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Last night, I fell.  Down. And hard.  And not all fours, but fives.  I split my chin right open 

out there in the middle of the street.  I wish I could blame the stones slippery from rain or the loose 

strap of my shoe, but the truth is, it was my own fault.  The truth is, I was drunk.  And I fell.    

This isn’t the first time I’ve fallen, and it’s probably safe to say it won’t be the last.  You put 

a little bit of liquor in me, and I can’t seem to not hurl myself into the world.  It’s like I need to 

know if I can break.  Skill isn’t exactly the right word, but I certainly seem to have a knack for 

this.  I’m a talented knee-diver, a capricious biped, a tumbler 

extraordinaire.  I come crashing down on to my knees so often, you’d think the universe was trying 

to get me to pray.    

I survey the scope of my wounds this morning in the tub.  I won’t be contributing much to 

my little collection of scars.  A bit of dirt on one knee, a few scrapes on my palms.  And of course, 

my chin.  That took the brunt of the blow, but it’s not really so bad.  More a scuff than anything 

else.  It’s a disappointing amount of damage, really.  If I’m honest, I want a bit more blood with my 

wounds—injuries that are worthwhile.  I like cuts deep enough to scar and bruises big and tender—

the way I imagine love is supposed to be.   

It’s not that I like pain, believe me, I know you’re not supposed to do that except in 

very narrow social contexts—at the gym (feel the burn!)—in bad pop music (oh! It hurt so good!)—

or perhaps when getting a tattoo (yeah, it hurt like hell, but it’s cool, right?).  Again, it’s not the pain I’m 

after.   What I crave, rather, is just a little bit of oblivion.  A blink of nonexistence.  A break (so much 

so I can’t escape the dual connotations of that word, can’t believe it’s a coincidence—the hurt must be inherent in the 

relief, right?).    

It would, however, be dishonest of me to suggest that I’m not hurting myself, because I 

am.  Similar to pain, there are very few socially acceptable forms of self-destruction.  Drinking is one 

of them.  Perhaps falling is too.  But it’s not that I like hurting myself.  It’s just that something feels 

remarkably right about seeing my body this way, as if it’s more true.  A more honest way of existing 

in this world, a more genuine expression of self.     

I know I’m getting by on a technicality.  I know that if I were harming myself in any other 

way, I’d have to be concerned.  This is why I don’t intentionally hurt myself, but prize my little scrapes, 

view these scraps of pain as precious.  A little gift of what I long for without having to categorize 

myself, without having to answer too many questions.  And there are always questions, especially 



when you show up to work with a scabby chin.  Oh my god, what happened?  What did you do to your 

face?  Are you okay?!?    

I never tell people the truth.  I go with the story about the slippery stones or the loose shoe 

strap.  Though I prefer stories where someone else is to blame entirely.  A man running past on a 

stairwell, neither of us paying attention, and down we go…My dog seeing a squirrel, in a dash of 

instinctual animal excitement, drags me down…the wayward banana peel…  I’ve never actually 

blamed a banana peel.  People must not leave them lying around as often as they used to, but you 

get the picture.  It was an accident…yes, yes, I’m fine…You’ll never believe…  

But the truth is always this: I was drunk last night.  And I fell.  In fact, I might be falling 

still.  


