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My name 15 Mina and I love the night. Anyfhjng
seems possible al nignt ven the rest of fhe vorld
nas gone fo sleep. It’s darx and silent in the house,
but if I listen close, I hear the beal beal beal of
my heart. I hear the creax and crack of the house.

I rear my mum breathing gently in her sleep in fhe

room next door,

I slip out of bed and sit af the table by the
window. L fug The curfain open. Trere’s a full moon
in The middle of fhe sky. It bathes the world in ifs
silvery lignt. It shines on Falconer Road and on fhe
houses and. the streets beyond, and. on the cify roofs
and spires and on fhe distant mounfains and moors.
It shines info the room and on fo me.

Some say thal you should furn' your face
from the lignl of the moon. They say it maxes you
mad.

I turn my face towards it and I locugn.

Moxe me mad, I ~shisper, Go on, maxe
MNina. mad

I lougn again

Some people Think  that she's already mad,
L think,



I \ooX into the nignt . I see onss and bats

L
that fly and flicker “across the moon. Somesshere out
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there, \Jhis-,—per the cat is slipping through fhe
AN
shadows I close my eyes and it's like Tfhose
creatures are moving inside me, almost lixe I'm a
xind of weird weature myself, a girl \shose name is
Mina. but more than just a girl shose name 15
MNina.
There's an emply nofebook lying on fhe fable
in the moonlight. Tt's been there for an age. I
Xeep on saying Thal I\ write a J'ou.rr\a\. S0 I

start rignt here, rignt nows. I open the boox and

write the very first ~sords:




Then hat shall T write? T can't Just rite that

this happened. then this happened. then this ha.ppened
o boring infinitum. T\ \et My journal gross Just like
the mind does, Just lixe a tree or a beast does, Just
lixe life does. MWhy should @ boox tell a tale in «
dull sfraight line?

Mords should wander and meander. They
should fly like owds and flicker like bats and slip lixe
cals. They should murmur and scream and dance
and. sing.

Sometimes there should be no words at all.

Just silence.

Just clean \/hite space.

Some pages will be live a sty with a single
bird in i, Some ~will be lixe a sky with «
swirling sswarm of starlings in it. My sentences
will be a clutch, a collection, a pattern, a
swarm, o shoal, a mosaic. They will be a
cifcus, o m{?nogt‘rie, a tree, a nest. Recause My
mind 15 not in order. My mind Is not straight
lines. My mind s a dulter and a mess. It s
my mind, bul it is also very lixe other minds

And lixe all minds, lixe every mind thal there

1



