Have a Nice Day

By Cliff Dale

Oh, come on, why is it you want to tell me how to live my life right? Yours is such
chaos, so full of distrust and disarray, it fills you full of despair and desperation,
what life lessons am I supposed to learn from your guidance, do you want to keep
me glued to your past, your lifestyle? That is not for me, it is so not me.

I have to question, do I care, do you?

I have decided, I do cate, and you, you don’t matter, not anymore, I no longer value
your opinion, and lately, I have come to realise that you are not my rock, you, you
are the anchor, the one that keeps me chained, so fixed, so coldly distant, you are
what keeps me in this storm, cast me off, leave me to drift.

There is no right and wrong to life’s journey, and with all the twists and turns it isn’t
as simple as the black and the white, the left or the right, life is, in the grand scheme
of things, complex, and I’'ve got to say that my life is genuinely complicated enough,
do you hear me, do you know where I'm coming from?

You, you really do need to understand where I am coming from, where I’ve been,
what I’ve seen, what I had to endure, you know, it’s been tough, somehow
educational, but now I’m done learning, cut me free. I tell you, you may mention my
youthful innocence, but you just don’t get me anymore, time has moved on, I have
moved on, I am not welded to my past, nor to yours, I have broken free of those
rusting chains. Believe me when I say I am now a man and not the boy you once
knew, and there’s more, let me say, truthfully, I am not my father’s son, wanting to
follow in the well-trodden path he took, all fixed in one direction to follow the rest
of the poor sheep, following the flock and taking the one-way streets that lead to the
nowhere places so full of life’s dead ends, finding the same old fodder and the final
journey to the slaughterhouse. He lived an existence that was not much more than a
poor lie, to me, I felt he sacrificed a lifetime just slaving away, and for what, where
did it get him, broken and disillusioned, I ask you, what was it for?

Unlike me, he did nothing I’d be proud of, he chose to follow that line, that life,
lived that lie, but it is not for me, I am my own man, I won’t do what I don’t want
to, I'm going to live my life, my own way, a slave to no one, I’'m going to be rolling
my own dice, going to shine like the multi-faceted diamond I know I should be, and
while I’'m standing on the edge, patiently polishing that stone, smoothing the way
for my chance at brilliance, I’'m going to make sure that nothing, nothing, gets in my
way, and if the world should somehow get in my face, then, then my friend, then I
will turn to meet it head-on, and rejoicing in the knowledge that I’d have the balls to
simply say, huh, you got nothing I want here, on your bike, go have a nice day.



Take a good hard look around us, is everything truly as it seems? The imminent life
ahead is shrouded in the mist of the future, yet its promise is really full of no help,
no hope, and many dead-end darkened streets that all lead nowhere, the only exit
being through the open doors of the broken homes, the places where the lonely
dark nights only hold the raucous voices of those screaming loudly, those knowing
they missed their shot at an escape from the drab life pending, realising it lies as
splintered as the shattered dream they once nurtured.

That’s not for me, no, I tell you, not for me.

I know I would be the first in line to shake on the offer of a helping hand and
would like to believe I could be brave enough to take that stand, yet I know I will
find my way, I will find the way. Yes, I can still remember that feeling of knocking
on all the doors in those dead-end streets, at least all those I could get to, but what
was it that I was looking for? Maybe it was for forgiveness, I tell you there was little
else to believe in, hope had gone, and any useful help was far on the other side, and
deliverance was a naughty word, taboo, a deep thought that should remain forever
unspoken. Even then, I still wasn’t going to do what I didn’t want to, I knew there
was more than doing only what I had to, you know that was all that got me through
those long and lonely dark nights, and standing at the precipice, cautiously balanced
on that ledge, I was still rolling the dice, trying to find the sparkle in my rough
diamond, and way back when, when the darkness of this world was in my face, the
screams still ringing in my ears, the signposts still obscured, I could still turn round
and say, whatever man, go ahead, have a nice day.

It always seemed this world would try to drag me down, intent on bringing only the
dirty grey rain to my parade, and whilst I may raise my hands, it was not in
surrender, for I was determined to stand my ground, intent on finding the way. I
could always find an outlet for my exasperation, could cleatly see the sparkle from
my glorious diamond that offered that glimmer of hope in the sadness, that spark of
courage to catch the distant light, for me, I always knew there were more dice to
roll, there were always more ledges to stand on, I knew I would find that crossroad
that would signpost my route, drive me from this inequity and a life that had no
care, yes, the world was always in my face, but I could always say, what the hell, you
may go first, I will have myself a nice day.

I must say that it didn’t come easy, certainly wasn’t quick, but I came across this
disguised junction, just arrived, unannounced, unprepared, and it seemed eerily
quiet, I couldn’t see beyond it but just knew it was the right path to take, something
was calling, pulling me in, or was it something pushing me out, who knows? The
biggest fear was that first step into the unknown, making that grand leap of faith,
but once taken, well, it was clear that this was the route I should have taken when
I’d glimpsed it in the distant past. Back then, the dice had been rolled the other way,
the numbers all too low, yet the diamonds had shone brightly, what I realise now, a
tad late perhaps, is that it was all lit from behind, I should have recognised the glint
of hope that was always within my grasp, that help was within my reach, all I needed



to do was stretch a little further, look a little deeper, but I had been closed, believing
in what I was told, not trusting my own instincts, sad, more fool me.

It all seems a dream to me now, the stain of the past has finally gone, and even
though the past floods in every now and then, I recognise which direction I must
travel, there is still a clearly lit pathway that leads me on, drives me forward, takes
me further, way further from my past. Someday, I hope to leave my mark in this
place, a good clean footprint in the local sands of time, something to believe in, real
hope, a clear direction that lasts for some time. I know not when my journey ends,
for I am sure it will end at some point, they all do, there is a final destination, a point
beyond which you cannot progress, but, for now, I have no regrets, except maybe
that I should have looked a little deeper, a little harder, tried more often, seen things
for what they were, not looked for the excuses to why they should have been, ah
well, I can hear the music to my life’s song, making up the words as I travel along —

Still, the past is well bebind me, the gilded future lies a way abead,
So focussed on my journey, just trying to keep a level head,
and with feet firmly planted, standing tall and feeling prond,

I am rooted in this present, no bead up in the clouds,
and when things get up in my face, I have this favourite refrain,
it’s become a personal mantra, as I say these words again,
as my diamonds spark light around me, the dice all roll my way,
1 just give thanks and take it, saying, yes, let’s all have a nice day.

Cliff Dale — © February 2021
Al rights reserved.

2%

=

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious.
Any similatity to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental
and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system,
or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying,
recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the author.



Other Titles
by this Author

Orbiter One (series)
Book 1 — At Worlds End (January 2020)
ISBN: 978-84-09-18312-8

Capsaa (series)
The Genesis of Capsaa (August 2020)
ISBN: 978-84-09-22483-8

Anecdotes (series)
Anecdotes of a Zero (May 2020)
ISBN: 978-84-09-19930-3

Breaking News (July 2020)
ISBN: 978-84-09-21928-5

More information about these books can be found here
https://www.servusadartem.com/Library

Cliff Dale

This work is the copyright of, and the intellectual property of its author, so please do not abuse those
rights, for more information go to
https://www.servusadartem.com/wrip.php

Thank you for purchasing this short work, but you are respectfully reminded that although you may
have purchased a copy of this item, it is not your “work” to do with as you please, your purchase does
not give you the rights to be able to copy, resell, or distribute, in any format, in whole, or in part, for a
fee, or free of charge, any of the content of this work. Therefore, you are expressly forbidden to copy,
resell or distribute any part of this work, that includes any of the text, or any of the artwork contained
within it, including the cover images, any page inserts, drawings, maps, photographs, or any Logo or
design, these images may belong to the author, to the artist, or another 3t party, and none of the above
have given you permission to use their work.

Any images used in this piece were created by Phil Dale and are used with his permission for
publication in this item of work, all the images are subject to copyright.
More of Phil’s work can be seen, and purchased, on his website at
https://www.trueblur.com



http://www.servusadartem.com/Library
https://www.servusadartem.com/wrip.php
https://www.trueblur.com/

