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HE ROAD looks so long, but | can't be far now. For days

| have slowly plodded along, alone and afraid. | dort
really krows where | am going but | will know the right place
when | getthere.

Layla, my teddy, is slumped pathetically in my hand. She
looks like | feel. The sparkle is gone from her eyves now. They
never used to be glassy and staring. They used to dance. It
feelslike long age thatwe ran around the feld, la ughing and
singing and dancing. It feels like I've forgetten how to laugh
and dance, and if | ever sing again it would only be songs of
pain and despair that would escape my lips.

Iturned around a corner and looked at the next road | would
have to conquer. It was long and winding with scraggly
bushes down the sides. Like a snake. Onethat had been lving
there for eternity because it has nothing and is nothing to
aryone,

| let rmy shoulders slurnp and a single tear dides sorrowful by
down my chesk. | have to give up. I've besn walking for too
long now. | wionder if there really is a happy place at the end
of my road, and if there is, is it really worth this?

Agarty, hurt, last, alone and afraid dent begin
to describe what | fe=l. The pain is beyond

anything, beyvond evearything.

| sink slowdy to the ground. | wish there was
someone here to look after me To order me
to stand up and keep walking. Someons |
would have to pull myself together for. But
therz is no one.

| usad to hate rules, people telling me what
todo, howto eat, howto act, what to belisve.
Mow | would give arything for it. To know
whiat to dowould be comforting. ltwould be
easy, straightforward, no guess work involved.
Mever having to wonder if death would b=
coming to meet you at the next bend. Mot
like miowe. Mow | dor't know what I'm deing.
I'm just muddling through and hoping for
the best.

| ran out of food days ago and only have small amourits
of water at a tirme for fzar | would run out of that too. | am
hurngry and tired and just want to lie down and rest and
never get up again.

Maybe, when | get to where I'm going, Mum and Dad will b=
thera. Then theyll pull me into their ams and hold ma tight
and we'll all run through the fizlds and the sun will shine,
really shime, enaugh to rmake the cold ball of fear and worryin
my stornach goaway. Maybe is enough. Whao knows, mayks
wheraver I'm going is right around the next corner.

Sol stand up and bravely place one foot forward and resume
my journey. My journey to nowhere
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