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We must go on. 
  
As now we cannot turn back. 
  
It never mattered before, the lack of familiarity that she knew. 
But now things were different, too much so. 
  
Something had shifted within her, maybe in the world that lay ahead of her glass eyes. Perhaps everybody had 
moved on, and she was stuck tethered on old hooks while others moved freely through what they considered a 
precious, beloved life. 
  
The world felt translucent and as if it had slightly shuffled just to the right.  
She told me her life felt it was made of patchwork, and she often found it hard to think of things in the same way as 
she did before. 
  
When I thought of how life looked, how I perceived it and how I lived it, I saw it through a series of short episodes. 
It was like a TV show I didn’t want to watch, but I couldn’t escape it. It’s my life. 
 
For her, it felt like a leaking pipe, that her soul was being drained through the cracks of her psyche. 
 
Things were not always so intense  
She first noticed it when her ears would go numb and her mind would fill with the sound of static, distant whispers 
of dying worries and a feint sense of familiarity.  
 
She felt distant from herself, from all that she ever was.  
 
This sound let her think of some place lighter and gave her an opportunity to explore the infinity of her endless 
thought, to sift through what ordinarily overwhelmed her.  
These daydreams and projections away from her body were catalysed only by the absence of her, but when there 
was a knock at her door, she was pulled by a lasso and forced back into her head. 
 
 
After a while, she got used to it, she found comfort in these strange occurrences. 
  
  
She wouldn’t escape, no. 
She couldn’t, she knew she wasn’t strong enough. 
So instead, she pursued a life as close to normal as she thought she could, spoke to her family like everything was 
fine. 
It was as if her soul was not fumbling soundlessly over her own feet, falling over the stars within the cosmos where 
she yearned to be. And when she went to bed at night, a shared bed no less, she was grounded not only by the wind 
which howls through her broken window but also, by the sound of her sister’s soft breathes beside her. 
  
What she would do for her own room. Although, she would miss the loving embrace they often shared; it provided 
warmth where it should have been cold. 
I guess it reminded her that she was alive. 
  
But when she reached out, told others that colours had begun to look different and songs weren’t sounding the way 
she remembered, she found no answer and knew no solstice. 
  
No peace. 
  
When she spoke, it felt like someone was puppeteering her body and the words that she spoke did not feel like they 
were her own. 
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When she slept, she dreamt of disgusting horrors and she woke in a cold sweat more nights than not, coughing 
again, like she was drowning in something thicker than glucose syrup. 
When she ate, she was never satisfied. It was gluttonous, she felt, but she ate anyways. Because she was never 
hungry and never full. 
And, when she lied, it was the most ‘there’ she ever felt, and it made the abundance of rivers filled with her blood 
rush with something more than adrenaline, she was almost addicted, it was a conscious pleasure. 
 
 
Nothing felt the same anymore, I knew this feeling, but I’d never let her know. 
  
  
There was a fleeting sweetness in her life. But soon, she felt, she became too much for him.  
He plucked the petals she had prettily laid out for herself, the ones she had spent years regrowing, until she laid in 
heaps on the floor.  
 
And these nymphets, we stoop so low that some may call it beautifully patronising. He told me that he would dream 
of me before I ever came into his life - like we shared thoughts before I was even born. It makes me sick. 
  
 
From then, I suppose, things got worse.  
 
 
She told me that time passed as an oddity, she never knew what day it was, or what month we were in.  
She felt like she had become a spectre which walked itself over a calendars pages and made home in a timeless 
existence. 
 
She woke up once, listening to her favourite song while lying outside. It was raining, she was crying.  
 
Why? I thought. I didn’t know. I was grieving for my soul I think, why was it withered? 
 
She endured family, their sooty looks and the venom which spat from behind their teeth.  
She protected her sisters from mindless battles and took the hits which should have been shared, they were kids 
after all. 
And at the end of the day, she could leave in a way that those children couldn’t.  
The bruises brought her back though.  
And her ripped clothes taught her to sew, and the needles pricking her skin until they drew blood kept her there 
until she had finished.  
 
She walked the same way home everyday.  
Her friends laughed when she was shocked by the bike rack which appeared beside the bus stop, one she had never 
seen and one that she could have sworn was new.  
They pointed out the rust beside the bolts which anchored the metal to the floor, and giggled while she stood in 
awe, how had she never noticed? 
 
She moved differently, she spoke differently, she was not her.  
She felt she would never be her again.  
And that made her feel like giving up.  
 
Spores which have made home in my lungs and now grow a fluorescent fungus. It makes me sick. 
 
She described to me that it felt like she was drowning. That her lungs were being filled with a meaningless acid and it 
made it hard to breathe.  
She was falling into an ocean of her.  
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She had been told that she had crawled from hell, that she had escaped from the seventh layer of the gaping mouth 
of Dante’s imagination; snuck past the greyhounds and now spends her time frolicking as she spreads the words 
whispered from the three mouths of the devils. 
 
She knew she would die.  
And in the mix of hazy smoke which clouded eyes that never stopped crying, she understood something should have 
been done.  
She would have to stop it.  
 
There was a fly, buzzing around my room, through the humid and disgustingly suffocating air; I felt like I was dead. 
 
And she didn’t know what that meant, but she knew that she couldn’t continue to let days melt together and drip 
into one continuum or continue to find herself in front of a busy road with mere centimetres of distance between 
her and the end.  
 
She wanted it.  
She craved to be free from herself.  
 
There was something though.  
She wasn’t sure what it was.  
She tried to walk, step, into the bliss of what laid thereafter. But she stood still, on a grass bed quilted by sticks and 
fallen gumnuts. She had pushed but unfortunately, been pulled back. 
The old hooks which once annoyed her were now the same hooks which held her here. 
 
She was here. 
 
She cried. And cried so heavily that she couldn’t stop. 
It wracked her body, she felt it in every fibre of her soul. Her tears could have filled River Styx and carried Charron 
back to the depths of hell.  
I didn’t want to make her feel bad, so I hugged her and told her that things were going to be okay.   
She didn’t stop crying.  
 
I don’t know much more, just that she finally found someone who listened.  
 
 
 
A continuous cycle; medication and hours of therapy.  
She feels much more ‘there’, she is well. 
 
She did not feel gone now, and she did not yearn for her own room.  
She liked her sisters’ thick pink blankets and hugging the child while she drifted to sleep. 
She was glad she was still here.  
 
 
When she met him, she didn’t believe that things would get any better.  
She supposed that she was being used, I think it made her feel wanted.  
But he looked at her differently and treated her with care, he grounded her in a special way.  
 
He made her feel normal.  
 
And slowly, very slowly, she wanted more.  
And she wanted to be greedy, to breathe him in and fill his lungs with every inch of his words.  
I think she was falling in love.  
 
How odd, she thought. 
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How things change, how ‘her’ she felt.  
It was unprecedented. It was unusual.  
However, she loved it.  
 
She loved how she felt, for once.  
 
For once she felt loved, and seen.  
 
Time will continue on,  
we must go on.  
She will not turn back.  
I am she.  
 

 


