Many, many thanks to everyone who contributed to this zine and to my friends who carried me
through that time.
I will never forget what you have done for me.
The art, design and template have been brilliantly done by rudee: www.rudeegraphics.co.uk
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davy’s story
celena’s story
beth’s story
jesús’ story
sidarta’s story
mike’s story
boy racer’s story
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letter to a friend
samaritans contact information
wise words
outro

The contributors have experienced quite a lot since writing their pieces; more love lost and
found. Throughout this though I am honoured that they stayed in contact with me.
A word about the benefit…
Distributors are welcome to sell print copies of Broken. I ask that copies be sold as a donation
to the Samaritans, an independent, non-religious charity that runs mental health awareness
campaigns and primarily runs a 24-hour telephone service with national, local and email contacts for anyone in Britain who just needs a listening ear in a time of crisis. The Samaritans
save lives. We all can if we listen to each other more.
Broken II
There might be another issue of Broken.
If you think your experiences will help other people, we would like to hear about them.
Contact at:
Broken is available online from Synthesis distro:
PO Box 23272, London SE14 6XD, UK
laura.synthesis AT gmail.com
www.xsynthesisx.org.uk
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Wise Words
Friends offered me lots of general advice which sometimes sounds cheesy, but when you think
about it you know they are right/helpful/at least kind:
Don’t blame yourself, and don’t look for reasons inside yourself
If it didn’t work out for the two of you, it was not meant to work out
Remember he is just one person
Remember you are special and unique
You have lots of qualities that people look for
You will have another chance for love
Anything that does not kill you makes you stronger
Don’t live your whole life for this, enjoy your 'freedom', to go out there and do things
Life is not a rehearsal and we do not get repeats of it. Therefore, leave the past behind and anticipate the
future, but while doing that, remember that you're in the present and you must live for the moment and do what
your instincts tell you. The rest of the pieces of the puzzle will fall into place somehow.
Your life is the only thing that is yours forever, and it is not worth giving up your life for anything or anyone else.
You should just say, ‘FUCK ALL THIS SHIT!’
Don’t listen to emo
Do listen to the Smiths
Have fun and then cross the next bridge when you come to it. It won't always be the same result, you know!!
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letter writing, expensive phone bills and
airline flights followed. The distance
was killing me, so during xmas 1997 I
decided to make a decisive choice and
move to Copenhagen. I said goodbye to
my friends and family and packed up my
stuff. I never imagined that just weeks
later my reason for moving would disappear right in front of me.
It only lasted three weeks. Three weeks
in January. She decided things were not
right for her, so she said “no more”. I
was struck down. That evening I moved
out of her place. A great friend loaned
me his floor to sleep on.

Davy, Copenhagen
Nobody wants to think of the worst.
Nobody wants to think of the end of a
relationship. Love is forever never ending isn’t it? Don’t believe Hollywood. Life
is no fairytale.
In August 1997 I came to Copenhagen,
Denmark for the first time. I was chasing
the tail of Love. My then Danish girlfriend
decided to leave Glasgow and head
back for home. Her unexpected departure surprised me. But I remained certain
that we would remain together. Constant
04

I could not believe it was happening. I
was in love. This sort of thing was not
supposed to happen. I never saw it in
the movie ‘Top Gun’. I never understood,
and it took quite some time to come to
understand!
What I next did surprised a lot of people.
I stayed in Copenhagen. Everybody
thought I would leave when the reason
I was in Copenhagen disappeared. I
was determined to get over things and
thought my friend (and now ex-girlfriend)
would help me. She did at first. It was
great being friends, up until three weeks
later when she found a new boyfriend.

She had less and less time for me and
gradually after 10 months we drifted
apart. Now we never see each other.
I think what helped the most was the
contact we kept after we broke up. She
gave me support and encouragement,
yet at the same time she gave me sadness and loneliness. I needed the negative feelings. I truly believe you have to
go through pain. I was very screwed up
for over a year, and probably still am.
But I feel a better person. Although I am
not the happy smiley boy I was, I am
much more mature and comfortable with
my feelings now.
There was a time when I settled for
nothing. I remained so low. I frightened
myself and a lot of the people around
me. I would cut and burn my flesh, I
would starve my body for days. This
remained for quite some time until I
found a love for myself. Deep inside
I hated myself. It was not until I loved
myself that I could move on. I now know
that things would have been much easier
if I had love for myself from the beginning. I gave her so much, but nothing to
myself. If I saved something for myself
everything might have been very different.

www.samaritans.org.uk
In the UK dial 08457 90 90 90 for the cost of a local call
jo@samaritans.org

Statistics
The rate of suicide attempts by younger men and boys aged 15-24 nearly tripled
between 1985 and 1995. Female suicide attempts have been continuously on the rise,
now outnumbering males by a ratio of 1.48.
In 1997 female deliberate self harmers were most commonly aged 15 - 19, whilst those
aged 20 - 24 were most likely to self harm among males.
Relationship problems are the most common, persistent problems of suicide attempters, both adolescent and adult. Those who have attempted suicide have a suicide risk
approximately 100 times that of the general population.
[Based on UK Figures from the Samaritans]

¢
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Davy’s story continuted...
Staying in Denmark also really helped. I
was not able to run away. I decided that
I was not going to allow Denmark to be
the land of lost love, pain and silly exgirlfriends. I wanted to stay and make my
own opinion and love of the country. Yet
I was far away from my family and close
friends in the UK. I wanted personal and
deep conversations. I found a new relationship via a method of communication;
diary writing.

You used to care about me. I don’t know if you can imagine what it is like
to lose something like that.
All I know is that suddenly you seemed to stop loving me, stop caring
about me and started pushing me out of your life without giving me any
real explanation.
You had a responsibility to help me through this, but you wimped out.
You never told me what you needed and wanted, but you seemed to
resent me for not knowing.

26

I put everything onto paper. Every day I
would make a new entry. Often reading
my words over and over again. By documenting my emotions I was able to judge
which way I was heading. I could see if
there was a heavy patch of depression
and I would know I should try to direct
my feelings elsewhere. Diary/journal writing has become a great self-help tool in
my life. I see myself much more clearly
now.

I am no master of love or relationships,
I don’t think anybody is. But it seems
a lot of people are taken by my story,
and often ask me for advice. I always
tell them to think about themselves for a
moment. Not to the extent of pure selfishness, but just stop and think about the
‘real’ you. Before the next time you fall
head over heels in love, save some of
yourself for yourself. Don’t give all your
love away. At the end of the day, you will
want to give yourself some of yourself.
Otherwise at the end you will be left with
nothing.
battleshipdestroyer@gmail.com

After all it’s not that bad.
I still have pictures. I look
back at all the things that
we once did. You said,
“I love you.”
I guess you did.
‘Ashtray Monument’ – Jawbreaker

Celena, London
It’s not really about the sad experience
of being dumped and replaced in favour
of the ugliest and most boring girl, who
comes from the most horrible concrete
village in the world. It’s more about waking up one day and realising that from
that moment on, you better get used to
a new life, a life in which “the future ain’t
what it used to be”, in which the man,
you thought would have spent the rest
of his life with you, is “currently unavailable”, and who knows for how long he
will be.
I spent the whole time fighting for something that was already mine, but that I
was incapable of taking it as it was. I
loved him with my heart, my soul and¢
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Celena’s story contined...
my body, I gave him everything, even
though he never asked me to, and
I blamed him for the things I’ve lost
“because of you”. He never really asked
me not to do something, or not to take
the chance of doing something. It is just
that I couldn’t have enough and he, obviously, never gave me more.
It was a very “passionate relationship”,
that was going to end up in marriage
(read tragedy), divided between a deep
love and a total indifference.
It was the “idea” of it that was perfect.
He was the “old of the hard core”,
records and zines everywhere, touring
around, the best gigs, living together,
being the historic couple. Sometimes I
think, if I just hadn’t behaved like a stupid little girl, if I just had allowed him to
chill a bit more, if I just had been a bit
more tolerant, maybe he would still be
with me.
But it doesn’t work this way.
I can’t live blaming myself for having lost
the only thing I ever cared for in my life,
but at the same time I can’t blame him.

06

I think I drove him mad.
And he drove me mad.
By just being with me what I’ve been
with him.
By just being a bitch, is fair enough.
But that’s not a war, and it is not about
who’s the worst bastard.
It is about feelings and love.
It is about feeling lost and lonely, it is
about living everyday thinking that last
year, at this time, I was with him, happy.
Here’s the point, how can I say that I
was happy?
I was in love with him, and he was in
love with me, but sometimes love is not
enough.
I believe that any kind of a relationship
we have with someone else, is something that has to add something to our
life and makes us happy.
And if “it’s not exactly the way I would
like it to be”, well, then you better leave
it, because we only have one life and it
is not so long, we deserve only the best.
I thought of this every single day for the
past 12 months, but only a few days
ago, I decided that, yes that’s the way
I should live my life, expecting nothing
from no one but myself, but aiming only
for the best.

also still socialised to keep their feelings to themselves. For both
men and women, relationship problems may be the most isolating events they experience. Relationship problems are difficult to
define and talk about and the last person many people feel able to
discuss them with is often our partner.

At the end of the day it is my life, and I
make it.
A few days ago, for the first time in the
past 12 months, he answered back to
one of my e-mails.

I sometimes think people had a better situation when they married
for life at an early age maybe even to people they didn’t know. Then
they had to get on with this person and work on the partnership and
they at least had security and certainty. In reality I know that these
marriages were designed by men, for men and were often miserably unhappy though necessary experiences for women. Not much
has changed today either. A recent study showed that marriage
makes men healthier and happier and women just the opposite.
In most marriages, women have to make the compromises and
sacrifices while also fulfilling most of the traditional housekeeping
and childcaring roles.

The difference is that now I’m totally
changed, he changed me, I mean, the
experience I had changed me a lot.
But he doesn’t believe that and keeps
on being rude and mean to me, with
love concepts hidden behind insults.
Unfortunately that doesn’t give me anymore the impulse of writing him back. It
just makes me feel sad and sorry, but for
him.
Because in the same way as I’ve lost the
man of my life, he has lost the girl of his.
The difference is that I’m changed and
I’ve left the past behind, and I couldn’t
hate him even if I wanted to. If he can’t
put his weapons down and hug me
instead, I can’t do anything for him;
not anymore. Because I did everything
I could, I moved far from him and my
country, to leave him alone, as he asked
me to.
I gave him infinite chances to come back
to me. 				
¢

We need to know we are not alone. Uncertainty and insecurity
are the main forces shaping our world. From families to economies; everything is unstable. Religion, the Church and class
no longer provide guidance, certainty or social integration.
Communities are fractured, work is more demanding and competition and self-interest are the spirit of the age. We cannot
take any relationship for granted.
Women are unhappy because they have found that the opportunities opened up by feminist struggles have not meant the
eradication of sexism and they still have to cope with patriarchy
in every sphere of life. Men are unhappy because being a man
no longer affords any importance, status or a monopoly on any
area of life which leaves some men feeling redundant. Men are

But look at what we have to go through as the price of our improved
options. By their mid-20s, most of us will have probably had our
hearts broken and been made miserable several times. Each time
we decide we hate men/women/both, we will never again be willing
to have a relationship, we will never again find someone who was
so right for us, we will never again be able to give anyone our trust
or love, we will never again be happy with someone, we will never
stop feeling this pain, we will never get back our self-esteem…
This constant starting over from scratch, the constant cycle of
uncertainty, hope, disappointment and despair can only create a
hopelessly self-destructive culture.
Should we always our relationships as inevitably temporary and
short-term or should we always be optimistic and hopeful? Can
there be any middle way?
25

Boy Racer’s story contined...
to that of quitting smoking. I know when I
quit smoking, at first it was really unbearable. I couldn't stop thinking about and
craving cigarettes. Both the physiological
and psychological really had a grip on
me. Little by little, however, with each
passing day...it became that much easier
to get through. Until finally, the time
came when I no longer had the strong
urges to smoke. Now although quitting
smoking is very difficult for many people,
I still wouldn't say it's any more arduous
a task as getting over a lost love...but it
does share the aforementioned similarities.
I always thought love would be easy.
When you found it...it would be forever
yours...no work required. But love does
involve a lot of work. Relationships will
always be a challenge. But when you
find the right person, you will be able
to overcome all the obstacles thrown
your way through mutual understanding, respect and love. Unfortunately, few
people are able to find such a promising
companion on the first try.
All looked bleak for me for a long time.
But, knock on wood, I have found happi24

ness again. Of course part of finding true
happiness means you must find happiness and contentment within yourself.
And I have done that, Not that I don't
have my doubts at times, but generally
speaking, I am pleased. And I have also
since fallen in love again...and I'm hoping
that as the old cliche goes...third time's
the charm! Hopefully I will never have
to face the pain again that I felt before.
Right now I feel very confident that I will
not. It has been terribly difficult to trust
again, but I'm doing the best I can to not
allow individuals who did me wrong in
the past, to cloud my view of who I am
with now. I am seriously involved with
a wonderful girl...and as odd as it may
sound, I am happy to have gone through
all of the misery I went through in order
to find her in my life.
As improbable as it may appear to you,
you've simply got to dig deep within yourself…down to your very core...and find
whatever shred of hope you have left in
you. Place your faith there. Because you
simply never know what amazing person
awaits in your future. There is a light that
never goes out.

Celena’s story contined...
He never took any.

Of course
I could
Fall in love again
But only
with a heavy heart
pumping passionately
and dragging
its full suitcase
close behind
I’ve shed lovers
almost as often
as a snake
sheds its skin
growing out of them
them growing out of me
‘Naked’ – Instant Girl

Fuck it, he’s gone, at this point I only
wanted his friendship, but maybe he’s
not adult enough for this.
I ruined every single relationship I tried
to have in the past 12 months.
I decided that I had enough, I had
enough of relationships, relationships
suck, love sucks, boyfriends suck, single
is good, is fun, is cool.
I became what I fought, sometimes I
find myself thinking, in a way I always
thought he was thinking.
But suddenly something happened,
something that I didn’t want to happen,
something that I tried to avoid.
I met someone special, someone I definitely didn’t want to fall in love with.
But this special person waited, and after
3 months he made it, he penetrated my
soul, my heart and made me fall, again.
And he doesn’t even listen to hc.
It feels good.
Nothing’s lost, ever.

Beth, Brighton
I was always fairly smug about relationships. I was going to be extremely
careful. I knew that boys were not to be
trusted and that being made miserable
was inevitable for anyone who ventured
into sexual relationships. So I was proud
to be celibate and above all this nonsense. Then one day I decided to give
all this nonsense a try. It seemed fairly
harmless at the time, and I eventually
came to believe he was worth it and this
awesome relationship that was developing was worth it.
He was a very passionate, loving and
expressive person who sensed what I
needed emotionally and helped bring
me out of myself for the first time;
encouraging me to show my emotions
and discuss my feelings. I was afraid of
making myself vulnerable, but he made
me feel safe and secure with him. We
got increasingly involved in each other’s
lives. We gave each other all kinds of
support, came to know each other’s
friends and family and I at least got to
a point where I felt I could take his love
and support for granted and I did my
best to assure him he could feel secure
with his place in my life. I was perhaps

the happiest I had ever been in my life
up to that point when we were together.
I was not prepared for how love can take
over one’s life and this new experience
was wonderful for me.
I was pretty aware of some of the mistakes that people often make in relationships and I tried to avoid them. And I
loved him unconditionally. I knew that no
person was perfect and I accepted and
loved him for the good and the not so
good.
We agreed that if there were problems
we would talk about them. But ultimately
that did not happen, and apparently at
the end he was letting things that made
him unhappy build up without
¢
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Beth’s story contined...
discussing them. Every couple has
problems sooner or later and they have
to be worked out, and when you are in
a relationship you know that it is worth
working at it, but he didn’t seem to want
to work with me and at that point I was
too deep in despair to even be able to
think straight. I could not imagine how he
could either give up so easily or just lose
all the love he had for me (I didn’t know
which it was). Also I didn’t understand
how he went suddenly from caring about
me and worrying about my unhappiness
to not being at all bothered that I was
miserable. At the end I could only think
over and over again, ‘Why are you doing
this to me?’ and ‘Is this really happening?’.
So it ended, and it ended horribly and
in confusion and dishonesty. Confusion
is certainly one of the hardest things
to cope with. Trying to understand
something completely impossible to
understand meant going through the
same things over and over in my mind.
I really needed his support and he knew
it, but he didn’t support me, he pushed
me out of his life and I got into a severe
crisis that lasted for what seemed like
unending months. Not being able to
08

work, sleep, eat, go out, stay in, stop
myself crying, cheer myself up, talk to
my friends, be alone with myself and my
thoughts, have any optimism about the
future and after several weeks of this I
started thinking more and more that I
didn’t want to go on. Suicidal feelings
were something I had never understood
or experienced before and were quite
a shock to me. I had lots of paradoxical
feelings. I knew it was outrageous to
be so upset over some stupid boy who
didn’t deserve me and who wasn’t worth
all this, but still all I could think about
was how great we were together and
what a monster he had become. My feeling of disbelief that it had really ended
just wouldn’t go away. Sometimes I
would have a disbelief that the whole
relationship ever happened. Nothing
that good could have ended that badly.
I felt like I was in some unending horror
movie. All the crying was stressing my
eyes and when I visited the optometrist I
found out I had developed a permanent
condition in my eyes. I had almost every
eating disorder possible and lost 7 kilos
within 2 months. Death appeared to be
the only quick solution or at least end to
my troubles and I guess this is why my
mind turned to it so often. The suicidal
feelings got much worse before they got
better and I eventually understood that

none of this despair was going to end
suddenly in a blinding flash, but that a
combination of time, keeping busy and
allowing my friends to look after me
would be the only way of pulling through.
I had to start thinking practically how to
cope with getting through each day. I
eventually figured out I was not going to
be able to make myself happy, so I settled for doing whatever I could to make
myself as least miserable as possible. I
started seeing a counsellor and keeping
in regular contact with friends I could call
anytime I needed them. I had to consider what might be best for me at any
particular moment but also what would
help me in the long term. At the beginning I was pretty desperate to never be
alone with my thoughts. So I kept myself
surrounded by other people, going out,
having friends over, generally keeping
busy and distracted. Nightimes could get
pretty horrifying so I sometimes had to
sleep at friend’s houses just to have people around me and feel safer. Nothing
I did made me happy, but it did help me
cope. My counsellor thought I wasn’t
letting myself grieve. She kept telling
me it was alright and grieving was what I
should be doing. I had been crying every
day for several weeks; I didn’t know what
more I could do than that. Then one ¢

Boy Racer’s story contined...
been together for about three years.
During that time, we did so many things
together. She was almost part of the
family. And out of nowhere, the rug was
pulled out from underneath me. And
again, I was devastated and confused.
What was even harder to swallow this
time, is that aside from the obvious
emotional damage she inflicted upon
me, she also stole a large amount of
money from me and failed to return a
significant amount of personal items...
and then proceeded to even con me out
of more money after we had separated.
Someone who I trusted with all my heart
and soul, ended up only manipulating
me and using me...and almost destroying me. Three years of my life and all
that we went through seemed only like
a giant facade. I cannot even fathom
how people that cruel can even live with
themselves.
It's difficult to get across just how
shellshocked each of these episodes left
me. Each time, a little more of me died.
And even though I had been through
and somehow managed to survive the
first break up...it really didn't comfort me
in the least in dealing with the second
one. Aside from losing a lover, I also lost

a best friend...that's a one-two punch
that leaves an enormous void. My sense
of self-worth and self-confidence was
depleted. As bad as it was the first time,
it was even worse the second time.
Because what first seemed like maybe
just an unfortunate aberration...now
was beginning to resemble a horrifying
trend. Why was this happening to me?
How could this happen again? What did
I do wrong? What did I do to deserve
this? How can I go on? The last of which
being the key question...because I really
had no answer for it. And that is scary.
Suicide seemed so much more attractive
than living. To this day, I'm not sure how
I got through. Every breath I took was
an enormous pain. I could hardly eat.
I could hardly sleep. I could hardly get
through the day.
I wish I could give you a surefire remedy to combat the effects of love gone
wrong...but alas, I have none. There
is no magical cure for this ailment...
no miracle medicine. Time is your only
ally...and he moves incredibly slowly.
Probably the best thing you can do for
yourself is just keep as active as possible. The more you get yourself involved
and occupied doing other things, the
less time you will have to dwell upon the

misery you feel for your lost relationship.
Of course this is much easier said than
done. I know that myself personally, I
really could hardly muster the energy or
motivation to do much of anything. But
nevertheless, “doing” things is integral to
getting better faster. Surrounding yourself
with friends and family is also helpful.
I also strongly recommend that you do
not continue to make any contact whatsoever with that person who has broken
your heart. Doing so, can really only be
destructive as it doesn't allow you to free
yourself from that person's presence, nor
let you move on in your own life. I know
from experience that when I did have
contact in the weeks following the breakup, it only made things that much worse.
And when we happened to cross paths
even a year later at a concert, it literally
made me shake. Avoidance is necessary.
These things won't make the pain go
away...but they might help ease the pain,
if only a small amount.
Some people tried to console me by telling me that with a little time things will
get better, and that I would eventually
find someone else etc. And although you
really couldn't convince me of that at the
time, it really is true. It doesn't happen
overnight. I kind of liken the process
		
¢
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achieve. To love and be loved I think is
the pinnacle of the human condition.
But when love is over, and relationships
end...the result can be tragic. To say that
love can wield a crushing blow, could
only be a gross understatement...for
the effects of love gone awry can be as
severe and torturous as one's imagination will allow.

The Boy Racer, Strangeways
Last Night I Dreamt that Somebody
Loved Me
LOVE. The ultimate 4 letter word. It has
seen me to the highest of highs...and
the lowest of lows. Ever since my first
love experience began nearly a decade
ago, relationships have strapped me
into an emotional rollercoaster. But as
many times as I have stopped to question myself as to just why I continue in
pursuits of the heart...I always come to
the same conclusion...love simply is the
most beautiful and amazing goal one can
22

My first entanglement with love came
about in my senior year of high school.
Throughout my youth I often wondered
about love and when I would find it. Or
when it would find me. In contrast to
what many people look for in their high
school and college years, I really never
wanted to be with more than one person.
I always had the feeling that I would find
my dream girl, and that she would be the
only one I would ever be with. She would
be all I needed. And finally, it happened.
I was smitten! The feeling was nothing
less than euphoric. It was a completely
new and wonderful experience. Words
can hardly describe just how fulfilled I felt
at the time. With the advent of college
later in the year though, it all began to
unravel. Despite the fact that we would
be attending college in different states,
I had no reason at the time to think it
would be anything more than an annoy-

ance until we could be in the same place
again. I thought that fate had brought
us together, and that together we would
always be. I was mistaken. Just a few
days before Christmas that year, she terminated our relationship. I thought that
true love could survive any distance...
but it didn't. Or maybe that means this
wasn't true love. But it sure felt like it. I
was heartbroken. Everything I had envisioned my whole life of how things would
be, was wiped away. I was devastated
and confused. My naivete toward love
was exposed...and my innocence forever
lost.
My next full scale encounter with love
occurred a few years later. Of course in
the meantime, the rollercoaster was still
in motion as I dated several girls...with
some relationships becoming more serious than others...with much tumult all the
while. But my second love came about
toward the end of my senior year in college. This love was different. It didn't
progress to full blown love for a while.
It was slow and steady. I thought that
maybe that fact actually made this relationship more substantive as it involved
more time and growth and wasn't the
whirlwind that my first romance was.
Again, I was proven wrong. We had
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Beth’s story contined...
day I realised I was holding myself back
with the thought that he wasn’t grieving.
He had caused all my pain but he didn’t
have any himself. No wonder I was so
desperate for him to actually tell me it
was hard for him too.
It seemed that even if I could, it would
not be a good idea to try to just forget
the whole thing, kill off my feelings and
put it behind me because it would only
come back to haunt me later. And I
was afraid that if I could be as unfeeling as he seemed to have become that
I would lose my humanity. No, I had to
face it but soon I found out I didn’t have
to do it alone. Very soon after it ended,
I read an issue of Heartattack in which a
couple of columnists happened to mention relationships recently ending. One
writer was male and one female. I didn’t
know much about either of them, but I
immediately identified with their words
because we had hardcore and the end
of a relationship in common. This is how,
very slowly and gradually, my recovery
and coping began. I started going to
gigs again and it helped being surrounded by other kids. I found out that some
of these people I knew had been going
through the same thing. During some of

the worst times I was able to depend on
one other person in particular whose girlfriend had recently left him. We started
calling each other every night, talking
until 2 or 4 in the morning about what we
were going through, about normal things,
about punk things, about anything.
Knowing that at the end of the day we
had each other to talk with was an enormous help. At one point I started wanting to spend time with a healthy, happy
couple and before long I had met my
neighbours who were just that and they
were a positive influence on me.
Gradually I found I was needing other
people’s constant company less and
less. I found my concentration and focus
returning. Being more active in community work was really good as well; going
to demonstrations, volunteering etc. I
had to be careful not to lose myself in
activism or to displace my feelings, but
it was good to be so productive and creative again.
Sometimes I would get extremely tense
because of everything that was going
on. Each of my friends reached a point
where they got fed up with my unhappiness or at least lost patience and sympathy with me for awhile. There were
a couple of fights too, when I could not

explain or sometimes understand what
was making me so agitated and would
treat people very badly although it was
just my mood and nothing they had said
or done to me. When things like this happened I had to keep reminding myself
that this was not something I could help
at the moment and I had to try to explain
as best I could to other people what was
happening and apologise for being so off
with them.
Recovering
I know that it was better to face this
misery. Forgetting; if I could have succeeded in putting it out of my mind; distracting myself with work, pleasure-seeking etc. would not have been healing.
Ultimately I explored every extreme and
facet of despair, not knowing I even had
the capacity to feel such soul-destroying
agony of emotion much less to survive it.
Recovering from the relationship and
the end also meant putting things right
in other ways, because to a large extent
while we were together I had lost myself.
I guess wherever you are and whatever
sort of person you are it is pretty hard
to hold off these gender roles. I was
shocked to find that I had drifted into
so many stereotypes that I had always
managed to question and avoid in the
past. Things like putting him at the ¢
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Beth’s story contined...
centre of my life, my thoughts, my activities; limiting myself for his sake; defining
my happiness by his happiness and yet
never feeling I was doing enough; forgetting about what I want; blaming myself
for his anger and even sublimating my
own personality. At the end when I was
most desperate in need of comfort and
not getting it from him I found myself
instead comforting him.
Sometimes I felt afterwards that he had
been playing the male role stereotype of
being selfish and unfeeling.
At least now I know that what happened
was not my fault. I know that there was
nothing I could have done about it.
Afterwards
At first, when the breakup was just an
imminent probability, and immediately
afterwards, the thing that seemed the
most horrible was the idea of not having him in my life and not being in his
life anymore. I very badly wanted us to
still have that connection, but later it just
seemed too awful. I used to need for
him to call to give me some explanation
of what went wrong. Then for awhile I
became only extremely afraid of hearing
from him because I knew he would not
be kind to me. For a long time I didn’t
10

know how I wanted to carry on with
him afterwards. I felt like he had turned
into a complete stranger, and I was not
certain that I liked this new person very
much. For a few months we pretty much
stayed out of touch, but when we did
get in contact again he would still be
very cold and unfriendly towards me. He
had gotten what he wanted, but we had
never been clear about what it was that
made him want to leave so I guess those
negative feelings towards me stayed the
same or even got worse. He seemed to
really hate me. He would say things that
he either did not realise or did not care
were extremely hurtful and unkind to me.
Often he said things that were thoroughly unfair and untrue, and I realised eventually that for a long time even when we
were together he had been misunderstanding and misinterpreting everything
I said or did. His emotional distance now
of course meant that there was no way
of putting these things right. We were
finding it harder and harder to get on and
I knew that he could go on fighting forever, so I made the decision – no friendship and no more contact. If he was not
going to be nice to me (on my terms) he
was not a friend (and I could not be his).
That decision gave me a lot of strength
and general relief since it meant I could

stop thinking about what was wrong and
how to fix it. It was the biggest leap
towards happiness. Things that I thought
at first would be terrible ended up coming about but by that time they no longer
seemed so bad such as thinking more
negatively towards him, not being in contact with him, not thinking about him etc.
I was happy before him and I am happy
now. The depression is continuing somewhat, but certainly the pain he caused
me is pretty much completely gone
and that is something I did not expect.
Perhaps most surprisingly the thought
of him being with someone else stopped
hurting me. What I did expect is that I
know love will find me again and that I
will be much happier with someone else.
At the same time I find strength in the
fact that I am not someone who needs to
always be in a relationship. This experience showed me anything it is that I
can’t go on forever without some sort
of secure base in my life and certainly I
should not try to share my life with anyone until I have enough of it for myself.
Love Mark Two
Within a year of the breakup, although
I did not want another partner and I
thought it was a bad idea to get involved
again I did fall in love again.
¢

Mike’s story contined...
ironically call "written off".
Some time towards the end of August
last year the first doubts came up as far
as she is concerned (fully understandably as we had considerably drifted apart
during summer) and her speedy falling
in love with someone else added to the
trouble, of course. It meant a heavy blow
for me to accept the existence of doubts
as I had never even happened to think
of such a thing, i.e. I had always been
thinking ahead. Our common future
seemed clear to me – hence the whole
thing woke me up more or less and
made it the more painful. Through the
absence of her feelings I quickly realized what I really had, how happy I could
have been, noticed how damn foolish I
had become by taking
everything for granted and how slowly
but surely the end was approaching.
Now I think that each situation is particular and that there are no real recipes on
how to deal with the end of a relationship. Right from the beginning it was
important for me to keep my distance;
somehow I had to become aware of the
fact that I was/am alone again although
it hurt me badly. The possibility of talking

about it with other people was a great
help for me. Soon after the separation I
restarted meeting people and going out,
things I had not practiced so frequently
in the past. All of a sudden I realized the
importance of contacts with other people, good chats, good mates (although
almost impossible in reality), sharing
experiences etc. There is so much
apart from love and there are so many
other things where love is also involved
– maybe just in a different way.
At the moment I would occasionally meet
my ex-girlfriend and I have paid her a
visit a few times. She now lives with her
new boyfriend in a flat though they had
tried squatting again. I find it a pity that
she has not learnt her lesson well from
finishing with me. They are leading the
same secluded life we had lived in the
past. I feel rather well when I am with
her, but leaving her turns out to be so
much harder. I remember when she was
at home very rarely, passing the time in
the squatted house where her present
boyfriend had used to dwell.

almost must be something positive in it,
if only in that I have finally realized what
to live means, that I have found back to
myself a bit more even though life is still
tough at times.
I'll surely still need to come as far as
to accept that feelings cannot be programmed and to see that confrontation,
i.e. accepting the challenge, is one of the
best ways to cope with reality. With that
I want to say that I confront myself deliberately with the fact that our romance is
over, that now my life looks somewhat
different, that (perhaps) she might be
"happy" with someone else. Fact also is
that I am trying to look forward, knowing
that there are so many things ahead that
I'd like to tackle, that I can take more liberties and finally take the time for doing
things like this here, actually realizing
that I would have had the opportunity
ever before.. . Only my eyes were blind...
zeroeightalpha@yahoo.com

I don't know about my life's future relationships – somehow I simply don't want
to know. There is still so much pain
linked with it. But I also do see positive
aspects in what is happening now. There
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for the following 3 years (yes, really
together, first in the same room within the
flat-sharing community, later on in "normal" flats) entered my life. She was actually keen on one of those sweet puppies,
hence we were proud owners of 2 dogs
for quite a while although we unfortunately had to give away the one soon after.

Mike, Luzern

End of love – start of life?
Writing about the end of my three-yearlong relationship that went on the rocks
in September 2000 I need to bring you
back to the times about 3 years ago. I
had been living for one year with mates
of mine in a squatted house in Lucerne
and never experienced true love before.
At some time the dog I quite often used
to look after had puppies and the girl
with whom I was going to live together
20

But as things are, we started to like each
other more and more without hurry however, i.e. it took some time (a few weeks
at least) until we definitely were together
and I had the feeling that I had always
hoped for for another person. All of a sudden I could live on love and air what complied perfectly with my wishes because at
that time anyway I didn't feel like having
a lot of people around me. It is only now,
on reflection, that I realize the negative
influences that had marked me. My activities for the "Scene", for example, became
very rare. The fact that , by nature, I was
rather leading a secluded life and the
intense relationship made me the more
inactive. Another sorry fact was the splitting up of our band which I had played
with and organized a hell of a lot for. One
of
the reasons that had led to the split was
my intention to create a different sound,
the others were personal ones. Thus
there was not much left in my life apart

from love (how little does man have who
has but love?).
One of the biggest mistakes you can
make in a relationship is an all too strong
fixation on the person opposite. It is no
doubt wonderful to have someone whom
you can share everything with (life's in
fact easier in pairs) and talk to and get
along well with. But at the latest when
love is no longer what it once was, i.e.
when separation is looming up, everything is getting more difficult. It is incredibly hard to free oneself from a person
who at the time was part of yourself.
Somehow a part of yourself is also dying,
the trouble starts when suddenly the soul
no longer provides enough stability and
it becomes necessary to be able to look
after yourself.
After squatting we used to shack up in
flats for about 2 years, the two of us alone
all the time, did not go out very often, a
thing I would never do this way again as
it only intensifies your isolation. In my
opinion every individual should live a selfdetermined and independent life out of a
steady relationship and not all too much
resort to flats and relations. I also think
that there are enough negative examples
in my (ex-) circle of friends, people we

¢

Beth’s story contined...
One friend had told me that this tends
to happen when it is the furthest thing
from one’s mind. I fell in love with an
old friend; someone I had known even
before my ex. This time it was a love,
a spiritual love and a relationship on
a totally different plane from what had
gone before. I really did not know that
such intensity of feeling was possible.
Suddenly I was sharing this tremendous positive energy with this person
and I was feeling that here was one of
the best friends I will ever have. This

has been an extremely difficult relationship. Both he and I had been left by our
partners and were not strong enough to
place ourselves in someone else’s life so
completely again. It could not happen,
at least not now. The barriers between
us were terribly frustrating; I found I was
angry with him a lot of the time. At the
same time, I felt guilty that I should treat
him so badly when he does not deserve
it as much as my ex-boyfriend did. So
for awhile I had to end our friendship as
well. Right now we are building that up
again. I am still in love with him and it is
surprising to me to find I can still have

love, positive feelings, friendship and all
sorts of strange feelings with this person
without any of the catastrophes that followed my last breakup.
Where else am I now? Still as cynical
as ever about relationships in general,
still thinking I am better off staying away
from them. Also I fortunately give my
friendships the proper appreciation they
deserve and find it somewhat easier
to express emotions with my friends.
Dealing with people is always hard work
for me, but it is getting easier.

Written at 8 weeks
When I start to feel better, I don’t want to think that what he did was alright.
I don’t want to feel like that relationship ending was a good thing. I don’t
want it to be or to have been nothing.
My friends are getting fed up with me, I still want to be dead. I can’t bear
living with these thoughts; too many thoughts to write down. No, actually
too painful to write down.
It is horrible to only think of him as someone who hurt me, and to have this
dimming memory of a completely different person who was in love with me
and who cared about me. But that person has been gone for a long time.
11

Sidarta’s story contined...

Jesús L. Pecador, Anytown, USA
Several months ago, a friend of mine
asked if I'd be interested in composing
an article for his magazine, an article
concerning the political issues surrounding the unusual relationship between the
United States and the Commonwealth of
Puerto Rico, and the possibility of statehood for the island that is my birthplace.
I quickly agreed, but in the end, never
wrote a word about it. In England this
past Fall, I met Laura, editor of Synthesis.
I don't even remember anymore how
we got on the subject of my ex-wife, but
once we did, Laura mentioned she was
compiling break-up stories for her next
issue, and invited me to contribute mine.
Suddenly, here I am, writing my first work
since my graduation from college over 3
years ago. This is not so much an implied
apology for the quality of the writing contained herein as it is a personal observation of my own eagerness to finally close
this chapter of my life, a chapter infected
with heartbreak and depression. Ideally
this will serve some purpose to somebody
other than me, perhaps as a reminder to
whomever -might need one, that though
it often feels as if no one could possibly
12

understand what you feel, we all love, we
all hurt, and we all have our stories. This
is mine:
The first time I met HER was, ironically,
quite forgettable. We were 15 years old.
She had just moved from Florida. It was a
weekend night. I was sitting in front of the
post office/courthouse in my town, where,
oddly enough, there is a long-standing
tradition of bored, punk rock, high school
kids hanging out and chewing the fat.
Some acquaintance of mine strolled up
with her in tow and introduced her to the
few of us that were there that evening, in
a lame attempt to make her feel welcome
in her new surroundings. I said nothing; I
really didn't even acknowledge the introduction and didn't even make eye contact.
Pretty fucking romantic, no? In retrospect,
I wonder what my problem was that
evening. Anyhow, for the next year and
a half, we knew of each other and had
some friends in common, but somehow
never found ourselves in the same social
situations. Then came the first day of my
senior year. I walked into health class,
and there she was, eagerly waiting for
anyone she knew to arrive, so she'd have
some familiar company. I didn't know
anyone else in the class, and when I ¢

now there would be no big harm, I think.
It is more or less like this: I met that girl
whose name could not be remembered
for over a year (although we used to meet
a lot) until one day when, for some weird
reason, it felt like we were attracted to
each other. So, within a short period of
time she was my girlfriend and that was it.
But there were two things about her that I
could not stand; she used to lie to everyone for no reason and had a past that
made me jealous. As told before, nothing
special. I could not live peacefully with
that. Probably it is a great occasion but I
just don't feel like talking about how Latin
patriarchal values can spoil one's life. I
hope the readers can use their own imaginations and figure it out. Back to what
happened. After almost one year learning
how to deal with those things, I went on
a trip. Along the way I decided to write a
letter where it would be put all my anger
about the situation. It was supposed to
be the catharsis for that thing, so I would
not have to deal with that once again. I
wrote and posted it. A lot of angry words
to my girlfriend. She neither deserved
nor understood my verbal puke over her.

Totally unnecessary. In two months I was
back in home. She was angry at me. She
dumped me. She cheated on me while I
was out. That broke my heart, of course.
I could not eat, I could not study, I could
not work things out with the whole hardcore stuff I was involved in. I lost contact
with people, and most of my activities
almost died. I still try to recover all that
stuff I lost.
For months after she left me I would go
after her, worry about her... I did not know
the whole story, thought the whole problem was on me. She treated me bad and
tried to make me feel guilty all the time.
Later I found out about the cheating and
many other disturbing things. It was my
time to stop and think... I realized I wasn't
nice at all but at the other hand, in no
way I was as mean as the situation made
me believe. I was always there for her,
a great friend and a caring person. By
the time I realized that, I would no longer
torture myself or let anyone else do so. I
could find something good out of it in the
end. Although I think it was not worthy,
there was profit. I relate to people in a
whole different way. I realized I wasn't
that jealous then and I also am not now.
I just had lost my perception of what was
really going on and would believe any-

thing that would help putting the blame
on me.
Originally this story had more pages and
a lot more details. Now I feel free from
the mental trap I set for myself, things are
calm. Specially because I no longer think
of my case as unique and special. I hate
to admit but all I needed was time and
self esteem. I never had a relation based
on dependence with that girl... I wonder
what would have happened if I had that
tendency.
That's it... hope it can be helpful.
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Sidarta, Rio de Janeiro

It's been ages since I first tried to put
this story in worlds. I actually did finish it
but the whole story has got a brand new
meaning now. I'll try to make it faster,
smaller and take the whimpering out of it.
It is the story of a relationship from some
years ago. It did not take too long (one
year and a couple weeks) but it ended up
in such a way that was enough to knock
me out for a long time. There is nothing
special about this story. If it happened Ë
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Life is full of so many simple crutches they help
me walk they help me sleep they help me suffer.
The love was never there and I just didn’t see it.
Weapons take on so many painful attachments the
faces change but they all tell the same damn story
the love was never there and I just didn’t see it the
love was never there now I don’t think I even care.
I’ve built this wall around my heart to shut you out
I’ve played my part in this game that I thought was
real in this pain that I now feel and if I ever fall again
will I turn it to the wind or let it flyaway with pain or
let it fester into the same a small dark place inside
my mind will keep me safe and far behind so you
can never hurt me again nothing can ever hurt me
again the way you did and nothing can ever erase. I
pull this glass out of my skin the ‘wish I hads’ replace
my sins I research the lies but not the disdain and
nothing can ever hurt me again a small quiet place
where I can hide where you can never hurt me
again.
‘Resection’ - Boy Sets Fire

Jesus’s story contined...
saw her face light up upon making eye
contact, I was suddenly compelled to park
my butt next to hers, where it stayed,
every third period for the rest of the year.
I looked forward to nothing more every
day than seeing her, passing notes back
and forth with her, exchanging backrubs,
and otherwise not paying any attention
to the relevant material being presented
us in class. Our teacher was pretty tolerant of our flagrant flirtations, as we were
somehow still able to manage to get the
highest grades and write the best papers
in the class.
Despite the sexual tension, our relationship remained platonic the entire year. I
confided in her with all my girl problems,
and she in me about her boy problems. I'd
often go over to her house under the pretense of studying, and stay until my allergies to her cats would cause my whole
face to swell up, my eyes and nose to run
until no fluid was left, and I was rendered
altogether useless. I was always so reluctant to leave, which eventually put an end
to my allergies to cats.
After I came back from the following summer vacation that I spent in Mexico, she

was the first person I called, and she
quickly challenged me to tell her how
many girls I'd been involved with over the
summer, in the hopes that she had outdone me (we tied at 4). Fall arrived, and
I was off to college, which was only one
hour away by car. I ran up my phone bill,
calling her several times a week, sometimes for hours at a time, and I'd drive
home to see her every weekend. My interest in other girls had all but disappeared
(though I was suddenly surrounded by so
many more of them), but the sexual tension between she and I gradually mounted, until it reached it's peak and logical
end one night after "dinner and a movie".
We suddenly realized we were madly in
love with one another. Our relationship
continued, progressed, evolved and flourished throughout that year, and the next,
though she moved two hours further away
for school, and the following year, when
she moved back, and the next year, when
she transferred to my school and we got
our first apartment together. Of course it
wasn't always perfect; we had our occasional dramas and disagreements, as
every relationship does, but they were
always quickly squashed. We often marveled at the soap-opera-like melodrama
of others' relationships, while ours just

seemed to improve and solidify more
and more. Few were surprised at the
announcement of our engagement, and
even the most avid skeptics of marriage
figured it was about time. Her mother, the
most avid non-believer in marriage, was
ecstatic. My family had already practically
adopted her; my younger siblings were
thrilled to be gaining her as a new sister,
as she was to be gaining a new family.
While my relationship with HER continued to deepen, so did my relationship
with my mistress -- music. Both bands I
was involved with really wanted to begin
regular touring, though neither was in a
position to monetarily compensate at all
for it. I was so preoccupied with the two
bands competing for my attention that it
never occurred to me that, regardless of
what kind of imaginary separation I had
placed between my band life and my
home life, the two were inextricably intertwined. My ignorance/denial of that obvious fact was further perpetuated by her
increasingly insincere reassurances to me
that she fully supported me chasing my
dreams in music. Her passion for art had
been quelled by the very institution she
had attended with the idea of expounding on,
¢
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Jesus’s story contined...
focusing and utilizing that love and knowledge. Her love for dancing was foiled by
a serious knee injury and subsequent
counter-productive surgery. Her happiness had become increasingly dependent
on me. She had no close friends in the
town which we lived, and she had no
overall direction. What she did have was
a broke fiancé who spent more and more
time on the road, away from her.
This progression didn't happen in silence;
we were aware of the problems, we discussed them, but because we were at a
total loss for solutions, we just hoped that
love would indeed conquer all obstacles.
I began to drop unspecific hints that I
would soon cut down on my extra-marital
obligations. While planning for my firstever European tour, which was scheduled
to end less than two weeks before the
wedding date, she didn't seem to mind,
as her mother had all but yanked the
reigns out of our hands anyway. I got
home from tour, and we were married, in
front of all of our best friends and family.
However cliche it may sound, it was truly
the best day of my life. In an attempt to
begin fashioning a lifestyle more condu14

cive towards spending more quality time
with my favorite person in the world, I
decided to quit one of my bands. The
decision had not come easily, and for
them it had come at the worst possible
time; while I was on my honeymoon in
Mexico, they had booked a two-and-ahalf-week tour, with no possibilities for
replacing me in time. These were not only
my colleagues, but also my best friends,
so, though she and I argued about it, in
the end she appeared to be somewhat
understanding that I needed this closure
with them as individual friends, as well
as with the band, a project I co-founded
with them. As a small reconciliation to
her, since it was delaying my search for
a "normal" job, they agreed to pay me
a daily stipend for this excursion, which
I sent to her. When I got back home,
everything seemed to return to normal.
She had gotten a job working for a cellular phone company, and as soon as I
returned, I, too, found employment, and
we moved from our little one-bedroom
apartment into a two-bedroom house, out
of which, between us and the two cats,
we made quite a cozy home.
Everything was beautiful for the next five
months, though I changed jobs twice,

and my working hours allowed us only
about four waking hours together per
day. Those four hours always made up
for the shittiest day at work. Then came
May, and suddenly it was time for me to
tour Europe again, this time for about two
months. Though I knew it was coming, it
seemed sudden because I had been
consistently pushing its imminence to
the back of my mind, and SHE and I had
been dodging having to talk about it,
hoping that somehow it would just disappear, or perhaps that it would hurt less
that way. Within a couple of weeks, she
was seeing someone else. I didn't actually hear about it until I got home from
tour, about two months later, but while
still abroad, I quickly noticed something
different in the tone of her voice over the
phone. I didn't want to assume the worst
(though I would have been correct), but
every time I asked her how things were,
she'd avoid going into too much detail.
Our phone calls decreased in length, content, and at least from her end, sincerity.
By the last 2 weeks of the tour, I realized
that something was very, very wrong, and
I began to feel extremely helpless to do
anything about it. I didn't know exactly
guiding me towards breaking down my
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Jesus’s story contined...
overly fortified defenses, towards becoming more at peace with the death of my
marriage, and towards re-entering the
land of the living. It was after the failure
of another four-month relationship with
another, equally scarred individual, that
I rediscovered the joys of being unattached. I had developed incredible friendships with so many incredible people
(who are very much responsible for my
sanity and life being more or less intact
today), and my family had been doing
their best to be there for me to lean on,
but all this was eclipsed for too long by
my profuse sense of romantic failure, and
my pessimistic notions of my inability to
ever again love anyone like I had loved
HER.
Though recovery from this mindstate had
been painfully gradual, it seemed one
day, that all of a sudden, I didn't want
a "significant other", and found myself
quite happy with my status of "neo-bachelor". So content, in fact, that I decided
to all but swear off women, and entirely
redirect my focus onto loving ME, onto
reinvigorating my artistic input into my
music, and most importantly, onto living

and enjoying life, with ALL its surprise
twists and curveballs...This was more or
less where my head was at when I met
the editor of this fine publication, who
invited me to share my story in her zine.
One request she included in the deal was
for me to share how I was able to put
back the pieces, and how I was able to
learn to love again. This last bit made me
flinch, as I was finally beginning to feel
like a human being again, but had NOT
found love (not the same kind, anyway)
again, and doubted the possibility of that
ever happening again in my life. I honestly don't know if it has anything to do
with the type of person I am, or with the
conscious decision I've made to taste life,
embracing its roller-coaster-like ups and
downs, or if it's fate, or just dumb luck,
but somehow, back on tour in Europe
again, I've quite unexpectedly fallen in
love again, with an incredible woman, to
whom I couldn't even begin to do justice
to in these pages. Her eyes, voice and
everything else make me positively MELT,
but I won't take up any more space to
tell THAT crazy story, as that wasn't part
of the deal. I must, however, reiterate
the truth of the old adage, which has
definitely applied itself to my romantic
life: Whatever doesn't kill you makes

you stronger. I only hope that SHE has
learned as much as I have from our time
together as well as apart. There were at
least a few times in the last year and a
half that I considered death as an alternative to pain. Having chosen to live,
I've learned so much, particularly about
myself, which has helped me to confidently embrace life, with all its pitfalls and
surprises, to put everything in perspective, and most importantly, to love myself,
which has to be the starting point for any
other possible kind of healthy love or
relationship. Having gotten "reacquainted"
with myself as a person independent
of any one relationship with any one
person, and having learned to love that
person (with the invaluable help of too
many loved ones to name) was, without
a doubt, what prepared me for, and made
me capable of falling in love again, without losing myself in the process.
Now I'm ready for anything.
ready_set_revolution@yahoo.com
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Jesus’s story contined...
course learned that naive notions like
those lead only to pain and disillusionment, but it took awhile to sink in, especially since everyone I knew, family and
friends alike, was having just as hard
a time as I, comprehending the gravity
of the situation, thus they were all too
often overly optimistic and encouraging
about the possible outcomes. The first
two nights I was back I stayed with HER.
The first night, we had sex -- distant,
insincere, almost apologetic sex. The
second night she told me she was seeing someone else, though in an attempt
to be "respectful" (though to WHOM, I'm
not sure), she wouldn't tell me who. She
told me she needed "space", and that if I
wouldn't give it to her willingly, she'd take
it anyway, regardless. I agreed, and tried
to tell her that I didn't care about anything
she'd done while I was gone. My adultery
never even came up; before I could finish, she quickly informed me that she had
no plans to end her affair, that he made
her happier than I seemed able to, that
we didn't make sense together, that I was
driving her crazy and I needed to go stay
at my mother's place, and that I needed
to begin accepting that I was no longer in
16

her plans and she was no longer in love
with me. Ouch.
All this was hard to take in, and though
I went to stay with my family, for the first
several days I wouldn't talk at all about
where things were going for me. I woke
up with a start one morning, when it
came to me in a dream just who it was
that she'd been with, and I quickly threw
on clothes and sped over to his apartment, where I found them half-dressed
and barely out of bed. I didn't feel a need
to be "macho", or prove my manhood to
anyone, but my desperation took over,
and I began throwing fists repeatedly into
his face, and when she got in the middle,
it took every ounce of will-power to refrain
from punching her, too. I put my fists
down, gave her the business card of the
woman I had found to be our marriage
counselor, and left, even as he threatened to find me and put a bullet in my
head. When she didn't show up for her
first appointment was when it finally sunk
into my thick skull that "we" were over.
The rest was just details.
The next year of my life was living hell.
My mindstate varied between walking
dead and depressed drunk. I moved in

with my parents. I got two jobs waiting
tables, one of which was at a restaurant
situated right across the street from my
mother-in-law's. The band activity slowed
down dramatically as I tried to get my life
and emotional well-being back in order. I
was still drinking heavily, and occasionally
dabbling in hard drugs. I had drunken,
casual sex with multiple partners, which
led to a small variety of near-disasters.
Though I somehow found the sense to
use protection, in my inebriated states I
did so quite sloppily, as evidenced by the
impregnating of one partner, and contraction of herpes from another. After those
two scares, I decided to quit fucking
around with one- and two-night stands.
I met a girl with whom I seemed to gel
quite instantaneously, and knowing a little
bit about each others' past relationship
disasters, we initially agreed to try taking
things a bit slowly, which didn't last long.
My mom didn't like her at all (never a
good sign) and we had both built up
too many walls to really be able to get
through to one another. We stayed
together for about four months before
a quite unfriendly end to our relationship. Somehow, it didn't feel so horrible,
though, as each of these smaller disasters seemed to be lessons, somehow,¢

Jesus’s story contined...
what was going on back home, but I was
terrified to find out.
At this point I started making the transition from social drinker to excessive, antisocial drinker. I didn't have any money,
so I have very little idea how I managed
to do this (except in Germany, where
there was free beer at every show), but I
became reclusive, spending every trip in
the far back of the van, sleeping, sometimes quietly sobbing to myself, talking
to no one, except when necessary, or
when I was tanked. I had some of my
best friends around me at all times, but
I was only aware of losing my grip on
the one person who meant the most to
me. I had my first experiences with belligerent drunkenness around this time,
though I'm going mostly by the stories
told to me by my friends, as I myself don't
remember too much of this period. I'd
get good and leathered, and try to start
static with anyone and everyone, practically begging for an ass-beating. I tried
picking fights with bigger guys, though
nothing ever came of it. On at least one
occasion I was so drunk that the receiver
of my slurred insults and challenges

just shook his head and kept on walking, which of course frustrated me to
no end. On another occasion, the other
guy, seeming confident at first, backed
down when the seething, helpless rage,
the full awareness that I had nothing left
to lose made itself plain in my eyes and
speech (Do keep in mind that I'm NOT a
big guy, nor am I an experienced fighter).
I threw bottles at cars, at pedestrians. I
would end many a night crying my beer
out on various shoulders, wishing aloud
for my death. On one occasion, after a
really good show, after which we were all
in fairly high spirits, and I had had a few
drinks, everyone else turned in for the
night while I finished off the beer. I sat
in the dark, thinking I was the only one
awake, when a friend of mine got up out
of his sleeping bag, sat down next to me
and asked if I was OK. I couldn't speak,
but began sobbing on his shoulder. When
I collected myself, I told him we'd talk
later, and encouraged him to go back to
bed. I then opted to go outside, where I
smashed the bottom off of my last beer
bottle, and used the remaining portion
to carve bloody lines into my face, one
for every specific instance I could think
of where my poor decision-making may
have doomed my relationship. It wasn't

very rational, I know, but in my drunken,
depressed state, it made perfect sense
that I display physical scars to match the
emotional ones. Perhaps in a desperate
attempt to reaffirm my own control over
the direction my relationship was taking,
I had a couple episodes of drunken sex
with other women, trying to push things
further along towards rock-bottom so
I could at least be sure that there was
nowhere left to go but up.
Suddenly, tour was over. I cried when my
plane landed back in Newark. I was so
confused; I had genuinely enjoyed my
European experience, overall, but it had
also served as a beautiful distraction from
the reality I had to face at home. I was
terrified to see HER again, but I missed
her so much, I had to see her. I still had
some small semblance of hope that we
could work it out; she was, after all, still
my WIFE! I decided that it was perfectly
normal that she seek out other "possibilities", with my frequent absences, though
it stung when she told me she had done
just that. Somehow, though, I didn't think
I would get left totally behind; our bond,
after all, was supposed to be unbreakable, "till death do us part", right? Isn't
love supposed to conquer all? I, of ¢
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