Task
Ros told us to research a profession, a place and an event, then to write a piece based on that event, what I have decided to do is write a diary as if I were a mortician who experienced the attack at Boston on April 15th during the Boston marathon. I wanted to explore the psychological effects of that event on a single person, especially one who works so closely with death 
Surviving Terror (Adam Johnson)
April 21st 2013 – It’s been six days since the bombs went off, since laughs and jeers turned to terror and panic. The image is still there, every time I close my eyes, one moment racers are speeding through the streets of Boston, trying viciously to overtake their opponents, the next, a deafening crack cuts through the air, followed by guttural screams which filled the air with the song of fear. I turn around in the ensuing commotion, a plume of smoke no more than 20 metres away rises into the air, a vigil of death. Bodies are strewn on the ground, people moan in agony, the smell of burning flesh and blood permeates my nostrils, creating a sickening scent. Then, suddenly, another explosion shakes the ground, thick black smoke rises a mere 50 metres away. The screams become a terrifying chorus, people desperately trying to escape, some jump the fence onto the marathon track, some flee to nearby shops, in all the commotion I catch a glimpse of one the people who died, their bodies a twisted mangled mess. Suddenly I feel something strike me on the back of the head, I’m still not sure what it was, but whatever struck me knocked me unconscious. When I came to I was being carried away on a stretcher, a sea of faces shook by terror looking back at me, I can’t get these images out of my head, even the smell of singed flesh seems to linger whenever I close my eyes… Anyway, I return to work at the start of next month, hopefully that’ll take my mind off things 

April 22 2013 – I’ve been thinking about that day more and more, should I have died there? I know it’s in a way unfair to blame myself for the deaths of others in such pandemonium, but I can’t help but feel guilty, like it should have been me and not them… One of the people who died was only 8 years old, a spark of life snuffed out before it could even become a flame, cut short by Dzhokar Tsarnaev, a man so cowardly that he had to use bombs to indiscriminately tear away innocent people’s lives, may he rot in prison for the rest of his days… And yet despite the fact that I did not plant or even know about the bombs, I still question why I survived that day? Was it divine intervention? Did god himself make it so that I’d survive? No, no, that’s far too egotistical, it was pure luck, the first explosion went off a mere 20 metres from me, but why in the fuck did I survive? This question, it keeps me up at night, why do I get to survive when others die? Is it really as simple as being in the right places at the right time? And if this is part of “gods plan”, then what kind of plan requires the slaughtering of an innocent child? 

April 29th 2013 – I decided to come back into work today, I thought that perhaps returning would help me to take my mind off that event, that it would help me to get outside of my own mind and focus on helping others, but it didn’t. A family came in, their daughter, aged 20 had died in hospital after a lengthy battle with cancer, I sent my men to collect the body and when they brought it in, all I could think about was the 29-year-old woman who had died at the bombings. I struggled to keep my composure, my hands shook as I looked at the limp lifeless husk as it was packed into its casket. It was not, of course, that I had never empathised with the loss of others before, I did not feign my condolences beforehand… However, the bombings had given me a new perspective on life that I had became numb to due to my years working as a mortician, that being the fragility of life, how easily it could be snuffed out, and how truly devastating it was to see a body of the deceased, whether it be ravaged by the force of a home-made bomb… Or it be syphoned of life through a terrible disease… Was it wrong for me to profit off of this? I asked myself this question multiple times and yet came to no conclusive answer, on one hand I offer services which give closure to families, which allow them to pay condolences to their loved ones. I take time, energy and effort not only to help them through their mourning, but to organise virtually every aspect of the funeral. On the other hand, this was my job, and I couldn’t help but feel an inescapable guilt that, no matter which way I looked at it, I was profiteering off of their pain and misery, much like the news media was currently feeding off of my and thousands of other people’s misery… The question is, am I right to do so? Do the ends justify the means? 

May 27th  2013 – The nightmares have become unbearable, every time I fall asleep the screams of victims and onlookers alike merge together, creating a symphony of horror and anguish, when I wake up my body is always drowned in sweat and my ears ring as if my dreams are about to fabricate themselves into reality. Sometimes, when I wake up, I set in my bed, shaking, waiting for the sound of another bomb to go off, waiting to relive the horror of that day… Then it hit me tonight, I’ve been reliving that day for over a month now, rewinding it in my mind over and over again, when I close my eyes, when I go to bed, when I see victims claimed by death… Is this what my life is now? Am I destined to relive this moment, over, and over, and over again? Is this the moment that defines me? And if so can I live with it? With the guilt and the horror? 

June 10th 2013 – I put a gun in my mouth last night, my fingers trembled as I fumbled with the trigger, tears ran down my face, I just want the screams to stop, I just want to be happy again, I don’t want to close my eyes and see a sea of faces shaken by tragedy! I don’t want to feel guilty over something I and thousands of others had no control over, I don’t want the fucking scumbags who committed this act of terror to leave a permanent scar on me… If I continue on like this, then they win 

[bookmark: _GoBack]June 11th 2013– I tried to kill myself again, this time I was only stopped by one of my friends breaking down my door, I posted about how miserable and lost I was, I thought nobody would care… I was rushed to hospital after this, I’m being referred to a psychologist… But can a psychologist really fix someone as broken as me? Or am I too far gone? I suppose I can only try, I just hope it’s not too late.   

    





 

 
