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Just.     Existing?

It started off good all smiles and laughter, so idiotic of me to think of things such as a happily ever after.
“Love” you would call me as if the word LOVE was supposed make me feel any better about my pitiful nonexistent existence. 
you would put me on lock down……Chained…….I am a plant and you have removed my roots.
Loving! Oh Loving! Such loving you gave me so, as your fist kissed my lips, feet that embraced my ribs and mek me ball fe so. 
You were my first, my only and everything in between, I guess that everything in a pretty package when unwrapped isn’t what it seemed.
Don’t get me wrong, I tried         tried            tried         tried    and    tried to leave, but then He kicked me, He slapped me and pull out me weave. “Yuh best believe say ah dead yo go dead if yuh try go anywhere from here” He would say. The unseen scars within grow more and more every day.
“Hello, 911?”
“Yes ma’am what’s your emergency”
“Miss me husband nearly beat me half to death and I need help urgently.”
“Now Miss please remain calm, now can you get out of the house”?
“Well Miss he’s the BIG GUARD CAT and me the little mouse.”
BEEP! He unplugs the phone.
BEEP! “Who you talking to”!
As I feel my heart POUNDING through my ribcage, he slams the door BLAM in a rage.
SILENCE 
Shhhhhhhhhhh 
Static echoes as my own muffled screams that usually haunt me pause for a while.
I disappear. I am almost “ghost-like.”
And in that moment and that moment only, I appreciate the escape this moment provides. I am also haunted by the reality it brings me, the reality that my sanity is slowly breaking. 
Breaking like that one branch in the mango tree down the hill pestered with woodlice. 
Eventually that branch grows weaker, frailer, a shallow vessel compared to its former self.
Then it falls. 
And there is silence. 
The then flourishing branch decomposes into nothingness and it fades away, almost forgotten.
 Like the bruises you left on me last time, and the time before that last. 
Bruises fade, right? Or that is at least what I tell myself to cope. 
Heh, that must make me the branch then and HE the woodlice.


“Why you stay there”? 
“Why you keep going back to Him” 
Ask my aunts, my cousins and my mommy. 
“I love him, he don’t mean it ma, he’s JUST a little mad” 
Well, it was JUST his fist JUST his foot and all the blows way making me sad.
“Baby, I don’t mean it I JUST don’t know what comes over me, I will go to some counselling and send for some medication oversea.”
“Medication can’t and it won’t cure built in habits, it makes no sense it’s JUST unless for you to take any tablets.”
You apologize but really and truly I don’t believe a word you say because, is HUGS then is KISSES then BLOWS 
                     pon
                    BLOWS
ALL within the same day. 
“Doctor I’m BLEEDING, JUST tell me, why all this blood”?
“I’m sorry to report Ma’am but I’m afraid you’ve had a miscarriage.”
He said it softly as my mind was unable to touch, hold hands or even cross paths, I became a stranger to reality. 
THIS TIME.
I’ve had JUST enough I’m leaving HIM. 
This little word called ‘JUST’, is it really simply insignificantly just that small?
He was JUST a little upset.
It was JUST a small blow.
He said it was JUST this      one       time.     Then one turned into two, three, six going on sixteen until I JUST lost track of it all.
I, Me, She, JUST had a miscarriage.
I lost my innocent babies all because I continued to JUSTIFY and trivialize my abuser actions.
I am now of the belief that JUST isn’t just so small after all.
Just can silence abuse.
Just can offer a million trillion zillion amount of hope in sheep’s clothing. 
Just never faced anxiety.
Just never had to worry.
Just never cried my tears.
Just never faced my fears.
So?
Why?
Why should I have faith?
Why should I believe?
Why should I hold on to your long, lost, hopeless, tired and unreliable JUST!
Why should I hold on to you?
You and Just are one in the same.
You both play the same game. 
Me.
Kick ball, score goal and the crowd goes wild.
Imprisoned in my own mind, you just caught me every time.
Captivated by your love yet trapped by your anger.
You metamorphosed. 
 I always assumed that caterpillars morph into butterflies, didn’t you?
Well, he turned into a monster. A monster that feeds and submerges itself in my sorrow, pain, and innocence.
I wish to smile, shine, swing, and sway like a child in the playground swinging on the swing and sliding down the slide.
All in the sunshine. Just to be happy sometimes, but, it’s all just in my head and I lose hold of reality again. 
Then its hits me, hits me hard, a sensation I’ve become used to.
I’m in the doctor’s office just imagining what life would be like if I just simply never ever met HIM. 
I have had Just enough!


~Inspired by my Best Friend and Pigeon’s Mom Mary  




                                                       Poetry Analysis 

This piece of performance poetry entitled ‘Just Existing,’ is narrated by a woman being abused. The toxic relationship she is in is costing her both her health and her sanity. ‘Just Existing’ was inspired by Alys Conran’s debut award winning novel Pigeon, particularly the character ‘Mary’ and her experience being abused by her partner ‘Adrian/Him.’
To understand the structure and tone of this poem, one must first understand what performance poetry is. Performance poetry often involves inventiveness as it encourages freedom in writing, one can be playful, rhythmic and an overall creative. Performance poetry is meant to be delivered as a theatrical monologue or dialogue. As such, this poem takes on a continuous conversational tone that is unique, and aids in the unorthodox structure of the poem. The transitions in the poem are influenced by Conran’s style of writing and transitioning in Pigeon – such as the way she smoothly transitions from past to present in order to paint an image, helping her readers to understand the significance of a moment and its role in a particular decision made by a character. An example of this is the flashback provided by ‘Iola’ in Chapter nine that helps the readers to understand ‘Nain’s’ hatred for men and why she exclaims that “It is a world unfair for women.” Similarly, ‘Just Existing’ paints a story through flashbacks and present moments and feelings that all lead up to one climatic decision. This is the persona’s decision to leave her abusive lover and her acknowledgement and acceptance of the impact abuse has had on her sanity and physical health – as well as on the lives of the babies she miscarried. 
Also significant to what I have written here is what I have thought of as the issue of ‘Welsh Vs Patois’. In the novel Pigeon, Alys Conran uses both English and Welsh to tell the story; similarly, this poem transitions through Patois and English. This is significant because it represents West Indian language and culture and makes the poem more relatable to audiences – by making real voices come alive in performance. “Yuh best believe say ah dead yo go dead if yuh try go anywhere from here.” Translation: “Believe me when I say that you’re dead, if you leave this house.”
Domestic violence is an all-too-common serious issue that affects the lives of some women. It takes a toll on their physical health undoubtedly but little is discussed about the psychological effects it can cause to a woman who suffers it. Alys Conran did not shy away from the mental illnesses conjured by such traumatic events and inspired this poet to do the same. Throughout the novel Pigeon, readers witness the character ‘Mary’ ‘disappearing’ and becoming ‘distant’ or ‘ghost-like.’ The abuse comes from the hands of a man who claims to love her and calls her ‘Love,’ similarly to the unnamed antagonist in this poem as seen in lines three to four. The persona in the poem fights to hold on to her sanity just like ‘Mary’ and it is evident that she finds some comfort or escape in ‘disappearing’ as seen in the lines “and in that moment and that moment only, I appreciate the escape this moment provides. I am also haunted by the reality it brings me, the reality that my sanity is slowly breaking.” The abuser in Conran’s novel is dehumanized because of his actions and referred to mostly as ‘Him’ or ‘He’ and this poet uses the same technique. See, for example, the lines ‘Quote’ in which the male abuser is, in Conran’s fashion, just a pronoun. However, there is one key divergence that this poet has attempted to separate what I have written from the events in Pigeon: unlike ‘Mary’ I wanted to give the persona a better outcome than Alys Conran’s character so had her come to the decision to leave her abusive lover. As such, at the very end of the poem sees the persona finding strength to leave. This aims to encourage other women who might be going through something similar, to leave and protect their health both physically and mentally.  “I have had Just enough!”
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