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# ACT ONE: THE ROUTINE

—-
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# Chapter One: Inventory

The journal was my therapist's idea, so I've decided to blame her for everything that comes next.

Dr. Reyes suggested it in the tone she uses for suggestions that are actually prescriptions - measured, unhurried, phrased as a question but curved at the end like a statement. "Some patients find it helpful to keep a record," she said. "A daily practice. Not analysis - just observation. What you see, what you do, how the day feels." She paused just long enough to let me think I was being consulted. "You seem like someone who might be good at that."

I didn't ask what she meant by *someone like me*. I know what she meant. She meant: you have been trying to observe your own mind since before you knew what observation was, and you have been doing it badly, and here is a smaller version of the thing you've been failing at - try this instead. She meant it kindly. Dr. Reyes does most things kindly, which is one of the reasons I both trust her and find her difficult to be fully honest with. Kindness has a way of making honesty feel like an imposition.

I said I'd try.

That was five weeks ago. This is entry twenty-nine. I've missed four days, each of which I've noted with a date and the word "absent" in brackets, because if the record has gaps I want them to be legible rather than invisible. There is a meaningful difference between a gap that is documented and a gap that simply isn't there. I understand this distinction better than I would like to.

The routine I've established: I write in the morning, before coffee if I can manage it, on the basis that the mind is less edited before caffeine has arrived to smooth it. I use a black pen. I use this notebook - A5, unlined, pale green cover - which I chose from the newsagent below Dr. Reyes' office because it was the least suggestive of the available options. The red ones looked urgent. The ones with flowers looked like I was performing wellness. Green felt neutral, which is what I am currently aiming for.

I write one to three pages. I date every entry and note the time. I do not reread the entries until a week has passed, at which point I review them for patterns.

That last part is my own addition. Dr. Reyes said *write*. She didn't say *analyse*. But I am - as Daniel used to say, in the years when he still said things like this with fondness - constitutionally incapable of producing data I don't find a use for.

Daniel isn't part of this story. I'm noting that he came to mind because the instruction is to note things that come to mind. That is the only reason he appears here. We are done, and done amicably, and he is getting on with his life in Edinburgh and I am getting on with mine here, in this flat, in this city, in this smaller life I am building with some care.

That is all.

—-
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The flat is a one-bedroom on the fourth floor of a converted warehouse in an area that was industrial twenty years ago and is now in the process of reconsidering itself. The letting agent described it as "flexible space with character." What this means in practice: the ceilings are nine feet and hold the cold, the heating warms by increments rather than immediately, the plumbing has opinions, and there is a large north-facing window in the main room that admits a light so flat and even it makes everything in the room look like it's being documented rather than lived in. I find this steadying. I have been finding it steadying for seven weeks.

I chose the flat because it was furnished and I arrived in this city with two suitcases and a level of decision fatigue that made the word "furnished" feel like the word "mercy." I chose it because the rent was within what my savings can sustain for the duration of the programme, with margin. I chose it because there is a code for the front door and I can hear the lift from my kitchen. I know when someone is coming.

I did not mention that last consideration to the letting agent.

The flat contains, in its current state: one bed (queen, too large for one person, I have colonised only the left side), one sofa (grey, slightly too firm, which I prefer), one kitchen table with two chairs (the second chair holds my bag during the day; I have used it as a chair precisely once, when I was eating and reading and needed to put my book somewhere), one desk which I've angled to face the window, one bookshelf. The bookshelf is three-quarters empty. I came with two suitcases, and books are heavy, and the books that made the cut are arranged by subject rather than author because the subject is more legible to me at a glance when I'm deciding what to reach for.

One shelf: psychology. These are books I read before October and am rereading since, which is a different experience in the way that reading a map after you've gotten lost is a different experience from reading it before. The same information. A different relationship to what the information means.

One shelf: novels. I am making my way through them slowly. One per week. I used to read faster but I am learning not to rush things.

The rest: empty. Three shelves of empty. They used to bother me - the emptiness read as evidence of how much had been left behind, how stripped-down this version of my life was against the version I'd had before. That bothered me for the first two weeks. It doesn't now. Empty shelves are just shelves. The space is space.

On the kitchen counter: coffee maker, kettle, knife block, a small ceramic dish for keys and receipts. On the windowsill: one plant, a pothos, which is unkillable and which the programme facilitator gave me during the third week when he said - not unkindly - that I seemed like someone who needed a living thing in my space. I have not killed it. This feels like an achievement disproportionate to its difficulty.

On the desk: this journal, a cup of pens I use and don't use, my laptop.

I am aware this is not what Dr. Reyes meant by a daily record.

She meant feelings. I am building up to feelings. I find that describing the physical facts of a space helps me arrive in it, the same way describing the content of a room before you enter it helps calibrate what you'll find when the door opens. I've always been better at approach than arrival. In the meantime, here is the flat. Here is what it holds. Here is where I am.

—-
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The outpatient programme runs three mornings a week: Monday, Wednesday, Friday. It's held in a room on the second floor of a building purpose-built for this kind of work - the kind of room that has been very deliberately not made to feel institutional while remaining clearly, in its clean angles and careful furniture, the work of an institution. The chairs are soft without being so soft you disappear into them. The windows are tall. Someone has put a small bowl of pebbles on the windowsill, smooth grey river stones, and I spend a not-insignificant amount of each session looking at them and thinking about the water that made them.

The facilitator is Graham. He is perhaps fifty, with the patient, settled quality of a man who has chosen his pace after having once been much faster. He asks good questions and he doesn't hurry the silences. There are eight of us in the group, though it varies by week - some mornings there are five, once there were all eight, which felt like abundance. We aren't required to speak. We are encouraged to. I have learned, over the weeks, that there is a difference between not speaking and having nothing to say, and that Graham seems to know the difference, and doesn't push.

I did not expect to not-dislike the programme. I want to be precise about that. I had prepared myself for performance: sit through it, answer the minimum, return to the flat and continue my actual recovery in private and in quiet. I had a plan for how to manage the three mornings a week the way you manage any obligation you resent. I don't resent it. I haven't since the second week, when the man I think of as the Cup - he always arrives holding takeaway coffee despite the coffee being available in the room - described, briefly and without apparent expectation of response, the specific relief of having somewhere to be at a specific time. "I wasn't doing anything with those mornings," he said. "Now they're taken." He shrugged. He took a sip of his coffee. Graham nodded slowly.

I thought about that for days.

I have somewhere to be at a specific time, three mornings a week, and it turns out this is not a small thing. It turns out I have been more unmoored than I acknowledged, and the mooring of it - the schedule, the room, the people managing the same work I am managing - does something I cannot fully explain. It regulates me. That's the closest I can get. Being in the presence of other people who are doing what I'm doing makes the thing feel survivable, not because they're doing it better or because the room contains any particular wisdom, but because they're here, and they keep coming back, and that is a kind of evidence.

I haven't said this to Graham. I've written it here, which is a start.

The others: I haven't named them in this journal because these are my observations and not their records. I have given them designations. The Cup. The Sentence - a woman who has been in the programme longer than the rest of us and who sometimes completes other people's sentences, not unkindly, just quickly, as though she recognises where the thought is going and wants it to know it's allowed to arrive. A young man who wears a green jacket and who, when asked once to describe something he'd done that week, described a walk along the canal in such complete and unhurried detail - every bridge, every moored boat, the specific red of a narrowboat's roof, a heron standing still as furniture in the shallows - that the room went quiet in the particular way rooms go quiet when someone has said something true. I don't have a shorthand for him. He doesn't need one.

None of them know the details of October. They know the shape of it, the way you recognise the shape of a thing another person is carrying even when you can't see what it is. That's enough. That's the right amount.

—-
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The routine, complete:

Wake between six-thirty and seven. Drink a glass of water immediately - Dr. Reyes says this grounds the body before the mind begins its proceedings, and I've found, counterintuitively, that she's right. Write in the journal. Take medication: forty milligrams of the mood stabiliser with food, one tablet for sleep regulation, both prescribed, both taken without incident for the past seven weeks, which is longer without incident than the seven weeks before that or the seven weeks before that. Make coffee. Drink it at the window.

Programme mornings: walk there (twenty minutes, through the covered market - closed Mondays, open the other two and smelling then of bread and cold stone and the faint diesel of delivery vans). Sit through the session. Walk home. Eat lunch. In theory: work on the applications for the freelance contracts I've been telling myself I'll send. In practice: haven't. This is a known problem. I note it without resolving it, which is also a known problem but which I am temporarily classifying as "manageable."

Non-programme days: walk, read, sit at the window, eat at reasonable intervals, sleep at a reasonable hour. The café below the flat opens at seven and closes at nine in the evening and I have come to use its sounds as a kind of clock - the machine's morning crescendo, the lunchtime blur of voices, the particular quiet before closing that settles over the building like a held breath. It is company at one remove. I find I need company at one remove more than I need it directly, at the moment, which is something I'm trying to note rather than judge.

I sleep most nights through, now. I'm aware enough of what sleep has been to not take this for granted.

—-
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This morning's entry has taken longer than usual. The light through the window is winter light, flat and white, the kind that looks cold from inside the glass and isn't. I have been writing for forty-three minutes. I know the time because I note it.

Before my shower this morning, I set my coffee mug on the right side of the sink. It's a habit carried forward from the flat before this one, from the years of the arrangement with Daniel where the right side was mine and the left was his. The arrangement is no longer applicable. He is in Edinburgh. I am here. The mug goes on the right because the mug has always gone on the right and right now habits are what I'm building the days on, one brick after another, because the foundation is still soft and I need the weight of routine to keep it from shifting.

When I came out of the shower, the mug was on the left side of the sink.

I'm noting this because the instruction is to note what I observe.

I stood in front of the sink for approximately thirty seconds. I was wearing a towel and my hair was wet and the heating had not yet caught up with the morning and I was cold, and I looked at the mug and I went through the relevant possibilities in the order I assign to relevant possibilities:

One: I moved it myself without noticing. This is possible. Before October this would have been the only consideration, resolved immediately, not worth a line in any journal. I am not the same person as before October and one of the ways I am not the same person is that a mug on the wrong side of the sink requires a formal review.

Two: I moved it during a brief lapse in awareness - a micro-dissociation, small and untroubling, the neurological equivalent of missing a step in a staircase. This is possible. This is the kind of thing that happened before October, in the months that were October's prologue and which I didn't recognise as prologue at the time.

Three: I did not move it.

I put the mug back on the right side of the sink. I got dressed. I ate breakfast. I made a second coffee and brought it to the desk and began this entry.

I looked up ten minutes ago. The mug is on the left side of the sink.

I have been at this desk. I have not gotten up. I am certain of this with the specific, effortful certainty of someone who has learned to be very careful about what she's certain of.

There is a catalogue of ordinary explanations and I have been through it twice and it remains incomplete in a way I cannot close. I am a person with a documented history of dissociation, sitting alone in a flat on the fourth floor, watching a mug decline to stay where I put it. I am not drawing conclusions. Conclusions are for when the evidence is in. What I have is: a mug on the left side of the sink that I did not place there.

I am going to close the journal and go downstairs to the café and have a coffee with strangers and return. When I return, I'll note where the mug is.

I am not frightened. I want to be clear about that in the record. I am not frightened. I am - I am gathering information. That is a different thing.

The sky through the window is the grey that might mean snow but probably doesn't. The city is making its ordinary sounds. Everything in the flat is where I left it.

The mug is on the left.

—-
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By evening I have moved the mug back to the right side of the sink four more times. Each time, by the time I've returned to the desk or come back from another room, it's moved again. I did not observe any of the transitions. The transitions happened in the intervals between my attention - in the negative space of my watching.

After the fourth time, I washed the mug. I put it in the cupboard. I closed the cupboard door. I stood in the kitchen for a moment and listened to the flat and then I ate my dinner and washed the plate and the cutlery and put them away and did not look at the cupboard.

This evening's entry should read: unremarkable day. Programme in the morning, quiet afternoon, dinner at seven, early night. And it is that. All of that is accurate.

I write: *Cold. Quiet. Everything where I left it.*

I read it back. It is the first lie I have told this journal, though only by omission, and only by degree. The mug is in the cupboard. The cupboard is closed. I cannot think of a single rational argument for what I observed today that I haven't already made and found wanting.

I'm not going to write about it further tonight. I'm going to close this and put it on the desk where I can see it and go to bed, and in the morning I will see what has changed and what hasn't and I will write that down accurately, and that will be the beginning of actually understanding what is happening in this flat.

Or nothing will have changed. The most likely explanation is nothing will have changed. The mug will be in the cupboard. The day will have been unremarkable.

I close the journal.

I almost believe it.

—-
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# Chapter Two: Fifty Minutes

The bus to Dr. Reyes' office takes fourteen minutes if the traffic is moving and twenty-two if it isn't. Today it takes nineteen, which I know because I check the time when I board and check it again when I disembark, not because I need to be anywhere by a particular moment but because I have learned that keeping track of intervals is a way of keeping track of myself. The interval between two noted times is an interval I can account for. This is worth more than it sounds.

I am always early to sessions. This is not anxiety in the way the word usually means - it is not the excess energy of a person dreading what comes next - it is more structural than that. Being early means I have time to sit in the waiting room and arrive in myself before the session begins, the way you'd want to be inside a building before the meeting starts rather than arriving breathless at the door. I am not breathless at doors. I arrange things so that I am not.

The waiting room has two soft chairs, a low table with fanned magazines from several months ago, and a small print on the wall that is abstract enough to mean nothing in particular. I have looked at the print perhaps thirty times and have not reached a conclusion about it, which I find restful. On the table there is a fern in a white ceramic pot. The fern is different this week. Last week it was a fern; this week it is also a fern but of a different variety - the leaves wider, more horizontal, a deeper green. I notice this and then notice myself noticing it and note, not for the first time, that I am the kind of person who notices when the fern changes.

Before October, I would have filed this under *attentive*. Since October, I file it under *watching for discontinuity*. This is a meaningful reclassification.

The receptionist is a young man who has never once, across however many sessions I've attended, appeared to recognise me. I find this restful too. There is a pleasure in being nobody's regular, in moving through spaces without accumulating in them. I sign in. I sit down. I fold my hands in my lap and look at the new fern and wait.

—-
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Dr. Reyes' office is warm in a way her waiting room isn't. Not physically warm - the building temperature is consistent - but warm in the way of a space that has absorbed care over time: the plants are healthy, the books on her shelves have been read, the chair she offers me is positioned so that I am not directly opposite her but at a slight angle, so that we're both looking at the same general region of the room rather than at each other. I have never asked whether she positioned the chair deliberately. I am confident that she did.

She's in her late forties, I'd guess, with reading glasses she puts on and takes off depending on whether she's looking at her notes or at me. When she looks at me directly, without the glasses, her attention has a quality I've had to learn to tolerate - not scrutiny exactly, not the searching kind, but a sustained interest that doesn't look away when I'd expect it to. I spent the first several sessions managing this. I am not sure I'm done managing it, but I'm better at it.

"The journal," she says, once we're settled and the first silence has passed. "How's it going?"

"Fine," I say.

She waits.

"I'm writing every morning," I say. "Almost every morning. Most mornings."

"What are you writing about?"

I think about the mug. I think about the entry I wrote last night: *Cold. Quiet. Everything where I left it.* "Routine, mostly. The flat. The programme. I'm - it's mainly observational. You said observation."

"I did," she says, and doesn't add *but*, though the *but* is implicit. She writes something in her notebook. I am always curious what she writes. I have never asked. "And how's the sleep?"

"Better," I say.

"Better than last week, or better in general?"

"Both." This is true. I have been sleeping most nights through since the second week on the adjusted medication, which Dr. Reyes noted in our last session with the measured satisfaction of someone watching a plan work. "I'm waking up sometimes around three, but mostly back to sleep within - it doesn't take long."

This is also true. What I leave out: when I wake at three, I lie rigid in the bed and listen to the flat. Not for anything specific. Not for anything I could name. I listen the way you listen when you've heard something at the edge of your hearing and aren't certain whether you heard it or made it. After October, this is something I do. I lie and listen and when nothing answers me back I go back to sleep and in the morning I note that I slept and file the three o'clock as nothing.

It has been nothing. So far it has been nothing.

"Any dissociative episodes since we last met?"

This is the question I knew was coming. I have been preparing my answer for the twelve minutes since I sat down in this chair, which should tell me something about the answer, but I have decided to file what it tells me under *later*.

"No," I say.

Dr. Reyes nods. She writes something. I watch her pen move across the notebook and think about the mug on the wrong side of the sink - which I moved back to the right four times and which returned to the left four times and which is now in the cupboard - and I say: "Nothing significant."

She looks up. "What does 'significant' mean in that context?"

She is good at this. She catches the qualifications I leave in sentences the way you'd catch a hook in fabric as you walked past - not aggressively, but attentively, and it catches because it was always going to catch.

"Small things," I say. "The kind of thing that might be fatigue. I'm not - they weren't episodes. I wasn't absent. I just - " I stop. I am aware that I am now generating a version of events that is accurate in all its parts but misleading in its shape. This is a skill I have developed over years of managing my own health history and which I am not proud of. "I'm being careful," I say finally. "I'm watching for things and I'm noting when they seem off."

"In the journal?"

"Yes," I say. Another lie of omission. In the journal I have written *Cold. Quiet. Everything where I left it.* I have not written about the mug.

Dr. Reyes considers me for a moment with her glasses off. "Maren," she says, and pauses. This is a particular technique of hers - she says my name to mark a transition, the way you'd put a heading on a section of notes. "Can I ask you something directly?"

"You can."

"Is there anything you're not telling me because you're worried about how I'll respond?"

The question is delivered so neutrally that for a moment I can look at it clearly, which is the intent, I know that's the intent, and still I can't quite close the distance between what I know and what I can say. Because the answer is yes, and the reason is not abstract: the reason is October, and what October looked like at its conclusion, which was a discharge summary and a supervised period and three months in which my movements and decisions were not entirely my own. I have had the experience of the system of support designed to protect me functioning, in its efficiency, as a kind of cage. I do not think Dr. Reyes is a cage. I do think that she has access to mechanisms I do not want deployed. And so I manage what I tell her, and I feel bad about managing it, and I do it anyway, because the alternative is worse.

"A little," I say. It is, again, technically accurate.

She nods as though this is reasonable, which is the most unsettling possible response because it leaves me without the resistance I was braced for. "That's understandable," she says. "And I want you to know that the threshold for concern on my part is higher than you might think. I'm not waiting for a reason. I'm on your side."

"I know that."

"Do you?" She says it without edge.

"I know it intellectually," I say. "The emotional knowing takes longer." I find that I mean this, and that saying it has cost something I'll have to account for later. "I'm working on it."

"That's all I'm asking," she says.

—-

[image: ]


We spend the rest of the session on October. This is where we always end up, approaching it from different angles each week like a mountain that cannot be climbed but can be observed from varying distances. Today's angle is precipitants: what, if I look back at the months before October, can I identify as early signals. The question of what I might have caught.

There is a version of this conversation that I could have in my sleep. I have had it with myself in the dark many times. The signal I catch every time, in retrospect, so clearly that it is almost hard to believe I missed it:

I stopped sleeping.

Not suddenly. Incrementally - a half hour less, then an hour less, and then the nights were long strange vigils in which I was technically in bed and technically resting but not arriving anywhere near sleep, just lying in the near-dark being awake with an alertness that felt productive and wasn't. I was getting things done. I was, by external metrics, extremely effective. The week before October I completed three weeks of work in five days and received two separate commendations and didn't eat a full meal any day. I thought I was fine. I thought I was better than fine. I was metabolising some fuel I didn't understand and it was consuming me from the inside and I was mistaking the heat of it for health.

And then one morning I arrived at my desk at work and sat down and my colleague Petra asked if I was all right and I said yes, I said I was fine, and she said, "Maren, you've been at your desk since yesterday afternoon," and I looked at the windows and it was true, it was light outside, the light was wrong for the time I thought it was, the time it should have been, and the night had simply - not happened to me. Had happened without me.

That was October.

"You've described this sequence before," Dr. Reyes says, "but I want to ask something I haven't asked before: what was the last thing you remember wanting? Before October. Not doing - wanting."

I think about this for a long time.

"Sleep," I say finally.

She nods. She writes it down.

"I think I wanted to sleep and didn't believe I was allowed to. Or - not allowed. I don't mean - " I pause, searching for the word. "I think I had persuaded myself that needing sleep was an inefficiency. That I was beyond it. Or would be, once I got through whatever I was getting through. And there was always something I was getting through."

"There often is," Dr. Reyes says. "For people like you." And again I notice she says *people like you* without explaining what she means by it, and again I don't ask, and this time I file it under *things to ask eventually* rather than *things to ignore*.

Fifty minutes is forty-five minutes of session and five minutes of administrative transition: scheduling, any medication adjustments, the brief bureaucratic coda of managed mental health. Today she has nothing to adjust. I have a session the same time next week. I sign the sheet she passes me. I put on my coat.

"Maren," she says, as I'm standing. "The small things you mentioned. Keep noting them."

"I am," I say.

"In the journal," she says. It's not quite a question. It's not quite a statement.

"Yes," I say.

I go.

—-
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I walk home rather than take the bus. This is a forty-minute walk through the older part of the city, the part that has been the same for long enough to feel like it knows what it is. I take the route along the river, not because it's the most direct but because the water helps me think, or more accurately it gives my thoughts somewhere to be directed that isn't at me. I have been walking this route since the second week. In six weeks I have become, without intending to, someone the river is part of.

I run the session in the parallel track I keep for this purpose. What I said, what I didn't say, what the gap between those things means, what it might mean to Dr. Reyes if she knew the gap. I am not good at self-deception in most respects - my self-deception is methodical and strategic rather than comfortable - but I am better at it in the presence of Dr. Reyes than I would like to be. There is something about the quality of her attention that invites an edited version of myself. I perform wellness at her and then feel the performance as an indictment of my recovery.

What I mean by performing: I have developed, since October, a register in which I can speak accurately about my experience while presenting it in a shape that does not trigger the clinical concern I am afraid of triggering. The shape I present is: recovering, consistent, making progress. The contents of that shape are accurate. The framing is selected. It is like giving someone a correct summary of a document while leaving out the appendix where the most important information lives. The summary is not false. The appendix is real. I have a very comprehensive appendix.

*Is there anything you're not telling me because you're worried about how I'll respond?*

Yes. There is a mug that has been moving by itself in my kitchen. There is a gap in my account of last Tuesday that I cannot close. There is a feeling that has been present since the middle of last week, low and continuous like a sound at the threshold of hearing, that something in the flat is not quite the way I left it.

These are small things. These are the exact kind of small things that, if assembled correctly, indicate that the foundation I have spent seven weeks stabilising is developing new cracks.

Or they are the small things you notice when you are too alert and too alone and you have trained yourself to find meaning in discontinuity, and the continuity is actually fine, and the mug moves because I move it and then forget.

I do not know which is true. That's the problem.

That's been the problem, in one form or another, for a long time.

—-
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In the evening I write an entry that does not mention the session. I write about the river, which is true, and the light on the water, which was honest, and the way the city felt manageable from that particular stretch of the embankment. I write about the fern in Dr. Reyes' waiting room and the question of whether someone chose it deliberately. I write about small things. I write around the shape of the things I don't write about, and the shape is there in the negative space if you know to look for it, and I know to look for it, and I am choosing not to.

I write, at the bottom of the page: *Fine. Everything is fine. Going well.*

I underline "going well" twice. Then I add a third underline.

At three in the morning I wake as I always do. The flat is quiet. The mug is in the cupboard. I lie in the dark and listen for the something at the edge of hearing and it isn't there and after twenty minutes I go back to sleep and in the morning the journal is where I left it, the pen is where I left it, the cup of pens on the desk is as it was, and I sit down and I open the journal and I write the date and the time and I note: *Slept well. Fine morning. No events.*

I am starting to write for an audience. I don't know who the audience is. I don't know when I began performing my own journal.

These are things I am noting. I am not yet sure what to do with what I've noted.

The question Dr. Reyes asked: *is there anything you're not telling me because you're worried about how I'll respond?* I said: a little. The more accurate answer is: there is a whole register of experience that I have been carefully not giving her, and the not-giving is a choice I make and re-make each session, and I know I'm making it and I know the reasons for it and I know also that the reasons are the same reasons people give for not telling doctors things until the not-telling has been the problem all along. I know this. I am doing it anyway. This is, I note, not different from what I was doing in the months before October, which is a comparison I have been sitting with since I left the session and haven't resolved.

The difference, I think - the difference I hope for - is that now I know I'm doing it. Knowing and doing are not the same thing. But knowing is something. It is the beginning of a list of things I'm watching in myself. It is the beginning of the appendix.

—-

[image: ]


# Chapter Three: The Wrong Paragraph

A week passes without incident. I mean this precisely. I note it precisely because the absence of incident is itself a data point, and because the week before was not without incident even though I wrote it that way, and because the contrast matters: this week, genuinely, nothing. The mug stays where I put it. The flat maintains its positions. I sleep every night in the arrangement I've established - left side of the bed, reading until ten-thirty, lights off, water on the nightstand - and wake each morning in roughly the same place, the way you should, the way healthy people do. I note: healthy people probably don't catalogue whether they woke up where they fell asleep. But I am a person learning to read her own continuity, and the absence of gaps is a thing worth documenting.

Wednesday: programme. Graham asked us to think of one thing we'd done that week without obligation - not a task, not recovery work, just a thing we'd chosen. The Cup said he'd watched a film. The Sentence said she'd taken a long bath. The young man in the green jacket said he had stood on the bridge over the canal for a long time watching the water go under it and then watching it come out the other side. He seemed genuinely uncertain whether this counted as a choice or something that had just happened to him. Graham said that counted.

I said I'd walked along the river. Which was true. I didn't say the walk had been a debriefing exercise rather than a pleasure, that I'd been running my session with Dr. Reyes in the analytical track while my feet moved. That wasn't what Graham was asking.

Thursday: nothing. In the way only a Thursday can be nothing.

Friday: programme, then the covered market on the way home. I bought bread and a small pot of honey and some clementines and I carried them home in a paper bag and ate bread with honey for lunch and thought, not for the first time, that very small pleasures have a different quality now than they did before. Sharper. Less taken for granted. This could be a consequence of loss, the way people describe grief as also being a kind of brightening. Or it could be the medication levelling what was previously unlevelled, restoring a responsiveness that had been blunted. Either way: the bread and honey were very good. I'm noting this.

Saturday, Sunday: quiet in the way that weekends are quiet when you've stopped being the kind of person whose weekends have a social architecture. I used to be that person. I had dinner parties. I had a husband and a set of friends who were partly his and partly mine and partly of the overlap, and on weekends there was always something - a walk, a gathering, a standing plan with Elin when she was in the city, the comfortable busy-ness of a life populated. The depopulation after October was rapid and not malicious. People didn't withdraw; they got on with things in the absence of my being available to get on with them, and when I was available again the arrangements had shifted and I was outside them. This is how it goes. I understand it. I find the quiet of the weekend comprehensible if not pleasant.

The programme has been, in these first weeks, the architecture the weekends lack. Two mornings a week there is somewhere to be, and there is Graham, and there are the other people in the room with their calibrated silences and their occasional startling observations, and the fifty minutes give shape to a day that would otherwise be entirely self-generated. I have found myself more grateful for this than I expected. I am not a person who has previously needed the structure of others to hold my days together. But the before-person and the current person are not exactly the same person, and the current person is apparently someone who finds the programme's Tuesday-Thursday shape more load-bearing than she would have predicted. This is fine. This is good information. I am learning my current person's requirements.
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