October 10th

The lamp is a big white square in the very middle of the bright yellow ceiling, and when I tear my eyes away from it to finally look at my therapist, I cannot see her face because the square remains burnt into my sight. It's kind of convenient; maintaining eye contact does not seem like that big of a challenge if I can't see the eyes I'm looking into.


“I know what you're thinking,” she says, blinking with only a trace of nervousness and licking her lower lip. She has done this many times already, and the nervousness is probably a side effect of the constant game of pretend she's playing. “You're thinking you cannot be saved.”


I stare at her, not moving a muscle in my face. She told me right when I first visited that I should not fake emotions like I do one hundred per cent of the time outside of her room, so I do not.


“Having hope is an important thing on the road to recovery,” she informs me, exactly the eighteenth time this autumn, exactly as meaningless as it has always been. I do not bother with correcting her. Perhaps she's right, but about a subject as irrelevant to my well-being as vacuum cleaners are to eagles. 


I nod this time, and there is a spark of satisfaction in her eyes. She probably feels she's getting through to me. I let her have that. 

October 12th

Having drowned out all the sounds of my environment with music that's too loud for my ears, I realize that with all the stimuli I have accidentally drowned out all emotions as well. Although the day is bright and the wind has something to tug at thanks to the countless coats of the countless people around me, I let myself smile, hyper aware of my cheeks pulling at my lips.

October 15th

I put my hands up to my temples and push. That's the only way to stop my head from hurting in this irrational, awful way that does not bring me any satisfaction, but hinders my thought process in its eternal search for something to hold onto.


A groan rises in my throat in response to the pain and I squeeze my eyes shut, unable to process anything that isn't the feeling of utter exhaustion. This is not the good kind of pain. I swallow a painkiller dry, curl up in my chair and wait until it's all gone.


When I let go of my temples and feel no pain haunting me, I laugh at the emptiness; there is nothing I can feel, nothing at all. The whiteboard has been wiped away. Time to reinvent the pain.

October 21st

Emily Dickinson asks whether I'm also Nobody, and I answer her with a nod.

October 24th

In the waiting room, a small child is staring at me with wonder in their eyes. I blink at them; that does not stop their staring. What saves me from suffering their gaze any longer is my therapist calling me in to begin my appointment.


“Have you thought about what I said the last time we met?” she says instead of an introduction. I nod, and the nod is a lie, but she smiles.


“Where do you think your hope could come from?” she asks, almost cheerfully, and I blink at her. I hadn't thought she would ask such questions now, if at all. She knows better than to expect an answer, and continues her questioning, after a while barely even taking time to look at me and watch my reactions.


Hope; I put all my focus on the word, trying to find its meaning in my head. I only find blurry images of people and things from the past long gone, and the concept itself remains foreign to me. Today is not a good existing day at all.

October 27th

“I” is not a comfortable word, yet it remains necessary to think in first person.


Before going to sleep, I watch eight episodes of my favorite show. The dark tones it is kept in dance in front of my eyes, the sounds stimulate my ears, and I forget my name for almost three full hours, just to forget what I've watched, as well.


Neither of those matter. Why give a name to a person who doesn't exist? To create them and force onto this plane of reality? Why watch a show that's been seen by thousands of eyes already?


I repeat these questions a few times, first in my head, then aloud, and chuckle at my own ridiculousness; that's less than first grade philosophy, isn't it?

November 1st

I rock in my chair for three hours and seven minutes, listening to the same song over and over, until I forget what's expected of me as a person – as if I were one. The process is simple and satisfying, and the initially cramped muscles at the back of my neck are relaxed when I press the Off button.


“You can't let yourself be defined by others,” says a person on the TV in another room, and I frown, already suspicious of the content they are promoting. “You have to be your own person!”


I stop listening, and my laughter drowns out all the sounds that come to my ears. It must be so simple and amazing – thinking everyone can own themselves, thinking everyone can be someone.

November 7th

“Finding your way's hard! Nobody said it won't be,” laughs my therapist after giving me a ten minute monologue about hope and its lack, and whatever else she decides to throw into it. I raise an eyebrow at her, urging her to continue. She seems overjoyed at the fact that she has coaxed some kind of a reaction out of me.


“Just existing – that's easy,” she smiles with something that resembles nostalgia shining in her eye, “finding your hope, your happiness, the way to be successful and content – now that's difficult.” She stresses all the important words, trying to convey this oh so banal message in her practiced ways.


“Just existing – that's easy,” I repeat to myself in my head, trying to decide what way to go to approach this sentence, how to pick it apart, how to take it as anything else than a lie.


How little do people who are Someone actually know about the world.

November 11th

I climb the hill behind my house and stand at the very center of it, my hands in my pockets, looking down at the view in front of me. It's windy: the cold air messes with my hair, hits my reddened skin, tries to find its way around my legs, and I let it.


I don't need to move to pass my time at all. My head is screaming, and the screaming echoes, and standing still, I slowly pick out single sentences and phrases out of the chaos that found its place inside my brain.


“Just existing – that's easy,” the sentence keeps bothering me, keeps finding its way back into my thoughts and keeping me up at night. The overwhelming sensation of how impossibly wrong it is crawls out of my brain through my ears, and its dozens of legs carry it down my shoulders and back, leaving behind emptiness and goosebumps.


Thousands and thousands of such centipedes twist and scream and crawl out through my ears, eyes, nostrils, and mouth; I stand there, completely breathless, unblinking, and wait for them to find their place all over my body. Wrong! I feel eight legs on a single inch of my skin on my nape. Wrong! They crawl everywhere, and shivers shake my whole body. Wrong! Just existing – that's not easy at all. Wrong! “You're thinking you cannot be saved.”


The screaming stops.


It's windy; the cold air messes with my hair, hits my reddened skin, tries to find its way around my legs, and I let it.


Only my laughter is audible.

November 13th

I open my eyes and check my phone for the time. 5:07 am.


Agonizingly slowly, feeling each muscle and every inch of the movement, I lift my right arm, bend it at the elbow, reach my temple with my fingertips and bend my index and middle finger to scratch at it, the sound piercing my brain. Everything else is utterly quiet, and the number of the thoughts in my brain equals zero.


“You're thinking you cannot be saved” – I recall these words and smirk, the right side of my mouth slipping open. 


I am not thinking at all – and maybe this is what it means to be saved.
