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​PROLOGUE
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I love running. Today was a big day for me. I have attempted many things in my life. College, relationships, religions, a lot. 

But this marathon was the one event in my life I had looked forward to the most. The Portumna Forest Marathon.

I had worked and sacrificed so much for this. I wanted it as bad as anyone could want an agonizing and torturous event that ends with a medal that somehow made all that pain worth it.

42 km of tarmac and forest, beating hearts moving as one; each one running for or from something. It didn’t matter. The forest did not judge.

I thought about who I had become since my last breakdown. I was a different person then. I was weak, afraid of my potential and never daring to be seen.

But I had killed that person, and after a year, I had finally accepted it. 

And today – I bury the girl I used to be.




​Mile 1



The gunshot goes off and everyone snaps to life. Shouts, screaming and laughter ring in my ears as I start running. The smell of the cold air, the colors, everything seemed perfect, like everything in my life was leading up to this day, to this very moment filled with peace and joy.

A very nice and welcome break from the darkness I had known all my life. I would never go back to that. I was free now. 

My chest hurt as I remembered who I was. That poor girl. I wouldn’t eat for days on end. I would convince myself it was all for the best if it meant that I could be skinny for once in my life. In my first week, I lost a lot of weight. People would smile at me again, like I was a normal. A person they just didn’t see before or didn’t care about because I was heavier.

They would give me compliments and invite me to places and flirt with me. I loved the attention, every bit of it. If this was how I was being treated now, I could only imagine the glory that awaited me on the skinny side.

But alas, all things must come to an end. I could not starve myself forever and I had to eat something. It wasn’t my first choice. I was crying and rolling on the ground in pain as I begged my friend to bring me some watermelon. My chest felt like it was on fire. I could barely stand and I fainted twice before I called for help.







I panicked as I bit into the fruit. I felt fat. Huge. Like the fragile world I had built on my new body was crashing to the ground. I took about three bites and dropped on my bed. My salty tears fell to the sides of my face as I dreaded looking into the mirror. I stayed that way for a few minutes before going to the bathroom.

I was still in control of my life, and nobody could take away my new body. I stared at my teary face in the mirror as I bent over my sink, forcing my fingers down my throat.

I heaved as my chest tightened up, painfully squeezing, my head bursting with pain. I heaved and convulsed, wreathing in pain until I threw up over the ceramics. It made me happy, gave me a rush; the same rush I felt when I ran. I stared at the red stains on the sink and took out my fingers, saliva dripping down my lips as I smiled into the mirror.  I had found my vice. And it would follow me for a very long time. And just when I was bold enough to think I had moved on from that, a tough day, one meal, one wrong comment and I would be right back in front of that mirror ; saliva dripping, tears falling, a shattered soul.

One mile in. I guess I’m really doing this.




​Mile 2



I could feel my heart beating out of my chest. Maybe I was pushing myself too hard too early. I adjusted my pace and kept moving forward. Like I always did. Head down, making my way through life. Missing all the fun parts, and avoiding unnecessary drama. 

I learned to be comfortable with myself that way. I could treat myself and scold myself and always make it back on track. I poured so much into myself that I started to love myself. A year ago, I realised I was my biggest investment. I had only one life and I’d be damned if I let it pass me by. I took myself out. I bought books and read by the beach, I twirled my cottage skirts in quiet museums and ate in an empty booth at my favorite restaurants. 
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