
Filth 

It’s early in the morning and I haven’t slept for two days. There is a lamppost hanging 

directly outside my bedroom window that shines in my eyes, and my stomach is on fire. My 

skin crawling with fever, like ants have burrowed beneath it and taken refuge in the bloody 

warmth found there. Sweat covers my body and soaks into the sheets on my bed. There is 

nothing quite as pathetic as the image of someone when they are so broken and ill. I want to 

die. But I can’t even do that. Something holds me down on this earth, mocking me in my 

misery the way only the powerful can really do. Beside my bed is a bucket filled with sick 

and blood, both of which I have oozed from my mouth during the last few days. Sometimes, a 

heat will seem to rise in the air and my heart beats fast and my breath seems to come out 

tinged with disease and I will see someone on the bed. They are covered in shadows and I 

cannot recognise them. They do not remind me of anyone I know. I will reach out to touch 

them and my hand will pass through the air until it reaches the wet sheets of my bed and I 

realise they are gone.  

It began with nausea. Too much for me to stand and then the vomiting started, and with it 

came the blood. I prayed that first day I remember. Though I don’t believe. I prayed and 

after, I cursed and blamed him. The world has been right the whole time, it does make you 

feel better. But nothing changed and then came the sweat and the fever. My family came 

around the second day, they said my work had phoned them asking why I hadn’t been in. My 

father looked at me with disappointment in his eyes when he saw me writhing on my bed.  

“I told you, son. What would happen if you carried on living as you are. Using that shit all the 

time with those filthy people you bring here and living in this squalor.” My father said. His 

hands sweeping across the room before falling, clenched into fists at his side, and I knew if I 

was well he would beat me. My mother was more sympathetic, she held my head up and gave 



me water to drink and soup to eat. I always loved her more. My father was a small man, 

though still larger than me, with a squat body that his bloated stomach made look ridiculous. 

He had an almost constant stain of stubble around his mouth and his face was so ordinary that 

it was almost impossible to remember if you hadn’t known him for many years. My mother 

was beautiful. Like a flower that had never stopped blooming. And she was kind. But the 

years of living with a lifeless man had taken its toll on her beauty. You could see the cracks 

in her skin, and in my fevered head, I imagined a flower’s petals falling off one by one. She 

touched my cheek one more time before they left, and I wanted to beat my father for what he 

had done to her. I tried to scream at him “You bastard!” As they walked away, but a croak is 

all that came out. And I saw and heard his laugh bounce around my small room for hours 

after they had gone.  

The night drags on and my body seems to be collapsing. Nothing seems right. I try to lift my 

head, and everything spins as I look around from the bed. The room is a hole. The paint on 

the walls is chipping and watermarks cover the paint. The wooden floor my small bed stands 

on is covered in broken glass and empty food packets. The door that my parents left through 

has a whole panel missing and jagged wood sticks straight up in the air where it has been 

broken off. In the corner, a pile of empty plastic and glass bottles lies stacked up high. As the 

fire in my stomach burns, my bed feels empty; and as my fever climbs higher I imagine the 

shadow somebody writhing with me in it. A red mist climbing steadily higher around both of 

us. Until we both vanish. 

The next time I open my eyes everything is white, and I know I am in the hospital. It is the 

only place I have ever seen that is as white as this. The only place I have ever seen that is as 

clean as this. The bed I am lying on is white as well. Though it is stained with a reddish 

yellow liquid that I assume has come from me. My body aches but for the first time I can 

think straight. There are six beds with me in the large rectangle room and as I struggle to 



raise my head slightly I see that there is only one other person in the room with me. An old 

woman with a cast covering her entire body all the way up to her nose. A small hole has been 

cut in the cast where her mouth should be, and the top half of her face is repulsive. A large 

hook nose angles towards the ground and her eyes are like that of a cat, luminous. Her skin is 

a mottled red and her hair falls thin and grey from her balding scalp. She is staring at me and 

looks as if she has been for a while now. I look away and I see that I have been steadily 

throwing up on myself while I slept. My clothes are covered in it. Before I can do anything I 

am struck by another bout of pain and my head reels. Suddenly blood bursts from my mouth. 

A steady stream that drips from my bed and onto the brilliantly white floor. My head fills 

with a ringing sound and all I can taste is iron and decay. As I try to move I feel the bed move 

from beneath me and I land face first in the splashes of blood on the floor. As I cough and 

struggle on the bloody floor, I hear laughing and for a second I think it is my father before I 

realise it is the woman. Watching me with her luminous eyes. I hear nurses walk in the room 

and I feel as if I am flying when they pick me up and set me on another bed. Blood is still 

coming from my mouth, but slower now and mixed once again with sick and I can feel the 

hot sweat that is pouring down my body and dripping down my back. I hear someone say 

something about an infection and I feel the bed they put me on start to move before I pass out 

again.  

The next time I wake up. The world is back. My body feels clean and new. The room I wake 

up in is different to one I was in before and there is no one else with me. It is smaller with 

just two beds and a small tv that sits behind a cage high on the wall. I feel relief when I know 

that the woman is gone. There is movement and suddenly the door to the room opens. A 

doctor walks in; a young woman around thirty with black hair. I watch her as she walks over 

to me reading from a chart in her hands. She looks up from the chart and smiles at me. The 



kind of smile that you never see in real life. Her teeth are as white as the hospital's walls and I 

am struck by how clean everything is, even the staff. 

“Hello. I’m doctor Cartwright. How are you feeling?” She asks.  

“Much better now,” I reply, and my voice comes out in a croak.  

“You haven’t drunk much for some hours.” She says. “And you had a major blood 

transfusion so don’t be surprised if you feel weak for a while.” She is looking at her chart as 

she says this, checking boxes with a pen.  

“What happened,” I ask. My voice coming out slightly stronger.  

“It seems that frequent drug abuse caused a tear in your stomach lining making you 

haemorrhage, which in turn caused the massive amounts of blood you had been vomiting out 

and a cut you sustained on your left foot had become severely infected, according to your 

parents because of your living conditions. Combined they caused one of the worst fevers I 

have ever seen.” 

She answers immediately as if she is reading from a script but she has stopped smiling. I want 

her to smile again.  

“I don’t understand. When did my parents come to see me and how did I get to the hospital?” 

I ask and cough and when I do, my body feels as if it has been crushed and then reassembled. 

New but not perfect. But my skin feels clean. Cleaner than it has for a while and my 

breathing come easily to me now.  

“They didn’t. We got in touch with them in case they were unsure about the severity of your 

condition. And they filled us in on some details that aided you in recovery.” She pauses as 

she says this and adjusts her skirt around her waist. “You were brought in two days ago after 



a neighbour of yours phoned the police. You had been screaming for two hours apparently 

before they finally phoned.”  

I watch her for a few minutes while she checked my chart, whishing she would just smile 

again and then I asked. 

“How long do I have to stay?” And I try to smile as I say it, thinking I would get one in 

return. 

There is a pause as she stares at me. “You can leave now if you like.” She replies. “But I 

would recommend staying in bed for a few hours until your strength returns.” And as she 

finishes she spins around and starts to walk out, before turning around once again and saying. 

“If I were you, Mr Johnson, I would cut out the drug abuse and clean your home. Or it won’t 

be long before you are back here and next time you might not be so lucky.” 

She gives a small nod before leaving, robbing me of one final memory of her magazine smile. 

My heart sinks as she leaves. I liked the company. It seems as if it is the first I have had in 

months. I remember the ugly woman from before and my loneliness vanishes. My left leg 

aches and my body looks fat and weak when I look under the covers. My stomach bloated 

and swollen, and I suddenly think that I must look just like my father. My small legs are thin 

and red and when I try to raise them they struggle. With a sharp pain in my left foot, which I 

see has a large bandage running across it. I start to raise and bend my legs and a large amount 

of time seems to pass until they stop screaming in pain. While I am practising I think about 

what the Doctor was saying to me. I think about the state of my room. I think about the drug. 

I think about stopping taking the drugs. I think about not stopping taking them. I think about 

the pain in my stomach and the blood that poured from me. I feel like I’m about to cry so I 

stop thinking about it.  



I get up slowly and stretch my legs properly. My clothes lie folded on a chair underneath the 

TV. They have been washed and they smell nicer than I have done for weeks. I dress quickly 

and start to walk from the room and down halls of the hospital. Screams come from behind 

doors as I walk past them, and I realise that I am limping slightly. I sign out at the reception 

and the small, fat head of the receptionist smiles sickeningly at me as I do. His tiny eyes 

staring at me through thick square glasses. He seems to know that I will be back, and that it 

will be soon. I nod in return and walk away from him. Outside the air is crisp and fills my 

lungs. It is heaven. It must be the first time in a week that I have breathed fresh air and I can 

tell. I am out of breath by the time I reach the first shop around ten metres from the hospital. I 

rest against the shop for a few minutes before I keep walking and head in the general 

direction of my room. The closer I get to the building, the stronger the feeling of distaste 

grows. I remember the squalor of the place and I remember what the Doctor had said to me. It 

takes me about an hour to get to my building, as I am walking so slow and when I get to my 

front door I pause. I can see through the broken panel on the door and the room is how I 

remember it. Its brazen filth. The bed covered in dirt and sweat marks, the floor covered with 

shattered glass, unbroken bottles and food boxes. My family called it a hole. I push the door 

and it opens without needing to be unlocked. I start to think about cleaning the place, but I 

instantly stop thinking about it when I see a rat run in fright from a discarded pizza box and I 

know that we have both found our homes in our filth. I sit on the stained bed and watch the 

rat run around for a while before I start to laugh. I laugh and laugh and laugh and the rat flees 

from one mound of rubbish to another before disappearing through a crack in the wall.  

 

END 

 


