
Wendy sits at her desk in the morning and takes a photo of her notebook (which has one line 

of writing in it) lying at an angle to her calligraphic pen. A cup of coffee - black, that’s how 

writers like it - sits just above her notebook. The cup is thick and round and has images of 

books on it. Her desk is by a window. Outside it is raining. Rainy Sunday mornings, she 

posts on Instagram. 

Wendy has wanted to be a writer since she was five years old. She would create 

picture stories and act them out for her dad after dinner when he asked what she did that 

day. He would smile and tell her that she was daddy's beautiful girl. 

Now, Wendy gets surges of excitement but she has to wait to be excited by 

something. She is not independently creative like the writers she wants to be. She reads a 

story about sex and she writes a story about sex, artfully and respectfully changing the 

characters’ names. She knows she is not original anymore. She is not special. She feeds off 

other people’s imagination. She hates herself as a result.  

She regularly sits up at night and wonders where she went. She looks out the 

window when the moon comes out and pulls her cardigan around her like she sees sad 

women do in movies. She catches herself in the mirror as she cries and admires her jawline. 

She thinks crying freshens her skin up. It adds a softness to her eyes and pinkness to her 

cheeks. If she was a famous writer, she would be a very pretty one. People would approach 

her and ask her to act in the movie adaptations. They would take pictures of her in suits 

because writers wear suits even when they might want to wear a dress and they pose with 

their hands in their pockets because writers are powerful and smart and brave. Wendy does 

not actually own a suit but once she is a writer she will only ever be seen in one.  

Chris calls her later that day and asks if she is around. She tells him she needs a 

break from writing so why doesn’t he swing by. She puts her pen down and notices that she 

still only has one line of text written on the page in her notebook. Oh well. Wendy thinks that 

sex will inspire her so she puts bronzer on her cleavage and gets naked and lies down in 



front of the mirror. Wendy opens her legs and narrows her eyes and opens her lips at her 

reflection. She likes knowing what Chris sees.  

After Chris leaves, Wendy lies in bed for a while. When she stands, she catches 

sperm in her hands. She enjoys doing this. She doesn’t like letting it escape her. Sometimes 

she holds a cup under her vagina so that she can trap and examine the sperm, the strange 

lumpiness of it. She reminds herself that this was in her and that this was meant to inspire 

her before throwing it down the sink. Then she pisses and washes her hands and returns to 

her writing desk. 

Wendy reads articles online and she looks at Twitter when she doesn’t know what to 

write. She forces herself to read about other people’s successes. She thinks it will push her 

to be better because she is naturally a jealous person and doesn’t like when someone else 

is better than her. She doesn’t like seeing that someone she interned with years ago is being 

mentioned in a listacle of female poets to look out for. Wendy hates seeing that someone 

uglier than her is doing well, especially when she used to feel sorry for her. But Wendy 

mentally takes note to give the ugly female poet a big hug when she meets her at the next 

event. Wendy will become her good friend because good writers always travel in packs.  

Wendy has PTSD and is regularly traumatised by the memory of her dad dying. 

Wendy was thirteen and playing tennis against the front wall of the house. Her dad was 

cutting the grass on the footpath outside. She could see his upper body over the garden 

wall. He was wearing a straw hat and a beige jumper and Wendy remembers thinking that 

he blended in with the golden sun behind him. Wendy remembers looking over her shoulder 

whenever she missed the ball to see if her dad saw. He would give her an encouraging 

thumbs up as he pushed the lawnmower along. Wendy was never far from her dad’s sight. 

Wendy remembers the sudden loud music and how it broke the sunny air and the constant 

hum of the lawnmower. A van tumbled around the corner onto her street. Wendy remembers 

seeing a man at the wheel, his face drooped as though he was unconscious. Wendy 



remembers running from the front of the house as the van didn’t slow down. Wendy 

remembers calling her dad’s name, and the tumble of bricks as the garden wall fell down. 

She remembers seeing a splash of red and hearing a horrible screeching noise as the 

lawnmower gurgled to a stop. She remembers seeing her dad’s head rolling down the side 

of the house. It stopped only meters from where she stood. She remembers seeing parts of 

his neck shredded into strings. She thought he looked like a Halloween prop. 

Wendy tries not to remember this. She tries not to flinch when she hears a hum from 

her neighbour’s garden. She does leave the house but always knows where the closest exit 

is because she does not trust the impulses of other people. She looks over her shoulder 

quite often. 

Sometimes she gets scared that Chris will choke her to death even though he has 

not shown such tendencies. In fact, Chris is gentle in bed and has to push her away when 

she asks him to hit her. Wendy likes being in control. She wants to know that, when she 

hurts, it is because she chooses to.  

It is nighttime now and Wendy hates that she hasn’t gotten much work done. She 

looks at her boring words and loathes that there is no colour in them. She imagines the 

crimson pulp of her father’s neck. She imagines the lumpy yellow of Chris’s sperm. She 

wonders why it always escapes her, why she can’t conjure up emotion. She wonders how 

long the flashbacks will last and if they will always paralyse her. She also secretly wants 

them to paralyse her forever. She doesn’t want the sound of her dad’s head plopping onto 

the grass to fade from her memory. Nor does she want to forget how the sunlight was 

dappled on her father’s face as it peeked through the straw hat. She thinks that this is just 

her now. She wonders if everyone is a collection of flashbacks and, if so, why she no longer 

has the imagination to write them down. 

Wendy goes to bed and wonders where she has gone.  


