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Space Diving
O L I V I A  R A N D A L L

Y O U  c l O S E  Y O U r  eyes and you fall. You fall and you fall 
and you fall upwards and you’re soaring and you open 

your eyes and you’re surrounded by pink and purple and stars 
and infinity. Everything is glimmering. Everything is beautiful. 
Nothing is wrong.

It’s years before you notice you’re dead.

Van Gogh ate yellow paint because he thought it would bring 
him happiness. Yellow is the sun and daffodils and buttercups. 
It’s lemons and canaries and autumn leaves. Yellow is warmth 
and joy; it’s enthusiasm, it’s optimism and it’s happiness. True 
happiness. Van Gogh thought that eating yellow, toxic paint 
would blind the sadness inside him and make him feel happy 
again. Can you imagine being so empty of joy that you try to 
fill the void by poisoning yourself? Can you imagine being so 
desperate to feel happiness again?

There are other, more dangerous ways to try to feel emo-
tions again. You know that. You took a lot of drugs just to get 
a reaction, but you stopped when you woke up in hospital for 
the fourth time. You fell in love once or twice, hoping that 
would fill the void – but it didn’t, not really. It just ended with 
a few heartbreaks and the overwhelming sense that you were 
lost. You wonder if you’re selfish. Do you think that no-one 
else is lonesome? Do you think that no-one else lives in the 
abyss? You know that other people have their demons but you 
also know that no-one will ever, ever truly understand.
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Maybe you are selfish.
You take your tablets four times a day. You cry sometimes. 

You smoke more and more and more. You consider tripping 
acid. You consider trying to meet someone new. You think, 
everyone has their own version of yellow paint. You pause. You con-
sider eating yellow paint. Instead, you don’t eat anything at 
all. You lie in bed and feel nothing. You watch The X-Files. You 
ignore the ghosts. You lie in bed and you feel nothing.

At night, your demons crawl out of the shadows. They hiss 
and grieve and slither into bed with you, wrapping around 
your body. You lie there, frozen and terrified, until the morn-
ing comes and they whisper goodbye.

You live with ghouls and wraiths who pester you to fol-
low them. You pretend you can’t hear and you take your 
tablets four times a day and you cry sometimes. And you con-
sider eating yellow paint. Every day. Every day. Every day. 
 You are always on edge and you bite your fingernails down to 
nothing.

The demons and ghosts are all you have.
Follow me.
You think, not today, and you watch The X-Files and you lie 

in bed and you feel nothing.
Follow me.
You think, not today, and you consider tripping acid and you 

lie in bed and you feel nothing.
Follow me.
You think, not today, and you smoke more and more and 

more and you lie in bed and you feel nothing.
Follow me.
You think, I am having an existential crisis. You nod and you 

walk through the veil. The wraith holds your hand and it feels 
like sadness and smoke and lost time and you’re sick to your 
stomach.

You are on top of a cliff staring down at a deep, black drop. 
Everything is glimmering. Everything is beautiful. Everything 
is wrong.

Follow me, says the wraith, and then it falls and then it’s 
gone.
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You consider. You consider going back. Back to what? Back 
to smoking and crying and The X-Files? Nobody is as lonesome 
as you. Not even the demons are grieving like you. You grieve 
for your happiness. There are more dangerous ways to try to 
feel emotions again. Everyone has their own version of yellow 
paint.
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What Is There To 
Say?

L . F . R O T H

Y O U  a r E  S I T T I n g  on one side, your son and daughter 
on the other. No curtains frame the bed – this is a private 

room. Your daughter is the one who arrived last: there are no 
trains at night from where she lives, nor does she have a car. 
When she pushed the door open, cautiously, your son got up to 
fetch another chair and she took his. He is now close to the foot 
of the bed but still has an unobstructed view. The head of the 
bed is raised at a 45-degree angle.

This is not the picture that you see, of course – yours is more 
limited. You rarely even look across the bed but have your eyes 
fixed on your husband.

There has been no change. His skin is pale but no more than 
before. His eyes are still wide open and unseeing. He doesn’t 
blink. After each breath there is a pause, unvaried in length. 
The tubes are there, just as before: thin ones that run to his 
nostrils from behind his ears and are connected to the wall 
outlet for oxygen via a thicker one curled up peacefully on his 
chest; a catheter that forms a loop at the side of the bed before 
it disappears out of view. Hospital corners hold the bedclothes 
in place.

“Will you be back in the morning?” he had asked when you 
left in the late afternoon.

You had been, every morning, for the last six days, so there 




