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I had just turned thirteen when I 
met my black dog.



It followed me everywhere. 

And like every new puppy, 
it was e x h a u s t i n g .



Its beguiling bark boomed 
through my inner thoughts.

Not always loud, but always 
present.
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It took up residence in my chest; 
its constant weight reduced 
me to irritable, impulsive, and 
inconsistent.



It demanded all of my attention 
and ignored any shred of  
self-care.

Sleeping too much, or not 
enough. I was forced to feed it; I 
stopped feeding myself.



It isolated me from friends, and 
devoured my relationships.



Yet it kept itself concealed.



I grew accustomed to its parasitic 
residence; its sadistic satisfaction 
at my expense. 

I grew to believe I deserved it.



I was surrounded by people who 
‘knew better’.

“It’s all in your head. Stop being so 
melodramatic. You don’t know the 
first thing about struggle.”



No abundance of bubble 
baths, scented candles, guided 
meditation apps, or leisurely 
garden strolls could ever conquer 
its weight.



My days began and ended with a 
varied cocktail.

It included an added perk of 
pummeling hangovers and a 
generous portion of side effects.
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And I almost let it win.



A decade later we’ve learned to 
walk alongside each other. If I 
don’t tug, it won’t either.



We’ve learned to coexist. To 
respect our boundaries; and 
acknowledge each other with a 
knowing nod.



Occasionally it will reappear to 
remind me of its weight. But it 
feels lighter now.

Sometimes it weaves between my 
legs with every step, or scratches 
at my door waiting to curl up on 
my bed. Other times it gives me 
space and silence.

My black dog will be a lifelong 
companion – a truth that 
required a lot of patience to 
recognise – but one that I have 
learned to respect.


