
Inside my Head 
  
My eyes found their way to the clock. The hands ticked and 
tocked relentlessly, yet seemed to remain in the same position, 
torturing my already tormented mind. The classroom was 
crammed full of sweaty teenagers fanning themselves like 
overheated tourists on safari. The heat emanating from the 
radiators, was stifling. The stench was inescapable, oozing from 
their adolescent pores, invading my nostrils. Mr. Brownwell 
loosened his tie as he visibly struggled to retain his composure, 
last period of what had been a long day. The thought of leaving the 
safety of the classroom and facing what lay beyond those walls 
gnawed at me. 
  
Pulling on my hoodie, as if were a coat of armour, protecting from 
my worst fears, I froze in horror. Dread pulsed through my veins. I 
was alone. Everyone had vanished. Even the teacher. What was 
that? A door closing along the corridor? Footsteps? I desperately 
tried shut down my overactive imagination, like I had been 
practising to – as if switching off an annoying advert on the TV. 
Yet they came flooding my mind, accompanied with a wave of 
nausea. There’s nothing there! I mentally screech. 
  
The city outside was laced in frost and covered in a thick blanket 
of ice under the dark sky. It would have been beautiful if it hadn’t 
been so terrifying. My feet step one after another, knowing it was 
up to them to take the lead. The blisters threaten to slow me down 
but the thought of someone following was too overwhelming. My 
chest is threatening to explode and the blood is pounding in my 
ears. The proliferating burden of intense fears and phobias forced 
my head down, as I shielded my face from the biting wind. This 
was it. 
  
Could I do it? No. Did I have a choice? No.  



It was all Ava’s fault. 
  
For months my sister had been telling me to grow up, that I was a 
loser. I’d have loved to “grow up” and ignore the thoughts the 
snuck up on me, growing like a parasite, feeding on my fear. But I 
couldn’t. I had tried. The weekly sessions with my therapists 
seemed pointless. The same words floated out of different faces. 
  
I knew this morning when Ava told me she was going out with her 
friends and couldn’t drive me home that it was her form of 
“therapy” for me. Sink or swim. Big sister trying to repair her 
spineless shell of a sibling. She’s trying to make me cooler, less of 
an embarrassment. When I leave school early or hide out in the 
pastoral rooms, I know she heavily disapproves. It’s just so hard to 
face so many judgemental people all at once, and then I get weird 
about the unknown and safety. Sink or swim. It’s almost 
laughable. It simply doesn’t work like that though. Why couldn’t 
she understand the illness more, or at least try? It was the constant, 
overwhelming crushing fear that something terrible was about to 
happen. Irrational or not, there was no escaping it. 
  
I realised I was close to the train station, I felt like I was 
swallowing knives. They sliced through my throat, forcing me to 
take short, shallow breaths. Fumbling, I grabbed my ticket from 
the back pocket of my bag. Clenching it in my hand, I tapped it 
and the doors opened. I blundered through the barriers. A women 
stopped me. 
  
“Are you okay love?” 
  
My eyes scanned her and the station. I’m a pro, three exits, two 
tunnels, six barriers. She had a little boy hanging onto her arm. 
Harmless. Kidnappers don’t tend to be holding on to their own 



children. Did she sense my fear? Was it etched across my face? 
Could she hear the pounding of my pulse? 
  
“I’m fine.” I whispered, and the woman’s concern vanished as 
quickly as it was voiced.  She nodded silently and dragged her son 
through into the dark evening alight with the orange glow of cars 
and street lamps.  
  
My sore feet started to go down the stairs and my eyes do more 
scanning. My head is awash with facts. Four railway lines, six 
benches and five kids overall. No suspicious packages, no 
suitcases left alone. “Stop it!” I hiss. This is how it I’m letting it 
take me over, I needed to stop. I don’t know how to become more 
logical when I feel so illogical. This is crazy. This is torture. I’m 
being torn apart by two voices in my head and I can’t take it. 
  
Would I rather be blown up? Maybe I’ll jump onto the platform 
now, then I’m saving myself a lot of pain. I imagine what the 
blinding white will look like when the bomb detonates. It will 
burn my face off and etch my shadow onto the tubes floor. 
  
Railway it is then. No, there is kids standing by the edge, I can’t 
let them see my mangled body intwined between the metal. Then 
they’ll be screwed up for life like me and I’ve ruined three normal 
minds into wobbly scared ones like mine. 
  
“STOP IT!” I shriek into the cold air, hands pressed on my ears so 
tightly I can feel my heartbeat. Think of something else, anything 
else. I need a distraction. I imagine a warm sun glowing on my 
skin and listening to the waves roll in and out . Keep the peace and 
stop the war in my head. Waves roll in and out. Control your 
breathing.   
  



Suddenly I’m yanked out of my head when the train comes. It 
makes a high pitched shrill and the doors open. Here we go. From 
now I’m trapped in a metal tube stuffed full of people. No seats; I 
stand. The observing begins. I try and pick out something nice 
about every single person in my eyesight, as if that would 
somehow stop anything bad from happening.  

I spend so long studying everyone, the train pulls into my stop. 
That was fast. As I walk back out into the icy electric city, I take a 
shaky breath out. I didn’t realise my body and face is now 
dripping with sweat.  My legs propel forward. It’s like I was 
trapped and someone’s just pressed the play button. I did it. I DID 
it. Suddenly, I’m enveloped in warm arms and perfume hugs. I 
inhale some curly hair and my sister whispers very quietly. 
  
“You did it.” 
I can’t quite comprehend that she just stood outside the station and 
waited for me, like I’m some untrustworthy toddler or something. 
Salty tears of relief that it’s over streak down my face, and we 
finally let go of each other. Ava smirks. 
  
“You know you’re coming to a party with me tomorrow night, 
right?” 

Knives stab into my chest and my knees turn into jelly. I croak out 
a “Ok.”


