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Prologue – How it all ends

‘Oh my God, will you fucking MOVE?!’ As the slow-walker turned to watch her in confused horror, Hannah realised – far too late – that the words had in fact escaped her. ‘Move, you fat fuck! I’m going to miss my train!’ she screamed. ‘What the hell is wrong with me?! Shut up, shut up, shut up!’ More people had stopped to stare at her now. Sweat started pouring down Hannah’s face as well, her voice trembling as she yelled, ‘This isn’t real! La-la-la-la-la-la-la-laaaaah!’, realizing that in fact it was very real. She incredulously pinched her arm. ‘Ouch! I’m legging it!’ As she made a run for it, her right toe caught on a seemingly invisible obstacle on the station floor, causing Hannah to stumble onto and over the railing between herself and the parking garage three floors below. As the filthy, oil-stained concrete hurled towards her face, bag contents flying through the air – pens, gum and tampons hitting onlookers in the face – Hannah screamed one last time: ‘So this is how it ends?!’ As her jaw hit the ground and shattered, rattling her brain, pain shooting through her like explosive sensory diarrhoea, Hannah awoke, mid-air. ‘Shit!’ she exclaimed – not quite able to shake the feeling of falling – ‘it’s gonna be one of those days.’

Meet Hannah Higgins, 41 years young – not young because of her gorgeously youthful appearance, mind you, merely due to her complete inability to do anything grown-up or even mildly productive in her life – eternally single and now seemingly lacking the ability to keep an inner dialogue to boot. Her brain still foggy from last night’s wine-binge, she checked her phone. 6.15. Phew, at least her high-level anxiety had kept her from oversleeping. She stumbled out of bed, sheets soaked from nightmare sweats and drunken slobbering, and started getting ready for work. As she caught a glimpse of her haggard face in the bathroom mirror, she wondered aloud; ‘What am I even doing with my life?’
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