
The Final Choice


There was nothing but the shinning moon that was peacefully illuminating her darkened room, as obscurity was almost total that night. In a moment of absolute, almost frightening, silence, a door opened quietly and the figure of a young girl appeared. Wearing her navy blue pajamas, there was nothing but a faint distinction between her and the corridor walls of that same color, which she was passing through to finally reach the bathroom. With a slight gesture of her finger, light instantly overtook the small room as the young girl looked at her reflection in the mirror. A sad expression was imprinted upon her pale face. Her hands were trembling and covered with blood that had the sense of a silken, red cloth. She placed the knife that she was gripping so tightly in the sink and turned on the hot water as well as the cold with hopes of washing it all away. The blood, her blood, which had stained the blade of the small weapon, was far too thick to only be swiped away by a mere cloth. Suddenly, she heard the loud and angry voice of her father, bellowing through the bathroom door: 

“What are you doing in there that’s taking so much time?? God Kaily! Can’t you be any faster!? I swear...” the young girl’s body quivered with an uncontrollable sense fear as she found herself trapped with bleeding wrists and no way out...


Without thinking, she swiftly picked up the knife and ran to the small window positioned near the shower. She opened it quickly and threw the dripping knife outside. Taking a towel to swipe the blood off her wrists, she didn’t give the slightest impression that it mattered where the knife had ended up. She tried to build up strength to breath normally as it got nervously harder to do. Barely managing to keep her arms from trembling, she grasped the doorknob tightly and opened the door with a forced smile on her face. 


“I’m sorry dad... I didn’t think you were up and...” the young girl spoke with a shaky and whispering tone. He father grunted and pushed her roughly out of the way, mumbling something she failed to hear, closing the door behind him after entering. The girl’s brown hair covered her eyes that began shedding tears, but stopped as she rushed to her room and threw herself onto her bed. The softness of her pillow brushed softly against her damp hair and head. Her mind was eased with a sudden comfort of tranquility as she immediately submitted into her growing exhaustion.

***


The sun rose as it would every morning of every day. Everything was the same. Kaily rubbed her eyes and stared up as she awakened from a deep sleep. The loss of blood from last night’s event had left her tired and weary. She had not fully recovered as her eyes tried to focus on something still.  Staring down at her sheets for a sudden instant, she groaned out of annoyance. As blurred as her sight might have been, she could do no less than clearly see the vigor of the thick red blood that had imprinted upon her covers. Something had to be done before her father came in, she thought, but her arms were so weak, she dared not try to move them. No strength…her thoughts seemed to say. “No strength,” she mumbled to the ceiling. She kept looking up, her eyes bleak, lost in her hallucinations. She smiled. Imagining the pain she could escape if only she would go through with it. She imagined every single step of her process to do so. How, when, where, every little detail had been carefully placed to make her plan work at all cost. Now, if only she could do it. That was, without a doubt, the hardest part of the process. Cutting yourself was easy, and fulfilling, to an extent, mind you, but there was always this feeling, this thought, in her head, bigger, more persistent, than all the others. It was her secret wish and her secret fear. It was like an acid through her mind. Destroying every other thought, to make sure that it stood out, to make sure that it was heard. 


Then suddenly, she sat up in her bed, and her eyes dispatched a sense of sadness and utter emptiness. They were the only direct views to her soul, to who she thought she was. Empty, sad, nothing. Getting up slowly, she took and long sleeve shirt and replaced it with her pajama top.

“Kaily! Hurry up, you’ll be late for school.” Her dad kept yelling, yet this was the first time she heard him. She put on the rest of her school clothes, and headed towards the door, backpack in hand. Her sleeves lifted up and you saw two bracelets over her wrists. She looked down at them, smiled, then pulled down her sleeves before getting in her dad’s car. 

How she hated school. So many people, most of which she disliked. Too many people around her meant too many reasons to get ignored in one day.  Naturally, she had friends. Few, but she had some. Never being able to fully trust a human being, Kaily was very selected in her choice of acquaintances. She had been hurt before, a lot, and was not about to set herself up for the same fall. It felt horrible, to be ridiculed for useless, pathetic reasons. Human kind was so incompetent to her. Including herself, she supposed, but at least she admitted it, unlike most people she had met in her life. 

You thought you knew me, but all you know is what I decide to show.

Her mind was infatuated by death.

She stepped in the shower, beneath the soothing motion of the liberating droplets of hot water. The water drew rapidly down to her head and rolled down her body with a cleansing touch. As confused as her mind would ever be, strangely, this was the place where she sensed had the most freedom for her thoughts. The water, rough and violent as it may have seemed, ignited from her mind a power to detangle from its web of tortured and crazed emotions which she dealt with each passing moment of each passing day. It was indeed her liberator. Her voice began to speak her mind’s words. It had come to its decision of how this girl would live her life. And so she spoke: “…Today I’ve reached a verdict of how my life will be spent. Each day I will live as I was meant to live it. The future will no longer have a 90% capacity over my thoughts. My present will shape my future, and therefore should it be the only thing brought to my attention,” She let her head straight beneath the seed from which bloomed the water, as it ran down her ears, letting her nothing but the sound of her thoughts, “And then, as I look myself in the mirror, one day in my future, I’ll be able to say, this, is who I was meant to be, this is who I was meant to become. No matter who I was, what I had accomplished, what I had done, I will look in that mirror, and I will tell myself, this, is who I am, this is who I have become.”
Slowly getting up, she swooped them off the bed and hid them in her closet, walking as though her body was about to fall down at any moment. With every muscle in her body, she finally managed to get to her desk and sit down. Taking a pen in her hand, she reached over to a drawer and pulled out a blue book decorated with pictures, drawings and quotes. She opened it to a blank page after passing through most of them. As she was gaining back some strength, she began writing:


“And so it is another day? Another day of my pathetic life that I have to live....or do I? I was wondering what would happen if I would push myself off that edge, to pull the trigger or to tie that rope...Dear Diary, I’ve been wondering this for what seems to be forever...Do I have the answers? No! All I have are more questions...each day I live, more questions enter my mind to keep me up at night, making me have these urges to hurt people the way they hurt me...And you know, I say that my life is pathetic, but I must correct that error, because what I have is not a life at all...its a void, and my soul is nothing but a dark cry for help, pleading in agony for the Gods to take me away and end the suffering inside me. I remember when it went all wrong...when I found this rage kept inside me...when my mother died...when my father began to beat me because he was angry...but why me? I never did anything...did I? I look at my arms and all i see are scars...done by me...I did those...to feel better....to forget what I was feeling inside...and it feels good. Physical pain goes away, but not mental pain. That stays with you forever. It wants to stay in you forever, it feeds on your pain, your agony, until it finishes you and there’s nothing left. Nothing but a continuing rage that wants to spread the suffering to others to make them see, to make them feel what you have seen, what you have felt...Will there ever be a moment where I am truly happy ever again? Or is happyness only a dream for me now? Has it all faded away? How I hate him for making it fade away...for destroying my hopes, my beleifs, my ambitions, my dreams...but all this made me see that we all watch the world through different eyes and we all see life in a different way....all I see now is red, red from all the blood, from all anger...Its there...in my line of vision...in their line of vision...but do they all see it? No...I don’t think so...they’re in their dream World where vengance and war are terms no one understands and where weapons never existed...so that shows something even blind people can see, and that’s that we’re all living in a different reality....my reality is that peace is in their dreams....peace is in my dreams......and that left me with only one thought...that death is the only pure definition of true peace.....so what is my dream....? Do you want to know what my dream is?...”


As she was about to enter her last post, the aggressive screams of her father’s voice calling her name made her close her book and snap her pencil in half as her eyes grew darker, filling themselves with represted anger that she had held inside herself for so long...Tonight, she thought...Tonight...


With a feeling of annoyment, she answered slowly...: “Yes dad? Something you wanted from me?” Patiently waiting for an answer, she got up to hide her book which held her secrets, while dragging her feet on the floor...


-Kaily! Open the door right now! I hate talking through these stupid wooden things!! I’ve got half a mind to take it away!” Her father screamed angrily. Angry at what? Angry at everything she supposed...She waqs also agree, but you never saw her screaming for no reason whatsoever...But she supposed different people handled their rage in different ways...Not that all the ways were the right choices...Kaily gave a frown at her father’s command, but quickly got to the door and opened it to see her father’s figure...a tall, built man with light brown hair and dark brown eyes...She looked straight into them and asked: “There, are you happy now?” 


