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Epigraph


Truth was always there.
You just weren’t ready to see it.





A Note Before You Begin

This is a story about depression, deep isolation, and the slow self-neglect that can come with them. It spends honest time in hopelessness—including the quiet, passive sense that the world might not notice if a person simply disappeared—before it turns toward hope. It also portrays an emotionally manipulative relationship and the strain that long struggle places on the people who love someone in pain.

If any of that is close to your own life right now, please read gently, and at your own pace.

A word, plainly: this book is a story, not treatment. Faith and professional care were never meant to compete—they walk together. If you are struggling, talking with a counselor, doctor, or pastor is not a failure of faith; it is one of the ways healing comes. Please keep reaching for both.

If you are in crisis or thinking about harming yourself, call or text 988 (in the U.S.) at any time. The Crisis Text Line is also available any time by texting HOME to 741741. You can also reach TheHopeLine at 1-800-394-4673. You do not have to carry this alone.




A Note to the Reader

At the Edge of Me follows a woman in the grip of despair—the depression, the isolation, and the slow self-neglect that so often travel together—before it turns, at last, toward hope. The story does not look away from how dark that place can feel.

If you are walking through something like it, please know two things. You are not alone in it. And you are not beyond reach.

This is, in the end, a book about being found.




Chapter 1 · The Edge

There comes a point when what you have been avoiding

is no longer quiet.

Rarely does it explode into your life all at once. Instead, it builds beneath ordinary moments, gathering weight until the effort of ignoring it outstrips the truth itself. Long before she admitted it, Sahra had reached that point. No dramatic arrival marked her realization; it settled into her life like dust in an abandoned room, gradual and unnoticed.

A heavy knock at the door startled her. Sahra didn’t move until the sound repeated, louder this time. She stood, her joints protesting, and opened the door a few inches. Mr. Henderson from 4B stood in the hall, holding a stray utility bill. His eyes didn’t meet hers at first, but when they did, they widened slightly. He took in her oversized sweater, the way her collarbones caught the light, and the sallow tint of her skin.

“This was in my box,” he said, holding out the envelope. He hesitated. “You alright, Sahra? Haven’t seen you heading to the hospital in weeks. My wife was saying… well, she was wondering if you’d moved on.”

“I’m just between things,” she said, her voice a dry rasp.

Henderson’s gaze flickered to the eviction notice taped beside the frame. He shifted his weight, looking suddenly eager to be anywhere else. “Right. Well. You look… you look like you need a square meal, kid. Take care of yourself.”

He turned away before she could respond. She shut the door and leaned against it, the silence of the apartment rushing back in to fill the space he’d occupied.

Now everything she had spent years pushing away felt close again.

Not loud.

Close.

The apartment sat in complete stillness around her, the kind of stillness that never felt peaceful anymore. Through crooked blinds, thin gray daylight leaked into the room, barely reaching the center. Dust drifted through the pale beams in slow motion. Behind the bed, somewhere deep within the wall, the pipes groaned before settling back into silence.

The radiator clicked once.

Then stopped.

Sahra sat on the floor beside the bed with her knees pulled against her chest and her phone resting loosely in her hand. The screen had gone dark several minutes earlier, but she still stared at it without moving, her thumb hovering near the side button as if waking the screen again might somehow change what waited there.

It never did.

Faintly stale, the apartment smelled of old coffee and air that had stopped circulating days ago. Clothes covered the chair near the window. In the sink sat a bowl beneath a thin film of cloudy water she had meant to dump out yesterday. Or maybe the day before. Time had started blurring together recently in ways that unsettled her whenever she noticed it directly.

She reached for the coffee cup sitting beside the mattress and took a drink before immediately grimacing. Cold.

Again.

She could not remember making it.

That happened more often lately. Small gaps. Lost moments. Walking into rooms without remembering why. Unlocking her phone and forgetting what she intended to look at before the screen even loaded. Hours disappearing beneath scrolling that never held her attention long enough to matter.

The television across the room played softly with the volume nearly muted. Some daytime talk show filled with bright smiles and easy laughter. She had turned it on earlier because the silence in the apartment had started feeling too heavy again.

Now the voices only made the loneliness feel worse.

With a click, she muted it completely.

Immediately, the quiet returned.

Not normal quiet.

Occupied quiet.

The kind that seemed to press inward from the corners of the room.

Sahra lowered her eyes and rubbed at the ache building behind them. Sleep had become unreliable weeks ago. Maybe months. Even when exhaustion finally dragged her under, her body never stayed fully at rest. She woke repeatedly throughout the night with the strange sensation that something had interrupted her, though she could never explain what.

Sometimes she woke staring directly at the corner near the bedroom door, where the closet met the wall in a wedge of permanent shadow.

She hated that corner.

She hated it not for what was there but for what she kept expecting to be there.

Her breathing slowed carefully as she forced herself to look away from it.

The phone screen lit again suddenly in her hand, startling her hard enough that her stomach tightened.

Voicemail.

Still there.

Her mother’s name sat beneath the notification exactly where it had been for the last three days.

Three days.

Slowly, the realization made guilt slide through her chest.

She had listened to none of it.

Not because she thought something bad had happened. Her mother rarely left emotional voicemails. It was probably simple. Checking in. Asking how she was doing. Telling her to call back when she had time.

That somehow made it harder.

Sahra stared at the notification while her thumb hovered uncertainly above it.

Play.

Just press play.

She locked the screen instead. The relief came instantly.

That frightened her too.

She leaned her head back against the side of the mattress and closed her eyes. Behind the apartment wall, muffled laughter drifted from another unit nearby. A man’s voice. Then a woman laughing harder afterward.

Normal people.

People still connected to their lives.

The sound passed through her chest like grief.

She remembered when she used to laugh easily. College nights crammed into tiny apartments with Amy. Cheap takeout containers spread across the floor while they stayed awake talking until sunrise about futures they still believed would happen exactly the way they imagined.

Back then, loneliness had seemed temporary.

Now it felt structural.

A fixture in her life now.

She opened her eyes again and stared at the ceiling stains above her bed. Water damage spread across the plaster in pale brown shapes that looked different every time she examined them long enough. Lately she spent hours staring at them instead of sleeping.

The eviction notice remained taped beside the apartment door, the deadline staring back like a terminal diagnosis. The date sat somewhere ahead of her, close enough that she had stopped letting herself count toward it. Eventually the locks would change, and she would be discarded.

She tried not to look directly at it anymore.

The first day it appeared, panic consumed her so violently she thought she might throw up. By the second day, numbness had replaced the panic. By the third, it had simply become another object living in the apartment beside her.

That was what scared her most now.

It was how quickly the fear had become ordinary.

Slowly, Sahra rubbed both hands across her face, exhaustion pulling heavily against her body. She needed to do one thing. Just one. She forced herself up, her joints clicking in the silence, and crossed the small distance to the sink. The bowl with its film of cloudy water waited. She reached for the sponge, her fingers trembling with the simple intention of cleaning it. But as her hand closed around the ceramic edge, the air in the kitchen seemed to thicken, turning viscous and cold. A sudden, crushing weight settled onto her shoulders, pushing her down, draining the heat from her skin until her grip failed. The bowl clattered back into the sink, unwashed. The effort of breathing suddenly felt like a labor she could no longer sustain






























