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When I was twelve, I jumped out of my bedroom window. When I was fifteen, I cut myself 

for the first time, and when I was seventeen, I was diagnosed with major depression and 

social anxiety disorder. Now, I’m twenty-one, and I’m pointing a gun at my reflection in my 

mirror. I have never had friends; I was always a freak at school. I have no family either; I ran 

away from home when I was thirteen. My life has been a giant cesspool, and I hate it. 

This is it, though.    

My final mark on the world.  

 The gun is shaking in my hand and hot tears stream down my face.  

It’s not that hard; just pull the trigger. 

  My sad reflection in the mirror burns through me. My face is sunken; my eyes are 

ghostly, and it sucks. This sad, old apartment sucks. Everything sucks. 

I wish I could go back to my life before Stacey died. Mum and Dad loved us so much. 

We were twins – best friends; nothing could split us apart – until October 24, 2008, when the 

thief came. I remember the horrifying sound of the window smashing, followed by Stacey’s 

scream. He fired the gun. Stacey fell quiet. I felt empty. He killed my sister because he 

wanted money. My parents never left me alone from then, no matter how much I wanted to 

be. They always said they were so proud of me; Stacey would be too. I felt even worse, as 

though I had to be twice as much a person to make up for her. It ate away at me every day.  

So, I left. 

Tears settle on the rim of my mouth, as the memories flash before me. My finger rests 

on the trigger. My need to pull the trigger, fuelled by the imprisonment I’ve felt my entire life 

– my depression, my grief – has all led up to this moment.  

I’m going to do it. 

  My pulse quickens; my breaths shorten. I close my eyes. The gun is underneath my 

chin, and my finger tightens. My feet lift in anticipation and— I open my eyes.  

 I can’t do it. 

Why can’t I do it?  

The anger builds inside me, scratching at my insides. I tilt my head back and scream: 

a powerful, emotional bellow. I’m trapped. I’m stuck in my own mind. I hate it. Please, God, 

just let me go. I don’t want to be here. Let me join Stacey; I miss her so much. I need 



someone to love me. I know I’m making the right choice.  I must— no I need to do this. I 

cannot live without her. She was worth living for. She is worth dying for.  

With the force of a blow, a thought hits me. Stacey made me like this. She caused me 

this pain, this grief. I had the perfect life until she screamed. She would never have died if she 

had just shut her mouth. There is a photograph tucked in the frame of my mirror, and while I 

stare at her face, hatred burns through me. The years of pain I’ve been through, they are her 

fault. My thumb reaches to the top of the gun and I pull back the trigger. Pointing it at my 

mirror, I shoot.  

The mirror shatters, sending glass flying in all directions. I block my face, but pieces 

skim my cheeks, and I feel blood filling the cuts. What did I do? The dried tears streak my 

face, as I stare at the destruction. I killed my only memory; my only happiness. I obliterated 

my sister, my best friend.  

The gun is back beneath my chin when I hear a loud: scared scream. It sounds so 

close. I concentrate, and I realise I’m the one screaming.  

I loved her too much. 

Emotions crash over me. I pull my hair because I can’t handle them. I think back to 

our life before. How we used to play ‘tea parties’ with our dolls and dress up as princesses. 

She always wore purple. She loved it so much. As the memory swirls like a tornado through 

my head, I smile. It feels so unnatural, and I think: 

She made me happy. 

 I loved her.  

All thoughts leave my mind as I focus on one thing. 

Stacey.  

A smile floods my face. Ten years’ worth of memories burst inside my head like an 

explosion. I loved Stacey. I can be happy. I laugh. At first a small giggle, then a howl. I have 

never been this happy. My eyes dart back to a shard of glass, and I look at my reflection for a 

moment. My eyes are alive. My face is bright, and I see someone happy.  

I see me. 

I stretch my arms out wide, the gun dangling from my hand. Laughter echoes off the 

walls as I dance around, my happiness taking over me. I jump in front of the shards of glass 

and let out a long giggle. I must sound crazy; I must look even crazier. Sirens sound 

outside—they must be here because of the gunshot, but I don’t care. I am too overcome with 

emotion to care about the rest of the world. All I care about is Stacey and me. The space 

between us.  



I steady the gun in my hands. I point it underneath my chin, and I laugh at the stupid 

figure in one of the shards. How silly can I get? Eleven years, I imprisoned myself, because 

of Stacey. She will always be with me; how could I have thought she was gone?  

Someone shouts downstairs— it sounds like an officer, but I still don’t care. I place 

my finger on the trigger, and my eyes widen in sarcasm. I look at my reflection and I laugh 

again. My stomach hurts from doing so, but it’s funny. I must have looked so sad before, so 

depressed. What a load of rubbish. Voices get closer and closer, and I try to block them out. 

When the voices get louder, I know it’s a matter of time before they knock. 

Someone walks down the hall and their footsteps stop at my door. Even though I’m 

expecting it, when they knock on the door it startles me. Its sound moves through my body, 

down my arms to my fingertips.  

I panic. 

I tense.  

There’s a dry click, and the irony of that sound… 

 

 


