
Iam definitelygoingthroughsomethingbutIjustcan'tpinpointwhatitisandwhat'sconfusing

isthatI'm notsad-okayI'm alwayssadbutthistime,it'sdifferent.Idon'tfeelsadorangryor

anyofthoseemotionsthatencouragemyhatredformankindandlifeingeneral.Thisshouldbe

themostnormalI'vefeltinthepastfewyearsanditsomehowfeelswrong.

Pause.

Mysymptoms.Uh,I'm noteatingbutwhenIdo,Ibingeeat.I'm talkingofbread.White,softand

fluffy,creamythat'salsoabitstringylikecheeseonpizza,extrapointsifit'sfreshlybakedand

tastesrefreshingandforsomeweirdreasonI'm takingTeem alot.It'scurrentlyatthepoint

whereIhavestashesofbreadandTeem hiddeninquestionablecornersaroundtheapartment

andwhenIrunoutofeitherandI'm toobroketorestash,Idisassociateandpanic.Youwould

thinkit'sanaddiction,right?

Pause.TakesaswigofTeem andadeepbreath.

Also,Iturnedmyroom intoajungle.Ajungleofclothes,layinganyandeverywhere,mostlydirty

andplasticbagsfrom thenumerousbreadsI'veunwrappedanddevoured.There'sverylittle

spacetowalkthroughandthere'salotofdirtinthecorner.Inmyhead,I'm inthemiddleof

sanitationanddeclutteringbutlookingatthestateofmyroom,Irecognizethatit'snotworking

outquiteasplannedandI'm tired.I'm tiredofthingsnotworkingoutingeneral.

Wipesatearthatescapestheeyeandtakesanotherswig.

Pause.

Ican'thelpbutthinkofallthelaundryIhavetodoandI'm consideringgivingmyclothesaway,

wellsomeofthem.Isitokaytogiveoutclothesthatreekoffloorandinsectrepellent?Ialso

wantababybutI'm wellawarethatIcan'traiseababyinmypresentstate.Youdon'thaveto

sayanything.SoIgotacat.Itmostlydoesn'tmindmeasI,itbutitknowsjustwhentogive

cuddlesandgivesthebestonesandI'm contentwiththat.

Pause.Deepbreath,sigh.

Thisonewasunintentionalandfranklythemostdisturbingofallmysymptoms.Ihaven'thad

mybathin8daysandIbrushedforonlytwodaysoutofthe8.It'snotnewexperienceandI

knowI'm notincontrolofitasthesethingshappenbut8daysisquiteabsurdright?The

momentIthinkoftakingashower,Igetminiepisodes.Seriouspalpitationswhilemyhandsand

feetbegintoshaketremendouslythenIhavetolaydownandforfeitthethought.Idesperately

needtobeanalyzedtounderstandwhatiswrongwithmebecauseIrealisethatitisn'tnormal

thatIfeelnormalwhileportrayingabnormality.

Iwanttotakeashower-sobad.Iwanttobeabletoeatspaghettioregusiorsomething.

Somethingthatisn'tbreadandTeem.Iwant..something.No,someone.Iwantsomeonethat'll..

thatwilllovemeforachange.I'm tiredofbeingalone.I'm tiredof..offeigningindependence.I



wanthavesomeone..myownperson.

Ilookamessstaringatthemirrorbeforemewithsnotrunningdownmynoseandsmeared

mascarafrom wipingmyeyesoften.Itakeonemoreswigfrom thebottleofTeem witha

plasteredcrestfallenlookonmyfaceandlookformypacketofwipesfrom amongtheheaps

ofclothesonthebed.Lifting,pullingandadjustingvehemently,Ifinditonthelowerpartbehind

thebed.Igiveuptryingtogetitandpickupablackclothfrom theheapclosesttomeandwetit

withwaterfrom acuponthenightstandthenIuseittowipemyface.Ifindabeaniebesidethe

bathroom doorandthrowitonmyheadwhilestaringatmysorryattemptattryingtobeabit

presentable.ImaketoleavebutturnimmediatelyandgrabthebottleofTeem onthedresser.I

leavefinally,slammingthedoorbehindme.

Idon'thaveasetdestinationbutthedoctorsaidtoengageinactivitiesthatcoulddistractme

from mythoughtsandtakingawalkwasthemostrecommendedactivitybuthowdoesone

escapefrom theirthoughts?Howdoesoneshutoutthevoicesthatconstantlyringsintheir

headtellingthem thingstheyshouldandshouldn'tbeconsciousoftherebywelcominganxiety

withabigembraceandapromiseofawonderfultimetogether?

AnxietyhasbeenmybiggestenemysinceIknewoftheword.Iknewtherewassomething

strangewithsuchwordevenbeforeIknewit'smeaning,mostlybecauseoftheletter"x".

Complicatedthingshavecomplicatedlettersinthem,Ibelieve.Unlikemostpeople,anxietyfor

mecomeswitheverythingandservesasagotosurvivalmode;happyandanxious,angryand

anxious,sadandanxious,contentandanxious..thelistgoesonandon.Ihateitmorebecause

ofmyreactionwheneveritcomesvisiting.It'slikeaterroristholdingmeatgunpoint,

threateningmyexistence.IusedtobesoafraidofbeingforgottenwhenI'm deadthatIdidn't

wanttodiebutthenIbecameanxiousofifI'm makingenoughimpacttoberememberedbyas

I'm alive.

Onetimeamonthago,Iwassoconcernedwithhowmyfacelookedwiththemanybreakouts

andacnethatfilleditsoIappliedmakeuptochurchandIfeltbetter.30minuteslater,asimple

"ohmyGod,lookatyourface"showedmeMrAnxietywavingandwalkingtowardsmewitha

bigsmileon.Idon'tknowwhattherestofservicewaslikebecauseIwasbotheredwithwhat

myfacelookedlikeandleftalmostimmediately.Ongettinghomeheadingstraighttothemirror,

IrealisedthatIlookedfine.Mymakeupwasflawlessandmyfaceradiant,Ifeltstupid.Whoisto

blameforthisoccurrence?

Ineverreallydidwellamongstotherhumans.I'm eithertooanalyticalordumbtobearoundand

thatfueledalotofunnecessaryselfconsciousnessinme.IbecametooworriedofifIwas

overthinkingornotthinkinginaconversation,iftheyreallylikedmeortheyhungaroundinpity.

ItgottoodrainingsoIshuteveryoneoutanddidn'ttryanymore.

Poorme,talkingtoapigeonnow.It'sactionslikethesethatmakepeoplethinkI'm unstable

upstairs.



Youknow,maybehe'srelatedtoyoubutonetime,thispigeonwantedtokillme.Hesawme

throughmyfacadeof"everythingisfine"andurgedmetofly,withhim.Hesaid,"alittleflywould

goalongwaytomakeyoufeelbetter..".Ilistenedtohim andstartedtoflywithhim butIforgot

thelawofgravityandmyneedforwingsandfellinstead.

Nobodybelievedme.TheycalleditsuicideandclaimedIwasmentallyill.

OfcourseI'm mentallyill.Everyonecontributedtothis,evenyoudearpigeonlisteningintentlyto

melikealittlekidwithabedtimestory.Youallhadtomakeanxietyyourplusonetotheeventof

mylifewithyoursnideremarksandjudgementallooksandeventheuglythoughtsyou'vehad

insideofyouthatsomehowmanifesteditselftomenomatterhowhardyoutriedtohideit!

Youlotpushedmeinabox,wrappeditsecurelywithducttapeandproceededtoyellatmefor

notbeingabletocomeoutfrom theboxandI'm tired.Icanonlytrysohardbutthere'snoone

outtheretohearmeandhelpmeoutofit.Itseemstheyallgaveuponmebeingabletogetout

oftheboxandwentaheadwiththeirlives.

Youshouldn'tflyawaynowthatIjustgottotheinterestingpart!You..CHICKEN!!Theregoesmy

onlyaudience.It'spatheticconversingwithoneselfallthetime,atleastthat'swhatpeoplesay.I

enjoymycompanyquitealrightandInoticehowintellectualIam withmanyofthese

conversations.MystrengthsareontopicslikeDespair,LackandWants,HopeandTheDepths

oftheHumanEye.Imaginehavinganin-depthconversationabouttheeffectsofdeathonlittle

chicksthatwitnessedtheirmotherhen'spassingwithyourselfforreference.

Iseealotofthingsgoingonfrom asmallcornerinmyroom throughmymind'seye,literally.I'm

abletovisitplacesandmeetspectacularpersonalities,beinvolvedinscenariosthatbelongonly

indreamworld.I'm livinglifevicariouslythroughmymindanditisenjoyable.Myearlierstated

problem becomesarealsituation,wheninrealityasIrealiseIhavebeenmorepresentinthe

presentthanI'm usedto.Ain'tthatconfusing?

Inallmymindjourneys,I'venevermetapresidentorgovernmentofficial.It'slikethere'salevel

higherthantheoneIoperateonthatoffersthisandIcan'tseem topassthebonusroundthat'll

takemethere.I'm notpickywithmychoiceofpresidents,anyonewilldo.Ijustwanttodrinktea

withsomeonethatheldorstillholdstremendouspoweroverabodyofpeopleandbaskinthat

moment.I'lladdittomyresumeandtalkendlesslyaboutittothepeopleIfindaroundme.

Thepeoplearoundme.

They'realmostlikeme,butI'm smarter.Theyhavethesamelookontheirfaces,thatsomehow

lost,somehowtired,somehowfedup,somehowdrained,somehowsoullesslook.Irelatetoit.

SinceI'vebeenaroundthem,I'verealisedquiteanumberofthings.Oneofwhichisthatthe

grassreallyisgreenerontheotherside,myside.Icameherebecausethepeopleoutside

couldn'tunderstandthemagnanimityofmymindbutthey,someofthem,areherebecauseof

somethingassillyasdrugabuse,illtreatmentandwhatnot.WhatI'm tryingtosayisthat,most



ofthem arehereduetotheirindulgenceandwantonbehavioranddareIsay,theyarebearing

theconsequences.Here,IlivelikeI'm home,thereisn'tmuchdifferenceexceptIcan'tgo

outsidehence,mymindtrips.It'scoolandsometimeslonely,butstillcool.Butforthesethem,

it'slikethey'reinminihellandwhileIdon'tcarefortheircomfort,Istillfeelsometinysortofpity

towardsthem.

Ihaveatinycrushonmydoctor.Theyaremuchnicerthaneveryotherofficialhere.Theway

theysmileduringoneononesessionsandhowtheyrecognizemydandyintellectualcapability.

I'veheardotherofficialstalkaboutmeandmentiontheword"delusional"numeroustimesbut

neverfrom mydoctor.TheyseemeandIseethem butthat'saboutit.That'saboutallitcould

be.Acrush.IimaginemorebutI'm comfortablewithwhatisasitis.I'llseethem inanhourand

they'llgivethatmagneticsmileandI'llreciprocateahaphazardone.They'llaskhowIam andI'll

keepsmiling.We'llstaystaringandsmilingateachotherforsixminutesthenthey'llaskme

"what'snewwithyou,Raina?"andI'llgiveadramaticpausebeforeIpushmybookforwardto

meetthem.Theyintroducedmetowritingaboutmyescapadesanddeliberationsinmymindas

thatcouldhelpreduceclutterandbettermyfocus.Iwelcomedtheidearesentfullybutfellintoit

astimewentby.Beforewriting,thevoicesinmyheadspokeloudlyandaboveeachotherthatI

wouldunknowinglyandrandomlyblurtoutconversationsorwords,meditationwasn'tathing

withme.Theywouldencouragemetoreaditmyselfsaying,"onlyyoucangiveittheperfect

characterisation".Iwouldread.IwouldblushalittlewhenIgettothepartwhereIhaven'thad

mybath.Iwouldshedatearfirst,thenIwouldcrygreatlytillmyfaceisstainedwithsmeared

mascara.Iwouldtellhim ofthepigeonthatperchedbrieflyonmywindowandreadour

conversationtothem.Theywouldlistenraptlywiththatbrilliantsmileplasteredontheirface.I

wouldbeproudofmyself.Whentheywouldgivememypills,they'llstillhavethatsmileonand

I'llstillbereciprocatingwithmycrookedone.Oursessionwouldendwiththem encouragingme

tokeeponwritingstillwiththatsmilebutminewouldfall,mainlybecauseiwouldhavetoleave

tomyroom andtheywouldsharethatsmilewithsomedimwitwhowouldn'tevenrecognizeor

appreciateit.TheywouldkeepthatsmileonandIwasfuriousontheinside.Iwouldstand

abruptlyandputtingonmycrookedsmileagainIwouldbidthem farewell.

Iknowyouseeitreader.You'restaringatthewordsofmymind,probablytiredofhowchaoticI

seem.Ipromiseyou,I'm paraphrasingit.There'salotthatgoesoninmyheadbutI'm more

normalthanthenextperson.

Now,I'm abouttogoonanothermindtripandIhopeImeetapresidentorgovernmentofficial.I

hope.


