
Gail High’s Breathe In 

Breathe Out  
  

DANIEL: About twenty five, committed to a prison mental hospital. His treatment has helped him 

understand why the choices he made and the killing of his tormentor did not bring him the relief, from 

his guilt, he longs for.  

  

I look at the ceiling and I see Jesus, then another Jesus, then Sponge what’s his name and a dog bone. 

Feeling crazy doesn't make it true but what do I know? They tell me - breathe in breathe out. So I do. 

Gaze at a green ceiling and eventually you are looking at yourself. You see the grass that was always 

greener, the money that was wasted, or the green chevy you wrapped around a tree. You think about 

green frogs, green dresses with cleavage, green goats on Saint Paddy's day, painted on a dare. I'm 

haunted because I've never told the truth, the real story to anyone. But what do I know. My mind isn't 

like the movies where the past - days, months - are pulled up, filled with details. My past is sketchy at 

best, a splintered shell of what could have been. It's glossed over, dotted and enhanced all at once as if 

Warhol, Monte, and Rembrandt had done a painting by committee. Crazy wouldn't be such a bad thing. 

I could lose myself there, give up my guilt, just give up. But then I breathe in and breathe out. I can't 

hide from the true fact that I am not crazy. Breathe in, breathe out. Because if I were crazy this air would 

kill me with its innocence. Truth is she wore a tight red top every time, always the open cleavage, 

taunting me until she said yes to my no. Truth is I always said no, every damn time. She ruined me for 

any innocent encounters I would have found in my own time. Ten - when she started on me – my step 

sister Mary - fourteen and the best tits anyone could ever want. But I didn't want them, not then, not 

ready, but truth is, I'm guilty because, later, I did. Breathe in, breathe out. 


