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Facing my demons
The chiming of the clock broke the silence of the mournful night. It was ten o’clock. The little
girl lay in my arms, sleeping peacefully. My hands caressed her cheeks, feeling the softness of
her baby skin. It had been a horrible day, possibly, the worst day I had lived since the country
had been forced to shut down due to the Covid 19. I was still in my dirty pyjamas that I had
worn the previous night. I looked at my innocent daughter. My heart cried for the child that I
held close to my bosom. The day had gone by in a whirlwind and I was still feeling dazed and
totally disoriented. I wondered if I would even survive this lockdown! I was already feeling
how it had worn me out mentally. I sighed and got up to put my daughter in bed. I tucked her
in and gave her a kiss on her forehead. Then, I went back downstairs and dropped my weary
body on the sofa. I knew I wanted to cry but tonight, the tears had dried up in the deep recesses
of her being. All I felt was a sense of desolation that had settled in my spirits. Since my therapy,
some years back, I had learnt that anger was my own personal demon. It was but natural that
the only feeling that I could identify with was anger, after having lived with trauma as my best
friend for years. My therapy had indeed taught me to ground myself as best as possible and I
had been doing my best not to let anger govern her life. Years had gone by now and despite the
different twists and turns that life had taken, I had managed to bring some semblance of stability
to my own self.
These days though, the lockdown was testing me to my utmost. I thought I had learned to live
with my own darkness but I was being proved wrong every single day. As the days slipped by,
I felt how I was struggling to handle all my household chores, my daughter as well as work, all
by myself. Ever since we had been forced to stay home and schools had closed, I was facing
my own ugly truth. School had been such a support for me since my daughter was born.
Without it, I was struggling to delineate the spaces in my life and I was learning to live every
single hour with the little being taking over the space at all levels, leaving me with no room to
breathe, sometimes. I was trying with all my strength to keep myself and my daughter afloat
but as the days went by, the only emotion I could identify with was my best friend; anger. I
was mentally and emotionally worn out.
Such was the case on that day. It seemed to me that I had woken on the wrong foot that day
and I spent it, running around ensuring that I could manage with all the tasks at hand; feeding
my daughter, ensuring I had showered her, making the different meals during the day, cleaning
the house, ensuring that my daughter was being kept entertained and responding to each and

every call for attention from her and her dad. It was around 3.45p.m when I managed to wrap
up almost everything and I considered for one instance to get my shower. My class would start
at 4p.m that day. It was one of my last classes and I had a few things to look at in that session.
I was already dreading how it would unfold, given that all my past classes had not gone on as
they normally did, when I was teaching, face to face. If I was not interrupted ten million times
during my online session, I would have to deal with the emotional meltdowns of my child after
the session. My daughter hated the fact that I gave my attention to anyone else but her and
talked to someone else. One of my classes had ended with my daughter having such a heavy
meltdown that I had to take an hour to calm her down. I knew that emotionally, everyone was
shaken due to the new routine, including my three year old, who could not express her distress
at being forced to stay at home since so many days, yet the effort it took to empathize all the
time was wearing me down.
I quickly made a cup of tea, gave my mobile to her to play with and sat down at my pc to start
my class. As expected, I had barely started my class that my daughter needed something. I
apologized to my students and went to cater to her demand before sitting down again at my
laptop. I managed to wrap up my class on that day and stayed on my laptop to complete another
task that I had left pending, when my daughter decided she had had enough of the mobile. She
came to sit behind me on the chair. She put her two hands around my neck and started hanging
on my back like a monkey, making funny noises. I knew she was being mischievous but I was
tired like hell and her weight on my shoulders and her hands around my neck only enhanced
the feeling of suffocation that I was already living with. I wanted to scream because I was
suffocating. It seemed to me as if I was carrying the load of the world on my two shoulders. I
wanted to scream to someone that I was worn out. I wanted to wail loudly like a child and be
offered some soothing and reassurance that all this would be over soon. I wanted, for once, to
be offered some support. I was tired of being strong all the time and going on about my work
as normal, even when I was struggling to stay afloat. I did nothing of that sort. I let my daughter
hang on my shoulders as I tried to finish the task I had at hand. She seemed to sense that I
wanted to complete my work because she did her best to stop me from working. Tired of me
not responding, she started banging her fingers on mine and I could not stand it anymore. I
snapped, turned around and slapped her on her cheek.
I could see the fear on her face and she started crying. However, the lid that had been holding
my anger tight in, had exploded to pieces and I could feel all the anger at what I was going
through, unleash. I stood up, leaving my frightened daughter on the chair I had been sitting in

and I knocked the chair besides it to the side, kicking it to the corner of the house. I shouted at
her, scolding her for not allowing me to work and not understanding my plight. She stood on
the chair, continuing to sob. Something broke inside me. I looked at my daughter and her fear
and tears were a reflection of my own. If anyone knew what living with the fear of what ravages
anger could cause, it was me and here, I was, unashamedly replicating what I had lived with
for years. Filled with guilt and shame, I bridged the distance between myself and my child and
cuddled her in my arms and apologized to her. Feeling the softness against her, she wrapped
her hands around me and cried as I soothed her. Her tears pierced through my whole being.
What a failure I was! As much as the demon that lived within me longed to be set free, I was
left drained to the core and deeply ashamed of how ugly I was when I let it unleash. I felt abject
as a mother, as a woman and as a human being.
I slowly surfaced from the painful memories of this endless day. It was time to wash away the
ugliness of this day. I showered and then climbed in bed, next to the peaceful figure of my
daughter. I hugged her and gave her a kiss. I looked at my mobile, wishing desperately that
someone, somewhere, would reach out and tell me that all would be fine. But, I was very much
aware of my living reality, and with a sigh, I put down my mobile and closed my eyes, my
aching body asking for the relief of some sleep. Tomorrow would be another day…or not.

