
AUTUMN CRIES FOR MAY 


I’m not entirely sure how long I've been here. Minutes seem to pass by like seconds... or is it 
minutes pass by like hours? 

I don’t know what day it is. I know days pass; I see the sunrise and set, but I can't remember if it's 
Monday or at least believe it's Friday. I hope it's Friday because Friday is the day I get a chocolate 
cake, or so I'm told it's Friday. Honestly, it might be a Wednesday that the slither of kinda, almost 
moist chocolate sponge with messy chocolate icing is pushed through the gap in the immense 
solid metal door.  

They call me Autumn. That is what they say I am called. Always have been called, Autumn.

That I am unsure of. I’m unsure because I vaguely remember a man calling me Alice. 

His face is faint, but he is smiling. I think or maybe dream that maybe that man knew me, but 
memories like dreams, are rarely true. I have this one dream or is it a memory? I’m not sure, where 
a small girl with curly hair is chasing me, calling me ‘mama’.

When I have that dream I trace my fingers over my stomach, just to check for a stretch mark or 
scar. I guess once I thought I felt a web of stretch marks just here, below my belly button, but I’m 
not sure. I asked, and they explained to me that those were scars from a burn, a long time ago. 
Maybe. 


The cakes here. It’s most definitely Friday, but perhaps it is Tuesday. It’s not the same person who 
delivers the chocolate treat, some weeks it’s a man, and sometimes it is a woman. Today, 
Wednesday (I guess) but she says, "Happy Friday Autumn" as she slides the cake through the 
panel in the door. I know it’s a woman because I see a slice of their faces through the gap before 
the panel slides shut again. The women, her voice always sounds happy, but her eyes aren’t 
smiling. I thought I knew her once, but most likely not.

I take the cake to my window seat. I say my, I just understand this house is my house. I suppose 
you could call it mine. I sit and savour the taste; I know it’ll be awhile before I get sugar again. I 
think it’ll be awhile. I watch the outside world. Once I thought I saw a bird out there, on the tree. I 
suppose I got too excited because I banged on the metal door and shouted for someone to come 
see. I was told not to lie, and birds were extinct and I knew that. I realised after they turned on the 
electric anklet that maybe I was wrong again. It was positively not there when I stopped seizing 
and looked again.

Outside my house, there is a field. It seems to stretch on forever. There is one tree. An oak. I don’t 
know why I know this, but I am unmistakably sure that it is an Oak tree. It’s large, and it sits just a 
few feet from my window to the left. Other than that, there is nothing in the field. The window 
encompasses the entire front of the house. It is not glass. It does not break. I learned this after I 
had thrown many objects into it. The seventh bounced chair, maybe it was 17...37? I can’t 
remember but they put on the sprinklers. They were on for two or three days... no, it was definitely 
weeks. They put them on and drain the excess water from little holes in the bottom of the walls. 
They also release what I imagine is gas from these same holes. I think this because sometimes I 
sleep a lot. 

Last Thursday I slept through the day. At least, I think I slept through the day because I woke up, 
and the moon was out and the wind was howling through the giant Oak tree. Then my cake was 
brought, but it might have been Tuesday that I slept through. I’m not too good with days. 


I finish my cake. I put the empty paper plate on the ledge next to the panel for collection. Within 
seconds a hand is in and out. The plate is gone. Again, I question how they are watching me. 
They know when I’m finished. How? Perhaps they don’t, and the plate is actually there, sitting for 
longer than I think?

I don’t look for the cameras anymore. I’ll be electrocuted again. I know I wouldn’t find any, 
anyway.

I slept again or at least tried. I wake up screaming a name, ‘May’ who’s May? The little girl who 
calls me mama? I miss May or the feeling of whoever that is. I sluggishly slide my feet off the bed, 
trying hard not to trigger the automatic restraints and quietly walk to the door that leads to my on-
suit bathroom. The lights come on when I enter and the glass door hazes up when I close it. I 
stand in front of the mirror and try hard not to mouth the name, ‘May’ 

I strongly suspect they watch me through these mirrors. I look at my face, and the thought of the 
name makes me cry. I don’t know why, but I cry big ugly tears. I spin around and sit on the toilet, 
sobbing quietly. I know, or I expect they can see me and hear me. I don’t know why I’m hiding it.




I sit curled, rocking, and crying for some time. Not for the first time, I touch the side of the bath. It 
is tiled with small orange and blue tiles. I like to pick them. It calms me. It focuses me. I scratch at 
the small corner of coloured glass, and it comes off. I panic. I push it back. What if they see me? 
Keeping my hand over the small tile, so they can’t see what I’ve done. I stare down at the silver 
chunky metal ring around my right ankle. The blue light stays on. I wait, breathing steadily, for it to 
change to the flashing red, but it doesn’t. I calm my breathing. I’m sure this is something they 
monitor. The hooded people always appear somehow, silently gliding in when I’m panicking, even 
if no sounds escape my mouth and jab me with those needles and then I lose days again.

It stays blue. They don’t know, or they aren’t watching, or they never were watching. I don’t know, 
but I carefully move my hand and pick away at the tiny tile until, gently, it falls off into my hand. I 
position myself so my back is towards the mirror, and it looks like I’m still crying so I am blocking 
the mirrors in the bathroom. I stare at the tile shaped hole in the bath's side. There is nothing on 
the other side. No surface. A gap in my reality. I curiously and excitedly poke my finger in the hole 
and yes! My fingers graze something. There is something in there! I fidget for a while and keep my 
breathing calm. ‘One... inhale...Two...exhale’ to ten and back until I pull a small roll of paper out. I 
quickly put it under my tongue and go to the mirror. I stare again at my face. Red and bloated 
from crying. I open my mouth and poke out my tongue (just to show them there is nothing there) 
and leave the bathroom,.

I tiptoe to the bed, pull the covers over myself and close my eyes. I am not sure how long I’ve 
waited, but the moon outside has moved across the sky. I pretend to squirm, moving the covers 
over my head, and hurriedly spit the paper into my hand. I am glad there is moonlight tonight 
because it is shining through the thin covers, just enough to make out the writing.


I unroll the paper, eyes bulging, hands quavering ‘My name is Alice.’ My heart stops. I continue, 'I 
am Alice...Alice Montgomery. I have been here for 1 year, 3 months and 2 days. I know this 
because they missed something. When the window is opened for food, they use a small red tray 
to slide the cake in. The tray scratches the surface. There is a scratch every Sunday. One a week.’ 
It is not Friday, or Wednesday or Tuesday. Disheartened, I realise I have lost track of time again.

’They have cameras, everywhere, every mirror, every light, every surface and the doors are wired 
with sensors. They know if you try to tamper with them.’ 


I unfold to read more. Squinting in the darkness. ‘My name is Alice Montgomery. My daughter is 
May Montgomery. I have been here for 7 years, 4 months and 17 days. Don’t go by the sunlight 
outside; it is not real. Some kind of projection. It is not real.’  Alice or I, me, repeats the information 
about the tray many times. sometimes she forgets the colour. Sometimes she says it is blue. 
Sometimes she goes on and on about the rooms outside of this house, the other houses.


 I unroll. 


‘My name is May Montgomery. My daughter is Alice. No, my name is Alice! ALICE!! ALICE!!! 
ALICE!! The food is drugged! Especially the cake! DO NOT EAT THE CAKE! I’m forgetting. May is 
your, our daughter. May. Her name is May. May, May, May. I know I’ll keep finding my messages.  
I’ve hidden them well enough. I’ve been here for 22 years, 2 months and 10 days. I, we need to 
get out to find May’ 

I stop reading. I don’t want to read more. Not right now. My heart is palpitating. The sensors will 
pick it up. I roll up the small piece of paper and sneak back into the bathroom. I sit on the toilet for 
about as long as it would take me to pass urine and pretend to wipe, only I turn halfway, so I 
block the mirror and replace the message and the tile. I creep back to bed. 

I must have fallen asleep. I was thinking about the curly-haired girl, May, my daughter or Alice's 
but I’m sure she’s mine, and I am Alice. I was dreaming about her running to me, her outstretched 
tiny little arms. Then I remembered a smile, the most beautiful smile and brushing away hair from 
a chubby little face. 


I awaken with her on my mind to the metallic clink of metal on metal as the panel slides open and 
in pops the red tray with chocolate cake. I remember what Alice…I said about the scratches. I 
dawdle to the gap in the large metal door, say “thank you” to the man's smiling eyes. He 
responds. “You’re welcome, Autumn” and he slides the paper plate off and slams the panel shut. I 
put both hands up as to steady the food, sometimes the plates bend with the weight, this is a 
believable move. I stall and slide the plate away, counting the scratches. 




I faint.


I wake up restrained. Injection again. The voice on the speaker said I must eat more. I fall back 
asleep promptly. I awaken again in the dark, dry throat, cracked lips, a tangle in sheets. I am not 
sure how long I have been out. I untangle myself from urine-soaked bedsheets and go into the 
bathroom where I pretend to cry again, side to the mirror but I bite the tip of my finger HARD and  
draw blood. I remove the small tile and pull out the roll. I unroll until it’s blank. ‘My name is Alice 
Montgomery. My daughter is May Montgomery. I remember you running at me. I remember warm 
cuddles and wiping tears. I remember kissing your bruised knees and I remember you sleeping in 
my arms with the warm light shining through the gaps in the blinds. I know your smell, your cry, 
your eyes are green. I can't remember how I came here or anything about my life, but I have not 
forgotten you. I must have tried to escape hundreds of times, Alice or old me seems to have 
learned a lot about this place but new me, new me now only knows that I have been here 53 
years, 12 months...’ A sound escapes my mouth, a tremble as my heart shatters. I cry real tears 
now. I don't finish. My knobbly fingers shake as they roll the paper back up, and I push the only 
proof of who I am back into the hole, pushing the tile in place. I awkwardly pull myself up and 
drag myself to the mirror. I stare into the crevices, and lines with my faded eyes. The grey hair, 
long, unkempt, framing my skinny face. I smile a toothless smile for them.

I shuffle from the bathroom to my bed. I lie remembering tiny hands, laughter and a sleepy he’d 
on my shoulder even when the hiss of gas creeps into my pores, I remember bubble baths, 
kisses, mispronounced ‘I love you’s’. I remember…


