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DISCLAIMER

This book is not intended for use as a source of medical or
psychological advice. It is one person’s journey and has been
written as a guide only, based on the author’s personal experiences
over many years. As with all written information, you should
conduct your own due diligence and seek professional help from
trained medical practitioners, therapists or counselors.
Whilst every effort has been made to ensure all the material
in this book is correct, neither the publisher nor the author
assume any liability for the use of or inability to use any or all
the information contained in this publication.

Warning!
Parts of this book, mainly the descriptions of my abuse, are
quite harrowing and some people may find these sections both
confronting and upsetting.
Note: American spellings have been used throughout this book.
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PROLOGUE

A prolonged and harrowing experience such as mine, especially
one with a happy ending is, I believe, relatively rare. For this
reason and after a good deal of soul searching, I decided to
share my story, in order to demonstrate that recovery is, indeed,
possible. Revealing the intimate details of one’s life is not
without risk, but I hope by doing so I can inspire others, in need,
to seek help and thus avoid the destructive path I followed: a
progressive withdrawal into isolation. As you will see in the
following pages, I literally came back from the edge of madness
to reconnect with people and rebuild my shattered life. This is
me today: a man happy with who he is and where he’s at, despite
my traumatic past.
Like most stories, mine developed over a period of time,
twenty-five years in fact. It took several traumas for me to
develop the numerous masks behind which I retreated. The first
was at age six and the most terrifying happened when I was
sixteen. These masks allowed me to hide from others and escape
into a fantasy world filled with paranoia, psychotic thoughts,
internal voices, and imaginary friends. It was a world where
obsessive, compulsive, and self-harming behaviors became my
tools of survival. I spent sixteen years in this living hell; a hell I
created because, trusting no one, I could neither share my pain,
nor face my terrifying internal demons.
The title of this book - Life Without Edges - is the best way
I can describe what my life became following a very damaging
and vicious attack when I was sixteen. My definition of a “life
without edges” is best explained as follows: Imagine you just
ix
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completed a large jigsaw puzzle when a tornado rips it all
apart, scattering the pieces in a thousand places. The picture
you built up over time is lost, maybe forever. Then imagine
you managed to put the pieces back together, forming a new
picture of a reasonably happy life. Suddenly, without warning,
another violent storm comes along and scatters the pieces of
the jigsaw puzzle to the far corners of the world. Now there is
no picture and no edges to your world. All is in disarray and,
to make matters worse, the storm continues to rage for sixteen
more years. Rebuilding that picture of my life took a very long
time and it’s certainly not the same one it may have been without
the second storm. Nevertheless, there is a picture, and this time
it does have edges.
After losing my job when I was thirty-two, I had a complete
mental breakdown, being unable to control or contain my toxic
internal state any longer. It took six months of intensive therapy
and an enormous amount of personal pain to overcome my fears
and relinquish the masks and layers of protection I’d built up
over many years. Recovery required me to peel away these
masks and layers, one by one, to finally reveal the real person
underneath, a very fragile and vulnerable man named Tim.
It has been emotionally confronting to revisit some of the
more painful aspects of my life, never having divulged some
of the more horrifying details to anyone previously, let alone
my wife. But, despite this discomfort, a very important goal of
mine will be accomplished if my words can inspire others to
reach out and seek help. My most important message to anyone
reading this who may be suffering in a similar way is: never give
up hope, because you can recover, and seek professional help,
sooner rather than later. Although therapy seemed a terrifying
prospect to me at the beginning of my breakdown, it actually
saved my life.
A professionally-trained therapist, who has worked in the
industry for over twenty-five years, has added valuable insights
throughout this book. I hope these insights will assist the reader
x
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to understand the reasons for my withdrawal into isolation. The
chapter entitled “Reflections”, written by this therapist, is a
complete summary of her insights.
This is a true story, told with as much honesty as my memory
will allow. But, as with all good narratives, my story needed
a context in which to unfold, like the stage sets for a play. To
set such a scene and create this context - a train journey that
takes six days - some fiction was needed. This journey starts on
a Wednesday and ends the following Tuesday, hence the chapter
headings. Although this story is set when I was thirty-five, it was
only this year, at the age of forty-five that I actually managed to
get it all down on paper and finally have it published.
During my years of isolation, writing poetry helped me
to express my innermost thoughts and feelings. The poems
throughout this book are therefore my own work, the following
being one such example:
No more light
No more cheer
Now only fright
Now only fear
No more hope
No more play
He can’t cope
He can’t pray
He was bright
He was open
Now he’s night
Now he’s broken
But after time
Nightmares end
And the crime
Will be avenged
xi
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Finally: This is my life, my world, my journey, which I have
chosen to share with you in the hope that at least one person will
find shelter from their storm.
Tim Holmes, March 2012

xii

INTRODUCTION

Sitting on the plane on the first leg of my long journey from
Manchester, England to Sydney, Australia, gave me plenty of
time to reflect on my surprise party two days previously. Usually
I’m not a party person and if someone had told me what they
were planning, my first reaction would be to run away. But I
didn’t know, it was a surprise, and it turned out to be a great
party. My brother John had organized the evening as he wanted
to send me off on my great adventure “with a bang”, he said. On
the night in question, I walked into a local restaurant with mum
to find other family members and a few close friends waiting
for me. They all cheered when we walked in. Yes, it was a very
happy occasion and one I will remember for a lifetime.
Not that the irony of the situation was lost on me—not at
all! Here I was—a man of thirty-five, who only three years ago
had suffered a complete mental breakdown and who was now
off to Australia on a great adventure. My plan was to cross the
breadth of this huge continent after spending some time with my
Australian sisters. Why would I have Australian sisters you may
ask? The reason is quite simple. My father left mum, John and I
in England in the early 1970s, moved to Australia, remarried and
had two daughters, who are, of course, Australian.
In a way, this trip was a culmination of the hard work of
that first year after my breakdown, when I was forced to pull
my life together after a devastating blow. Yes it had been a very
painful year, one in which I was forced to revisit, and come to
terms with, events that I’d rather have buried forever. All that
was behind me now and I’d saved all the money I could for
xiii
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the past two years to be able to make this trip. Now here I was,
sitting on a plane, reflecting on an evening two days ago when
I felt so much a part of what was going on. For once there were
no masks, no lies, no fantasy world, just a man sharing a night
out with people whom he loved, and who loved him and had
just wanted to show him how much they appreciated having him
back in their lives.
My mind wondered back to those years I’d spent in what
I’ve come to call “my wilderness years”. I was like an actor on a
stage, a stage with a trapdoor and no lighting. The trapdoor was
my friend, my comfort blanket and, most of all, a place to hide
from a world in which I believed I could never belong. This was
my “life without edges” and it’s only by looking back on that
very dark period of my life that I can see how loose those edges
were. Edges are boundaries and I didn’t have many of those,
though sometimes I ventured over the few I did have.
It’s strange to think I lived such a precarious existence
without actually knowing my life was anything out of the
ordinary. At that time I thought I was normal and the problem
lay with everyone else. Suffering was just how life was to me,
which may seem strange, but that was my only reality for many,
many years. It certainly wasn’t that clear cut though, not at all. It
was much more complicated than that, but not having the tools
to understand what had happened, I gradually retreated into a
world of my own, a world filled with fantasy.
What was real and what was fantasy? Most of those years
were spent in a kind of middle ground between those two worlds,
though I never actually asked that question. It was just life for
me. I seemed to live on the edge of something very dark and it
felt as though I was leaning over an abyss, with only the most
tenuous grip on reality.
On the outside I looked like any other person—normal, but,
on the inside, I was someone else—a person who employed
a great many masks, from behind which I was able to hide
away from the world. These masks were very useful to me as
xiv
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they prevented people from seeing who I really was, or how I
was actually feeling. I now know I utilized these masks very
effectively because I even managed to fool the closest person to
me—my mother—and that was over a very long period of time.
Not that I was aware of all the masks I had invented, or why I
was hiding from the world. All I knew, back then, was that during
my waking hours, the masks somehow diminished the feelings
of exposure and vulnerability that threatened to overwhelm me
and thus helped me to keep going. It was sleep I dreaded. Sleep
didn’t protect me, because I couldn’t stop the nightmares. Sleep
was therefore bad and so had to be avoided. I spent many years
not sleeping properly: trying to stay awake as long as possible to
prevent the dreams from breaking through. I had some control
over whether I slept or not, but no control whatsoever over those
dreams: dreams which were incredibly frightening.
Not knowing how different I was from other human beings, I
assumed it was normal to hear voices and believed people could
read my thoughts. Having such a belief, I would be in a state of
heightened fear whenever the phone rang. I refused to answer
the phone and avoided making any calls because I feared the
person on the other end of the line would be able to read my
thoughts. I was also afraid that my phone was being tapped by
people sitting in a secret van, parked nearby on my street.
I didn’t care what I looked like during those years and dressed
like a tramp. I hardly shaved or had a wash and cleaned my teeth
only infrequently: I just didn’t care about myself in any way.
These, I have now learnt, are classic symptoms of depression.
I even walked around with my head down, looking at the floor
and didn’t really care if I got injured at work or driving my car.
Physical pain I could handle, it was the emotional pain that I
needed to avoid at all costs. I was terrified of people and would
hide from anyone who I thought was getting too close to me,
fearing they could read my mind. On good days, if I wasn’t at
work, I would spend my time walking and my nights at home. On
bad days, when I felt extremely vulnerable and afraid, I would
xv
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hide at home until it was dark, then I would walk very fast until
the village was far behind me and I was out in the countryside,
away from everyone. I loved the blackness and would walk in
the woods and fields with only the moonlight as my guide. I felt
safer at night as I was free from the prying eyes of others and
would just walk and walk and walk until I was exhausted. I even
liked to walk in bad weather as I loved the rain and the snow
lashing at my face and the wind howling around me. It made me
feel alive.
I once got the notion to run away from everything and
everyone and live in a forest. I had read somewhere about a boy
who was brought up by animals and was convinced that such a
place existed: a place where I would be safe and could live out
my life in peace. I knew instinctively that animals could talk and
if I found the right place they would look after me. I actually set
off once to find such a place, but decided to go back home when
I realized I couldn’t leave my dog, Defa, behind as he was my
only companion.
The natural development of my child within had been
frozen in time, so I was left with the body of a man but, in many
ways, the mind of a child. I loved to read and would talk to
the characters as if they were my friends. I truly believed these
imaginary friends would protect me from bad things and hurtful
people. I also carried things in my pockets that only I knew about.
These secret objects afforded me some protection and were of
great comfort to me. Outwardly I never showed anger or hatred
to anyone, not even to the bully at work when he was shouting
and screaming at me. After all, it was normal to be abused and
as long as they couldn’t break into my secret world, then I was
safe. Mind you, I spent a lot of time hating the bully in my mind
whilst alone in my room. Safe from the world, I would spend
hours plotting how I would kill him and anyone else I suspected
of trying to read my mind or of wanting to hurt me. This secret
world was the only control I had over my life at that time as this
was an exceptionally difficult time for me. Also, because I was
xvi
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hearing voices regularly, I had to keep my mind full of thoughts
at all times in order to stop, or at least control these voices.
This meant that thousands of thoughts were all trying to get my
attention simultaneously. I found another useful way to drown
out the voices was to read books, but as the years went by and
my psychotic thoughts and behaviors became more entrenched,
it became even harder to stop the voices.
One such behavior that I found helped to stop the emotional
pain, especially when I was extremely distressed, was to punch
walls and hurt myself physically. I did this frequently but
particularly when I was too scared to respond to the bully at
work. When he verbally abused me, I would go straight into
a space I now know was my “child victim mode”. I hated this
place because I felt so weak. In fact, I hated my whole life and
don’t ever remember being happy at any point during those
years. I just thought I should be dead and I often wondered what
it would be like to die. No one would care anyway, I thought!
There was one day at work when I did something wrong and
the bully threatened me with a metal bar. He was screaming and
yelling into my face: “You’re a useless bastard and you can’t do
anything right”. I stood in front of him feeling like a little boy
in trouble again and I was so scared that my sphincter opened
and I messed myself a bit. I went to the toilets to clean myself
up and started to cry and talk to the walls and doors. I took my
protective toys out of my pocket and started to rock and rock on
the toilet. Then I started to punch myself for being so stupid all
the time. I hit the door with my fist, hurting and damaging my
knuckles, but I had to be punished for being bad and getting it all
wrong. I swung wildly between hating him and hating myself.
I would then sit and look at the door, telling it my woes and
apologizing for hurting it with my punches. I remember feeling
much better after doing this, although I was still terrified of the
bully. I cleaned the blood off my hands, put on my mask and
went back out onto the shop floor. I utilized my masks so well
that no one could see there was anything wrong with me. I could
xvii
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turn them on and off at will and though I never confronted the
bully, neither did I let him see how bad he made me feel or any
of my reactions. My masks helped me to disappear down the
trapdoor to safety.
My breakdown had been very sudden and had caused a shift
in my mental stability. This left me feeling very loose with no
fixed boundaries and nothing to hold onto when the journey
started to get rough. It had also stripped away the masks and all
the other coping mechanisms I had built up over time. Now I
was wide open to everything and, like a tree stripped of its bark
and branches, I had to start rebuilding myself and learn to live
without the voices and the fear. I had utilized so many masks
for the different people and situations in my life, that I found it
very difficult to find the “real” me underneath. It was a terrifying
time, but as the pressure on my psyche began to lift, I began to
realize that something had been very wrong with me for a lot
longer than from the time of my breakdown.
How bizarre this strange world of mine seems to me now
and, thankfully, so very far away. My thoughts returned to the
present and I again thanked the Universe that I had lost my job
that day because my life had changed forever.
The twenty-four hour flight soon passed as, aside from my
recollections, I watched a few movies and slept whenever I
felt tired. Overall it was a great journey and, as we passed over
Australia’s interior, I felt my excitement soar. I would be seeing
my sisters again soon and would then be off on my adventure.
Life really couldn’t be better.
My stepmother and sisters met me at Sydney Airport and I
spent a wonderful two weeks in their company, sightseeing and
catching up with them and their friends. It was great to see them
again so soon. Louise was now twenty-three and Lizzie twenty
and both were normal young women,: busy working, studying
and socializing, just as they should be. Both girls had stayed
with me in England the previous year and each time we were
together, we were getting to know each other a little better.
xviii

WEDNESDAY

Eventually the time came for me to leave and my sisters came to
Central Station to see me off on my big adventure. As we walked
along the platform, I had my first glance of the magnificent
Indian Pacific train with its many carriages curving out of sight
around the platform, its silvery steel grandeur adding to my
growing excitement. This was to be my home for some seventytwo hours as I traveled the entire breadth of Australia: from
Sydney on the east coast all the way to Perth in the west, from
the Pacific Ocean to the Indian Ocean. This trip, a distance of
some 4,350 kilometers (approx. 2,650 miles), had been a dream
of mine for many years. Traveling by train was by no means the
cheaper option, certainly not in a first class carriage, but it would
be worth it to me to experience Australia’s vast expanse of desert
in comfort. We would be crossing the Nullarbor Plain, an area
covering a mind boggling 200,000 square kilometers. To me,
knowing the size of Australia intellectually could never make
up for actually experiencing its vastness by travelling across its
desert-like interior by train.Even though I knew no one there,
I was breaking the journey to have a few days in Adelaide, the
capital of South Australia. I felt some sort of connection to the
place as my dad and stepmother had lived there for a couple of
years, back in the mid 1970s, when they were first married. Then,
following my stay in Adelaide, it would be back on the train for
the journey to Perth, the capital of Western Australia. I intended
to spend a few days exploring the city, then hire a car and drive
south to see the Margaret River region, a wine-growing area
renowned for its beauty. I had set aside a couple of weeks to see
1
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a tiny piece of the enormous State of Western Australia, a State
that is 33% of the total land mass of the entire continent, but has a
mere 10% of its population at approximately 1.9 million people.
I also wanted to see Broome, on the far north-west coast, but that
would have to wait for another trip. From Perth to Broome was
a road journey of more than 2,000 kilometers, which would take
three to four days, driving at a comfortable pace with adequate
rests. But, for now, I just wanted to enjoy my train journey to
Perth via Adelaide.
A steward greeted me at my appointed carriage and showed
me to my berth. My suitcase had been stowed away earlier,
there being no room for luggage in this small, but comfortable,
timber-paneled room. Mirrors on the facing wall and behind
the door gave the room a feeling of spaciousness. The couch,
that would become my bed at night, was positioned to take full
advantage of the view. There was one small cupboard, a shelf
on which to stow my overnight bag and a hideaway basin and
toilet: everything a person would need in a space no bigger
than a large wardrobe. I placed the two clean towels and small
bathroom bag, supplied by the train company, into the small
cupboard and sat down on the couch to savor the excitement of
the moment.
Before long I decided to walk the short distance to the bar,
bought a drink and sat down at a small table in the corner. This
cozy, club-like lounge, reserved for first class passengers, was
pleasant and comfortable, piped music playing softly in the
background. The few people already in the bar looked up as I
entered and we all smiled and said our obligatory “hellos”.
I sat there pondering all that had happened to me in the last
few weeks and how good it was to be well again and to be able
to have this adventure. Not that my life had been completely
devoid of adventures. I had traveled up and down the east coast
on my first trip to Australia 15 years previously. But this was
different, because now I was feeling well and so much more in
charge of my own destiny.
2
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It seemed an age before we finally set off, the waves, cheers
and tears trailed off as the train inched its way out of Central
Station. I was relieved that, on my insistence, my sisters had left
me at the train station with just a quick goodbye. I have never
liked goodbyes—you seem to wait eternally for that final hug
and kiss and feel so much better when it’s over.
Sipping on a long, cold beer, I opened my book, bought
specifically for this journey. It was Bill Bryson’s Down Under.
I hoped it would be fun to read as well as helpful, in a similar
vein to the Lonely Planet books. I was not disappointed. Before I
finished the first chapter, I was desperately trying to stop myself
laughing out loud at some of the writer’s more hilarious mishaps
in Sydney. The train traveled on through the seemingly endless
western suburbs of Sydney, then gathered pace to ascend the
picturesque Blue Mountains on its journey to Broken Hill.
An hour later, I bought another drink and had a few words
with Gary, the barman. He happened to be English-born, but
had lived in Adelaide for five years and worked on this train for
almost as long. As I sat down, a female passenger, who I passed
earlier in the corridor, walked through the door. By this time
there was a boisterous crowd gathered around the bar, with some
people seated happily playing cards. She looked around for a
spare table, but seeing none, approached the bar and waited to
be served. I caught her eye while she waited and beckoned for
her to share my table. She smiled and a few minutes later, drink
in hand, moved towards my table.
‘Hi,’ I ventured. ‘Busy isn’t it? I’m Tim.’ Smiling again, she
sat down, placing her glass of wine on the table.
‘Pleased to meet you, Tim,’ she said, offering her hand. ‘My
name is Katrina. Thanks for offering me a seat at your table.’
‘You’re welcome. I saw you looking around and thought it
would be good to have some company.’
We chatted for a few minutes about the train and our
respective berths. Standing up to get another drink I asked her if
she would like a refill.
3

TIM HOLMES

‘No thanks, not right now. I think I’ll wait and have a glass
of wine with dinner. They should be calling for the first sittings
soon.
‘Fine,’ I said. ‘I’ll get one for myself.’
On my return we sat for a while in silence and for the first
time I took in the features of this attractive woman, whose face
lit up when she smiled. It was a face with little makeup, as far
as I could tell, though I was no expert. She had almond-shaped,
bright blue eyes, a small, slightly upturned nose and full, well
defined lips. Casually dressed in jeans, a long, white over-shirt
and a multi-colored scarf draped around her neck, Kate had
light brown, shoulder-length hair; a few unruly strands of which
curled around the side of her face.
‘You’re obviously English, but I’d say from your accent that
you’re from the south. Am I right Katrina?’
‘Yes, I live in London and please call me Kate, everyone else
does.’
‘Okay I will Kate. Everyone calls me Tim, except my
grandmother, who calls me Timothy, which I don’t like at all.’
‘And what about you, Tim? I’d say, by your accent, that
you’re from somewhere further north.’
‘Yes, I was born and still live in Yorkshire.’
Kate nodded and another silence prevailed for a few moments
until I asked.
‘Are you traveling alone Kate?’
‘Yes I am.’
‘Are you going all the way to Perth or just to Adelaide?’
‘All the way to Perth, though I’m stopping off in Adelaide so
I can have a look around. What about you?’
‘The same for me’ I replied. ‘I’m on my way to Perth, but
decided to stop off in Adelaide just to check it out. I may never
get another chance and my dad and stepmother lived there for a
couple of years back in the 1970s.’
It was now 6.30 pm and the first sitting for dinner was
announced over the tannoy.
4
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‘Ahh dinner time,’ I said. ‘Would you like to join me Kate?’
She hesitated for a moment before nodding her head in
agreement. ‘That would be nice, thank you.’
We made our way to the restaurant car and waited to be seated.
The young, well-groomed steward I met earlier introduced
himself, showed us to a table and offered us both a menu and a
wine list. I made my choice almost instantly, but Kate seemed to
be struggling over the menu.
‘Isn’t there anything on the menu you like Kate?’ I asked.
‘Yes there is’ she said. ‘It’s a really good menu, but I’m not
very hungry tonight. I think I’ll settle for the grilled chicken with
salad and a glass of chardonnay.’
‘That sounds good,’ I replied. ‘I’m having the beef stroganoff
with a half bottle of shiraz to wash it down.’
Michael, our friendly steward, came back a few minutes
later, notebook in hand, to take our orders. His job done, he
glided away towards the kitchen, scanning the other tables as he
went. Kate sat looking out the window. I looked over briefly and
felt a strange attraction to this woman, aged somewhere around
fifty, I thought. Her face, as she studied the passing landscape
took on a faraway look.
‘I’ve been in Sydney for two weeks visiting my sisters and
stepmother,’ I ventured. ‘How about you, Kate. Are you visiting
family or friends, or just touring?’
Kate’s look changed. Her face dropped ever so slightly as
she looked down at the table and played with her glass.
‘I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to pry Kate.’
‘I know,’ she replied. ‘It’s a perfectly natural question. It’s
just a little difficult to answer really. You see, the reason I came
to Australia last week was to attend a memorial service for my
son.’ She took a breath and continued. ‘Now I’m on my way to
Perth to see my cousin and his family.’
I was suddenly taken aback. ‘Oh Kate, I’m so sorry about
your son. Do you want to talk about it?’
‘Not just at the moment Tim, but thanks for asking.’
5
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I could tell that this was very painful for Kate so decided to
change the subject.
‘So you’ve been to Australia before?’ I asked her.
‘Yes, a couple of times.’ Again she hesitated then added:
‘The last time I was here was for Mark’s funeral.’
‘I’m sorry, I didn’t think. I was trying to change the subject
and I’ve brought up the subject of your son again.’
‘That’s ok Tim, you weren’t to know. We had Mark’s funeral
in Australia because this is where he died and his father and
family live here.’
‘So your husband’s an Australian?’
‘Yes. But we’re not married any more. When we met, I was
a student and Ken had been living in London for about three
years. He had a really good job that he loved, though by the time
we separated, he was becoming tired of it. Time to move on, I
suppose, in more ways than one.’
‘Do you get along with each other now?’ I asked.
‘Yes, we manage to be civil to each other if we ever meet,
though that’s not very often. You see after Ken married Anna,
about six years ago, they moved back to Australia.’
‘So he has other family living here as well?’
‘Yes. He’s lucky, as he has his parents, a sister and a brother
who all live in Sydney. That’s one of the reasons Mark loved
Australia so much. He loved the beaches and the sunshine, of
course, but having an extended family close by was something he
really enjoyed as he had cousins of his own age to hang out with.’
‘Ken must have been very upset when Mark died?’
‘Yes he was terribly upset and I think he blames himself a bit
because Mark didn’t tell him there was anything wrong.’
A question formed in my mind but I decided to leave it and
changed the subject.
‘Have you been anywhere else except Sydney on your
previous trips Kate?’
‘I have only been to the Blue Mountains, which I really
love. That’s why, on this trip, I decided to take the train to Perth,
6
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instead of flying: so I could experience, at first hand, Australia’s
arid, almost empty interior, that I’ve read so much about.’
‘Same here,’ I said. ‘I’ve never been inland before, though I
have seen quite a bit of the east coast, as I traveled up to Cairns
and down as far as Melbourne on my first trip to Australia.’
This seemed enough information to satisfy us both for the
moment. I looked out the window again to see the countryside
flashing by. Travelling through the dusk, watching the sun setting
in the darkening sky, with its kaleidoscope of colors, was both
beautiful and hypnotic. It was early March, the beginning of an
Australian autumn, which meant sunset was around 7pm. I sat
looking around the dining car with it elegant décor, thoroughly
enjoying myself and thinking how lucky I was to be sitting here,
on this train in the second year of the new millennium.
My reverie was interrupted by Michael arriving with our food
and drinks. I took a sip of my shiraz and it was excellent. Kate
had a sip of her wine and smiled briefly. The food was good and
well-presented. We ate in a companionable, relaxed atmosphere
with only the odd bit of chatter to break the silence. My knife
and fork placed neatly on the empty plate, I sat quietly enjoying
the rest of my wine. Kate continued eating and I occasionally
glanced over at my companion. She obviously loved jewelry, I
thought, as she wore several gold chains around her neck, a pair
of diamond studded earrings and a number of gold and diamond
rings on each finger of her slightly chubby hands.
Michael arrived with a pot of steaming hot coffee on a tray
containing cups, saucers, milk, sugar and spoons. It was now
7.20 pm, almost time for us to move back to the lounge area to
make room for the second sitting. It had been a lovely meal, in
pleasant surroundings, and I was certainly impressed with the
friendly, unpretentious service we had experienced so far on the
train.
We finished our coffee and walked towards the lounge,
chatting amicably about the beautiful countryside of England,
its inclement weather and how completely different it was to
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the vast, arid land of Australia. Kate told me she was glad she
had found someone to talk to on this journey as she didn’t relish
spending the whole train trip on her own.
‘Tell me something about you Tim,’ she said as we sat down.
‘I will, but only if you tell me a bit more about yourself first,
Kate. I don’t know anything about you, except that you live in
London.’
A brief smile lit her face and she nodded, as if agreeing to
share a little of her story with me.
‘Well, although I do live and work in London, I was born and
grew up in Devon, in the West Country. Do you know it?’
‘Yes, I have been to Devon and Cornwall—it’s a lovely part
of England.’
‘I moved to London to go to university and that’s where I met
Ken. We were married for eighteen years, but parted seven years
ago, when Mark was sixteen.’ She looked at me and hesitated for
another moment.
‘It was a mutual decision to split,’ she continued. ‘There were
no fireworks, though I suspect he was already having an affair
with Anna, his current wife, before we separated. I think we just
drifted apart over the last ten years of our marriage, slowly but
surely. Both of us knew it wasn’t working and then one night he
came home from work and asked me for a divorce. It was certainly
a shock when he actually said he wanted to leave me, but after a
couple of days, I realized he was just voicing what I was feeling
and so, for Mark’s sake, I agreed. The divorce was amicable
enough - we just split everything 50/50 and went our own ways.’
She laughed, at that moment, as if a memory had suddenly
popped into her mind, but didn’t elaborate and I didn’t ask.
‘Whereabouts in London do you live?’
‘Ealing. Are you familiar with London at all, Tim?’
‘No. Believe it or not, I have only been there once, when I
was at school. We visited all the tourist places, but, to be honest,
I know very little about my own country’s capital city. You see I
don’t like cities much, I’m a country boy at heart.’
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‘Yes I do understand, coming from the country myself, but
I love London all the same. Even though I live in Ealing, my
work is right in the city centre, in Harley Street. I rent a room in
a clinic with other therapists and a couple of psychiatrists.’
‘Now I have heard of Harley Street as it’s very famous. So
are you a psychiatrist or a therapist?’
‘The latter I’m glad to say. To become a psychiatrist you have
to train as a doctor first and then complete four more years of
study, which would have been far too much for me, I’m afraid.’
She stopped again, as if she couldn’t think of anything else
to tell me, so I asked her another question.
‘Do you still have family over there?’
‘Yes. Thankfully I have a sister in England, though she lives
in Devon, so I don’t see her very often. I also have a brother who
lives in Canada, so we only see other every few years.’
‘Are you parents still alive?’
‘No, mum died about five years ago and dad a few years
before that - in 1992.’
‘Well now Tim, it’s your turn to tell me a bit about yourself.’
‘I’m not sure where to start Kate?’
‘You could tell me about your family, that’s always a good
place to start.’
‘Well, there’s my mum, Karen and she’s married to Graham.
Then there’s my older brother, John, his wife Rachael and their
son, Andrew, who is a young teenager. He must be thirteen or
fourteen, I’m not too sure.’
‘Are you married Tim? I never thought to ask you before.’
‘No, I’m not married and haven’t had a lot of experience
with relationships.’
‘Why is that Tim? Do you prefer your own company or are
you happy to remain a bachelor and play the field?’ She asked
with a cheeky smile.
‘Neither really. It’s a long story. I did have a girlfriend until
last year. Annie and I met at the end of 2000, but she broke it off
last August.’
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‘Were you very hurt?’
‘Oh yes,’ I said with a chuckle. ‘It was a bad time because
she only lived two doors away from me and I used to see her
passing by my window. We started off as friends and it went from
there. She had been married, but was recently separated, when
we got together. We were very similar in a lot of ways, both born
in July under the sign of Cancer. I found out later she was seeing
someone else before we broke up, though she denied it. He was
about twenty years older than Annie and used to pass by my
kitchen window when he came to visit her. To avoid seeing him, I
had to stick newspapers all over the windows as I didn’t have any
curtains. I can laugh about it now, but I was very messed up at the
time. We’re still friends, although I don’t see her very often as she
bought a house in another village and lives with this guy now.’
‘Was she your first girlfriend in a while?’
‘Proper girlfriend, yes, but I had met and gone out with a
couple of other women before I met Annie. She did teach me a
lot though.’ I stopped talking suddenly and felt my face blush
slightly. Kate noticed and laughed.
‘I see, so she was very good for you, in a physical way, was
she?’
‘Yes, she certainly took me in hand, if you’ll pardon the
pun,’ I said laughing. ‘And she sure brought me out of my shell.’
‘Thank goodness for that!’ Kate said, grinning again.
‘I guess you’d be in your mid-thirties Tim. Am I right?’
‘Spot on Kate! Yes I’m thirty-five, thirty-six this July.’
‘And you haven’t met the right woman yet?’
‘No, not yet.’
We talked for another hour or so, mostly about our respective
families, whilst the train travelled into the night. Eventually Kate
looked at her watch and exclaimed:
‘Goodness, look at the time. I need to get some sleep.’
I had also lost track of time and thought how easy she was
to talk to. Even though we had only known each other for such a
short time, it felt as if we’d known each other for years.
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‘Yes, I had better get to bed too. I have to be up early in the
morning for the Broken Hill tour.’
‘How early is the trip?’
‘7am’.
‘Well, good luck. I’ll still be enjoying my beauty sleep at
that unearthly hour.’
‘I’ll tell you all about it when I see you tomorrow,’ I
responded.
‘I’ll look forward to that,’ she said, smiling and then stood up.
‘Well, goodnight Tim, sleep well.’
Suddenly, as she turned to leave, she looked back at me,
hesitated and sat herself down again. ‘Before I go Tim,’ she said,
lowering her voice and moving closer to me. ‘There’s something
I need to tell you. I wasn’t completely open before about my
reason for being in Australia. I really want to be honest with
you now as I hope we’ll be fellow travelers for the rest of the
journey.’ She stopped, inhaling deeply.
‘Yes, I did come to Australia to attend Mark’s memorial
service and it was just a year ago last Saturday since he died.
But his death wasn’t an accident.’
She hesitated for just a second or two before continuing.
‘Unfortunately, Mark threw himself off a cliff when he was
living in Sydney. It’s known as The Gap and I believe it’s used
by people who are serious about committing suicide.’
She stood up quickly, a weak smile on her face, patted my
shoulder softly and said:
‘I’ll see you tomorrow,’ then turned and walked away towards
the sleeper carriage. I watched as this woman, perhaps 5’6” tall
and well-proportioned, walked towards the door, her head held
high. I felt a strange connection to this somewhat mysterious
lady who had just uttered those devastating words, words that
were obviously very close to her heart and must have cut very
deeply.
I sat there for some time, feeling quite unsettled, my own
emotions stirred by this news from Kate. Memories surfaced of
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my own attempts to take my life and the many years I suffered
in silence in my own depths of hell. Should I tell her my story,
some of it, or nothing at all? Would my story and my “almost
miraculous recovery” make her feel worse? After all, I had
survived and her son was gone. My thoughts were all over the
place. I was elated, of course, to be living a normal life, but, at
the same time, felt a deep sadness that there had been no one
to help this young man. Why didn’t someone help him? Surely
someone must have known, they must have seen how distressed
he was to take his own life?
A middle-aged couple at the next table said ‘hello’ and
attempted to make conversation. I answered, as politely as
I could, feigned interest until I’d finished my drink, then said
goodnight and left the bar. Back in my cabin I sat thinking of the
events of this evening. There was definitely something intriguing
about Kate, though what it was I didn’t know. I wondered what
would happen tomorrow and for the rest of the journey. I knew
I liked her, though not in a man/woman type of way, as she was
probably fifteen or more years older than me. I really liked her
as a person and felt akin to her in some inexplicable way. The
die was cast. I would have to find out more about Kate, if she
would let me.
I lay down on top of the covers, thinking over what Kate
had told me. My mind shifted from one thing to another as I
got into bed. I had lived through some awful years and knew
that if I had succeeded in killing myself, my mum would have
been shattered. She would probably have blamed herself, if only
in part, for not noticing how unhappy I was. No one deserved
to have to live with such sorrow, particularly not my dear
mum, a woman I loved unconditionally. I wondered how I had
survived all those years when I was completely alone as, having
an incredible distrust of people and a fear of anyone getting to
know the real me, I didn’t mix with anyone..It’s frightening now
for me to think of the ways I behaved and what I believed during
those years. Time stood still for me really, one day was the same
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as the last, nothing ever changed. Each week, each month, each
year passed in a kind of blur.
I took out my journal and made a few hurried notes, then
hopped into bed. I needed to get some sleep as the train was
arriving in Broken Hill around 7 am and I wanted to take
advantage of the whistle-stop tour. But sleep evaded me,
despite the momentum of the train and the hypnotic sound of
the wheels rolling along the tracks. This news of a young man
dying, needlessly, was too much for me to bear and I felt a new
direction stirring in me: a need to reach out to others. But how I
would do this, I just did not know.
My thoughts drifted all over the place for an hour or two
and the events that made up my own personal story began to
formulate. It had been a long and painful story that had only
ended two years ago following a year of therapy. I had been so
lucky to have a medical practitioner like Dr King, one who cared
about me and who, from my first visit, realized that if she didn’t
act quickly, she may lose me.
How I survived that year after my breakdown I have no idea.
I know that without Dr King and the therapist she referred me
to, I would not be here today and what a waste that would have
been—a terrible waste. I drifted into sleep, the noise of the train
seeming to echo my final thought like a mantra: a terrible waste,
a terrible waste, a terrible waste…..

Buy the B&N ePub version at:http://www.barnesandnoble.com/w/a-life-without-edges-tim-hol
mes/1112882507?ean=2940015958430
Buy the Kindle version at:http://www.amazon.com/Life-Without-Edges-Wilderness-eboo
k/dp/B00B6DLJSM/

