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This is fine. This is good in fact. I am totally fine. Quick walk to clear my head and I’ll be right as rain. I

AM FINE. I’m GREAT! Nothing like putting one foot in front of the other to get some perspective on

everything. This is just life, I know that. Ups and downs. Gotta have the dark night to see that

beautiful sunrise. That’s a saying, isn’t it? It is what it is, and what will be will be. There’s another.

That’s the kind of thing people say, isn’t it? There are plenty more fish.

God there is so much litter on this street. So many discarded takeaway boxes. I guess it is a Sunday

morning. I can’t believe someone would just leave a whole unopened pot of garlic mayo on the

pavement like that.

I’ve never identified so closely with a condiment.

This is literally so fine. I’m just taking a leisurely walk towards town, just for the sake of it, and I’m not

even thinking about her.

Fuck.

I just did.

Oh wow, that hurt.

Okay take stock. I’m 19 years old, the prime of my life. Girls will probably be throwing themselves at

me now. Probably. I mean it’s not like they were before, but now I’m available. Available. Like an

appointment at the dentist. No one likes the dentist.

It’s not even that bad. It was more of a mutual thing. You can’t get depressed over a mutual thing.

We’ll be good friends again within a week or so. Oh god, what about when I actually have to look at

her? Oh fuck, what about all the photos?

That’s it, open my phone. Album “us”. Select all without looking. Delete? Yeah. That felt good? That

was a positive thing that I just did? This is me being mature and moving on, yes? Be happy. I’m free.

Or alone.

Oh, who am I kidding, everything is fucked.

One advantage of living in Maidenhead is that it only takes 10 minutes to walk from my house to the

town centre. The problem is that’s definitely not long enough for right now. I’ve only just realised

everything is fucked and I’m more than halfway there, everyone’s gonna see how I’ve fucked

everything up. I wear everything on my stupid fucking face. For some reason I’ve picked up the pace

and now my heart is pounding.

Oh god, I’m so out of breath. I really want a cigarette. The only reason I quit in the first place was

because of her, I should’ve just kept smoking and never gotten into a fucking relationship. Fuck it, I’m

caving and going to Sunnys, it’s only around the corner.

Ah, Sunnys. The most reliable corner shop in all of Maidenhead. With its Cadbury sponsorship from

generations ago still plastered on the sign, and the faded photos on the window of fresh fruit and veg

that have never been available inside. Situated just adjacent of the high street, Sunny’s is the first

shop I ever got booze from when I was 16, and my first fags only a couple of days after. I like Sunny.

“Hello, my friend!”



Sunny beams his smile at me as he delivers his classic greeting. I don’t care that he doesn’t know my

name, it’s just nice to know I have a friend at the moment.

“Yes, Bossman, just gonna have a look around”

I guess that’s what I have to do now, even though I know I just want some fags. I also know I don’t

want cancer but fuck it, may as well double down on failures today. God, I remember how I used to

come in here and high tail it straight for the pick and mix, and now I couldn’t think of anything more

disgusting. I’m looking at a packet of quavers right now and I know I’m definitely not going to buy

them. Does this make me look more normal or like more of a freak, I wonder? It’s not gonna stop me,

I’m looking at everything from the jay cloths to the mouthwash to the paracetamol.

Paracetamol. Now there’s an idea. How many of these does it take to kill someone? Seven or eight

would do the job, surely? That would be good actually, I could just take a bunch of these and

problem solved. Just like going to sleep, surely?

That would show her.

I’m obviously not going to do that though. Back on the shelf they go. In theory I think I’d quite like to

be the kind of person that does something like that. She was always telling me to be more impulsive.

More spontaneous. But then there’s the issue of my Mum and Dad and friends and blah blah fucking

blah. Plus, the mere thought of trying it terrifies me. Maybe I should tell her I thought about it? Okay

fuck this just get some cigarettes.

“I’ll have 20 B&H Blue and a lighter please, Sunny”

He nods and reaches behind the counter, producing the cigarettes and a baby blue, mini-Bic lighter

with the efficiency of a world champion cup stacker.

“Haven’t seen you in a while, my friend, how are you?”

God that question sounded so good in his accent. Should I? Maybe he really wants to know. This

could be the start of a beautiful dynamic.

“Yeah I’m good, thanks, you?”

Don’t be ridiculous, Sunny doesn’t care. He’s got a business to run. He offers back another stoic nod

and I’m outside again. I need to find somewhere to smoke this cigarette. I made such a big deal of

quitting I don’t want anyone to see this shit.

I’ll go to Piss Alley. Me and my friends haven’t hung out there in years. No one will see me at Piss

Alley. Why do they bother putting this photo of a baby with a cigarette on the box? Does that

actually work on anyone? God this cigarette looks amazing. I never used to smoke straights, but I’ll

be damned if they don’t look fucking delicious.

Ecstasy.

That first puff is always the best. Feeling your mouth and your lungs fill up with that sweet

murderous vapour is a simple pleasure that’s hard to beat. It’s a shame that today I can’t seem to

fully enjoy it.

Okay so I just smoked two cigarettes down to the brown filter, and I feel much better now. My head

feels comfortably fuzzy yet clearer somehow. I’m ready to continue my walk. Maybe I’ll even go

through the high street down to the riverside. The riverside is nice.



“Adam!”

As always, the sound of my name shoots chills down my spine. I recognise this voice. Oh wow, it’s

Jeremy. I haven’t seen him since we did our GCSE’s. And he’s walking over, that’s so nice.

“Hey man, what’s going on?!”

Jesus, I'm enthusiastic. I’m not sure I’ve ever even spoken to Jeremy this enthusiastically. I mean sure

he’s “a mate”, but we both know this shouldn’t go on that long.

“Yeah man not much, just came down to get some bits and bobs you know, but that’s dull man how

are you anyway?”

God, has he always had such kind eyes? The contact he’s making is incredible. He must be an

amazing listener.

“Yeah, you know, me and Jess just split up.”

“Oh man that sucks…”

“Yeah, you know, just totally out of the blue, she just decided that was it.”

“Shit well…”

“Yeah you know? You put your all into something for 2 years then all of a sudden THEY decide and

BANG! You’re alone. You know?”

Jeremy suddenly looks uncomfortable. What’s changed in the last 30 seconds? A second ago he

looked attentive, and kind, and almost a little bit like my dad. Now he’s squirming. He clearly can’t

think of anything to say.

Fuck, I’ve overshared.

“But enough about me man, what about you?! Still the ladies’ man?”

Was he ever?

“Yeah man, I’m doing okayyy…”

He’s looking at his shoes. This was a bad idea. Cut it off and move on.

“But yeah, great to see you, man!”

Why am I so enthusiastic? Just extend for a fist bump and walk away. There you go. Contact made.

He probably won’t even remember this.

Okay, let’s take stock again. 19 years old. 18 cigarettes left. Probably going to die alone. Maybe I

should call someone.

1.5

This is it. The first day of the rest of my life. That phrase is stupid. It literally applies to every day. I

need some cliches today. I need stupid. I’ve taken a big step. I’m going to take back control. I am

going to self-actualise. It’s time to focus on me. I deserve it. No more wasting time and letting the

wrong people stop me from being who I want. Today WILL be the first day of the rest of my life.



Everything worthwhile starts at the desk. Ah, my desk. My bedroom desk, everything as it should be.

Pens in the pot, binders on the sides, stationary in its cup. Unlike the desk of a certain someone.

No.

This isn’t about him. This is my time, and I can’t let anything, or anyone stand in the way of that. I

love my desk. It’s almost a shame I didn’t stay in education. This desk has served me so well in the

past. Its sturdy oak frame was my shoulder to cry on when I couldn’t wrap my head around

photosynthesis. It was ground 0 for a seemingly endless series of mind-maps. Now it’s going to be

the jumping off point for my new life.

Okay, Phone, you are going DOWN.

Ping.

Sarah: “Glad you took out the trash”

Ping.

Minnie: “SOOOOO PROUD OF YOU”

Ping.

Amanda: “OMG Finally!”

I didn’t much care for that last one. I kind of don’t care for any of them. Yes of course they should be

proud of me, but for this? Bless them, I know they just want to help. They support me so readily and

for that I love them, but even though I am totally one-hundred-and-ten percent fine, I almost wish

one of them would ask me if I wasn’t.

Okay, phone is really going down now. Ringer going off. Laptop opening. God, it has been a while

since I’ve used this, I forgot how long the start-up is. Maybe some music? NO, phone staying down.

Finally, it’s ready. Word is being opened. Title: My Achievements for this Year (TBC). But not in that

font, that doesn’t really capture what I’m trying to do here. I need something that screams “Here I

am” and doesn’t care who hears it. Copperplate Gothic? No, too masculine.

Fuck. This could take a while.

There we go, font chosen, graphics selected, and crest designed. Only took an hour and 45 minutes.

This is so me. Setting up goals and achieving them. This is who I’ve been all along, I’ve just been

wasting time being comfortable.

Step 1: Become My Own Woman. Should be easy enough. 19 is the new 23. Bella Hadid did her first

catwalk when she was only 17. Jesus why do I know that? And why does it terrify me? Is that proper

feminism? I don’t even know anymore. Be my own woman. Be… my own woman. Be my own,

Wo-Man. Easy as pie. Piece of cake. An absolute trifle. God I’m so hungry.

No, focus! You decided the format would be “goal followed by two lines of technique”, and it’s far too

late to change the colour key now. Hmmm. How does one become their own woman? I guess I took a

pretty big step today.

Oh, I hope he’s alright.

Shut UP! That is not important now, and definitely not the thought process of someone who is her

own woman. Who cares? YOU are alright. You are so totally alright. All is right.



Step 1: Become My Own Woman… I suppose I’ll just leave the rest blank for now, I can always come

back to it, no big deal.

Step 2… shit. No one told me self-actualisation would be this hard. I can’t think straight. Why can’t I

think straight? This was my decision. I wanted this. I did this for me. Sometimes you have to stop

thinking about other people and do things for yourself. I can’t let him hold me back like Mr Roberts

tried to do in biology. Like men have been doing to women for thousands of years. I’m just allowing

myself to blossom.

God I really hope he’s alright. What if he does something stupid? He obviously isn’t going to but what

if he does? Is that gonna be my fault? Will I have to explain to his mother? I love his mum oh god I

wonder how she’s taken this. No, stop this, I already decided that this is HIS fault. There were so

many reasons, and I definitely remember having them, I just for the life of me can’t decipher what

they actually were.

I should have never given him the eye contact. He’s good looking but he’s not THAT good looking. I

could have gone for any other guy in the room that night, why the fuck didn’t I? Or why didn’t I just

keep myself to myself? I should’ve just followed my mum’s advice, stayed with my girls and none of

this would be happening. I wouldn’t have wasted 2 years of my life waiting for him to be perfect.

I deserve perfect, don’t I?

Perfection is something my mum clearly didn’t wait for, or her and dad would still be sleeping in the

same room. Not for me, that is not how I’m going out.

If only he wasn’t my first. I didn’t think it would make this part so hard. At the time I could never have

seen it coming to this, I was just a stupid ball of wound-up rubber-band hormones, and I liked his

stupid scruffy hair. It’s such a con. He gets an orgasm, you bleed. Apparently, all it takes is those first

four or five uncomfortable stabs to leave you attached to someone. And probably forever. Such total

bullshit.

How does my desk stay so tidy when the rest of my room is such a state? It’s like it knows when I

need it.

What steps does one take in self-actualisation? What do I even want to do with my life? A couple

hours ago I felt so sure of what I did and didn’t want, and now I can’t for the life of me figure it out. I

know I want dessert. Maybe Step 2 could be to finally get into the shape I’ve always wanted to be?...

Well, I shouldn’t rush this. And it’s definitely not good to think on an empty stomach.

Where is food? Downstairs. Where is mum? Also downstairs. Fuck. What do I say? I don’t want to tell

her. If I tell her then that makes it real.


