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 I watched her fall. 

 

Her back was arched, arms outstretched, like a 

diver, muscles tensed ready to break the surface 

of the water.  

But there was no water beneath her, just the crush 

of broken concrete and the crumpled skeleton of 

iron girders.  

I did not need to look to see what awaited her.  

I knew the jagged shapes of abandoned steel that 

spread across the ground; the detritus of so much 

construction failure. I knew it would be the 

surface of her skin that would break, rather than 

the clear mirror of a pool.  

Her jagged bones mixed with the steel.  

 

I watched her fall. 

 

She was graceful, fast, direct. 

No screaming, or flailing arms and legs like an 

undignified insect, scrabbling for purchase, trying 

to cling to the insubstantial air, to halt the 

inevitable. 

What, I wondered, made her so committed to this 

end, that there was no physical evidence of 

uncertainty? Perhaps her eyes registered some 

regret, some momentary sense that things might 

have been otherwise? 

 

I watched her fall. 

 

I wondered how she felt as she climbed the stairs. 

Dozens of them, dusty and littered with rubble 

and spilt plaster, through the carcase of this 

abandoned building. The higher she got the more 

her lungs would have heaved, straining to catch 

her breath. The noise rasping in her throat, like a 

failing runner, struggling for the finish line.  

 

I watched her fall. 

 

I wondered if she tripped towards the end, knees 

scraping the sharp edge of the stairs, hands scored 

by the nails dropped by casual workers. 

Perhaps she landed on an upturned tack, or a 

slither of pared steel bracing. She might have 
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cried out, swore at the sharp pain, watched with 

illogical disgust as cherry red blossomed against 

the dry grey of the concrete.  

I expect it faded quickly as it soaked into the stair 

tread, leaving a mark, a sign that she was there.  

Who would see such a thing, read it and 

understand her journey?  

If you touched this circle of darkened red you 

might be able to sense her focus, her will to reach 

the top. You might follow, to see if there are 

other signs, count them, calculate her tiredness, 

her resolve. 

 

I watched her fall. 

 

I think I saw the soft fabric of her shirt curl 

around her back; saw her hair flair out around her 

face, driven by the rush of the wind, spilling 

across her cheek. 

I imagine the curve of her shoulder, muscles taut, 

covered by the soft stretch of skin.  

Perhaps she has a dimple in her upper arm, like so 

many, inoculated against disease.  

Odd that, to be so protected against such small 

micro-organisms, when it is this shocking, 

breathtaking fall that will finish her.  

 

I watched her fall.  

 

I am greedy for this movement. I replay it, take it 

with me.  

 

I watched her fall.  

 

***** 
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