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Epilogue

Thank you for taking the time to read my story.

Other Books by this Author:

I am a veteran of the Falklands conflict of 1982, who served in the army for a period of twelve years from 1980 - 1992. This book is about my battle with PTSD, depression and perfectionism (My Black Dog). It chronicles how my illness developed over many years and eventually resulted in me trying to take my own life, and having to spend seven weeks on a psychiatric ward, the details of which may be distressing to read.  

For you to truly understand how I came to be suffering from the above, I need to start at the beginning (1963), when I was two years old. I apologise to those of you that may have read my first book, Cupboard Boy, which chronicles the fourteen years of child abuse my stepsiblings and I suffered at the hands of our demonic parents. I make some reference to events depicted in that book in the first two chapters of this one.

Chapter 1

Today is the 4th of April, 2017, and this is my story. It is my attempt to educate anyone who is interested about the hell of living with PTSD, depression and perfectionism.  

At this moment in time, as I begin to write this book, I am not sure if it will help me to get over some of my problems, or if reliving the past after fifty-two years will send me into an even deeper depression. All I know right now is, that some people in my life deserve to know why I am the broken man I am today.  

I had a very traumatic start in life; I was abandoned by my father at the age of two, which was quickly followed by my mother falling for, and moving us in with, a huge, brick-shithouse of a black man. Which, back in 1960s Britain, was about as popular as an ashtray on a motorbike.  

His name was Roy, and, at first, there was just him, my mum and me. Then, a few years down the line, we were joined by half-sister Jane, and two of Roy’s other children, Stanley and Ella. Stanley and Ella were of mixed race and a similar age to me, give or take a few years. Their mother had died back in 1963, when her clothing was set alight by a rogue flame from an open fire. Following their mother’s death, the kids had been quickly shipped off to various foster homes, allowing Roy to get on with his own selfish life and giving him the opportunity to meet my mum.  

A few months later, my mum happened to knock on his front door. Following another chance meeting in a pub, they started to date each other. Four months later, Roy had convinced my mum to move in with him.  

Once Ella and Stanley had moved back in, it didn’t take long before Roy began to abuse the shit out of me, my stepsiblings and my mum. He continuously abused the other kids that followed for the next fourteen years.

If he wasn’t beating us with his thick leather belt for some minor misdemeanour or other, he was sending us to bed without food. Sometimes for days on end.  

School holidays were the worst; the starvation could last five or six days. At least at school, we got free dinners. Even though it was embarrassing to hand in a red, free school dinner ticket, and often be told to go to the back of the queue, so that the kids who paid for their dinners could get theirs first. (Thanks Mr. Forster, you twat!)  

A few years later, when I was seven, another of Roy’s children arrived. He was also named Paul. He became known as Little Paul, as he was younger than me. He had a different mother, too. 

Stanley and Ella; during his marriage to Ella and Stanley’s mum, Roy had had an affair resulting in the birth of Little Paul. Paul’s mother, unable to cope alone, placed him into care. I didn’t know Roy’s reasoning behind bringing Paul to live with us, or how he was allowed to do it.  All I know is that the authorities permitted it.  

Little Paul was a stubborn little guy, who quickly became Roy’s little punch puppet. I remember Stanley and Little Paul started to fight one time, and the racket they made woke Roy up. 

Which, when he was working night shifts, was not a good idea! Roy came tearing down the stairs and broke up the fight. When he learned that little Paul had spat in Stanley’s face, he threw Little Paul through the back door. I’ll never forget the sound of the thud when Little Paul bounced off the doorframe as he went flying through the air. Roy then ordered the rest of us indoors.  

Once inside Roy began to remove the dreaded leather belt from around his waist and ordered us all to pull our pants down and assume our usual positions along the living room wall. He said it was for fighting with one another, but it was for waking him up.  We all, apart from Little Paul, complied. Little Paul simply refused to follow Roy’s orders and crossed his arms in defiance.

“No, you’re not beating me,” he said. Roy flew into an instant rage, and well and truly lost it. He punched Little Paul in so hard the side of the head, the poor kid went down like a sack of spuds. Little Paul didn’t cry or show any emotion. He just sat there on the floor, holding his face, glaring at Roy even more defiantly.  

That was when the shit well and truly hit the proverbial fan, big time. Roy simply stared at Paul with a face like thunder and calmly sent the rest of us upstairs. We didn’t hang around. We ran up the stairs like rats up a drainpipe!  

“You fucking little bastard, how dare you to say no to me! Get the fuck out of my sight before I kill you, you little fucker,” Roy bellowed, as we made our way up the stairs, 

“No!” I heard Little Paul shout back.  

A few seconds later, we heard the familiar sound of leather connecting with bare skin, followed by the awful sound of Little Paul squealing, as the lashes of the belt and Roy’s big black fists rained down on him. It sounded like a hundred pigs in a burning sty, as Roy beat the living daylights out of him. The beating seemed to go on for hours.  

Over the next six years, Little Paul continued to be defiant, and the more defiant he was, the harsher his punishment. The rest of us kids had to witness Paul being locked in the outside coalbunker naked, or hogtied and locked in the under stair cupboard, only to be allowed out when Roy felt like teasing him with dog food. Sometimes Paul would eat it and smile at Roy while doing so, to piss him off. Stanley and I wanted to help, but we couldn’t. We were much too scared.  

Once, Stanley and I hatched a plan to poison Roy with some rat poison. He used it on the rats that often visited our backyard and coalbunker. We didn’t go through with it, though. We were too afraid of getting the same treatment should we fail.  

The guilt I feel about not being able to help Little Paul, and leaving him behind when I finally escaped at the age of sixteen, is something that haunts me to this day.  

Little Paul died of cancer at the age of nineteen, just after having his left arm and shoulder removed because of the disease, the very same shoulder that smashed into the back-door frame on the day that Roy threw him against it.  

If you are sitting there wondering if that one act of violence caused cancer to rear its ugly head, you're probably right, as I believe it did.

Chapter 2 

In the summer of 1978, I left secondary school on Friday, and started work on the following Monday as an apprentice signalman at my local railway station. I thought that I would be pulling the levers and operating the barriers. I wasn’t. My job for the first year of my apprenticeship was to run with messages from the Station Master’s office to either the north- or south-junction signal boxes. The running kept me fit, but I got no real job satisfaction from it. However, although it wasn’t the ideal job, it paid well and gave me the money to be able to get my little bedsit. This meant that I could finally be free of Roy and his violence. Or, so I thought.  

Six months after moving into my bedsit, I was made redundant. Consequently, I had to give it up and move back in with the stepfather from hell. Once again, I would witness Roy still treating Little Paul like a dog. It was sickening. I decided enough was enough, and the only way to escape Roy for good was to join the army.  

Six long months later, I stepped off a green army coach and entered Depot the Parachute Regiment (my new home and family).  

The basic training course for the Paras was, and probably still is, one of the hardest and longest in the British Army. It lasted twenty-five weeks, which, prepared you for P Coy (the Parachute Regiment training course). A week of testing included some exhausting long-distance marches and backbreaking runs, as well as the Trainasium, a much-feared Arial Confidence course. Finally, there was a four-week, jump-training course at Brize Norton.  

It was tough going, and it nearly broke me a few times. I almost left on one occasion. I didn’t, though. The thought of having to return to the hell- house spurred me on. Eventually, I earned my maroon beret and wings. I remember being the only soldier at my Passing Out parade that didn’t have a guest to sit with at lunch. Luckily, Chris, one of my best friends, shared his guests with me.  

After basic training, myself and a few other guys whom I had befriended, Chris, Jake and Graham, were all posted to the 3rd Battalion. It had just arrived back in the UK from Osnabruck in Germany. Our new base was Tidworth Barracks.  

Life at Tidworth was boring. The daily routine went like this: breakfast at 06.30 am, inspection parade at 07.30 am, followed by camp clean-up, followed by an equipment check. 10.30 am-11.00 am was a NAFFI break, then more kit checking, until lunch between 13.00 pm and 14.00 pm. After that, we’d have another parade, an hour and a half of PT, followed by yet another parade at 16.00 pm.  

If we were lucky, we might be chosen to play the enemy for other regiments that were being tested out in the field. We all enjoyed playing the enemy. It gave us an ideal opportunity to have a go at the Hats (troops that wore hats). In the Paras, we only ever wore our Maroon Berets.  

It wasn’t all boring though. I remember one occasion, when Chris, Jake, Graham and I were sent back to Depot PARA for a couple of weeks of specialist weapons training. During one of the weekends off, we decided to go into London for a night out. Being squaddies, we headed straight for Soho. We visited a few bars and a couple of sex shops. Jake, who was a little dumb and a virgin, decided to purchase a life-sized blow-up doll called Silky Sally. He said he was buying it to put up the main flagpole in the square as a joke. We believed him, although millions wouldn’t have.  

We were walking the streets of Soho, checking out the various hookers that were offering their services, when we spotted a reasonably fit woman sitting in an open sash
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