
Nobody sees the stars crying
TW: self harm, TW: scars; TW: suicide

Looking at stars. You never seem to appreciate the beauty of these fascinating bright things hanging
from the sky, even though they’re fo�owing you around every night, or rather the other way around? I
always had a passion for stars, they were my only friends in my darkest days, the only light when a� I
saw was darkness, but at the same time I hated them. They only watched as my world co�ided. They only
watched when my world burned and only watched when I cried for help. I don’t know if I wanted to be them
or if they actua�y reminded me of myself in some way; stars are beautiful and mysterious at the same
time. From afar we love to watch and compliment them but in reality we probably should be afraid; they
see and hear everything but feel nothing. The stars represent �re, heat and death, shouldn’t that
concern us? They scream and curse, but nobody can hear them, because they are too far away. They face
the expanse of the universe, nothing is surrounding them. How is it that they can handle the endless
loneliness? Sometimes I think that stars are the only thing I have left and I can’t help myself from
wondering if they wi� leave me too one day. They are keeping my secrets and once they’re told, they’�
leave.

“Stars are ash and smoke and burning, they are power and greed and loneliness, stars are all that we are
taught to fear but here we lay, gazing upon them like fear but here we lay, gazing upon them like gemstones in
the mud.”

I close my diary and put it in my bag again while putting some dollar bills on the table and leaving.
Cold air seems to come out of nowhere and forces me to close my coat. I decide to put my earphones
in so I can’t hear them, the men that I know are staring at me, or rather my body. I learned to just keep
my head down and not say anything, it’s safer that way. So I just walk by them and start talking while
hoping that it seems like I’m talking on the phone with someone.

Even though I covered as much skin as possible, all of a sudden I feel
someone's cold hand on my arm forcing me to turn around.

I freeze for a moment, my mind is wandering back to my childhood
and I can feel a tear running down my cheek.

I’m confused, there’s nobody here, who touched me?

I keep walking and stop by the window of a store, the mirror reflects me and I start to feel anxious, but
don't know why. I can’t look at myself, because all I see is making me want to throw up. All I see is my
past, which I don't want to see. I find myself still standing in front of the store but can’t seem to move.



My mind is taking me back to my youth. I don’t think that my mom ever wanted nor loved me, my dad
wasn’t in the picture. I always thought that it was my fault and so did my mom.
I look down at my arms and pull up my sleeves, there they are, I whisper to myself. I always try to hide
them, so that no one can see my scars. They’re scars I wish I didn’t have, they remind me of a
frightening time, a time that I want to forget. I look at them and all I see is stupidity. Single white lines,
some deep and some less obvious. Forever on my skin, even though they’ve healed a long time ago.
They will always be a reminder of her, my mom. Whenever I see or touch them I’m getting taken back
to those memories, memories I want to forget so badly. Despite temporarily calming my demons, I
instantly regretted every line I made.
I blink a couple of times to get rid of my tears.

Is somebody calling my name? It gets louder and louder,
as if the person who calls me would scream directly in my ear.

I turn around and realise that I’m still standing in front of this store and that there’s nobody here.

Am I going insane? I feel something really cold and wet on my face, I decide to look up.

Rain drops, big and small ones, falling from the sky and touching my skin. I blend all the city noises out
and all I hear are the rain drops falling on the streets. Just a couple of moments later the city is
completely covered with water. I don’t mind the rain but every person I pass seems to be pissed since
they get wet, which is weird, considering which city we are currently in. I think it’s fascinating how fast
hundreds of umbrellas can be opened. In just a couple of seconds the city turns into a forest of
umbrellas.
My mind wanders back to my childhood, I always danced around in the rain while nobody was looking.
I always thought that it could wash away everything: my doubts, my sadness, my wounds, just
everything. The air has this one specific smell that I love and reminds me of the feeling of freedom.

It’s getting dark while I cross the street and decide to sit down on a bench near the lake. I put my bag
next to me and get my diary and a pen.

I put my earphones in again and start writing until I get a really strange feeling.
My chest starts hurting and I can feel a really weird pressure, but then it just stops.

I must have made some noise because when I look up somebody is staring at me, when I realise who
it is I’m shocked. I open and close my mouth but no words seem to find their way out. I can’t breath nor
speak for a couple of moments.
It can’t be, I think to myself, it’s not possible.



She’s dead, or at least she should be. I took care of her, didn’t I? I can still see the high, bright and
orange flames, everytime I try to close my eyes at night. I can still smell the fuel and smoke covering
everything. I can still hear her screams while she begged me to stop as if it was today.
I can still see her body burning in front of me, it was fascinating, I couldn’t stop watching. It was one of
these moments where you feel truly and completely happy, without a single doubt ruining your mood. In
the end only ash was left. I look at my hands and admire the ring I made out of her, the only way she
could ever be beautiful, I thought back then.
I blink a couple of times, but once I look up she’s still standing in front of me. I pinch my arm, really
hard and realise that I’m not sleeping. I start to feel anxious and pull out my eyebrows. She looks too
real not to be. She has wrinkles everywhere and her eyebags are huge and blue. She looks old, musty
and disgusting if you ask me.

“Surprised to see me, honey?”

Well, I mean yes but still what is she talking about? Hasn't her death already been announced in the
newspaper? I can clearly remember it. What’s going on? It’s her, I know that for sure; the way she
moves, talks and smells is so specific and only she can make me this mad within two seconds. I have
so many questions, but I’m speechless. My head starts aching, it must be due to all of these questions
and I start to feel dizzy.
My vision starts to get blurry and I start to remember.
It was getting dark. I heard sirens, it sounded like they were getting closer. There were voices which
became more and more quiet. I close and open my eyes and suddenly feel awake.

I’m standing on the sidewalk and see blue and red lights shining through the streets.
A body lying on the ground in front of a house, my house.
A body covered by a blanket, but not completely. An empty box of pills next to it. Part of an arm is
visible. Shiny single white lines, some deep and some less obvious are covering her arm. The longer I
look the clearer I can see them. The thin lines connect sometimes and form an unique image.
An image that’s familiar to me, how couldn’t it?

Despite temporarily calming my demons, I instantly regretted every line I made.
Forever on my skin.
Now I’m resting on the wet, green grass in my front yard.
Facing the sky.

Looking at stars.



“Stars are ash and smoke and burning, they are power and greed and loneliness, stars are all that we
are taught to fear but here we lay, gazing upon them like fear but here we lay, gazing upon them like
gemstones in the mud” - Unknown


