
The Visit 
It was midnight when they came to visit, at first I didn’t really notice them. It was like 

someone or something was brushing against me, stroking my flesh, teasing me “who’s 

there?” no reply. I was never quite sure if I was imagining it, but I hoped it would go away. 

As the days went on they visited me more and more becoming less subtle in their 

approach. I would feel them touching me, hear them whispering in the shadows, I became 

frightened by the dark, not wanting to sleep, never sure when they would return. I tried to 

talk about the visitors, hoping this would help me face my fears, hoping someone would 

understand me but to no avail, every night they returned, they became ever present with 

every passing hour. I’d cry in the dark, quietly sobbing to myself so as not to wake the 

family. Repeating over and over in my head, “please go away and please leave me, 

please!” But they ignored me, returning night after night, getting bolder and bolder. I could 

feel them surrounding me like a pack of wolves in the dark, never quite sure which one 

would strike but certain that they would at any given moment. As my fear grew, so did their 

numbers. “I’m okay” I lied to myself, in the vain hope that it would end, that they would 

leave me and I could sleep. I would take sleeping tablets to make me sleep, to forget the 

shadows and the darkness within. To try to fight the fear, hoping it would leave me but in 

time they found me again as my body became used to the medication. I could feel them 

moving closer and closer and just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore the feelings 

would subside and I would feel elated that they had gone, happy to be alone. But feelings 

have a cruel side too, just as my elation rose a niggling doubt of fear would start to pull at 

the corner, slowly lifting off my emotional blanket, delving underneath to find me again. 

They returned that night to visit me, devoid of any feelings or emotion, I let them in, 

welcomed them, tired of their games, I called out for them. They did not answer but with a 

cruel twist they turned to go and I felt that maybe I had beaten them. No, this was the calm 

before the storm, this was to be the visit that would finally break me. This was to be the 

visit to end all visits. I felt them turn to circle me, reaching out from the shadows, clawing 

the air, I felt their breath on my flesh, cold and silent, like a dark assassin. The fear grew 

within me and as it did the visitors became bolder, pushing me, goading me, faster and 

faster, they were there for the kill and there was no stopping them this time. I felt the rush 

of emotions come over me, growing, overwhelming me, my heart pounding, fist’s 

clenching, my legs thrashing, overload, overload, overload. I could not process anymore. 

I curled into a ball to protect myself, nothing…”is that it?” I cry, “Is that all you’ve got?” 

They don’t answer me. It was stupid of me to think they would, they lived in my head, why 

would they? These malicious thoughts, these shadows, these visitors. When they were 

hungry they would feed on my fear and then leave in empty silence. A sense of loss tinged 

with triumph would grow within me, only to feel them return again, they were here in my 

mind. Over and over again, absent of mercy they came as though alive in the dark but 

without body, real without substance. “If you are real I could touch you” I would say to 



myself, because, I was the only one listening. “If you are alive, I could see you.” But despite 

my questions, my pleas, they’d wait in the dark, wait for me to relax, to drop my defences, 

to think that just this time they had gone. But with every waking hour they returned to haunt 

me, a vicious circle of dark and light. I freeze in the dark, my senses alive with the adrenalin 

pumping through my veins but I cannot see them. My fists pounding my forehead, why, 

why, why can’t I see them? Cruel laughter sniggers in the corner. “Who’s there?” again no 

answer, the visitors were there, I could see them at the corner of my eye. If I turned to look 

at them they would disappear into the shadows, ghostlike. The shadows tortured me, so 

close, every fibre of my body feeling them come over me in a wave of fear like the waves 

crashing to shore in a storm and yet if I turned to face the storm, to feel the spray on my 

face, nothing, the water calmly washing gently over my feet. “Enough, I cannot take this 

anymore, show yourself!” I say quietly so as not to scare them away. “Walk into the light, 

so that I might see you.” Again no answer. “Then leave me, if you cannot face me, go back 

into the night and never return.” My bravery growing with every sentence. “Go, so that I 

can live again, so I can reclaim my life!” I can do this, I think out loud. “GO NOW!” 

I had won, the shadows turned and walked away, yes, yes, YES! My joy, overwhelming, 

much as the fear had been. Fear? Don’t go there, I feel my mind wander, the thought of 

the fear crawling back despite my new found confidence and then the voices finally answer 

me, thousands of voices, whispering as one, like a wall of sound. 

“WE WILL RETURN TO VISIT YOU AGAIN, SLEEP WELL!”  

 

Afterthought 

I wrote The Visit at the height of my depression, my one on one CBT, at first, worked well 

but I got to a point where it didn’t seem to be as effective. I was advised that I needed a 

medication review and to speak to a psychiatrist. Whilst outwardly I welcome any 

suggested route to try, inwardly the thought of this drove me deeper. I thought I was getting 

worse and got to the point that I told my wife that I felt like I was slowly dying. This coupled 

with getting used to new medication sent me, what felt like, back to square one for about 

three weeks. My wife mentioned to our GP that she was worried that I might need to be 

sectioned (no such luck). I found putting into these words how I felt acted like a cleanser, 

it made me ask some very dark questions of myself and face my fears. It has made me 

realise that I was ok, nothing terrible was going to happen and I had great support around 

me. I think the fact that my wife talked to our GP became an intervention for me and literally 

turned me around. I still have the odd moment but that’s normal, right? Everything is 

positive now, when you’re down, the only way is up! 
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