
 
 

LITHIUM AND THE LITHILIUMS 

 

The Lithiliums are invading and the people of Aexeuta need their princess to lead them in 

their time of need. I knew this because you did not speak in nearly a week.  

You woke up on Tuesday and 

did not speak once. By 

Wednesday you do not even 

leave your room. By Friday I can 

smell the rotting curl of my 

offerings and know you have 

stopped eating as well, but 

continue to leave you plates of 

food. Just in case. On Sunday I 

open your door just to see your 

face, only to see you have 

cracked the lock on the window and then cracked the window and then cracked on out of 

here. Your face, or any of you, is gone.  

The police know the drill. And you are found behind the bowling alley, still trying to direct 

your generals in how best to use the Lithiliums’ weaknesses against them. You cut the back 

of your hand open on the bin, but didn’t seem to notice, too caught up in affairs of state. I 

hope your own bloodshed will prevent more of the Aexeautans’.  

They take you to hospital to get a tetanus jab and check your levels. They tell me they’re 

pretty sure you’re in the middle of an episode and they think it might be a bad one.  

“No shit,” I say.  

The corner behind the bin is not a particularly nice place to hold a conference; there’s an 

ooze of fast food sinking into itself with time, and shoes so rancid even special spray can’t 

make them palatable anymore, even just to be rented for an hour or so. I can only assume 



 
 

secrecy was of the essence, as there as sure as fuck isn’t any other reason to be here. I 

know this because I sit where they found you.  

I think there might be a used condom grazing my thigh, but don’t think I can move yet, so I 

just ignore it, and try not to think about whether you would have even noticed, too caught 

up in your monarchical duty.  

It’s not the first time the Lithiliums have attacked; they’re determined little bastards that 

just won’t leave you alone. The first time was before I even met you, and the attack lasted 

three days; you told me your parents had been very worried. The second time it had gotten 

nasty and you ended up in hospital, and your parents swore it would never happen again. 

But, see, that’s the thing about Aexeuta, it never stays peaceful for long anymore. The 

attacks just kept getting more and more violent until one day no one bothered to sign you 

out of hospital. Nowadays I can never tell which parents you’re talking about - the King or 

Queen who have been taken captive, or the ones who just couldn’t deal with having you 

restrained anymore.  

It must be a pretty fantastic place, Aexeuta, for you to keep going back there. Really special 

to get you so caught up in it, that you’ve let it take so much from you here. I’ve heard all 

about it, especially now I’m one of the only people who can handle your episodes. It’s 

something right out of those two quid sci-fi and fantasy paperbacks that are always on the 

wheelie trolley by the door of Mr Lockheed’s bookshop. He’s nice, Mr Lockheed; will let us 

jam on the bean-bags for hours, and doesn’t get all shifty and shirty when you start talking 

to yourself. I think he finds it funny, in an endearing ‘bless the crazy local charity case’ kind 

of way. And that’s fine, because you don’t even notice. 

It’s funny how the imminent sign of tears does not, in fact, start in the eyes, but with a 

tingle in the nose that then rises up to a prickling in the eyes before the tears actually start 

flowing.  All those books I keep getting from Mr Lockheed’s shop when we go (because it’s 

rude to read but not buy, and you sure as hell ain’t going to handle something as 

complicated as monetary exchange most days), they’re all sort of liars. They always describe 

the eyes, but leave out the nose thing. I suppose it’s because the nose tingling is a bit weird, 



 
 

and if a character is crying it’s meant to be sad, so the scene focuses on them being sad so 

the reader can too, and they don’t want them being thrown off the sad and thinking what’s 

all this about nose tears? 

Jeez I wish I could afford more than sci-fi rejects and bargain bin Harlequin’s on a regular 

basis. I’m going to have to start reading my old psychology text-books, just to make sure my 

brain doesn’t deteriorate into mush, because it sure feels like it.  

Aexeuta is a planet dominated by lush rainforests and plenty of natural resources, and the 

people are happy. So happy, in fact, that there was no violence or hatred, and thus no 

military force before the invasions. 

Sounds like a disaster, I’d said when you first told me.  

I really hope I hadn’t accidentally triggered a full blown war in your brain with that 

comment. But come on, you must have known by then what people did when they found 

paradise? Or maybe that was why you were there so often; couldn’t handle reality. Poor 

baby. But you were getting schooling and a shit tonne of drugs, and that was meant to 

make it better, not worse.  

I drive to the hospital, and I make my way to your usual room without needing directions. I 

remember thinking your parents must be monsters when I first got you, for leaving you 

strapped to your hospital bed. But this is draining in ways I didn’t even know I could be 

drained before I met you. I wanted to help you, make you better, and I still want that, but 

I’m not sure how to do that anymore. 

The doctor on duty confirms your Lithium levels need to be balanced again, and you tell me 

peace needs to be achieved with the Lithiliums. It’s much the same thing. The thing is the 

war isn’t just in your head anymore, it’s out here, in the room, and I kind of wish we’d dealt 

with the conflict before it got that far.  

We sit there in silence for a long while; you too caught up in your inner planetary disputes 

to notice or care about my presence, and me dealing with my own battles, too caught up in 

you. I don’t think I can sign you out this time, love. And I hate to be the one leaving you, 



 
 

but you’re not getting better, and I’m tired of us both fighting our two separate wars. So I’ll 

stay, this once, because I owe it to you to at least finish this cycle with you.  

After a long, silent pause, you finally speak. First time in nearly a week.  

“The Lithiliums are invading, and the people of Aexeuta need me.” 

No shit. 

 

Emily Zinkin  


