drove me to sleep in the lounge room on the couch. I thought this swirling was related to the spiralling vortex in the oven in the house and they were conducting rituals to release the poltergeist that was my granddad.

In the top room, I would never look into the window from the outside because I was afraid that my mum’s soul that had been knocked out of her was doing its own bit with all the demons up there. There were ghosts and zombies up there and I was so frightened of that room too.

I had exorcised the house that was an amalgamation of Little Shop of Horrors, Psycho, and Sorority Row (all horror movies). If you weren’t a sorority, you couldn’t make your way into the house. Rather, the Siberian and Sumatran tigers that prowled the premises as marmalade and grey and white domestic cats would maul you.

I had an encounter with a human ghost at the supermarket. As I walked down the aisles of the supermarket, it had become evidently clear that the shop belonged to ghosts; not human ghosts but real ghosts that masqueraded as dead people. The dark forces were at work in this supermarket and they were trying to poison unsuspecting people with food poison. I had suspected this when walking through the frozen food section where I noticed that there was hot air blowing so that the food was at unusually high temperatures.

It didn’t occur to me at the time that the hot air was from the motors that ran the fridges, not the fridges themselves.

The human ghost had walked past me with her trolley with a young child on board. The child appeared to me to have a broken neck, as it appeared to be limp. It had become apparent that the child was sacrificed as part of the occult and now had been brought to the place where evil had congregated. The lady behind the trolley had said to me in passing, “What would you care?” And although I had cared a lot, I couldn’t reveal myself in this supermarket.

I used to go there to get the devil’s cigarettes as they helped to keep my mind ticking over, and they did. The only reason I was never found out in there was because I would always have my sister-in-law, the bad chameleon, who would take me in. Bad chameleons were bad because when they sought enlightenment, they inadvertently became psychic to the dark world, although they had never been evil. They were in a lot of danger because they could tell what the demons were plotting ahead of time.

I was continuously mindful of the trouble she could get my family into. I recognised her potential and had to keep guiding her through the enchanted path of enlightenment until she had become one with herself. So, one can imagine the difficulty shopping posed for me. Someone always had to take me because my psychiatrist at this stage had encouraged my parents to keep me off the road. At this point, I was not allowed to drive a car.

As I sat in the little coffee shop in the plaza with Mum and the evil witch from next door, I looked around at all the people in there. My perceptions were very strange at the time, like almost witnessing people’s auras around me. And I don’t mean crazy colours surrounding the back of their heads, but rather a lasting impression of people’s personalities. This kept me continuing to find solace in my sanctuary of seclusion. I found it hard
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