
Anatomy of a Disordered Personality: Bones 
 

skull:  

frontal cranial, neat linear fracture above right eye, below hairline; 
wish you knew what happened but it occurred during a blackout so 
that story is lost forever (to you, anyway) (God knows who knows, 
who was there when the fissure came to exist, who witnessed it, caused it, 
remembers the sound your skull made when it split) and now you have this 
lump on your forehead that has never receded and you’re acutely aware of it, 
how your face looks different because of it, and you wonder if it’s possible to 
sort of shave the bone away so your forehead is smooth and symmetrical again; 
and whenever you experience a psychiatric crisis your boyfriend will suggest that 
perhaps your bumped brain is actually a tumour or maybe you’re having a stroke but 
seriously, what the fuck does he know, he’s a painter and decorator from Manchester, hardly 
a fucking doctor, and anyway it’s probably definitely fine. You’ll just have this unsightly lump 
protruding from your forehead until the day you die. Then they’ll do an autopsy 
and see what’s inside and your boyfriend will rush to your graveside to say, 
“See, I TOLD you. I was right! It wasn’t mental illness, it was 
a BRAIN INJURY that made her so fucking loopy!” 

 

teeth:  

you have 5 (!!!) wisdom teeth 
 
they cause you a lot of grief 
 
rotten / erupted / impacted / other uncomfortable adjectives 
 
Brother says that you having an extra wisdom tooth 

makes you more ‘wisdomous’ than others 
 
and you fear that if you get them removed you’ll lose 

what little sense you have left  

 

right hand: 

3 out of 5 knuckles broken 
punched a hole in a nightclub wall 
in Guildford when you were told that 
your best friend had slept with your ex-boyfriend 
and the security guard, instead of kicking you 
off the premises, covered up the hole with a poster 
advertising an upcoming student night 
and told you “fair play” he would’ve 
“had the same reaction if 



his mate shagged his missus” 
 
you never had those knuckles reset and 
in a fit of rage at a later date you broke 
the broken bits and had to go to Ascot 
Hospital (the area was so fucking posh 
you laughed at the house prices in the window 
of the estate agents and expected to bump 
into the Queen but instead you had to jump 
the barriers at the train station because you 
couldn’t afford the 2 stop ticket) where they 
x-rayed your claws and told you, deadpan, that 
you will lose “the full use of your right hand by 
the time you’re 30” and you said, “oh, that’s 
fine, I won’t live long enough to experience 
that” and the doctor said, “your 2 outer metacarpals 
are shattered, who or what did you batter?” and 
you said you can’t remember and/or it doesn’t matter 
and there’s no treatment to fix your broken bits 
so your hand exists in a state of permanent ache 
but fuck it, it’s fine, you’re left-handed anyway. 

 

wrists: 

skinny and weak: can’t bear your body weight 
constant cracking / clicking / creaking carrying things is hard  
could never do a handstand / sometimes you take a brick to your wrists to try 
to smash the achy ivory inside as a punishment for being bad / mad / sad, so that you may 
never write or paint again or fight again but, annoyingly, your wrists are too weak to hold 
the bricks and bring them down with the force required to shatter your scaphoid to smithereens 
(another thing you can’t do properly) (useless) (useless useless fucking useless) 

 

torso: 

right side: 4 cracked ribs drunk / tripped 
over in the dark landed on an old oil filled 
radiator / all these years later and they hurt 
every time you laugh or cough or sob 
into your open hands the ache radiates 
up your side and into your arms and face 
and touches your brain with sticky 
smoke-stained fingertips and a quick 
Google search informs you that there is 
no word for “fear of radiators” and 
congratulations! There’s another thing 
wrong with you that no one can treat or cure 
that only serves to make you madder 
than psychiatry textbooks can account for. 



knees: 

“aaaagAAAAARRGGhhhhhggghhaaaaagghhh” 

family history of dodgy knees  

by the age of 23, you hobbled 
 
like a little old lady 

your brother, at 25, had to stop playing football and visit 
 
a physio who told him that his knees “belong to a man of 83” 

stairs are the worst 

if you attempted a squat-thrust you would never get back up 

you have accepted that you can no longer run for a bus 

yeah, your knees will inevitably be 
 
removed, chiselled, out 
 
and away and replaced 
 
with plastic kneecaps, 
 
just like Dad had 

(it’s tradition! And your flimsy knees aren’t even 
 
the worst thing that you and Brother inherited 

from your father’s side of the family) 

 

feet: 

broken toes too many times to count 
fractured metatarsals: celebrating 

an England penalty, all 18 stone of 
Frank the Tank jumped on your foot 

you wore high heels the next day, fuck it 
click, click, clickety-click 
 
(that’s the sound of your bones, not your heels on the ground) 
(you wore platform wedges not stilettos, you’re not that fucking stupid)  



oh, and your pathetic creaky ankles (also weak, not sure how 
they don’t crumble on standing) crunch alllllllllll the way round 
if you circle them:  

hang on 

listen...  

can you hear that?  

Grim, i’n’t it? 

That’s the sound of a body 

too traumatised to ever stand 

surely. 
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