
Battleground 

 

It always starts with a gentle pull, a nudge in the wrong direction; a sweeping caress like 
smoke. The smell of it clings to the skin and makes you feel physically ill. No matter how much 
you try to wash it off it sinks deeper, pulls itself tighter around you, until it’s suffocating. It 
swirls and ebbs in the space around your heart, wrapping around your lungs and squeezing hard 
like a vice. 

It’s an undertow of great strength and it sucks you in, pulling you down into deeper depths. You 
can claw at the dark, scream until your lungs give out, and fear makes your heart cave in, and it’s 
not enough. This separate entity, this darkness, whispers and taunts you with brief glimpses of 
the light, that thing you’ll never have. Fight all you want, it will never make a difference. I’m 
always there at the back of your mind. I don’t go away. You can’t beat me. I’m part of you now. 

 You try to cut it out. You think, ‘If I drain it, it’ll go away.’ The bite of that blade is the 
sweetest sensation you’ve felt in a long time. The hot, throbbing pain that works its way up your 
limbs and settles in your back is oh-so-nice; so much better than the turmoil in your head. Then 
suddenly, you’re only watching the red coat your fingers, warm and sticky, like a morbid honey. 
The black isn’t coming out, you’re still dirty and now you’re frantic. 

 That other entity taunts you again; I like it here, inside your head. It’s wide and roomy, 
comfortable. 

 You can’t help but think, ‘It was never comfortable for me in there. It’s crowded and 
heavy, too little space and too many thoughts.’ Then it’s ironic that this dark thing inside you 
would find comfort in the one place you were most uncomfortable. 

 Suddenly it springs forth, the thought of it gushing through you, and it seems so brilliant. 
‘Of course! Of course!’ you think, ‘It’s so obvious! It’s in my head, not underneath my skin.’ 
And you’re wondering how you get it out. ‘It’s a tricky spot. I’ll have to be careful.’ And you’re 
looking for a way, any way, to get it out. 

 People tell you, “Religion will help. Just turn your face to God.” It makes you think, 
‘Well that’s logical, that He would have the answers.’ But then you think, ‘well, what about the 
little kids with cancer and all those who are dying without any provocation, disgusting diseases 
and starvation? There are so many who deserve it more than me. I’m just one person; a faceless, 
nameless person in a sea of unforgiving eyes and jagged mouths with cruel hearts.’ 

 ‘But I’m dying on the inside, so does that make me worthy?’ 

 You’re reminded of every sin you’ve committed, that good ol’ Catholic guilt at work and 
you have to ask yourself ‘do I really deserve to be saved, or have I earned every part of this dark 



thing inside me?’ And you cry out, a harsh unforgiving sound that rattles your bones. It’s the 
same sound an animal makes when it’s dying. That pleading noise before it resigns itself to a 
horrible fate. 

 ‘I’ve done horrible things,’ you think, ‘but I wouldn’t wish this pain on my worst enemy.’ 

 ‘I just want a chance, just one chance.’ So you fight tooth and nail against this dark thing 
inside you and the more you struggle the deeper it pulls; it’s a lot like quicksand. You’re sinking, 
it’s swallowing you whole, and then you’re tired; you’ve fought so hard for so long. ‘I just want 
it to be over.’  

You give in and let it take you, drag you under so deep until you’re just a tiny rag doll to 
these giant waves. And just like quicksand, the less you struggle the slower the pull. You cry 
because there’s no good way for this to end. ‘I give up, just take me, take me.’ You beg and 
plead but this darkness isn’t going to make it easy. 

You’re anguish is nice. It swaddles me, I like it. Of course, you know what you have to do 
if you want it to end, unless you’re a coward? 

‘I’m a coward if I do and a coward if I don’t. You’ll spread like wildfire; you’ll feed on 
my family, my friends. I can’t do that to them. This is my burden to bear but I don’t want it 
anymore. If you give me a break, just a second to breathe, I’ll gladly take you back.’ 

But it doesn’t work like that. You should know by now. 

‘I’m tired. I can’t take much more. My body is worn and my mind has been shredded. 
You’re such an oppressive weight in my chest anyway, can’t you do it? Can’t you suffocate me 
and make it go away?’ 

You know the rules. Don’t try my patience. It’s up to you; it’s always been up to you. You 
control more than you think. 

‘I just want to sleep. I just want to sleep and never wake up.’ 

Then do it. Go to sleep. Never wake up. I’ll move on and so will they. You’re exhausted 
now and you look like shit. It could be over just like that. 

‘I’m just tired, tired and scared. And lonely, so lonely.’ 

It’s over now, just go to sleep. 

The dark caresses you and its presence is comforting now. Your eyes close and suddenly 
it doesn’t seem so bad. No one really cared much in the first place. They’ll get over it soon. 
They’ll forget your name and your face and that weird little noise you made whenever you 



laughed. It will be like you never even existed because you’re asleep now and that’s all that 
matters.  

 

 

Major Depression: Depression may be described as feeling sad, blue, unhappy, miserable, or 
down in the dumps. Most of us feel this way at one time or another for short periods. 

True clinical depression is a mood disorder in which feelings of sadness, loss, anger, or 
frustration interfere with everyday life for weeks or longer. 

Depression can change or distort the way you see yourself, your life, and those around you. 

People who have depression usually see everything with a more negative attitude, unable to 
imagine that any problem or situation can be solved in a positive way. 

 - U.S. National Library of Medicine 

 

Seasonal Affective Disorder: Seasonal affective disorder (SAD) is episodes of depression that 
occur at a certain time of the year, usually during winter. 

The disorder may begin during the teen years or in early adulthood. People who live in places 
with long winter nights are at greater risk for SAD. 

- U.S. National Library of Medicine 

 

Bipolar Disorder: Bipolar disorder is a condition in which people go back and forth between 
periods of a very good or irritable mood and depression. The "mood swings" between mania and 
depression can be very quick. 

- U.S. National Library of Medicine 

 


