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I continued to stare at the basin, which greeted me like an old friend as I gazed into its murky white 

depths. My head dangled over it, like a man threatening to jump off a bridge. My hair clung to my 

scalp, as sweat poured down my face. My hands tried to cling onto something, anything that could 

offer some sense of stability in the downward spiral of the situation. My heart beat fast and loud, as 

though it was being put through a marathon. Then it stopped, as I vomited into the sink. Two weeks 

now. Two weeks since this nightmare began. 

 I continued to look into the basin, when I remembered what my mum told me about the 

cause of this distressing state I was in. She had been looking into the symptoms of anxiety and 

depression, and they matched up perfectly with my current symptoms. The current reaction that I 

was having was one of fear. At that point in time, I didn’t know that the cause was school. As the 

contents of my stomach emptied out again, something dawned. The realisation of where this fear 

began. 

The field had been green, still wet with the soft rains of winter as I had run across it. I chased 

after the ball in front of me, as I dodged all incoming challengers.  The day had been grey and 

overcast as we played soccer. And I wasn’t expecting a fight to go down, let alone one I would be in. 

The first blow came out of the blue, from a kid called Bud. He had harboured some sort of hatred 

against me, even though I had barely ever talked to him. He had been harassing me for a week 

before, and I was expecting something to happen. Just not to happen as it did. He threw a punch, 

which got me square in the stomach. Adrenaline ran through my veins, my heart beat faster. I went 

to strike back, but not before I was tackled to the ground by someone else.  As I lay there, I knew the 

only thing I could do was run. So that’s what I did. I rose, still sore and beaten, and began to run. Bud 

tried to follow me, still eager for a fight, but I outran him. When I stopped, I began to laugh, as 

though it had all been a really bad joke. My mind was still shaken. It was still running. And it had 

never stopped.   

The memory ran through my head, as I looked downward into the darkness of the drain. 

Pieces of a puzzle began to fit together. The whole time, there was an underlying fear building. Fear 

of the social environment, fear of being the whipping boy, fear of making a mistake. I was the butt of 

jokes, and an easy target for those who liked the idea of torment. It was never anything big, just 

name calling, or a slight shove, very rarely did it lead to a punch up such as happened with Bud. It 

was nothing overly horrible, not enough to make me break down in any way. But little by little, it 

added up, creating a colossal labyrinth of fear and hate. I never found out why I broke down when I 
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did. Perhaps it was the pressure to succeed in my final High School year, or that I’d become drawn 

socially inward, not daring to meet new people for fear of making a bad impression, or that they 

might just outright hate me. Maybe I was just at that point in life where everything comes to a head, 

and realisation kicks in about how bleak the world is, with its bills, mortgages, and problems that 

don’t fix themselves anymore. 

 This realisation made me feel sick again, and the contents of my stomach made their way 

into the nonchalant confines of the basin. After this, I began to weep. Tears poured down my face, 

like rain dripping down a window pane. I just wanted it to stop, the feeling of loathing and despair. I 

wanted to crawl in a corner and hide away in the cool, sweet loneliness of the dark. But I knew that 

the only way to make the dread end was to step forward, and fight it head on. So I lifted my head 

from the serene comfort that the basin provided, and made my way to the car, to go to school. But 

with each step I took, the feeling came back worse than any time before. The adrenaline began 

pumping through my veins. The fear rose like a tsunami, ready to wipe out all in its path.  

Then when I got into the car, the feeling overtook me. Dread covered me in its horrid 

confines. I threw up, bile, mucus, stomach acid. It had managed to get everywhere, including all over 

myself. My dad began swearing, anger rising in his voice with every word, and told me to get inside. I 

tried telling him I wanted to go, that I needed to go, but I just couldn’t. He ignored me, turning a 

blind eye to my pleading. I went inside, and tried telling my Mum this, and she began to yell; like a 

lion she roared. So not knowing what else to do, I screamed back, yelling, swearing, and crying. I was 

sick of it all. I was sick of the anxiety, sick of my parents and siblings, sick of school, sick of people. I 

didn’t give a damn anymore. It could all go to hell, and I just wouldn’t care. I’d just watch it burn 

instead. 

  After that, all was silent, the air filled with unspoken animosity. I got changed, in the cruel 

silence, and left without a word. I walked to school, holding back the sick that tried to come up. 

Every step I took was an eternity, like treading across an infinite void. The day, with its pale blue sky, 

and cold autumn sun, seemed grey and bleak, as though something had been removed and not 

replaced. A thousand thoughts ran through my head. But all the time, those feelings of hurt and 

anger were still there, floating on top, like oil on an ocean’s surface. Part of me wanted to run, never 

to look back again. But I knew that I couldn’t. Fear held me in its steely grasp, and for all I knew, it 

would never let me go. 

 


