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         While beautifully written this story contains elements that might not be suitable for some readers, and material that might even make them feel bad; for example suicide and self-harm, violence, blood, racism, drug abuse and hateful language. This notice exists to prevent the possibility of exposing someone with past trauma, to something that might insight a physical and / or mental reaction. Bluebird is a novella written with urgency and focus, and at its heart describes the mental health experiences of a young immigrant woman, and this notice is here to give individuals the forewarning necessary for them to make use of the strategies that will decrease the harmfulness of encountering triggering material.
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            Bluebird

         

         It began on a day I didn’t want to wake up. I didn’t want the sun to tickle me gently and tell me a nice story with a happy ending. The sun had been lying to me, you see. So, I said, ‘No, no my darling, I don’t believe you no more so go and make someone else’s day better.’ I changed my religion to grey skies that told no lies, didn’t force me to smile or pretend. I thought I was feeling better, but people believed I was sad. I didn’t understand my mind. It was blank, with no more answers to give me. It stopped talking, shaking its head apologetically. I was alone, I realised. What was that feeling, I could not explain. But I knew that a part of me was lost somewhere along the way.

         A way to my dreams and ambitions, and nothing stopping me. Until, as it turned out, the finish line nowhere in sight and already, there was none of me left to continue. Haven’t I sacrificed enough? But it didn’t matter as I had nothing left to give anybody, including me. Of course, I wondered how did I get here? What was my mistake or if there were any in the first place that I made. Do you ever feel like you’ve done it all, you squeezed that bottle, cut it in half with scissors, scrap that content to the bottom and still not be satisfied? Yes, that’s how it felt. But I wasn’t sad. You can’t simplify that. Not when you spend your entire life on happiness drugs, always trying to make shit happen even when shit hits the fan. You can’t stop and say, ‘Look, I think I’m depressed.’ That’s how it began. My brain was talking to me in strange, new ways. I told it to go away, I really did. I said, look, I’m not a wuss, I’m an Eastern seed. We do things differently. We’re strong and don’t complain. We like to move away, far, far away from homes and things to tie us down, things that make us weak. So there, I did not believe in anxiety or depression. I had a different name for that: a lost interest in life.

         Covered with a cloak of nothingness that would make me invisible, I tried to hide for a while. What do you do when you have no money, can’t go anywhere (need to pay the rent) and wake up each day thinking, ‘This is hell. I don’t see myself surviving this mess’. What do you do when you sit at work, eating teriyaki salmon, yum, yum, thinking about suicide. The point is, I don’t want to die. Does it make me safe and normal again? This haziness is too much to bear, I want to run away. This world is too small for me. I won’t go. I won’t lose this fight with London, my forever muse. What do you do when there is nothing left but a steady thought telling you that’s it, thank you and next. You have been replaced.

         So I took a month off from work and life that hasn’t been there with me anymore. I gave myself a month to find myself again, like in bad Hollywood movies with blank characters that just sit 10around, waiting for magic. Why magic? It’s that moment where everything magically changes in one song, the protagonist realises their faults, they look in the mirror and make a vow to change their life at just a perfect moment in the script and bum, end of film. But my magic is a cold pint of beer and a frantic dance. It’s drugs to keep me awake and do more and more since nothing works. My magic is irresponsible sex with a guy who has no name. This state, this is fine, I can live with that. But the weakness of my mind that is begging me to give up and shut down, I don’t think this is a way to survive. So, I took a month off, a stupid thing to do, but in my case, when shit gets dark and you don’t feel alive, it was a lifeline that I had to throw myself because guess what, there is no one here to help you get through this mess. Oh, I should try NHS?

         I talked to a girl who wanted to kill herself and unlike me, looked for professional and free help. Three months wait on a “I want to kill myself” list after which they cancel and leave you to be. Samaritans call and warm advice; go back, tell them you need help, they can’t ignore your pain.

         ‘Hello, is this NHS? I’ve been thinking about killing myself and you’re refusing me help. This is unacceptable and I wish to be seen, inserted with a happy pill.’ So instead let’s take time off and save ourselves in any available way. On my last day of work, when I wanted to Dracarys everyone (I’ll get to that), I realised why. It just got too much. And I’m a strong slut, look at me swearing, drinking big pints, just trying to find a way out. Do you know what a big problem is? People and their opinions that usually no one needs. Yes, sure, my depression speaks. But it also wants everyone to shut up and keep their fucking advice about my life. Because on my last day, before the “holiday” I thought I could kill some men. The witty mouths with shit on their minds. Telling me to smile. Say something funny, then? Telling me not to eat so much, I’m getting fat. ‘Was that your second or third dinner?’ Well, I’m sorry my depression isn’t anorexic. So keep your advice, I told you anyway, we’re not going to fuck.

         Someone told me that’s because people care about me, and I laughed. I thought, if their care makes me want to die, am I the crazy one or is everyone else just completely mad and fucked up? On the last day before my break, where this introduction ends, I heard people say, ‘You should go and write some things. You should be a journalist. It’s so easy. After all, you have a degree.’ Jeez, I said. Is that all? Silly, stupid me.

         They said I’ve wasted my life. I knew I would either leave or go Dracarys on the whole place. Where to? Preferably to my bed. I did 11not see another way. No place or human to save me. No amount of sun or Tuscan hills. What would I give to be depressed but rich, to be able to help myself instead of giving into nothingness. The only truth I knew was this: I lost all will to live. Challenge accepted.

         
            *

         

         The hardest thing in an artist’s life is to keep parents calm and to make them realise this is a road chosen by you. No amount of talk will do. The demons that are thrown your way will dance around your head. They won’t leave or hold your hand; that’s not their job. It’s your parents’ work. They struggle but never give up completely. They beg, threaten and cry: ‘Demons have become your friends and you’re mixing with a bad crowd!’

         But the time comes when you want to leave that dance. When your parents have almost given up. Suddenly, you see yourself standing on a street’s curb, holding onto your phone. No one to call. There is only one person that will answer. See, you’re a fucking kid again, just longing for your mother’s warm embrace. But there you imagine her, sitting on an old chair, grey-haired. Still worried but now she wants nothing for you, just one comforting thought that when she’s gone, you will survive.

         I read a great thing about being happy. Because that’s what we’re trying to do here, right. That’s what drove me to complete hopelessness – the search for happiness on my terms. I thought I was revolting and listening to my heart. But I read – and embrace yourself for that – whatever decision you made based on someone else became their influence. There I was in a little room with yellow walls. I looked back at my whole life. Eight years in hands of a cub is a long sentence of…choosing my life based on my pride. Choosing constant pain because that was the artist’s way. Choosing complete poverty because someone told me that’s how I would end up. Choosing shitty jobs with minimum wage to embrace this toxic affair. I was told my way of living had no chance. I thought I was going against it, choosing myself but really, every action made that hurt no one but myself was based on someone else’s words. I read that this was not happiness. I wish someone had told me that before.

         Before I sacrificed everything.

         Before I said no to one too many opportunities.

         Before I pushed to prove.

         Before I started breaking down under heavyweight of dreams unspent. 12

         Before my mum begged me, ‘Be responsible, child.’

         Before my dad said, ‘You won’t make living off that.’

         Before knowing that their words would make up my mind.

         Before I put ‘no regrets’ on my arm.

         Before I was to regret every moment.

         Before turning it into yet another poem.

         Before I was published once.

         Before my book got out.

         Before I was too young to understand.

         Before beautiful movies would make me dream again.

         Before I felt like a sad joke.

         Before years were passing by with me in the same place.

         Before I saw a difference between making it and just living a decent life.

         Before I knew I would be longing for all of that.

         Before I read a book about being happy.

         Before I stopped believing I would ever go lucky.

         The hardest thing for an unfulfilled soul is to wake up on time. The beer is running out. Tobacco dry, coke won’t do a thing. Everyone around you is old and grown-up. Parents have almost given up. You long to be free at last from this desire to prove yourself, but to whom? Finally, there is silence around. You have space to breathe and see…who do you really want to be? Do you have the energy for the last try? What if it doesn’t work? You let it die. It’s a spontaneous decision made, but it feels like you have been preparing for that. At last, courage was born to say it out loud: I am tired with this life so I’m going to kill that part of myself, there is no other way. I don’t know what will be left, but it doesn’t matter. Nothing does so I will put it on one card. One month. One life.

         
            *

         

         I could not say how many job applications I sent just how I don’t know how many men I let inside my bed. Now I think, these two things have so much in common, they affect each other like two toxic friends. There is no balance in this life, you can’t wrap it around your confused head as again, you put on a nice dress. Walking through that door, smile while you just want to be in bed, all alone. They asked why I wanted the job and my head screamed, ‘I’ve got bills to pay!’ But instead, I came up with a nice story of looking for glory in this sad, useless world. Every honest voice of mine tried no let me know that it didn’t feel right. But what awaited on the other side? Exactly. So, 13why do you want to work for that company? You don’t, you just want to be left alone. Can you start immediately? Sure thing, can’t wait. Just do a little test, sitting around a room with other ambitious souls that want to work for a right-wing paper that hates women, immigration, liberals and everything remotely good for this world.

         That’s the moment you break, desperation in the air and you don’t want to be its friend. That’s when you know you fucked it up again; on purpose or because you’re not talented after all? Sorry, mum, I will keep on trying. In the meantime, hands shaking with disappointment and resentment, I still had to go to work and smile at people, serving their pork chops with hot gravy. But before, I said to myself, let me try and fix this miserable state. Because everyone fails at things they’re not sure they like. We do this to just carry on with lives, have something to show, a meaning behind our whole existence. To sit in front of a big boss and let him give us a job.

         Without it we’re nothing or so society says. Free people are most damned because this isn’t a free world anymore, never has been but maybe it was easier to cope in it. Last night (I just remembered so forgive this detour), I met a lesbian with my name, it was so strange that we decided we had to be friends. She told me some stories of the old days. I asked her with glittering eyes and hope to hear the words, I said, ‘Was it easier then?’ and she looked at me surprised shaking her head. I was disappointed again.

         Because it’s easier to be sad about times you couldn’t remember. She said, ‘Back then we worked for nothing and had no rights.’ So, we would not be friends because her story was not mine to tell. Earlier that day I went to see “Rocketman”. I cried inside for all the moments in the film that used to make me smile and now were just a slap on a face, a quiet voice that reminded me I gave up. Was that what it would be like from now on? Would I spend my days in a quiet cinema room and watch inspiring heroines go after their dreams, hating them bitterly while loving every second of work they did, thinking this should be me and could? So again, how do you get to that place of nothingness and resentment to a happy, ambitious and hopeful you?

         Right, back to the story of my last job interview, after so many of them. I sat a test to be a reporter and felt like nothing could go worse at this moment, so I left, looking over the Thames, a beautiful day and a great view. I looked down, suddenly wanting to jump and asked myself, ‘Would you dare?’ I didn’t want an answer for that. I didn’t want to enjoy the weather and already, my mind was screaming for help so I gave it all I could afford. I went to Pret for a coconut 14coffee. It was one thing that made me feel warmer and safe. So, when the nice lady shook her head and said, ‘There is no coconut milk today’, guess what, that’s when I felt really upset. ‘Okay, Okay,’ I said, ‘That’s fine,’ tears rolling down my cheeks thinking hell, so that’s how a breakdown feels. But guess what, she gave me another coffee for free, poor woman, probably thinking I was crazy. I took it to the upper deck, put some music on although I hadn’t listened to music for so long, it had been irritating me. But that day I listened to lyrics about my life and didn’t see a way out. I cried like a little girl, unable to catch my breath, trying to escape to a British Museum where I could hide. Amongst historical ghosts and beautiful things, I tried to remember what life is. For the next month, I would try and answer that.

         
            *

         

         Mum said, ‘I will visit you one day. When your life is settled and you’re not a little, silly girl.’ Adults are supposed to know better. If you want a child to act a certain way, make sure to say the opposite. Lie if you don’t want to see their pain and the consequences of rebelling against what people say. So, this is how after eight years she gave up. And did I feel like a winner, as I thought so back when 22, screaming, ‘YOU WILL NOT HAVE MY SOUL.’ No, we both lost. I was at the same place, now rebelling against myself and my mum, well, she never wanted to win. She was just trying to break the curse.

         Mum said, ‘I’m just so scared.’ She told me a story of a fortune teller and her prophecy when asked about our lives and what she could see. The wicked fairy laid out the truth. Her eyes were blind as she touched a photo of a little girl, me. ‘She will always chase after spoiled dreams,’ and that one thing would define me. ‘What else did the crazy bitch say,’ I begged my mum to tell me, so I could break the curse. Want to know what the future holds? There you go, ask a lady with a magic ball, and use it as truth. There is your line of every behaviour that affects you and the ones you want to protect, who in turn move against it and in the end, make it all come true. My mum would still not tell me how the story ends. Every time I ask, she shakes her head. In dark moments I wonder, is that when it all happens? Can I stop it, is there an antidote to a curse that got all tangled up in my own frustrating web?

         
            *

         

         15There is one way, my friend. The witch came to me in my sleep, laughing at the things she had seen. ‘I’m going to win,’ I mumbled, wasted with a poisonous drink she had brought me. She stopped smiling and said, ‘Shut up, look at yourself.’ She was so upset that I turned out weak and not at all what she expected me to be. ‘Shut up and look at the reflection of what you had become. The dark circles around your eyes and sleepless nights are not what makes you an artist. This body you ruined for short term pleasures and pain to feel bad for yourself. A cloudy head full of gods’ nectar that makes it feel okay the very next day when you wake up, put some rock and roll and feel like one of them.’

         ‘Please, help me then,’ I begged the witch. ‘Is there a cure for this state?’

         ‘Indeed,’ she said. ‘And it’s here. Your wake up call, the strongest antidote.’ She disappeared as I heard a knock on the door and with trembling hands, opened it, already knowing who was the guest. My mum walked in, curiosity on her face. ‘I have waited for years,’ she said. ‘Now I’m here. I realised, this is your adult life and I missed all of it. Show me what you have sacrificed everything for.’ Oh no, I thought. But I’m so lost. Still in the same little room and a shitty job (and you, mum will never know that I have taken a month off). Do you really want to meet your daughter? But she isn’t here, she has disappeared under the weight of her shit. Are you ready to see her real face? Am I ready to tell you how badly I failed?

         I remember our last conversation when I tried to explain. I said, ‘Look mum, I’m sacrificing basic pleasures for lasting fame. This is the only way of getting there.’

         ‘Sacrificing what?’ you asked with a mock. ‘A career you don’t have? A relationship when your heart doesn’t know love? Success doing things you love? You’re sacrificing what, exactly?’ you asked and of course, I didn’t know. Now, you came to see for yourself. Maybe even understand. Or maybe to save me. To say, ‘My child, it’s all okay. You can stop running away. I won’t chase you anymore, I’m coming your way. Let’s meet there and stop, let’s understand.’ My mum was coming. I couldn’t wait.

         
            *

         

         We talked about the weather, getting on the 123 bus. She looked around with interest, so many different-coloured faces, what a painting. I prayed every minute of that first day. Please, let the kitchen be clean. Please, let my room look okay. Please, no fights outside local 16bars. Please, no crazy guys, walking around half-naked, showing off their ass. I realised it was one big: please, don’t let her see what my life is really about. So, I guess I did not get used to any of this, after all. I ignored things that seemed insane and evil. I walked home with head hung low, a key in my hand, ready to pierce someone’s neck. This is what you get when you settle for less because you believe that’s the only way. But look at your life through someone else’s eyes and the truth will hit you like a thousand-pointed guns. You can’t turn around from it and you can’t run so you stand there frozen, staring into the gun, shouting, ‘PLEASE, DON’T SHOOT, I’M INNOCENT!’ Are you?

         Outside of a big but quiet cafe in St James’s Park (your legs were tired), we looked over hundreds of flowers and passers-by. Your eyes were sad. Life was getting hard. Back home, things were crumbling down as we decided that no one was safe. The coffee was creamy and sweet, I kept burning my tongue on all of the things I wanted to say. That I couldn’t carry on. But you were first. Yes, no one is safe when the strongest person you know breaks down and says, ‘I’m afraid it’s your turn.’ Shit. You’re not ready, so brush it off with a short nod, like you’ve got it. Yeah, no worries. I know. I’ve had my fun (and you paid for most of that) so now I will emerge calm and wise, say things like ‘I’m ready to settle down,’ so that you can relax, enjoy your visiting time. I hope you believe me as this once I mean it, mum. I want to buy nice clothes and have evenings and weekends off. I want to go on a hot vacation without worrying about spending money and the rest of the month when I haven’t got enough for basic stuff. I want you to talk about me with pride. But most of all, I want you to stop being so scared for my life. Look, it’s alright. I’ll get all of this in order, I’ve got one month (but you don’t know that).

         You loved Nothing Hill and I laughed with all my heart when before arriving you said, ‘I want to go to that film place. You know, with a cute actor and a pretty street.’ It was Saturday – the worst day to visit as Portobello Market looked like an ants’ nest, everyone piled on each other, blind to the fact that they were on a simple street, that if it wasn’t for its fame, would mean nothing. It was similar to the journey me and my friends take, putting everything on one thing, betting our cards on one life, waiting for someone to decide we were worthy. If right now, someone with power came to your stinky area and made a film or wrote few lines, just wait and look for the prices to go up. Yes, even in Wood Green.

         This is how I was walking down a never-ending street on a Saturday morning, ready to kill myself because after all, it’s just a 17street? Poor people living in the coloured houses, I wanted to say as I took my mum’s photo under one of them. But then, poor? Not very much. So fuck that, let’s take more! Let’s go along stalls with antiques and cutlery as I stand by, dreaming of owning my own little place. It doesn’t even have to be nice. Sad thoughts are creeping in again, I’m feeling depressed so I look over at my mum. ‘Disgusting,’ she says and I laugh so hard, my belly is hurting. Thank you mum this once for making me feel better about things that are out of my reach. What’s one person’s ceiling is another’s dirty floor, I was slowly understanding how much I’ve changed.

         From silly dreams of fame to longing for a quiet place. A room of my own (never read the book, found it dull and didn’t appreciate the irony of me being locked in four yellow walls, always feeling them closing in on me, knowing that this was the only thing I could afford), just to be left alone. I went from expensive clothes and parties to second-hand finds and well…parties. From all-inclusive to feeling excluded from everything fun around the world. I went from wild dreams to dreamless nights with blackness in front of my eyes. I went from aggressive fights and standing up to big men to bending my ass so they could have a better shot at kicking me. I went from owning desires to desiring nothing but solitude, alcohol and sex. I went from trying to rebel against my mum to wanting to make her proud. I think I’m getting old, this is the first sign.

         So maybe we weren’t at war anymore, but the battle could still be won. The battle of, ‘Why don’t you have this and that yet?’ And I didn’t even have to explain. London would do that for me. As we walked back to the main street (your feet were hurting and you needed coffee), you stopped by a letting agent without a word, counting in your head like every day at work for twenty-something years. Again, I wanted to laugh so hard at your amazed face. ‘What’s that price for?’, you asked. ‘For a month,’ I replied and you shook your head. ‘Then, what does it cost to buy the house?’ I pointed a little below at a long number. You lost all hope. We walked to a place called Le Pain blah, blah (‘Why French?’ you asked. Because that’s their territory). This time you took notice of the prices of scones and coffee. ‘Olaboga, you can afford this?’ you asked. I could tell you a lot of things, like, mum, chill. This is Nothing Hill. But instead, I shook my head in distress and said, ‘See, and you always say how I spend so much.’ You glanced around at fit friends and tourists like yourself. It was interesting. At 48, you were still learning. I joined in observing the world around us. It was easier to take pleasure in life when you were busy showing someone around. You could forget all troubles and 18just be that person again, someone new to the scene with big hopes and dreams of what life could be.

         I ate a scone with big remorse, regretting not buying those beautiful artichoke hearts at the market. You told me to get them but the prices were so high, I said, ‘Look, stupid artichokes cost so much.’ You tried to convince me. ‘God, look at your face, you love them so much, just get it and let me pay.’ See, everything and nothing was the same. I still refused myself things I loved and that were good for me, settling for a fat scone (like in ‘Flowers’ TV show where Shun complained about butter being in everything in the UK, but later on I’ll explain), but this time I did not want you to pay for my way. Not the good nor the bad, my dear mum. I’m the adult one, showing you my town.

         Heavy with unhealthy lunch, we went to Oxford Street. Shopping. Again, I used to live for this. Now I struggled to breathe as we passed by rich and fabulous. You saw beautiful clothes and lipsticks, tourists with Primark bags. We spent few hours walking around and I had so many stories to tell but now they were somewhat stuck in my throat. I was a little girl who could barely afford her rent. Staying away from places like this was the best way not to feel like you were missing out. Then, with time, you believed that. You focused on different things and went to different places. You met different friends. You just wanted to be yourself. What was that again? Damn, I can’t remember it here, on the third floor of Marks and Spencer where I’m trying on beautiful ballerina shoes. They’re leather. You find me, have a look and say, ‘Let’s take them, you need proper shoes, I can’t look at you.’

         Mum, you’re the best guest, you make me laugh at times when I can’t remember what it was like to feel light and not wake up with a heavy burden on your chest. Because at that moment I remembered a little trick I used to have. When younger and poor (now just poor and mature), and visiting you, I made sure to wear the ugliest of shoes. The moment I stepped off that plane, you would look at me in distress and say, ‘What are these old things on your feet? Do you walk around London like that? No wonder you can’t get a good job.’ I giggled and replied, ‘But they’re my favourite’ (not true). And a moment later I was getting new, shiny shoes pretending to be sad when putting old ones in the trash. Of course this time again you said, ‘When we’re back at your place, you’re throwing these away.’

         ‘Okay, mum, okay,’ I said and hugged new shoes, feeling twenty again. 19

         
            *

         

         That should’ve been the end but that’s not why you came. You had worries on your head that you needed to get away from, but at the same time, watched me living my life in strange suspense of being constantly afraid to cross that comfortable line. Everyone has a different relationship with their mum and I always felt confident about mine. You always made it clear: I am not your friend, I’m here to guide you and make you the best version of yourself. Did I hate you for it, sure. And then you said, ‘This means I’m doing my job well.’ And it’s also how I knew that after few blissful days of you just playing a tourist, the time would come to lay the cards and have that battle of minds. The thing is, none of us had the energy for that.

         I took you to the National History Museum. We walked through it quickly and I loved that we didn’t have to stop at every bloody stone. Then, moving to Victoria & Albert, you marvelled at the streets of South Kensington saying how this was a place to live. You were warming up. Inside, you found everything interesting, but mostly the place where they sold coffee. We managed to get a seat in that beautiful room with chandeliers on a weekend afternoon.

         Sipping coffee, your time was slowly coming to an end. I just wanted to hide my head in your hands. The clock was ticking for me. I had three weeks of holidays left to figure out myself and so far, nothing but death and blackness ahead. So you looked at me and asked how I was doing. Your voice was different, soft and kind. I never heard it like that. I wanted to only do one thing: cry. But it wasn’t appropriate for us. Many times I cried in front of my dad to soften his heart (it always worked) but not for you as your eyes could pierce through every lie and doubt. This time I knew, if I cried, that would break you. I had to be strong for you when you told me about troubles at work and home, how nothing was permanent anymore. That was the moment. You gave me a chance to open up after all these years, silently promising you were here to hear. So I started slowly.

         I said, ‘You know now that it’s hard.’ Man, I had no idea how to get the words out, only knew that I needed compassion and help. But how, after years of energetic middle fingers to everyone who wanted you different, do you suddenly show your side of a weak girl? I tried to think back to the moment that led me here. I said, ‘You know, I keep thinking if I went back, what would I change? And nothing is coming to my mind.’ I look back at my BA when you said, ‘Please, study something else.’ I did well, moving to London in my final year, longing for a life of an artist. I wrote a column and got paid. 20I wrote a book and had it published. I went back home for a while, interning. Wherever I went, they asked me to stay so I packed my bags the very next day, missing my undeserving lover. You were furious but I was right. I had a smart and focused mind. I enrolled at school again, this time listening to your advice of studying something smart. MA in journalism, God, I was so proud. First time in my life, I wanted to learn everything but it quickly got shadowed by a heavy cloud of the exclusive world. I studied and I worked. I felt more and more dead with each day, running around, money running out, doing assignments, working less, being told not to work at all, I got so pissed with this different, wealthy world, I felt cheated. I got through it with prescription pills already losing a big part of me. I started a magazine, I wrote another book, I did work experience for free when the only reason I had something to eat were my evening shifts. I was ready to take over the world, ten interviews a week, mocking me. I didn’t know anything. Business, technology, finance, law, medicine. But sir, I’m just a humble writer, I got a degree to get on my feet and now you’re telling me I’m not good enough because I have a simple heart? I went to war again, this time against this fucking establishment of money, money, greed and dumb offices. I put everything into my own thing, creating a community, working on my book, and being no one four hours a day, in a purple shirt, cleaning tables, serving food. You grabbed your head, crying, ‘But you have the experience.’ So what, I said. They want to suck the life out of me so I’ll create my own. But I don’t know. Somewhere along the way, I noticed a continuous silence. For the very first time, I had nothing to hold on to. Rejections came in automatic flow and amongst them, no hope. I asked myself when was the last time that something brought me joy? I could not remember.

         I guess that’s how a few weeks later I was sitting in front of my friend who was worried and wanted me to speak the things my pride didn’t allow me. I only choked on every word and she knew she couldn’t help me. ‘I think I have to quit my job,’ I said at last. We agreed that it was risky to just walk out. This is how I decided to lie, say I was going away for a month and had to use all of my holidays. It was the only thought that kept me hopeful for a while. ‘So you see mum,’ I said, leaving that monologue where it belonged: my head. ‘See mum, I look back and have no idea what I didn’t do right.’ That was all I could force, tearing up, but not letting it come out. You looked at me again, with different eyes, different sight, and said, ‘I think it has been very difficult for you in here for quite a while and you’ve put on a facade.’ 21

         At a Sunday lunch, my mum looked at us and said, ‘Girls, why do you do it to yourselves, you see that nothing will change.’ We looked up from the roast – a dancer, an actress and a writer, one worse off than the other and we laughed. ‘This is our life,’ Pat said with no need to explain. ‘Well,’ my mum sighed, ‘At least you have each other.’

         On the last day, we were both sad but also relieved to have some space. You were the best guest still and I couldn’t believe how close we got. You had me when you were too young and on the other hand, I never wanted to grow up. On a bus, you talked to my dad, ‘Yes, she’s fine. Well, you know her, a Bluebird. I looked at you and asked what it meant. ‘It’s an old saying from your part of the world. Represents someone who dreams a lot.’

         I wasn’t sure, so I Googled it. If you do it in English, you will see a result of restaurants and other things you don’t need (not even a Bluebird poem by Bukowski). But ‘Niebieski Ptak’ had a place in a Polish dictionary and I wished I never looked. ‘A person that is reckless, immature, without a steady job, a parasite. Someone who lives freely and has no worry over their head. They just want to enjoy life.’ My mum waved her hand. ‘In our region, it means something else. Just that you’re a dreamer.’ I wanted to tell her that I used to be but stopped believing in anything. I was hurt because it was largely true anyway, for so many years my pleasures were the biggest regrets creeping on me now. God knows I’m trying to find myself again. How do you explain, ‘Look, I’m not a bad person, I never hurt anyone. Living my life is my biggest crime.’

         
            *

         

         Do you know what a person without a job, or a plan how to get one, does? They see working people everywhere. They feel useless and lazy, but I don’t think it’s fair. I was sitting in Waxy, listening to a live band. My friends were talking but none of that came my way. I didn’t want to be there, but I didn’t want to be home either. There was no place for me in this great city. Just old footprints of painful memories and shattered friendships. The city seemed smaller and I sat there, wondering if I could change it. I saw this video once, of an ant. It was walking around until this guy drew a black line. So, the ant would get to that line and never cross it. A limitation that existed in its head led it to think that there was no escape. Was that us, all the time? This thought paralysed me. My friends looked at me, asking if I was okay. ‘I’M AN ANT,’ I wanted to say. Instead, I went to the toilet. Its walls 22were full of strange images. That’s when I felt calm. There was an image of this fat bride, sitting on her ass. Men in white wigs around her, probably conspiring about something. I sat on a toilet where it was finally quiet and wrote a poem about these imaginary people. And it went like this:

         
            
               I got fat

               You got tired

               This is our love on diet

               Bring the paper

               Sign that deed

               Let’s get this over with

               Celebrate with cake

               And new adultery

               Bring some wine

               Find a new misery

               Because it loves company

               And you’re so social

               Surrounded by laughs

               Of careful scrutiny

               Come on now, don’t you worry

               New day is here to bring you glory

               Choose someone who’s free

               To begin a sweet debauchery

            

         

         A familiar thing was taking over me, I knew this foe already, a fake friend. We met each other late but he lied to me pretending to be somebody else; a voice of reason. He crept next to me, saying, ‘This is shit, isn’t it. If only you could do this for a living. What’s the point, then? How long has it been? You’re no poet. Actually, you’re nothing now so why don’t you just put your head down the toilet and have a long nap.’ Instead, I imagined the finished poem and tried to enjoy the idea of being able to see this story in a London pub and then another friend visited who said, ‘What a wonderful life! You’ve got friends waiting for you outside. A cold red ale from a bottomless pint. You have a beating heart. Why ask for more, why not just be grateful?’ So I tried.

         Back inside, a friend said, ‘Let’s move to Scotland.’ I remembered a sweet, idyllic week in Edinburgh visiting Jo. We spent Christmas drinking until there was nothing left and went out to dance with strangers. We walked by a sea, blue, just like the sky, it was so warm. Already then, I knew something was wrong but blamed it on 23London. You know London, right? It makes people mad. So, you know how easy it is to feel that London is a mean bitch and poor us, blindly in love, always follow, never fully satisfied. It’s easy to feel that the only way is to run away. But this is my fight. Still, when I was in Scotland, life just seemed less sad. I envied Jo her little flat. Windows overseeing a calm sea, only noise being seagulls dancing with the wind.

         And it hit me – we don’t have to live the London life. Yes, just like that ant which sets off freely, nothing to stop it and somewhere on the way, its mind draws a line, a circle, that it cannot pass. Because why couldn’t I move to Scotland? Why didn’t I just get a different job? Why did I push myself towards destructive thoughts? When did I start believing that everything had to be so hard?

         What I remembered most from Edinburgh was the last night. I stayed awake with Jo who was coming back with me to celebrate the New Year. None of us felt like it. What was there to be happy about? Let’s stay, spend less money, and get some rest. Back then, that line was closing in on me. ‘I can’t,’ I said. If I stay, I’ll never come back, I added in my head. ‘Why didn’t you, then?’ my friend Pau asked when I came back full of regret. ‘I was scared.’ But scared of what. I have built nothing in the past nine years. And can everyone spare me the talk of how I’m too hard on myself? I bet you’re the worst enemy you have. What I fought for with my sweat means nothing if I can’t see the point of getting out of bed. I don’t care that some of it makes sense. I trapped myself. I became a shadow, Pau said, so I tried to blame it on a bad day and just pretend. Why didn’t I stay? The thought crossed my mind but going through all of that again would be a soul-destroying hell.

         What can’t you understand? That once you enter the pit for a fight to live, there is no running out the back door into the peaceful hills of a quiet village? You made your choice, now make sure to belong or you will be destroyed. That’s why I didn’t stay even though I felt like it was the only way to be saved. Do you know what people usually say? You can always come back. What a lie.

         Edinburgh felt like a different kind of a dream. Quiet streets, cemeteries and high hills. Men in kilts. A lot of drinks. And there was silence. It had a sound unlike this bitch.

         No, sorry, I’m down on my knees, forgive me, London, you’re my only bliss. I just feel like you’ve been lying to me. Your empty promises that I could be anything. The idea that you would be there for us like a supportive lover. But that’s all you are: a lover with no heart. I once read an interview with a Polish actress in which she 24said that London had been like a bad boy to her, a lover you introduce to friends. New York, on the other hand, was a husband, committed and safe. But what if I don’t want any kind of man? What if I just want to have a best friend? I guess every place will fuck you in the end. In a city like London, where possibilities are endless and you feel like you’ve drunk up the power elixir, you have a right for a total breakdown and a temptation to cheat on a shitty lover who just tells you to CARRY ON.

         Back in Waxy, sitting on a wooden chair, counting the coins, I said I wanted to go home. That was a lie. I wanted to drink more and fuck a nice-looking boy. I wanted to run along speeding cars, risking getting under one. I wanted to write and sing, dance and not think. I wanted to be blank, no more dreams. Those at night or in my life! I realised I was in trouble with only three weeks left.

         I got home, it was the middle of the week, I was supposed to enjoy this freedom of not being in, wiping tables, serving food, smiling with the last drop of happiness. Instead, I was panicking, thinking that I needed to find a cure. For what? My mind? Was it possible that I had become so weak? I watched a Ted Talk about depression. I was alone in the room and yet so ashamed that I put earphones in. Andrew Solomon talked about a feeling so familiar, I finally went calm and felt that someone understood.

         His Ted Talk, “Depression, the secret we share,” was about life getting too much and looking for ways to fight this glitch that felt like it was there to stay. It was all so new I didn’t know what to do. I just decided to take that time and listen to my heart. It was tired, beating hard. Sick of alcohol, cigarettes and prescription drugs. ‘I’m sorry,’ I said. ‘I’ll try to make things better.’

         When Solomon talked about not feeling happy, I felt relief. Because I couldn’t imagine going back to that place. God, I was so tired every time I thought about work, hopes, life and everything I already tried while looking for happiness. I didn’t want to feel it and I didn’t want it to make me feel bad as it had my entire life. I didn’t want to push and be a strong bitch with an iron fist. I did not feel like listening to another inspirational speech. Yes, we know, you’ve made it, a round of applause, now be quiet and let me feel depressed for Christ’s sake! Oh yes. That was my new plan. Detach. It didn’t sound fun but was better than completely giving up on life.

         
            *

         

         25Yesterday, in Derren Brown’s “Happy” I read: “Life can become a frantic chase after something that does not exist, a pursuit that can only be sustained by a refusal to confront important questions about yourself.” Why the fuck is no one talking about this? Do we really need to get to the point of emergency to reach out and see clearly? Look at me. Ask my friends. I was the girl who had no regrets. Anything bad you said was like fuel to get me these extra miles down the messy road. I fed on mean words. From the age of ten, I had a plan. I would be SOMEONE. Nothing could stop me. Ecstatic was my second name. You could not destroy me. And yet, here I am. A shadow of myself on a new mission to just not rot from the inside.

         Many times I wondered, who would I be without this extra bag of love that you had to claim at the airport. And many times I imagined it would be a good thing. But hell no. Because when I was at the very bottom and Pau said, ‘You speak or we never leave,’ I felt so clean. Someone else barged in. She grabbed a huge vacuum and went around, whoosh, whoosh, you don’t need that. Okay, if you say so. But I won’t fill up the whole bin bag. That’s not the time. First, I have to figure it out. Which is why, moving on (and I’m sorry for all these quotes, what kind of a writer just copies others’ words? But this is about a journey of trying to find a will to live if you haven’t noticed so be glad I’m not just boring you with my own stuff), in “Wild” by Cheryl Strayed I found the most meaningful quote.

         Here is an interesting thing. I found it on my little sister’s shelf and back then, I had already seen the film. It didn’t move me. Still, I grabbed the book because I had nothing to read and was about to take a plane. I started reading it at six in the morning somewhere amongst clouds and I fell asleep with it on my lap.

         It was only two or more years later when I looked at it again. I started reading it from scratch. Now, that was a different ride. Every quote, sentence and line. I was home. I choked on her words. Do you want a quote? Here we go:

         
            “What if I forgave myself even though I’d done something I shouldn’t have? What if I was a liar and a cheat and there was no excuse for what I’d done other than because it was what I wanted and needed to do? What if I was sorry, but if I could go back in time I wouldn’t do anything differently than I had done? What if I’d actually wanted to fuck every one of those men? What if heroin taught me something? What if yes was the right answer instead of no? What if what made me 26do all those things everyone thought I shouldn’t have done was what also had got me here? What if I was never redeemed? What if I already was?”

            
                

            

            (Wild, Cheryl Strayed, published by Random House in 2012, page 258)

         

         There was nothing else to say when I finished this tale. I was about to drop everything and go to Scotland, live on top of hills. I had all these new dreams. Solitude and wish. And cigarettes and sex amongst other things. But see, this is it. What do you do when you have no money to leave (need to pay the bills) but are suffocating amid your own disappointment? I wished I had that strength. I wish I could’ve taken on an evil bear and strangle it with my own hands. Instead, I stayed. For myself and some sense of a safe place. Safe? Because I could get evicted any day if I didn’t pay my rent? Or because I had friends? I don’t know. My days are tangled up as I swallow the magic pill and finish writing. And don’t think.

         That’s when I was introduced to coke and armodafinil. Doing Master of Arts. Juggling work and deadlines. There were not enough hours in a day. So a friend came up and said, ‘Do you need help?’ Well, I replied. ‘If it’s illegal and magic, then yes please!’ I took armodafinil during the week. I did all of it. School 9-5. Work 6-10. And I woke up early to run in a park. But my body wasn’t having any of that. It screamed like a fucking spoiled girl in a supermarket. ‘I WANT CHOCOLATE!’‘You’re grounded,’ I told her. And what did she do?

         It was term one, a Christmas break when I looked for unpaid employment to start climbing up that ladder. I was tired. Brain and body went on a strike telling me to have a nap. So I swallowed again, getting on a magic train with destination SUCCESS. At the office of Marie Claire, I transcribed interviews and felt on top of the world. Okay, that’s a lie, don’t believe the films that tell you this life of underpaid (or unpaid) magazine work is fun. But I wanted to make it and yet on the second day when I woke up early with no time to use the toilet…it hit me. I spent twenty minutes with my arse giving up strange substances of liquid poop at the magazine’s toilets. I went back to work and then again to sit on a white throne. I had my break and couldn’t look at food (at last!) getting cold sweats of a never-ending lust for my bed.

         Here was my body’s revenge. It made me have some rest. It lasted two weeks before another term started and I was on Marie 27Claire’s blacklist. I didn’t care. After all, there was so much ahead! Sleepless nights of hard work that promised a different life. I’d be a journalist. I’d lose some weight. ‘Would’ was an answer to everything. As always, I lived in a future of never getting to my stop, like a forever traveller who didn’t have a home. Home. I honestly did not understand what that meant anymore.

         
            *

         

         I remember a hopeful time of life, before that master of education stuff when being a waitress and a failed bachelor of arts was more than enough. I had just finished my first book – a tale of family, war and roots, and felt very proud. No one felt the same and I blamed them. Apparently, it’s just business, as they said. How is this still okay? Because everyone needs to eat and so everyone needs to please the world. But I had my book and shortly after I got a deal. A 50-50 they offered me. I only had to raise £1,000. What’s that compared to a dream, right? It’s nothing.

         Say that to a part-time waitress who had spent every day, getting used to a simple life of no regrets when she couldn’t afford a night out or a nice dress. Yes, poor me, grow up, I know. So I did. I went to work. Seven in the morning (waking up at 5), I was serving food to some insurance guys. At 4 I would leave and catch a bus. Have a nap in a changing room of my other working place and start at 6 till 10 again.

         Yes, I gained weight. When I was writing the book I could wake up with singing birds, go for a run, eat healthy. I lost 16 kg not knowing when. But then, my fucking dream came knocking and I dropped everything to take care of this poor baby, entrusted to me and no one else. It was my story to tell.

         Back then, it made me feel proud and confused at the same time. Strangers called me brave because I left home at only 19 years old. They thought I was a citizen of the world because of my mixed race. Asked what the hell I was doing here, in London with all this education and a chance to be somewhere else. Right now, I would just say, ‘I’M AN ANT, MAN!’ but then I actually believed that by living in London I was in the centre of all things not realising that YOU are the centre of every meaningful truth and a road to absolute belonging in this craft of getting a fulfilling life. Who said that to be in a big city meant to do things right? Again, your stupid films and crazy nights out.

         Now, since we’re on the topic of “home,” how old were you when you knew it was yours no more? Five years it took me. So, when 28people told me how I was a citizen of the world instead of feeling flattered, I felt scared. Because what if that’s why I would never find my place? What if it meant I would spend my life looking for a place where I belonged, never settling down, never knowing home?

         Maybe home is where you simply feel free. But when a dream comes knocking on your door, you’ll sacrifice everything. After five years of living alone, I packed my bags again and with all that money saved, I made my way to my parents’ house. I paid for my book and planned travels and other things to feel like I had made the right choice.

         The first night back, I realised that none of it would come true. All the money had gone for my book. I slept in my little sister’s room. Her Eiffel Tower wallpaper laughed at me as I looked at it disappearing in the light of the moon, imagining it was real lights of this monument in the middle of the night and I was in Paris again, not worrying about a damn thing. What do you do when you have no money, give everything up for a dream and stare into a wishful future not coming true, realising you had been the fattest fool?

         At my parents’, I slept on the floor. The comfortable bed was more than I deserved or so I believed then. I would punish myself for nine months, slipping into a deep state of depression without realising it. I had no friends because I had become a different woman. I walked around the house in a nightgown. Watching people carry on with their lives while I was back in square one was the biggest torture. I locked myself willingly in a prison that had I managed to escape once before. Its cells had no locks or doors. It was a cage wide open and I sat there, terrified to leave and be confronted with the truth that out there I was no one.

         The biggest lesson about being back home was how it was difficult to find my own role. How stupid it is to just drop everything and put pressure on the thing you love most. We don’t do that to loved ones, do we? We don’t make them feel pressured or guilty or ask them to give up anything? Wait, that’s exactly what we do. Which is why I was determined to show my parents how I was right. Again, a lie. My book was out and after a week of the most beautiful moments in my life, doing interviews, talking about writing, waking up early, being appreciated, I felt empty. I was a fraud, I paid my way in, so I didn’t deserve the attention of critics.

         Now, I know what you want to say. Stop speaking about deserving stuff. Get off your ass. Grab what you want to take with a big mouth and an iron will. Listen to Iggy and sway with your 29hips. Work work work. This should be enough. Success is the best revenge. Live your life like it’s your last. Don’t look back.

         I mean, who the fuck can keep up with all of that? Really, and we’re surprised that so many of us are depressed when every motivational quote is just a passive-aggressive thought? Now, doesn’t that feel like too much? Doesn’t it give us a right to go crazy and just follow an invisible sign in our heads, ignoring red arrows pointing the way? Why would you do such a crazy thing? Why would you sacrifice everything? Why would you stand outside that cage and follow an easy way? And why the hell can no one understand? Do you know?

         Here.

         Because they’re the ones that drew little red lines. Others know what’s best for you since clearly, there is absolutely nothing that you can actually do. They went on their knees, saying, ‘I’m begging you, please, don’t do that again.’ Do what? Act on the account of my mind? Because I’m crazy, because I’m here, because I made one step forward with my right foot and ten back with the left one? I end up thinking, I’m simply crazy. There is no way this is revolutionary thinking. Everything has been done already. We’re not alone, going through the same things, making our pain meaningless. Like when things started settling down and my parents were so proud.

         I was working for a magazine, I was groomed to be a protégé. I wore pretty skirts and heels as impractical as doing an arts degree. I had my dream. And guess what, I was vomiting with boring days, no social life or drinks after work. I was home, at that place I ran from. I choked on a glass of red with my best friend through a camera. ‘You can always come back,’ she said. But I was a fucking ant. My border was already drawn. So I stayed within and did the only thing I had known. I walked around bars and picked up men who had personalities of an empty glass.

         Look, I was sad. For me, this was no life. Everyone saw that. And then, one night, my parents came to me. They said, ‘We have been thinking.’ Now, that made me sicker than twenty drinks. ‘Since it looks like you might stay,’ they continued, ‘Maybe we should buy you a place. Something to keep you safe.’ Oh, my God.

         I had to run for my life. It was too early to lay down roots. I grabbed my seeds in case they would try to use them against me. I quit my perfect interning job and abandoned high heels and beautiful, expensive clothes. I sat in front of my laptop with a bottle of red and said, ‘I’m coming back, my friend.’ Within one week I would be back in London. I was back feeling strong and sure that this time the fight 30would be mine. Twenty-five, prime of my life, ready to steer that ride.

         Of course, I did not get a good job. Here no one cares who you are back home. I wish I knew back then that working in a simple profession is okay, even full-time. That it didn’t have to be all or nothing, that stability wouldn’t choke me, that I was smart and deserved a comfortable life, that being poor doesn’t equal being good. That my mind was already dying out of this non-stopping exhaustion. That I didn’t have to sacrifice my life to freely write. What do you do when you refuse to admit there is no going back?

         
            *

         

         My diploma says I’m a Master of Arts which only means that I know how to wait tables well. I never believed in higher education and big institutions taking the government’s money and my soul. But I knew I would be no one without school. When I left home again, my parents told me I had been a fool. I was writing a book. ‘That is not a profession,’ they said and I thought, well, I won’t make it one without sitting my ass down for a few hours every day, again, sacrificing everything. What a mistake.

         I ended up working at a Turkish cafe which I walked out from one sunny day when I burned myself. It had been the best moment in my life just to walk out. Have a cigarette and for a full day don’t think about paying your rent. This is the closest we can get to being free. I got a bar job. I kept writing and working as the time was passing by and it never felt good to stand there, always wondering if I wasn’t wasting away. All of us behind that bar drank too much. But we were happy, floating somewhere between the local pub and a short walk to the house. We slept when others were yawning on a packed train. We drank when others drank and danced when they went to sleep. We were destroying ourselves but yes, back then that meant happiness.

         But alcohol is like a foul friend who just always pretends. My mind was clouded and annoyed with every moment that wasn’t spent at work. Surely, when you drink every night because you work in a bar, you can’t get a good job and just want to write, it doesn’t mean you’re an alcoholic? When you don’t know what day it is, only remember Sundays because that’s when the roast is on and you run around the floor with horseradish sauce, serving, all your adult life just serving and smiling, if only a drink will shut these thoughts, surely, you’re not an alcoholic? If someone says, you could be a manager, you just need to drink less and you reply, ‘To hell with this, give me my drink!’ you’re not an alcoholic. When you get banned 31from a gay club on Sunday morning, pee your pants, screaming, ‘I JUST SAT ON SOMETHING WET’ and wake up going straight to work, downing a beer, because ‘it helps with a cloudy head,’ you’re not an alcoholic. When you have an affair with a middle-aged man, start sleeping at his place and he is a regular, always there at 3 pm sharp, getting you drinks, you’re not an alcoholic. When your friends say, ‘We don’t know where your soul went, we can’t talk to you anymore, you need to leave this place,’ and you tell them to fuck off, you’re not an alcoholic.

         You’re not an alcoholic. You’re just a bartender, a cocktail maker who is trying not to go mad when thinking about Bachelor of Arts and how many unpaid hours of work you did, why you can’t find an okay job that pays when everyone around seems to be succeeding and you’re stuck with nothing but a shot. You’re not an alcoholic when you start getting into fights – at a bar, on the streets, with a manager who says, ‘Go home and get some sleep.’ You’re not an alcoholic when you can’t sleep because you need to write, otherwise none of it makes sense and either way, you need some beer to close your eyes and sleep without thinking. You’re not an alcoholic when one night, at 5 am, you stumble out of a different bar and send a text to the manager: ‘I’m done.’ You’re not an alcoholic when you wake up in the morning to find out your workplace had you banned.

         But you are an alcoholic if you put all this shit on yourself and believe that you have gone mad. You’re an alcoholic when you prefer to have a drink than to find a way out. You’re an alcoholic when your mind begs you to slow down, but all you do is laugh.

         God, it’s so quiet now. I am sitting in my little room thinking of all the things I shouldn’t do. Can someone, so far, tell me where I left too much of me? You probably don’t even know that about your own puzzled soul, or at least I hope you don’t. You can get by with few pieces missing and still see the desired image. But if you’re careless and leave pockets in holes, the puzzle will get out, one after one, and when you are finally finding time to sit down, put it all together, well love, there is nothing there.

         
            *

         

         You know, I stopped drinking for a while. Well, not completely. I don’t trust people who don’t drink. Like, are you that afraid to lose control and say what you think? But I stopped many times. I went for countless runs. I woke up, looked in a mirror and smiled. I had hope and energy beyond anyone known to me. See, I tried it all to the point 32of sitting down on my dirty floor, ready to assemble my life, only to realise that all of my puzzles were gone.

         I went out running to the streets and screaming. I felt like an irresponsible mum. Where did I leave them? This text is about finding out. Now, I don’t know if many go through similar things but I read posts on Bossy. I read posts on Freelancers UK and you know, for the very first time in my life, I am really, honestly scared. I think we’re in trouble, I think there is a war going on around us and inside, so how do we take care? I think we’ve been taught to be strong and believe, but as always, didn’t read the small print. It says: DON’T LISTENTO EVERYTHING. Well, it’s too late. The noise took total control of us. We pretend to control that small switch but come on, you’re not suddenly in control because you hit the gym. You got a dog. You changed your work. You moved places.

         I don’t blame anyone except myself for ignoring the obvious signs that we are all fucked and perhaps, not everything can be romanticised. The world is opening up to the truth at last, that being an artist isn’t fun. It’s a way of life thrown upon us, nothing more. No, you don’t just “decide”, you can’t wake up one day and say, ‘Actually, I think I’ll become a scientist.’ You’re bounded by a magic silver line to that little demon up in the sky, a contract signed upon your birth between your soul and an ancient strength. So don’t tell me how I should change and release myself, just help me.

         
            *

         

         How do you tell your friends that you spend most days thinking about disappearing from yourself? How do you carry on pretending you’re just tired and a bit sad when all of the energy has been used up? On customers who require countless smiles. On a family that sits on the other side of that video chat. On carrying on with multiple lies and they’re becoming a reflection you’re trying to surpass. How do you put a burden on your friends’ shoulders when they can barely carry their own weight of the past and present that just seems to be piling up? How do you mask that new identity (and you’re already thinking maybe that’s who you were all this time) and convince everyone that you’re still the same one?

         People don’t understand that depression is just your mind trying to survive and keep the whole system alive. How do you explain that you don’t want to be the same because it hurts too much, it makes noises that are too loud and drive you crazy. How do you say, ‘Hey, when you ask about my plans or whatever I had done today, 33you’re bringing me one step closer to ending myself’? This is how people nowadays show that they care. Are you okay? You don’t seem happy. Is it me? Jesus, what an exhausting lie. I’m fine, just tired and sad, can’t find meaning in life. No, it’s not you, but actually is. You’re making me dream of disappearing because you won’t leave me alone. No, I don’t want to hear about your troubles because there is nothing that can move my dead soul.

         So, it’s always like this: you have to make a choice. Pretend nothing changed and keep up this game or let it go, scream and yell, ‘THIS IS NOT YOUR FRIEND NO MORE!’ She does not need your help or company so stop making her feel bad for failing at supporting your spine. These harsh words will never come out of your throat because there is no point getting in discussions about a feeling you don’t even understand. A big part of it is wanting to disappear. Now I understand why depressed people always run away. I don’t care about anyone, including me. I don’t want to lose you so instead I will find a refuge in a quiet dark park that is near my house. I will be there for hours, enjoying the silence between heavy clouds and moving trees with no one here because happy people are scared of unapologetic truth behind every rusty leaf sticking to your shoes as you take a dark road with blackness ahead and then, feel home. There is a small hut on a side of the road and I dream of moving there, maybe taking care of the park, like Hagrid.
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