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CHAPTER 1

My Life with Bad People

 

It’s my 40
th
birthday today and I’m trying to smile, but as I look in the mirror all I can see is an empty shell, someone waiting to die, and I have a feeling of butterflies in my belly that won’t go away and it’s making me feel sick. I want to sit down, but as I turn around and head for a chair, I get a nasty taste in my mouth and I have to run to the toilet before I vomit over the kitchen floor. I push the door open and I kneel down next to the toilet, but nothing happens and I wait for the feeling in my stomach to go away.

After a while I feel better, so I lift my head up off the toilet and I try to get up, but as I push my hands against the toilet bowl my stomach lightens and I have to grab hold of the toilet as I vomit into it. My head begins to spin, but my stomach’s empty, I haven’t eaten a thing in the last 24 hours, so all that comes out of my mouth is green water and I know I need to get up before I vomit again and make a mess of myself. But, it’s the same thing for me every day and I’ve been feeling this way for the last thirty-six years, and I have no idea how I’ve managed to last this long without cracking up or killing myself.

I get up and walk back into the kitchen and I stand in front of the mirror again. I straighten my clothes and look at myself again and I begin to brush my hair. My hair is long and blonde and I’m very slim, so my hair seems to suit me this way. But I’m only this slim because I keep being sick, and I need to be careful not to brush my hair too hard or I will end up pulling some of it out with the brush, then I will just get fed up with myself for being careless.

 

I’m still feeling a bit sick, so I sit by the kitchen window, but I don’t know what to do with myself, so I think about my partner Tony and then I think about what I’ve been telling him for the last six weeks and how stupid he must think I am. You see, I’ve been telling him that I will be dead before my 40
th
birthday; and each time I told him, all he ever did was to say ‘ok’ and that’s been driving me nuts. God knows, I could never tell anyone else how I’m feeling or what I’m thinking, as they would just think I’m nuts or stupid; but I can tell Tony anything, but all he ever does is say ‘ok’ and that makes me feel like I want to smash his face in.

And you could never tell that anything was wrong with me by just looking at me, as I dress clean and I keep myself tidy, and I have a smile on my face that hides my emotions and over the years I’ve become an expert at hiding behind it. My smile also hides my weaknesses from everybody, but I don’t know how much longer I can keep the charade up and keep what’s left of my life under control. God, I need help. It’s only 10 am Monday morning and already I’m picking up the phone to call Tony who’s at work. I need him to bring some painkillers home as soon as possible, as I can’t cope with the pain in my head and the tingling in my belly any longer. But it’s the same for me every day and he knows the drill because he’s been doing the same thing for the last twenty-two years.

I call him and he listens while I explain to him what I want, and he only has a chance to say ‘ok’ before I put the phone down on him. Then I walk into the living room and curl up on my bed waiting for him to come back, while the pain in my head takes control of my mind and I can do nothing to stop it. The pain’s awful and it makes me feel like I want to kill everyone; but within half an hour, Tony walks in and throws a packet of painkillers down onto the bed next to me. I quickly move my hand towards the packet and, as Tony turns and heads towards the toilet, I frantically grab the packet, jump off the bed and take four tablets out of the packet while I head into the kitchen for a drink of water.

One by one, I begin to swallow the tablets and then I hear Tony as he walks back along the hall and follows me into the kitchen; he looks over at me and he begins to shake his head from side to side, but then he stops; he knows what I’ve just done, but he says nothing. He just turns, gives me a kiss on the back of my head and says, ‘See you later, I’m off back to work.’ And as I drink a glass of water, I turn around and look him in the face, and I say nothing at all, not even thanks for the tablets. He looks at me again and then he walks off down the hall and towards the front door and I head back to my bed; but once I hear the sound of the front door closing and I know that he’s gone, I jump off the bed and head back into the kitchen and then I take another four painkillers.

I know he will be back around lunch time and it’s only a couple of hours away, so I get back into bed and I close my eyes while I wait for the tablets to work, but my flat’s a lonely place when I’m all alone and my mind won’t rest and I’m cold. My flat’s small and my bed is in the living room, so my two kids can have a bedroom each, and the kitchen door has fallen off its hinges, so I have a bed sheet hanging in its place; but the light and the noise from the street outside the kitchen window is filtering through and it’s bothering me.

I feel like I’m going mad, I just can’t rest and I want to scream with anger, so I get back up, I search through my handbag, looking for more tablets, and I find a strip of sleeping pills that my doctor prescribed for me. I push the pills out of the strip and swallow half a dozen of them, while the rest fall out of my hand and onto the kitchen table, scattering amongst old fag packets and junk mail that’s been sitting on the table for weeks. I know the pills aren’t very strong and they will do little to help me, so I take a couple of nerve pills that my doctor prescribed for me. I know the nerve pills will do a better job than the painkillers and sleeping pills will ever do, and they will stop the tingling in my belly and calm the pain in my head for a couple of hours. I know it sounds like a lot of tablets, but I’ve been taking tablets for most of my teenage and adult life, and now it takes more and more of them to get a reaction from my body and to put some kind of normality back into my head that will last for a few hours.

So anyway, I head back to my bed, lie down and shut my eyes, but still nothing, I just can’t rest, so I get back up and I make a cup of coffee and smoke a fag out of the kitchen window. But the people outside in the street can look up and see me looking out of the window, so I quickly finish my fag, take a few more nerve tablets and go back to my bed and lie down again. I know it will be lunchtime shortly and Tony will be back from work soon, so I close my eyes and pull a blanket over my head to block out the light and sound from the street outside and I try to sleep. It’s difficult and I only manage to drift in and out of a dazed state of light sleep brought on by the medication, until suddenly I’m woken by the noise of the front door opening.

He’s back already; it must be lunchtime and I’m feeling normal at the moment, so I get out of bed and walk into the kitchen and I put the kettle on to make myself coffee. Then Tony walks in behind me and we both sit down and we talk about the weather, the news and our kids just to make some kind of conversation; but we seem to have little in common at the moment, so it’s hard work and we both know it. Plus, as the medication starts to take effect and it begins to relax my brain, I begin to feel like I don’t give a shit about anything he says to me and we both continue as if everything is fine.

He only has an hour for lunch, and because I have been waiting all morning just for his company and someone to talk to, the hour goes fast and already he has to go back to work. But as he leans over to give me a kiss good bye, I just keep my face blank and I show him no emotions at all; then after he kisses me, I wipe his kiss off my lips with the back of my hand, in an act of I don’t know what. It’s not that I hate him, it’s just that I hate him for having to go back to work and for leaving me all alone again. I know he has to go back to work and within a few seconds he’s gone and I can hear him locking the front door from the outside as he leaves.

It’s so that I will be safe and so that no one gets into the flat and kills me; ok, I don’t really think anyone is after me or that anyone’s going to kill me right now, and I asked Tony to lock the front door for me every time he leaves the flat as you never know who’s outside. It’s just that I feel so much safer when the front door to the flat is locked, and it doesn’t matter what time of the day it is, the door has to be locked.

After he leaves, I walk back into the kitchen and I look over at the clock, it’s almost two-thirty in the afternoon and I have to go soon and get the kids from school; so I get changed and head for the front door, but as I get to the door I stop. I put my ear against the door and listen; it’s quiet outside, so I unlock the front door and walk outside. It’s still quiet and no one’s around, so I turn around lock the front door and run down the stairs and out of the building and towards my car. Still running, I press the car door release button on the remote so that I can open the car door and jump inside within a couple of seconds; then, once inside the car, I press the remote button again, locking the car doors shut so that no one can get to me inside.

I relax and take a deep breath, then I put the key into the ignition and I begin to turn the key, but the steering lock is on and I struggle with the steering wheel for a moment and then the key turns and the engine starts and I drive off towards the school. It only takes about fifteen minutes to get to the school by car, but within the first couple of minutes I’m already wound-up and I start calling the other drivers cunt’s and bastards. ‘God, I need a fag to calm myself down before I kill someone’, so I wind the car window down and light one up and it works.

I feel much better now and eventually I get to the school; the kids are waiting for me by the side of the road and they tell me that they have been waiting for ages. I’m late, but don’t ask me why; I’m late because I just don’t know. It must have been the fag or the other drivers going too slow or something like that. Anyway, the kids get into the car and we head back towards the flat and we just about make it back without me cracking up or shouting abusively at the other drivers.

Apart from the one old bitch who kept me waiting a couple of seconds longer than I needed to at the lights while she chatted on her mobile phone, but the kids told me to stop shouting at her, so I did, but I had to have a fag instead to calm myself down. I just can’t help it. I just get so wound-up and angry with everyone for the smallest of things and I tend to let off steam that way because the other drivers can’t normally hear me when I’m in the car, and I can scream and shout as loud as I want at them without any consequences.

Once home, I make the kids dinner and then I look at the clock, I know Tony should be home from work by now and he’s already told me that he’s got no money so he won’t be getting me anything for my birthday, but it doesn’t matter as long as he gets back soon. Because I don’t like being on my own all day, as it makes me feel fed up and angry having no one to talk to, but he’s late, it’s 6.15 pm and he’s only just coming through the front door. God, I want to take a dig at him, he should have been home almost an hour ago; but I can see that he’s got me some presents and a cake for my birthday, so it makes me feel better and I just can’t find any reason to take a dig at him. Plus I’m glad that he’s back from work and I have some adult company now.

I walk back into the kitchen and sit by the window, then I light up a fag and talk to Tony while he does the washing up, and once he’s finished he makes us both a cup of coffee while I open my presents. He looks over at me and I look back and smile and then I say thanks. It’s a couple of bottles of perfume, it’s nice but I already have over thirty different bottles of perfume, so now I’m starting to think that he’s trying to say something about me in a nice way, like I stink or something.
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