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INT, DAY 
Counsellor’s client room. It is an attempt at cosy but quite 
plain and emotionless.  

RAE, 20s, Scottish, acerbic, is processing her inner thoughts 
as the session continues. 

         RAE 

The counsellor is telling me that things must feel very 
difficult right now, and as I nod they nod back, soothingly, 
sympathetically. They ask ‘have you had any thoughts about 
harming yourself?’ ‘No’, I lie. Easy as that. And they 
don’t know any different. I wonder if they suspect. Do they 
realise people fib? I can’t go around telling them, ‘oh 
sure, last night I looked at my scissors with disgusting 
longing, and I thought about it, really thought about it’. 
They can break confidentiality if you seem a risk to 
yourself. So of course the only answer is – don’t tell. 
This is dark, I know it is. But that’s where I am. Treading 
the edge of the gape in the ground that I could teeter into 
with one little lean. (RAE has been speaking to her 
counsellor inaudibly during this inner monologue, to which 
the counsellor is now responding) They take what I’ve said, 
re-word it and say it back to me. It hits a little 
differently I guess. Maybe things aren’t quite as they 
seem. But it feels as though they are. And the feelings are 
the strongest thing I’ve got to go on. It’s all invisible 
but if any of it could be held, it would be them. Here’s a 
laugh, I’m actually squeamish. A self-harmer who’s afraid 
of blood, you couldn’t make it up. Just one of life’s extra 
wee jokes. The only thing that stops me passing out is the 
compulsion to do it in the first place. And everyone’s so 
bloody concerned all the time. I’m so sick of people’s 
“concern”. Especially when it isn’t genuine. I’ll 
grudgingly grant you there’s parental concern of the ‘we 
love you’ type, even though that can be a pain in its own 
way, but there’s also ‘we sniff a weakness and we’re going 
to exploit it’ concern. ‘We’ve fucked up but we’re going 
to turn it back on you’. Fake. A curled lip of distaste, 
trying to keep me at bay. Or maybe I just think that because 
I’m predisposed, due to a mixture of life experiences, to 
doubt people’s intentions, even when there’s no need. It 
scares me how much I share with these counsellors, when I’m 
not hiding the other stuff that is. But the words just slip 
out like the well-oiled machine that I am. This isn’t my 
first go. Nah, this is counsellor number eight. Yes, you 
hear correctly, eight. In five years. Why? Well, you get 
around ten sessions through local health. And then you have 
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to wait before re-applying. The odd charity here and there 
have given me bursts of a few weeks at a time, but there’s 
never any continuous care offered. Once – I waited a whole 
year to see someone. Because they lost my form. I thought 
I was on a waiting list. But my form was in a drawer. Human 
error. If you look at any self-care chat online it’ll tell 
you how bloody wonderful you are, and how you should just 
stay exactly the same – does that apply to arseholes too? 
Some of us, maybe all of us, could do with… finessing parts 
of our psyche, just saying. The veneer of ‘be kind’ is 
pretty fucking thin. God she looks at me so kindly I 
suddenly want her to be my friend. Except she wouldn’t be 
a friend if she were counselling me every second. That 
might be a bit one sided. When they’re not inevitably trying 
to change who I am – because it’s never about anyone that 
makes you feel bad fixing their behaviour, it’s always 
about modifying yourself to cope – it can be quite good to 
have someone to pour out the latest crisis of the week to. 
Makes you wonder who could do with that but never does. 
This one is Cheryl. Cheryl is happy, steady, whose presence 
is required, whereas it’s clear as day I’m a drain and they 
need me out the way so they can get to the next patient 
person. Is that why they call people patients… It’s a virtue 
but it’s also suffering. Someone’s been plugging the locks 
at work with blu tack. A colleague… they tried to put this 
flimsy key in full force, it snapped, and then it cut them. 
I’ve never done anything like that. I don’t hurt anyone 
else, not intentionally anyway. Just myself. Incidental 
hurt is… one of those things. Easy to say when you’re the 
one meting it out I guess. Isn’t it just an indictment 
against our species that to simply live is to harm. We 
breathe out carbon dioxide. Just being alive poisons the 
air. This might be why I love the trees. I take my sorry 
slouching self to trees and hug them like a hippy. When she 
asks if I have ‘a good circle of friends around me’ I say 
yes, and neglect to tell her that about three out of four 
of those friends are in fact, trees. Some people prefer 
dogs to people, I prefer bark. The gutter is that I still 
need people. Or, a small number of pre-vetted persons. A 
person. Someone to confide in, rely on, who asks how you 
are. Some might call that a partner, or a girlfriend, or a 
best friend, all of the above. But most don’t know the 
damage they do. They measure how you’ll feel based on 
themselves because that’s the best barometer anyone’s got. 
So they fail to see what buttons they can push when the 
same thing doesn’t push those buttons in them. If they know 
how it feels… and they still do it… that just makes it 
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worse. She asks me how I feel about our sessions ending 
next week. That old chestnut. I’ll be fine, I say, I’ve got 
plans with friends. 

END 


