
Fallen Star 

I am a ghost, not really present or involved. Instead, I watch. From my apartment I 

observe the storm of crowds eager to go places. Streetlamps and office buildings 

pour light on everything, highlighting the pavement below with hundreds of 

strangers shoving and manoeuvring around each other. Until the small hours, when 

there are trickles of movement between moments of calm. The rattle of the 

underground pulls my imagination below, to the humid, cramped tunnels, 

connecting this lonely city. London’s glamour does not fool me. Gaps of the truth 

filter through and the world is not as pretty as people want to believe. 

A crash upstairs wakes me from my trance. My eyes travel to the ceiling as 

muffled shouting seeps through. Eve and James are arguing, again. The third time 

this week. I grab my phone and earphones, hoping to drown them out. Pale skin, 

blood shot, darkened eyes and sunken cheeks reflect on my unlit phone screen. 

Disregarding my appearance, I connect my earphones and listen to my music. 

I relax back against the windowsill, as I scan my dull apartment. The sofa and floor 

beneath me are covered in blankets and empty crisp packets, the table has a few 

stacks of books, and the adjoining kitchen is filled with old pots and pans, which I 

haven’t had the energy to clean. It is a complete mess. 

My attention falls back to the street outside. A city with millions of people really 

can be the loneliest place. When I was younger, I was frightened of the monster 

under my bed, the one that would hurt me if any part of my body wasn’t under the 

covers. I know now that they aren’t real – beasts with multiple eyes and sharp 

teeth, ready to devour you – but this doesn’t stop me from hiding at night, because 

monsters are real! I see them every day, but they are hidden. 

My apartment lights up. I sense Rowans movements as he tidies. I stay still, 

transfixed by streaks of rain sliding down the windowpane which shields me from 

the dull world outside. He doesn’t understand, he thinks he loves me, so if I don’t 

respond, he leaves me be. I never saw a monster in him. Only hope! 

During winter a couple of years back, after a difficult day I sat there, on the same 

windowsill, a fluffy grey blanket wrapped around me and radio to fill the silence. 

Rowan lived in the building opposite me. I sat and watched while he was active: 

studying, reading, and cooking. Never truly still. I was in a dark place and hadn’t 

moved for a couple of days. So, I was shocked when he turned up at my door to 

make sure I was okay. We had spent the night talking, and even dancing in the 

shadows of my apartment, dimly illuminated by the light outside. That night I 

wasn’t alone, and I haven’t been since, thanks to him. 

To this day I cannot believe he cares or understand why he sits and talks with me. 

I’m grateful for him and the memories we’ve made together. I don’t light up inside 



when I’m with him, like all the clichés in books. Instead, I wake up and become 

more human, and with his help, I become happier. Everything he does is 

meaningful, so I can’t help feeling guilty that he’s wasting his time on me. 

My head turns when he sits beside me. Green eyes bore into mine, asking silent 

questions. Gently and gradually, he reaches for my earphones, removes them and 

unveils my muted apartment. “Roslyn,” he whispers, while cupping my face, 

resting his forehead against mine, “my fallen star.” Slowly he wraps his arms 

around me, comforting us both. Carefully Rowan guides my tangled, fluffy brown 

hair away from my shoulder allowing him to rest his head there, snuggling against 

my neck. After a while Rowan moves again, but only to reach for 

the blanket and pull it over us, making sure we’re both comfortable lying together, 

watching London rush past, safe together. 

Sleep takes me, pulls me under, away from safety and towards my fears. To a place 

and time when I didn’t care if the monsters got me, because I wanted to be gone. 

Fear constantly choking me, keeping me quiet. Nights where I wouldn’t allow 

sleep, worried HE might be watching. Days where the sun couldn’t expose his 

motives and true personality. Nights hiding, wishing, hoping to get away. With the 

knowledge that only one person prevented him from laying a hand on me. Yet that 

person couldn’t save me, not really. Every day I was still there my mind grew 

worse and fear took over. Until it didn’t. Until nothing did. Except emptiness. I 

went to a place where life no longer mattered. But some demons stay with you. 

Etched in your mind. Almost converting you into a monster. Untrustful, chaotic 

and frightened. Scared of the things you should love, as he should’ve loved me… 

Movement brings me to life, forcing my blurry eyes to open. I see Rowan directly 

in front of me, eyes wide, anxious and on edge. His hair is messier than usual. My 

racing heart slows when I see him, as comfort settles back in. His fingers are 

clasped tightly around mine, holding them away from my body. As tears continue 

to well up in my eyes he lets go, instead pulling me towards him until he’s cradling 

my head against his chest and gently stroking my hair, letting me cry an ocean of 

emotions, drowning us both. A familiar earthy, stale, smoky aroma swirls around 

him, centering me to him. 

Darkness seeps back when he pulls away. This time when he studies me, he’s 

looking at my body, not my face. His expression deepens into pity. “What?” I 

plead, my voice coarse “what’s wrong?” He doesn’t respond, instead he brings my 

slackened hands towards my face. “Rosyln, your nails,” he mumbled, directing my 

gaze to the blood hidden underneath. 

Bewildered, I force myself up. My feet shuffle against the cold laminate floor as I 

stumble to the bathroom. Rowan follows and pulls the cord for the light, showing 



me the harm I've caused. The floor length mirror fully reveals the damage. Scratch 

marks cover every inch of bare skin. Nothing deep, but enough to draw blood. 

Realization hits. The blood under my nails is my own. That’s what pushes me over 

the edge. Not any physical pain, but the knowledge that I’m still not getting better. 

However, this time it’s much worse, as I’m no longer just hurting myself, I’m 

hurting Rowan too. I can see it in his eyes, the pity, and anxiety running through 

him. Selfish as it may be, I need him. His compassion, his empathy, I need the 

comfort of his touch and the unconditional love I don’t deserve. I need him, like 

I’ve never needed anyone before. Maybe it’s dangerous to be so dependent on one 

person, but I honestly have nothing else. Only him. 

His calming eyes are bloodshot red when I face him. I reach out to wipe an escaped 

tear, trickling down his freckled cheek, like a lonely rain drop. I hate the pain I 

cause. A small, sad smile appears on his face as our eyes lock, freeing a burden 

from us both, submerging us into safety within each other. Carefully he leads me 

through my now clean apartment and back to the window, settling us down 

together. 

London still screams down below us, but all I hear is Rowan’s voice as he reads ‘A 

Tale of Two Cities’ to me again. Rowan truly is the spring of hope to my winter of 

despair. My monsters are still inside, still powerful and causing harm, yet unselfish 

love will triumph in the end. 

 


