
You're not conscious of him at all.  

 

He chose you some unknown time earlier - years ago - and has been following you silently 

and patiently since. Waiting to strike you whenever he decides, but you only know this later. 

Sometimes, you have a sense that something isn't right, but you dismiss it.  

 

Then you're aware of him, and it's too late. He strikes fast - confusion, darkness, denial.  

 

And pain.  

 

Pain.  

 

PAIN! 

 

Pain everywhere that knows no limits, physical and mental. He likes to make you suffer, and 

he doesn't know of mercy. 

 

The guilt starts. He's good at that - turns it into your fault, your weakness, your punishment, 

your shame.  

 

You turn against those you love. Yes, push them away! You want to be alone, in the 

darkness, amongst the fog of confusion and angst. They don't understand! 

 

Then the self-interrogation. 

 

"Why me? Why didn't I realise? Why didn't I do something about it? Why am I not fighting 

him now? I must deserve this. That's why no-one must know. It's my fault."  

 

You are at his whim and your life is now in his cruel hands. 

 

You grow accustomed to him. You live with him. Humiliated. Look at you. You withdraw, 

ashamed. You don't want anyone to see you like this. There's no option. 

 

Relentless. The pain. The torment in your mind. You mourn for the other you.   

 

You walk slowly into the uncaring rain. The cold pavement beckons you to rest, and grieve. 

But you can't, there's people around. People that know you. OK, man up. Pleasantries are 

exchanged. A brief moment of normality. Yet you want to scream - but no-one must know! 

Just make it home. Then you can get on the floor and pitifully sob all you like. In private. 

 

Then one day, they expose him. Confront him. But there's a price - a heavy one. He will 

never leave you.  He is you now, and you him. He can be slowed, maybe. If you're lucky. But 

never stopped. And what he's done to you can't be undone.  

 

They tell me his name. 

 

It's Arthur.  

 

Arthur Itis. 
 


