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| sit down in the chair, chewing the inside of my lip. My hatrdmbleas they rest in my
lap. Lia sits in front of me with a gentle smiléhe smell of the room is unsettling. It’s almost
like the scent that’s in a doctor’s office. Clean, but nauseating.

"How are youSuzette"

| sigh, clenching and unclenching my ja#m only here becausenustbe. | don’t want
to talk. | just want to sit here for the next hour. That’s it."

Therapyhelps they say. | try adhtry. Sure, | have good days where I’m able to talk to
her and be in the moment. Sometimes the stench of the office, the noise of the tha,dng
cold lights get too much. I don’t usually say much anyway, but today is different.

"That's okay. Wean sit here."

And we do. My heatris pounding | know she can tell how I'm feeling. My fingers subtly
pick at their own skinsmall pains erupting atop my skMy lungs are being crushed by the
thoughts. They ram over and over into my skieep blinkng too muchl hate this lighting
My eyes bounce around the roptie world tilting as if | had spun in a chair for too long.

| have a headache

A lumpis growingin my throd. So muchs happeningyet the world is unmovingvy
headis spinning. | blinkthree times. | swallow. Mieartbeais behind my eyeand in my ears
The roomis getting blurry.

"Would you like some water?"

"No, thank you."

"You look a bit uncomfortable. We can sit outsidgats wouldlike. We have a private

balcony"



Headache 2

| hate being called out. | don't likew she did that. She sees me, and | don’t want her to.
| want to be invisible. | want to suffer by myself. | want to get away from everything. | don’t
want to be here anymorot in this city, not in thicountry, nd anywhere close to everyone.

"Yeah, that sounds nice."

She stands, waiting patiently for me to follow behind her. We get to tbenya
hallway away She gestures to a sesa| sit. She sits in front of me, staring out into the grassy
areasWithout her gaze on me, | can breathe a bit easier.

The headache claws at the side of my head. Fut7 (s)-6 (s)-6 (y )]TJET Qg0 0612 792 re W*n



Headache 3

"You want to disappear permanently?"

The question makes my eyes bulge out of my head. "What? Gosh, no- fhiaissnot
what | meant.-l mean it is, but not. Not permanently. It's like..." | groan, putting my head in my
hands. "l want to disappeanwhnt to leave with no recollection of anything and come back to
everything being normal. | guess normal isn’t the right word. &rajgshas become my normal. |
want everything to go back to how it was. Whemg brotherand | had a good relationship.

Wherewe could get along. Where | didn’t want to hit lewery timel saw him."



