





I'm not sure what I thought back in Wellington would feel like
but mostly I feel tired. I've skipped too many meals the last
few days. I feel lighter too, less anxious. This is not what
Wel}ington usually feels like. Memories that used to hurt
don't anymore. Happiness is a strange and exotic experience.
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T've been struggling for the last couple of years. T've been unhappy. I keep trying to
fix it by changing my life—moving, travelling, going back to school, trying to find
a life ] want to live. ’'m starting to realise that it's not enough to change the life
I'm living now, because the past doesn’t just go away when I leave. The trauma
remains. The anger is still there, as much as I want it to go away. I want to be over
things that have happened, that have ended. I don’t want to still be upset about

things that I can’t change. By
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I can’t get rid of it. I can’t just excrete it out of my body or put it away somewhere

for storage until I have time to deal with it. It’s there no matter where I go or what
)

I do. It’s not enough to change my life. The damage is done.
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I don’t have the energy to do all that all over again in Sydney.



















