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(This is a short story from the poem "The Other Me")



A young woman strode into her bathroom, pale and beautiful. Fit for a queen. It held the normal bathroom utilities; toilet, sink, bathtub and shower, small cabinet for towels, medicine cabinet holding the household poisons and anti-dotes. The walls were a soft pale pink color, with a marble design but only made from wallpaper. To fool those who make their way in here, she thought helplessly. The sink was made of ceramic, with an ecru shade to it, and a marble pattern. The tiles on the floor were marble, matching the sink. She looked up at the ceiling, at the borders of the wallpaper, which were roses of red. The color of blood, she thought suddenly. What? Sweet blood that flows through crimson veins, came the same dark voice from within. It was familiar, as if she heard it before. It made no sense, because all of her friends were happy and cheerful, they never talked of blood. She shook her head, dismissing the thoughts. 


She turned to the bathtub, leaning over to the faucet, which was made of gold-painted metal, and turned the right one. Water flowed from the spout, spraying the inside of the beautiful bathtub. She pulled up the rod that made the showerhead turn on, to which it did, but suddenly and it sprayed a little bit of her hair. She yelped, backing up quickly while pulling the shower curtain over the tub. She looked at herself in the mirror to see how much the water sprayed her, but saw something totally different.


She saw a woman, like her, with her hair matted and tangled. Her skin was pale, like hers, and there were bruises and cuts, thin and deep. They bore into her skin like a drill. 

This person

Seems so familiar

It’s on the tip of my tongue

Her eyes were the same color as hers, blue. They showed pain, hatred, sorrow, that has built up over the years. Her cheeks were stained with blood and tears.

She has the same tears

That I cry

The blood...it was so beautiful and grotesque. There was much showing from this girl’s image; it was hard to describe it. Too bad no one will ever know, the voice said coolly once again. What is going on? The girl in the mirror was naked, only able to show the top of her shoulders. The same height she was when she stood in front of the mirror.

She bleeds from the cuts 

I wish I had made

She felt so sorry for this mystery girl. Her eyes brimmed with tears, the way a mothers would with the thought of her daughter being hurt in a way she shouldn't have been. 

Why is it

I cry these tears

For this girl

I have never met before?

Did she get into a fight or something? There could be many reasons for the way she was. She reached up, touching the mirror with her fingertips, seeing the upside-down crosses engraved into her skin from such a blade. She looked down at herself, seeing there was nothing wrong with her body; but when she looked up at the mirror, the girl’s wounds were scathing deep.

She looks beaten and worn

While I look fresh and new

Do you see this girl too?

Can you tell me…?

"This girl...who is she?" she found herself speaking aloud. It's you... that voice came back, this time in full sound as if someone was right next to her talking into her ear. 

My other self?

"Yeah, right. This is a dream, or a hallucination. It can't be me. My life is perfect,” she said aloud again, but deep down inside, she knew it wasn't. Wait...this girl...

The one I discarded

The one who cried endlessly,

The one who cut so deep,

With the same blade

Over and over...

Blade? She looked to the sink, and it was soaked in blood. Her eyes grew wide, as she looked to the edge of the sink, seeing her razor. The blades were stained with blood, with also pieces of flesh sticking to the blades. She looked up at the mirror again, looking back at this girl. She saw, that now she was the girl inside the mirror. Maybe this voice was right. The pain ripped through her like scissors. It was pure bliss yet terror. 

I thought

I got rid of her

Like I got rid

Of the one who broke,

My heart

Her boyfriend. That's why she did this. She saw him, with another woman, taller, slimmer, obviously a bulimic. She saw him, kissing all over her, nibbling along her neck. He was with someone...better. She was just trash to him. She heard him say, "My ex would never have let me do this. Be with me...please?" She took him away from her, and he was the only man she loved. She loved his sweet lips, his soft hair. Yet, this slut took him. She remembered earlier that night, when she left, she had taken her father's police gun with her. While he was sleeping, she had crept through his window, like he had done for her on so many occasions, and shot him in the chest and in the head. The blood...oh how beautiful it made his face look; the way it had splattered upon his cheeks and his bed. 

The one who hurt

Everything I had

And tore me down.

These images that ran through her mind bit her soul and tore it to pieces. She closed her eyes, her mind swimming recklessly. Her heart began to slow to a halt, and her breathing became nothing. She remembered one thing, before the darkness of Deaths arms took her. That bastard...shall never love anyone forever more. I am dead...

Now I remember

How I used to be...

The other me

Still inside

Never left me

The one who comes out

As seldom as the sun sets

Showing the harvest moon.
