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To the versions of me that tried.

Some were useful.

Some were poetic.

Most were delusional.

All are now unemployed.

Best of luck in your next life.

First, there was fire.

Then ash, then silence,

Then a whisper that sounded like me.

This is what came after.
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PROLOGUE

The Illness I Invented

[image: ]




∞DVOM∞

I didn’t set out to make myself sick, but somewhere along the way, writing ceased to be a tool and became a symptom. I—too curious, too obsessive, too damned romantic about suffering—let it happen. I wrote until I couldn’t tell what was real anymore, chasing truth through fiction as though it owed me something. I didn’t want healing. I wanted catharsis. I wanted to be cracked open and remade, character by character, draft by draft. Somewhere in that ritual, I broke something that didn’t grow back the same.

There’s no diagnosis for what I went through, no checkbox in the DSM. If there had been, maybe I would’ve leaned on it as a crutch—maybe it would’ve helped people understand why I stopped answering calls, skipped birthdays, became a version of me they didn’t recognize. But what I had wasn’t a clean disorder. It was a self-designed distortion. A kind of self-inflicted bipolar, rooted not in biology, but in imagination. I didn’t inherit this. I created it, fed it and built my life around it. I gave it a name and called it writing.

What started as a simple act of storytelling soon evolved into something much more consuming, and personally captivating. At first, it was just about telling stories. Simple enough. Escape when existence feels cramped, clamorous. But as I got better, sharper, more immersed in my process, the boundaries started to rot. I'd dive so deep into a character’s psyche that I’d forget where mine ended. I’d map their trauma with such precision that I’d wake up grieving their losses as if they were mine. And maybe, in some way, they were. I wasn’t writing fiction—I was exorcising ghosts. Ghosts wearing my face. Ghosts I didn’t even know I’d buried, or perhaps ghosts I’d never known to mourn.

I created versions of myself—hundreds, maybe thousands—each one carrying a piece of the truth I couldn’t say out loud. Some were stronger than me. Some were monsters. Others were so delicate, so desperate, I could feel the weight of their fragility, like glass shattering each time I read them back. I killed most of them by the final act. Some deserved it. Some didn’t. But every death left a scar. That’s the part no one talks about. How storytelling can become a graveyard. How you start confusing character arcs with your own evolution. How eventually, you start to believe that pain is what makes the writing worth reading. That you must suffer beautifully for it to matter.

People told me to “take a break.” As if I could walk away from the altar I built. As if it wasn’t already etched into how I thought, breathed, and processed the world. I didn’t write because I wanted to. I wrote because I had to. There was no off switch. No safe zone. Just the compulsion to dive back in. To get it right. To squeeze one more line of truth from whatever emotional limb I hadn’t already amputated.

And maybe that’s why I lost parts of myself along the way. Relationships. Sleep. Sanity. The ability to just “be” without narrating it in my head. I stopped experiencing moments—I started crafting them. Watching myself cry, wondering how it would read on the page. Arguing with someone I love, only to mentally rewrite the scene minutes later, giving myself a better line, a cleaner exit. Life became first draft material—every feeling rehearsed, every silence weaponized.

But don’t confuse this for martyrdom. I’m not noble for breaking myself open. I’m not proud of the damage I did chasing these stories. I’ve hurt people. I’ve ghosted people. I’ve become a stranger to versions of myself I once swore to protect. And for what? A few pages that felt honest? A character that said what I never had the guts to say?

Still—I keep writing.

Maybe because it’s all I know. Maybe because the moment I stop, the silence starts to feel like death. Or maybe because deep down, I believe there’s a version of me, ten years from now, still standing. Still writing. Scarred but sober. Someone who survived the noise long enough to give it shape. I don’t know him yet. But I’ve seen glimpses. Sometimes I wonder if he’s the one writing this now—looking back at me, disgusted and grateful all at once.

This isn’t a redemption arc. I’m not promising answers. I didn’t write this book to inspire you. I wrote it because I needed to survive what it took to write the others. Because there was nowhere else left to put the weight. Because if I didn’t write this one... I don’t think I’d be here at all.

So don’t expect a clean journey. Don’t expect triumph. Expect truth. And maybe—if I’ve done my job right—you’ll see your own dead versions, too.
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CHAPTER 1

THE SPARK
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∞DVOM∞

“He didn’t survive. I did. But I still carry his funeral in my mouth.”

He didn’t survive because he was strong.

He survived because he got tired of dying.

There is nothing romantic about barely breathing.

This version just wanted to live.

I didn’t grow up thinking I’d become a writer. Back then, when my world revolved around batting cages, I would’ve laughed and called it soft. Writing wasn’t the plan. It wasn’t even on the radar. Baseball was everything.

It wasn’t a diagnosis. There was nothing to tick in a manual. If there had been, I probably would’ve leaned on it. Explained the missed calls. The empty chairs. But what I had wasn’t clean. It was self-designed—a distortion I built, fed, and named writing.

In 2000, having just experienced a major car accident (where to this day I know a spark was tweaked in my soul) I moved from Perth to Sydney to chase that dream. I was young, cocky, and sure of who I was—or at least who I thought I needed to be. I trained hard. I played harder. And when I wasn’t on the field, I threw myself into the Sydney nightlife like a man trying to fill every second of silence with noise. Clubs, parties, late nights that bled into early mornings. It felt like freedom—probably just distraction dressed as ambition. Or maybe it was just distraction dressed as ambition. I didn’t really stop to ask.

But even then, beneath the surface, something quieter had begun. I started writing letters to my parents—handwritten, honest, sometimes too honest. I’d sit down in the middle of that chaos and tell them everything. How I felt. What I was chasing. What I feared. I didn’t think of it as writing at the time. I thought of it as staying connected, trying to explain a version of myself they couldn’t see anymore. Years later, my mum handed those letters back. They were yellowed, creased, the paper thin with handling. She told me they were beautiful. I don’t know if I believed her at the time, but I never forgot it.

The next time I remember truly writing was a few years later—the kind that cracks something open in you—was during my first trip to the United States. I went alone. Just me and my dream of... well, I wasn’t even sure what anymore. I was heading to a summer camp in Maine, tucked into the trees and lakes like something out of a coming-of-age movie. My mum was nervous. Understandably. I was crossing the world to a place I didn’t know, with no one waiting on the other end except a vague promise of adventure.

I wrote letters from there too. Long, heartfelt ones. Descriptions of the camp, the kids, the oddness of being in a foreign place that somehow felt like it knew me better than home did. Those letters weren’t just updates—they were stand-ins, proof I hadn’t disappeared, even when I felt like I had.

But the real shift happened the second year I returned to Winona. I bought a laptop—one of those thick Dell bricks that weighed as much as guilt—and for some reason, I started writing poems. Not one or two, but dozens. About things I didn’t know I’d been carrying. About the girl I fell in love with. About the ache of letting go of baseball—deeper than any injury. About the death of a dream I hadn’t realised was dying until it was already gone.

Looking back, I think that was the real fracture point. Baseball wasn’t just a sport. It was my identity. My future. My currency in the world. When my body started giving out—and when my mind followed—I didn’t just lose a dream. I lost who I was. And in that void, I started writing. Not as a choice. As survival.

I didn’t know how to process the loss, the grief, the confusion of returning to Australia and feeling like a stranger in my own life. I didn’t know how to be vulnerable with anyone around me. So, I started writing—quietly, obsessively. I wasn’t writing to be read. I was writing to exist.

Then in 2009, came Denouement, a short film I starred in and co-produced. The film garnered several awards in the U.S. It was raw, messy, cathartic. It proved that I could make meaning from pain. That maybe I didn’t need to be a baseball player to matter. Maybe I could be something else.

I didn’t realise it then, but that was the moment I got hooked. The moment I stopped seeing writing as an outlet and started seeing it as oxygen. I’d lost one identity, but I was beginning to carve out another. I wasn’t just documenting my story—I was rewriting it.

And that’s the dangerous thing about discovering writing too late. You don’t come to it with discipline. You come to it with hunger. And hunger can turn into obsession really fast. Maybe the belief that I had to suffer to write wasn’t craft at all—it was the part of me that refuses stillness, dressing control up as devotion.

It’s strange, looking back now, how quiet that loss was. The death of a dream doesn’t come with a funeral. No one sends flowers. There’s no eulogy, no wake. Just silence. It’s so powerful that even when we realise what’s happened, the silence gets louder. One day, you wake up and realise the thing you’ve wrapped your identity around isn’t coming back, and no one notices but you.

That was me after baseball. I was physically hurt, yeah. But more than that, I was psychologically fractured. I didn’t want to talk about it. Didn’t know how to. So, I drifted. I threw myself into the noise of being young and untethered. But at night, when the noise wore off and I was alone, I started reaching for that laptop.

Poems. Lyrics. Fragments of feeling that didn’t belong to anyone else. They weren’t good. Some of them were barely readable. But they were mine. Honest in a way I didn’t know how to be in real life. That became the addiction—truth without confrontation. Writing let me confess without having to explain. And once I tasted that kind of freedom, I couldn’t go back to ordinary conversation.

I remember sitting on the edge of my bunk at camp, staring into the dark woods outside my tent, and thinking:

“Is this it now? Is this who I am?”

Not the athlete. Not the golden boy. Just... someone with too many words and not enough ways to say them out loud.

I don’t think I had the vocabulary back then to articulate it. But I felt it—deeply. The shift. The collapse. The quiet evolution. Writing didn’t come to me like lightning. It came like erosion. Bit by bit, it hollowed out the part of me that used to dream of standing on a pitcher’s mound and replaced it with something new. Something lonelier. More awake.

When I got back to Australia, everything felt muted. The girl I’d fallen for while overseas... things didn’t last. We tried, for a while. But I wasn’t really there anymore, at least not fully. She was talking to the old me, and I had already begun morphing into someone else. Someone quieter—watchful.

What followed were strange years. I floated for a while before I landed in acting classes—not because I wanted to be a performer, but because I needed a place to feel something again. Acting cracked me open in a way I didn’t expect. For the first time since baseball, I had a stage. A new form of expression. A safe way to bleed in front of people and call it performance.

I threw myself into it. Helped grow the company that gave me that outlet. Encouraged others. Lifted them. There was power in that, too. That became part of the pattern—investing in others, pouring myself into building something, anything, just to not feel the hollowness of my own stalled identity.

Then came Los Angeles. A year that was supposed to launch me forward but instead twisted me in new directions. I wasn’t immersed in acting the way I thought I’d be. What came, surprisingly, was painting. A whole new creative current. I found a rhythm in it, a silence that writing couldn’t give me. I painted obsessively—raw, layered pieces full of motion and texture, imperfect, but honest, and a close friend—an artist—kept me grounded. 

And yet one of the cleanest lines I’ve ever written arrived after an hour of quiet painting—the sentence walked in untouched, because I finally gave it silence.

I created a full body of work and for once, the expression didn’t need words.

And yet, even then, I felt the pull of story. Of film. Of constructing meaning from fragments.

When I returned to Australia, I came back with a different kind of hunger. No longer trying to be in someone else’s story—I wanted to make my own. That’s when Denouement appeared. The opportunity to produce a short film and bring something real into the world. I wasn’t the writer, but I was deeply inside the process. The vision. The execution. The pressure and the beauty of making something out of nothing.

It wasn’t just a film. It was a turning point. The first time I saw that maybe I had the bones to build something that mattered. That maybe the string of artistic detours I’d taken wasn’t failure—it was evolution.

And that was the spark. Not a single moment, but the slow burn of letters, losses, the poems, the heartbreak, the acting, the paint, the dark nights staring at the ceiling asking, “What the fuck am I doing with my life?” That was the real beginning. Not of a career. Of an identity.

That moment did something to me. It told me that maybe I wasn’t crazy. That maybe this thing inside me—the pull toward narrative, toward emotion, toward examining the wreckage—wasn’t just self-indulgence. Maybe it was a direction. It didn’t fix me. But it focused me. After Denouement, something shifted.

Recognition didn’t soothe me—it licensed me to go deeper.

The film did well. Better than any of us expected. It made the rounds through the festival circuit, picked up awards, stirred conversations. It was surreal, watching something you helped bring into the world gain recognition like that. I wasn’t the writer—but I was part of its bones. And in that success, I felt something unfamiliar: momentum.

I didn’t really celebrate. It was a great time with my fellow filmmakers, and of course I knew how, but inside I felt it—a door creaking open. One I hadn’t dared to knock on before.

Then came the next opportunity. A writer friend was interested in helping me develop Denouement into the full extended film story it so deserved. At this point I was not a seasoned screenplay writer. Not even someone who understood what I should do. She asked if I’d be interested in co-writing it. I said yes before my self-doubt could talk me out of it.

It was the first time I really co-wrote something—not just scribbled into the void or wrote in bursts of private catharsis. This was structure. This was dialogue. Character. Stakes. A world built from the ground up. I dove in the only way I knew how: headfirst, no brakes. I delved so deep I think that’s where the onset of my condition began.

We spent weeks, then months, and now years shaping it. Draft after draft. Rewrites that cut to the bone. Late-night phone calls for hours and arguments about character arcs and theme. And underneath it all, the pulse of something bigger.

That script wasn’t just a story—it was a test. Could I do this? Not just write for me, but build something that could stand? Could hold weight? Could live outside of me? Something inside me said yes.

Maybe that’s when I started thinking bigger. I learnt so much in this process about how to write screenplays with structure and eloquence. About full-length features. About trilogies. About mythologies and symbols and emotional universes that stretched beyond a single screenplay. My mind didn’t want to write stories anymore. It wanted to write worlds. And in that ambition, I started losing track of where I ended and the work began.

That was the beginning of Revelations. My first true dive into the deep. The characters weren’t just written—they were excavated. Each one a shadow of something I hadn’t dealt with. A regret. A suppressed truth. A fractured part of myself I had buried or pretended to evolve from. I created a mythology not to entertain, but to catalogue and contain the ghosts.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Some versions didn’t survive the telling.
A MEMOIR

ELERGT T
COLLINSON





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image013.png
DEAD

VERSIONS
OF ME





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image007.png





