

 			The ghostly green light above the door marked Exit. 


Death? Never my nemesis. 
Through advancing years, the unstoppable march towards an inevitable conclusion, through the valley named Death, I fear no evil. 
Aware of my own mortality, but smiling, as much as I can. 
Mindful. Alert. Wakeful. 
Never frozen in fear. 
Now, on the cusp of my final journey, I have no baggage to carry, to check-in or wait interminably for beside the carousel. Not unless a sackful of memories can be called baggage.
Memories are no burden. 
I face oblivion still smiling. No-one will call me miserable on my way out below the ghostly green light above the door marked Exit. A memory of cinemas in which Mary and I spent most of our lives as boy, girl, woman and man. Those golden glowing faces, giant upon the celluloid screen, larger than life or imagination.  Wonderful music flowing around the auditorium, stirring the heart and mind. Tunes and songs which will never be forgotten. Days which have passed but will never be forgotten. 
With this audience around my bed, I feel like Claudius the Emperor narrating a life. In my head I replay key scenes from my life alternately ill-starred and blessed with good fortune.
I rest by the sea, my inevitable choice for these final moments. Not for me a few extra days in forced hospital comfort amongst sick people, not after ninety times three hundred and sixty-five equals thirty-two thousand eight hundred and fifty days on this Earth. My mind may be trapped in this hollow bone vessel topped with an enduring good head of hair, but it hasn’t dulled one iota. 
Is it Wednesday, Thursday, Sunday? Yes, Sunday. I hear church bells toll, for whom I know not.
Symmetry. 
My grand appearance into a troubled post-war world was at oh seven oh five on a Sunday morn, early in December, just as the first, late snows began to fall. One more day and I would have been born at home, the roads to the maternity hospital impassable even for an old ambulance. I was just a shapeless lump of human clay to be polished as a pebble smooths and glistens in the restless tides. 
I should say, we were born that day. 
Roy and me. 
Sometimes I imagined my life as a twin with Roy Edward at my side. The mischievous adventures we might have shared. The girls we might have loved or fought over. Not to be. Only one of us had emerged from the hospital. Roy breathed for just a day and then was remembered as a name carved upon a headstone. Never quite real because we never had the chance to speak but no figment of imagination either. After three girls my mother had craved a son. She might have hit the jackpot with two at once had not cruel fate mashed sadness and joy. She told me, now you will you live a life for two now my only son. Every year on our birthday she repeated this mantra to me. Lest I forget. As if I could. 
Have I really lived a life for two?
Did I fulfil my mother’s dream? 
Could ever have been more than Roy Edward might have been had he been given the opportunity?
What will I be remembered for, I wonder? 
Anything? 
Will posterity feign indifference to all I feel I have achieved? 
Images flash across the widescreen in my head. Not the Director’s Cut for sure. Just fragments of a life lived as best I might. Like a jigsaw puzzle slowly emerging piece by piece, all the while being convinced that the final piece would be missing. Hoping that the faint imprints I made on the lives of others left them feeling as rich in spirit as they made me feel. 
Some images are so vivid they burn. Memory thankfully spotlights the highs and dims the lows. Me, the eternal beachcomber, searching for the treasure which the tides, as restless as I, would uncover on the sands. Like the circus performer running atop an ever-spinning ball. Oddly, the annual funfair looms large in these final images. Oddly, I say for my life has displayed little of the funfair razzamatazz. I never cared for the rides. 
I met my soulmate at the funfair. Classmates in a raucous mob of school chums. (Where did that rambunctious boy go?) She had challenged me to ride the Waltzer with her knowing full well I hated that nauseating centrifugal torture chamber. What else could I do? Challenge accepted. Her face lit up the night, brighter than any fairground light shows. That evening we staggered unsteadily from the ride, hand in hand. That was almost the last time our hands parted until she sighed her last sigh, oh, ten years since. Sixty-four years together. Still hand-holding in the days leading to her death, those tiny, trembling hands which had gently pulled me through so many tough years. When she was gone, the light which had illuminated my way had gone with her. 
Yet, I didn’t give up. I’m no quitter, even though my sadness was often almost too much to bear. Will we re-unite on the other side, though the other side of what I do not know? I had never believed in life after death, not until I lost Mary, but I hold out hope there is a way our spirits will meet again. 
How much of ourselves do we leave behind?
When the funfair rolls on little is left behind. A few deep gouges in the grass, oil stains on the road, a litter of candy floss sticks, fizzy drink cans crumpled underfoot. Nothing of the rainbow colours, the joy, the screams, and the happiness it had brought. 
Will I amount to nought more than funfair traces? I would be happy with faint signs that Edward Roy had passed this way. No applause, medals, statues, or epic poems. None of that. Perhaps people might say he was a good person to know. Occasionally fun to be around. A kind man. A good man. Someone who cared.
How many storytellers have tried in vain to capture the moment of Death? A chess game with the Black Spectre of death perhaps. Until the moment of our last puff, can it ever be an experience that can be adequately narrated? If my mottled purple veined hands still obeyed my brain, I would write it down for them. 
The dimming of light.
The ebb and flow of sound. 
Memories slowly falling like sand in a timer. 
Gentle waves of peace caressing hollow cheeks shaved smooth for the final journey. Those were kind, soft hands upon my face for the last time.
No tunnel. 
No blinding white flash of light. 
Just a Last hope.
That a good name remains.
Faces growing blurred.
Enveloped in blackness on the edge of a cliff, ready to step out into … whatever comes next.
Contentment.
Goodbye world, we had some fun times, didn’t we?
Mary, stretch out your hand, I am coming to you.
If Death be the start of another life, it isn’t so bad after all. 


















