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It’s been the worst day of his life.  

 And he’s finished. 

There isn’t a particular reason why today was so terrible. Everything’s been fine. 

He attended his miscellaneous activities, participated in the predictable events, but he’s 

not there. It’s as if he’s two people; on the outside he’s a confident, arrogant young man. 

On the inside he’s a shell-shocked victim of a bombing. He’s an oak tree, with the inside 

hollowed out. And he’s finished.  

 Eleven o’clock. He crawls into the dull, gray, refines of his covers and lies there, 

staring at the expanse of beige-white ceiling that spans above him. He shuts his sickly 

green eyes to delve into a world of subconsciousness, but that world doesn’t come. He 

can hear the minutes tick by on the analog clock perched squattly on his nightstand, but 

sleep doesn’t come.  

 His eyes spring open. There’s a dull roar from inside his head, a wordless scream 

that he wants to let burst from his mouth, but can’t. The sound bounces around his skull, 

reverberating off the walls of his mind. He tries to shut it out but can’t.      

 He focuses on the little drops of stucco stuck to the ceiling. One lengthens in size, 

growing longer and sharper with every second. Suddenly, the stucco stalagmite snaps at 

it’s neck and falls. His pupils dilate as the plaster connects with the bridge of his nose- 

 His eyes snap open. Instinctively he knows that it won’t happen again.  

 



 Twelve o’clock. He hears the whispers of his parents from downstairs growing 

weary until they shuffle off to their room to rest for the coming day. He envies them. He 

envies nobody. 

 What’s the point? What’s life all leading to? The tide of life carries people along, 

bringing with it their hopes and aspirations, until it dashes them against the cold, 

unyielding rocks of reality.   

 And he’s finished. He can’t take it anymore. He crosses his room to the window 

on the opposite sides, the molding floorboards creaking with every step. He cranks the 

window open, just enough for him to slip outside onto the tiny ledge that juts out from 

underneath the sill.  

 The dry summer heat makes his steps stutter back, but only for a moment. He 

balances precariously on the roof for a moment, but only for a moment, and then lowers 

himself down to sit.  

 The rusty red shingles slope away for three feet on either side of him, but he 

doesn’t even notice. He just sits there, staring out at the world below him. 

  

 Twelve thirty. He’s been there for far too long, he knows. He should have done it 

ages ago, and with each second that passes his ambition slips away on the breeze that 

flows around him.  

 Maybe he should leave a note, something to inform his family of the pain that has 

possessed him for months. “No,” says a voice, “don’t do that. You’ll only make it 

harder on yourself, and them. They won’t want to know about your last thoughts in 

this body.” 



 He agrees with what the voice says, but at the same time he wishes there was 

some way to inform them that it was nothing they did.  Nothing anybody did.  Nobody 

but himself.  

 He shimmies over to the front of the front of the roof and peers over. The fall 

looks smaller than it did before.  

“Don’t jump,” the voice advises, “There’s no way this will kill you. You’re 

barely two stories up. Worst thing that will happen is you’re seriously maimed. But 

then again, if you jump right…” 

He pictures himself diving off the ledge, like some sort of Olympic swimmer, and 

smiles in spite of himself. He shuffles back from the edge of the ledge and sits with his 

back against the plaster of his house some more.  

 

One o’clock. He’s been surveying his surroundings for some time. There’s a sort 

of quaintness about tonight. The breeze ruffles a bird of some sort from its nest, making it 

flutter briefly and squawk angrily.  A leave loses the battle of tug of war with the tree and 

the wind, and floats gently down to settle of the lazy white fences of his neighbors.  

“Stay,” says a new voice. “What’s so bad about this? Life is good.” 

“What’s so great about this?” counters the first voice. “Is he going anywhere? 

Will he be remembered at any time in the future? Is anyone going anywhere?” 

“Well he won’t go anywhere if he jumps, now will he?” says the first voice 

smugly.  

“Shut up, both of you,” says the boy. But neither shuts up. And the roar is back. 

 



Two o’clock. There’s a war raging in his head. He can’t control it, any of it. 

Memories ricochet around his head; the past colliding with what could potentially be a 

future. He slams his fist against a tile, causing blood and shattered asphalt to erupt. He 

finally lets the scream he’s been keeping inside loose, trying to release all the confusion 

and hatred inside of him. The scream doesn’t work. He hates the scream. He hates the 

world.  

Thoughts infiltrate his scalp, asking,  “What Will Your Family Think? Who Do 

You Think You Are, Making The Decision To Take Your Own Life, When Hundreds of 

People Love You?” And then all his thoughts jumble together, mixing into something 

incomprehensible:  

OhpleasepleasepleasejustkillmenowIcan’tdothisIcan’twhatwilltheythinkwhatwillt

heyallthinkI’mdonedoitnownownownodon’tdoitnow.  He can’t tell which side is saying 

what, it’s all just too complicated. And he’s finished.  

He staggers to his feet for the first time in ages, his legs wobbly from lack of use. 

He slams his feet down on the shingles; causing more to crack and almost making him fly 

off the side of the ledge. He doesn’t care. He enjoys that adrenaline rush of near death.  

He strides to the ledge’s end. He looks over the steep drop below and resolves 

he’s going to. He’s finished. He takes one last look around before he jumps, and 

something catches his eye.  

Springing from the side of his house is a window. It folds outwards, and there’s a 

sill on the inside that spans about two feet.  



On the sill sits his cat. It’s black with white paws, and its tail swishes back and 

forth, back and forth, back and forth. The cat looks at him with its glowing green eyes, its 

pupils curious. And then it blinks.  

Something about the way that cat blinked at him, completely disconnected, makes 

the boy stop. The cat looks at him a second more, then slinks away, bored.  

The cat doesn’t have a care in the world. The cat is a cat, with nothing on his 

mind, nothing troubling.  

That’s when the boy realizes his folly. Life doesn’t need to have a purpose, for it 

itself is a purpose. You don’t need to be something, you just need to be. The warm 

summer breeze wraps around him, carries him loftily back inside, through the window, 

and then he gently closes.  

He tiptoes back to his bed, avoiding the cranky old boards beneath his feet, and 

crawls into the inviting, silvery refines of his covers and lies there, staring at the expanse 

of beige-white ceiling above him. It’s suddenly comforting, instead of monotonous and 

boring. He shuts his hazel green eyes to delve into a world of subconsciousness, one he 

instinctively knows will come within seconds. He hears the ever-present analog clock 

tick-tick-ticking away, and with his last moments of wakefulness, he realizes something: 

It’s been the best day of his life. 

And he’s only just beginning.  

 

 


