
The Confession  
 

One, two, three, four… I’m counting the steps trying to ground myself. I’m laying on top of the stairs, 
dizzy, feeling like I’m about to faint. Where did it all go wrong? I couldn’t remember much. I felt like I 
was waiting for this culmination of events for a while now. I get up, everything is hurting and I feel 
like I’m about to fall. I look down and evaluate my clothing. My black dress is covered in mud and 
straps on my high heels are ripped.  

Instinctively, I know that I need to go downstairs. Slowly, I make my way. I haven’t been in 
this much pain since Christmas 2006. It’s funny how people think that Santa doesn’t exist. I was 
covered in purple bruises that night, it can’t get more real than that. No one ever talks about how 
Santa is an alcoholic and his breath smells like death when he’s got your head in a headlock.  

I keep walking downstairs, carefully placing my feet on each step. It’s dark, I can’t see 
properly. As it’s very cold and damp, I embrace myself and shiver a little. I’m spiralling down on the 
steps and in my mind, feeling myself getting progressively more and more anxious. I’m trying to put 
my mind together, to find the coherent answers to why am I on this staircase, why am I slowly 
moving closer and closer to the bottom where there’s nothing and it’s dark and I can’t help but think 
about what happened recently. I can feel my fingers digging into my shoulder as I am disassociating. 
Just like my fingers digging into his back when he was on top of me. So many different hands have 
touched this body. My flesh feels spent, wasted. Forgive me father, for I have sinned.  

My heart rate increases. My breathing becomes irregular as I start running downstairs. I 
want to forget everything. I wish I had alcohol, pills, anything right now. My pupils dilate. The party. 
The white powder, the broken glass, someone’s face between my legs. Lines and libations, drinking 
and driving, passing joints and passing out. Waking up naked next to a stranger, take out, heading 
out again. Forgive me father, for I have sinned. 

I trip and fall. Damned reality check. I am still on the staircase, breathless. I keep going. 
There is no other choice, but to keep going. That’s what I’ve been saying to myself over the last few 
years. I worked hard to get what I wanted. I partied a lot but I also graduated and got myself a job in 
management in a prestigious company. I bought a new apartment in the city centre, I had money. 
Until my boss’s husband took interest in me. And I allowed it to happen. Another pair of hands on 
my fragile skin. Forgive me father, for I have sinned.  

I step on a puddle. My shoes are filled with water and I can’t carry on anymore. I kick the 
wall in a poor attempt to silence my thoughts. But  my mind turns against me and I can only utter a 
moan, although I feel like screaming. I am getting very angry. Anger turns into a blind rage as I’m 
scraping the stony walls of the spiral staircase making my fingers bleed. I fixate on the blood, 
remembering finding out about my father’s death. I should have been happy. I should have been 
rejoicing that he’s dead. I wanted to look at his dying face and tell him how much I’ve hated him and 
how much I’ve despised everything he’s done to me. But I couldn’t do so anymore. The contempt 
prevails. They said that God took him to a better place. They said he will be looking down on me. 
That’s funny, considering that’s what he was doing when he was still alive. God is dead.  

Suddenly, I feel something soft and furry running across my feet. I start breathing heavily. 
It’s a rat. Its soft fur makes me think of Bruce, my old cat. I remember covering my bruised face in his 
fur as I was weeping. I keep trying to pull myself out of the misery, but at this point I can only feel an 



overwhelming sadness. I touch my scars and think back to the time the scars were wounds and tears 
felt permanent. I slide down the wall and cover my face. The church, the funeral, the drugs.  

Everything starts rapidly coming back now. My father’s funeral. The priest who took my 
virginity praising my father for what an amazing person he was. The sharp light comes into the 
staircase. I realise that I am at the very bottom. I look up and I see my mother’s face. The staircase 
disappears. Where am I? Should I try to climb up? Is my mother really here? Blinding lights, sudden 
voices, my limbs numb. And as I’m spiralling back into the darkness, I see an ambulance and a 
hospital sign. Someone screams something about a drug overdose. I can’t deny, as I’m unable to 
speak. My lips feel like cotton. Forgive me Father, for I have sinned.  

 


