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Chapter One

Lately, the world feels unusually quiet, not just in the absence of sound, but in a deeper, heavier way. It’s like the stillness of empty streets at 3 in the morning, or the gentle sway of trees outside my window. I find a strange comfort in this silence. It’s odd, I know, but silence can’t stir up trouble or fuel anxiety. It’s like being underwater, where time seems to stretch and slow down, bringing a sense of calm.

Still, noise has its moments too, like hearing laughter from people nearby or blasting your favourite song and dancing alone in your room. Those sounds, strangely, also slow down time, making life feel a little softer.

Yet sometimes, I long to mute all of it—turn off the noise completely, vanish for a while, and lie in the middle of an open field just staring at the stars above.

I suppose I’m just scared, though I can’t quite name what it is I fear. Maybe it’s life itself that unsettles me, or the way my mind spins endlessly in circles. My overthinking spirals so fiercely sometimes that I want to scream or run until my legs forget how to carry me.

I like being by myself, but loneliness, that hollow, empty feeling, that’s what truly terrifies me.

Here, I sit on the ledge of this bridge, the wind is very strong as if it may blow me off any second, but I’m not afraid. To be honest, I wouldn’t even care if I did or not. The water sits a thousand feet below me, begging me to jump, and yeah, the thought always spins around in my mind.

What would happen if I just jumped?

Where would I end up?

But there is never an answer in this useless mind of mine. I do get the urge to jump, to just end all the pain, but I chicken out every single time, never knowing what it is that holds me back.

I come here a lot, mostly because it’s quiet. There’s no road for miles, and this bridge is set next to a scary abandoned building, so no one really comes by or even knows about it. There is no light around here, so the stars seem so much brighter.

My mind floods with so many thoughts. They become overwhelming, and I cannot hold them in anymore. No matter where I am or what time it is, I find myself wandering here, perched on the ledge, seeking some quiet in the chaos.

I don’t have many people, but I try not to think about that too much, having no one. I mean, it wasn’t always like this. Life was pretty good a couple of years ago before my dad died. He died almost two and a half years ago, and since then, everything has changed. Cancer took his life and left me and my mum to crawl through the dirt without him.

After my dad died, my mum couldn’t cope. She dug herself a hole and buried herself in it, but honestly, I can’t blame her. She had just lost the love of her life, and after that, she turned to drugs—those soul-stealing shadows. Day after day, week after week, she sank further into the darkness, and now she’s trapped there, unable to climb out.

She’s no longer the woman she once was—a mother on the surface, but a monster hidden beneath. What used to feel like home now feels empty and strange. I can’t even recall the last time she said she loved me, or the last time she held me close.

I just wish my mum would wake up one morning and see what she still has, so that she can turn everything around. But sadly, her eyes are clouded by the false world drugs have wrapped around her.

Most nights, I lie awake, wondering how different life would be if my dad were still here. I imagine the happiness we would share, the memories we’d create.

Thinking about it brings tears every time, but maybe everything happens for a reason, or maybe it doesn’t.

I honestly believe the only things that keep me grounded are my music and poems. I love poetry. There’s always a poem that matches every feeling you have.

I write poems too, though I don’t think they’re particularly good. Still, writing helps clear my mind, bringing focus and a sense of calm. Music does the same.

Sometimes, a surge of anger rises inside me, usually when my mum has been awake for days, and I’m running low on sleep. When that happens, I keep my headphones on until the anger fades. It usually doesn’t last long, but when it hits hard, I head to the bridge—and there, I find myself again.

You know that hollow feeling you get after watching a movie or finishing a book, the emptiness that lingers inside? That’s how I feel all the time, every single day.

It’s like I’m waiting for something good to happen, sitting on shards of broken glass, hoping my feet won’t bleed when I stand. And it’s slowly driving me mad.

I sit alone in my room, the music pounding from downstairs, with loud voices from my mum and her friends, and I wonder, will this ever get better?





Chapter Two

I wake to the sound of my alarm blaring in my ear. Sitting up, I stare off into nothing, wishing I could just lie back down and drift off again. Anything to avoid school.

I don’t just dislike school; I hate it. A lot. Mostly because people know about my mum. Every time I walk through the halls, there’s at least one person who gives me that look—pity, curiosity, maybe even judgment.

Another reason I dread going is that I have no friends. I used to, back before my dad passed away. But after he died, I pulled away from everyone, and not one of them reached out. That hurt. So, eventually, I told them exactly how I felt—how fake it all seemed. That didn’t go over well. Now, we pass each other in silence, like we were never anything more than strangers.

I slip myself out of bed and make my way over to the mirror. It reflects a stranger, someone I should know, but I don’t, and I ask the same question as always.

“Who are you?”

No answer ever comes, of course. Just the silent echo of my voice bouncing off the walls and a pair of tired eyes staring back at me.

I pull on my clothes, same hoodie, same jeans, the kind of outfit that doesn’t ask for attention. I sling my school bag over my shoulder, heavy with books I won’t open and notebooks filled with half-finished thoughts.

Downstairs, the house is quiet. Too quiet.

No smell of breakfast. No murmured conversations. Just the low hum of the refrigerator and the soft creak of the floor beneath my feet.

I quietly slip out the front door. It’s a warm August morning, almost the end of summer.

As I step outside, the warm air wraps around me like a cosy blanket. Birds sing softly, and the streets are still and peaceful in the early quiet of the day.

Summer feels like the very definition of happiness. Right now, while everyone else is still asleep, I get to be the first to greet this new day.

School isn’t far from my house, about a thirty-minute walk. There’s a bus that passes by my street, but I’d rather walk.

How can you really enjoy the outside if you’re just staring out a window? The wind needs to blow your hair before you can truly feel it.

I pull on my headphones and crank up the volume. If you’re going to be in the moment, why not add a little music to make it better?

The streets are empty, bursting with green all around. I watch the sun peek through the branches, climbing higher into the sky, sending warm rays to burn gently against my skin.

The air is warm but fresh, and as I walk down the long road lined with trees, a calm settles over me like maybe, just maybe, everything might be okay. That’s what I love about being outside, it brings a quiet peace I wish could last a lifetime.

As I reach the school gates, the world is no longer quiet. The roads are lined with streams of cars, and the sidewalks are crowded with kids. The bell has already rung, but I don’t rush, never would, not for school. The first period is maths. When I walk into the classroom, everyone is already in their seats, and Mr Hamuck is taking the register.

“Late again, Bella,” he says as I sit down.

As if I hadn’t noticed.

I ignore him anyway. A couple of people glance my way, but I brush it off. I look around the classroom, and everyone’s deep in conversation with the person next to them. I sit at the far back, next to an empty seat. Not that it matters; even if someone did sit there, I doubt they’d talk to me.

That’s the thing about high school: once people find their friends, they stop talking to anyone else. I’ve never understood that, but it’s like an unwritten rule. Half the people in this school act like they’re better than everyone else. They gossip about others and strut through the halls in straight lines, expecting everyone to move out of their way.

So, no, I don’t exactly have a shot at making new friends. Everyone has found their group years ago. Why would they talk to me now? I hate school, but I hate maths even more, mostly because Mr Hamuck is rude. He always finds something to complain about and never fails to pile on the homework. I’ve never understood the point of it. We already go to school five days a week, and somehow they still assign work for the only two days we have off.

“Bella, can I have a word outside?” Mr Hamuck says, standing up from his chair.

I feel the eyes of the whole class on me as I make my way to the door. I wait just outside, arms crossed, and a few seconds later, he joins me.

“I’m getting concerned, Bella. You look extremely tired, and you’ve been late to my class more than once. Everything okay?”

He leans in a little too close. I can smell the coffee on his breath from this morning.

“Yep. Everything’s great,” I say quickly, trying to sound convincing.

He gives me a long, steady look. I force a smile.

“Well,” he says finally. “You’ve earned yourself an after-school detention.”

“But, Sir—”

“No buts. And no more showing up late.”

I walk back into the classroom and take my seat, trying to pretend I don’t feel every eye following me. I can’t believe it. I already hate school, and now I have to stay even later.

I’ve never had detention before, never wanted it, either. Hopefully, they don’t call home. The school always keeps a close eye on me, and my mum won’t be happy if she gets a phone call. Drawing attention to her is a bad idea. I’ll be the one who ends up paying for it.

The sun pushes through the window, casting a warm glow across my desk.

Time drags. I watch the clock spin its way around in a circle. I scribble patterns into the squares of my jotter until the bell finally rings.

Thank God. Time couldn’t have moved any more slowly. I’ve never seen a group of kids leave a classroom that fast.

I pack up my things and follow everyone else out.

“Remember, Bella, detention,” Mr Hamuck calls.

I ignore him and head to my next class.

The halls are packed again, everyone rushing, pushing. I walk slowly. I’ve got geography next, which I don’t mind too much. As I turn the corner, a girl crashes right into me. She looks pissed off. Her hair is dyed black with two bold red streaks at the front, and her face is covered in piercings.

“Whoa, sorry! That bastard keeps pushing me into people,” she says with a grin, two dimples popping out.

“That’s okay. I should probably watch where I’m going anyway.”

She gives me a quick nod, then turns and shoves the boy walking behind her.

She seems nice. But kind of scary.

I’m late to geography. When I open the door, Mrs Ray welcomes me in. Though I wonder why anyone would ever consider being a teacher. I’ve never, in a million years, thought about staying in school longer than I need to.

The minute I’m out of here, I’m never coming back. Looking back, yeah, I know they say we need school. But I never paid attention. That’s my fault. But if I were homeschooled, I would learn. And understand.

My thoughts run wild, constantly overlapping like waves crashing over each other in a storm. My mind never rests, and no matter how hard I try, I can’t focus.

I worry too much about what people think, about how I look, about fitting into a place that never really felt like mine.

Maybe things would be different if I were homeschooled. Maybe I’d feel safe, not surrounded by a hundred eyes that judge before they even know me. Maybe I’d learn in peace, just me and one other person, far from the noise.

I dream of outdoor classrooms, but I know that’s just a fantasy. Winter would ruin that. Still, it’s a nice thought.

At lunch, I escape. I sit alone on the bench behind the school, a place nobody else goes. It’s my sanctuary. I put on my headphones, not to listen, but to drown out the world.

Today, I don’t even play music. I just sit, watching trees sway as the wind whispers through them. Birdsong dances in the distance. The sky is a pale blue, streaked with only a few clouds. I stare up and turn the clouds into stories: a cow, a boat, a candle, a strange bird with crooked wings. Then, like always, the bell rings.

Fifth period. Back to the noise. Back to pretending. When the day ends, I go to detention. It’s in the farthest part of the school, a place that feels forgotten.

I rush there, trying not to be late. One more mistake and I’ll never hear the end of it. I slide into the seat, pen in hand, copying whatever words they throw in front of me.

The teacher’s name is Mr Micellar. He’s bitter, heavyset, with a monobrow that looks like it’s never moved. He scowls as he speaks, like every word tastes sour.

Thick glasses rest strangely on the very end of his nose, as if they’re too tired to stay on.

He’s the kind of man you don’t cross. One glare from him can freeze you in place. I’d never want to end up on his bad side.

I sigh and look up at the clock, just as the door bursts open. It’s her—the girl from earlier. Two boys trail in behind her, but I only see her.

She walks straight towards me, eyes locked like she’s sure of something.

“You’re the girl from earlier, right?” she asks, like it’s already been decided.

She slides into the seat beside me. There’s a scent of vanilla drifting from her clothes, soft but sharp enough to notice.

“What’s your name?” she asks.

“It’s Bella.” I straighten up in my chair.

“Bella,” I repeat.

“Don’t know any Bellas, except maybe the one from Twilight.” She laughs.

“You kind of look like her,” she says.

“But she has dark hair. I’m blonde.” I chuckle.

“Same difference.” She laughs again, and I see the dimples return. They make her look lighter somehow.

“What’s yours?” I ask.

She smiles. “What’s my hair colour?”

“It’s black.” I laugh.

“No, I meant your name.”

“Yeah, I know. I was kidding—it’s Matilda. But everyone calls me Red.”

She reaches over, grabs my pen, and starts scribbling on the desk like it’s her notebook. Just then, Mr Micellar stomps over, his voice was sharp as glass.

“Mrs McRea, if I see you writing on that desk one more time, you’ll have detention for the rest of your life.”

Matilda doesn’t even blink.

“Well, technically, that’s not possible,” she says. “I only spent six years of my life in this place.”

He narrows his eyes.

“What are you here for this time?”

“Ditching class,” she replies.

“Yeah, thought so.”

After he walks right past us, he doesn’t even look in my direction, doesn’t offer a sheet, or a word.

“Total dick,” Matilda mutters under her breath.

“If you haven’t noticed yet.”

She pushes her chair back and stands, stretching as if the world were just mildly annoying her. Then she saunters up to the front of the room.

“Hey, Twilight,” she calls over her shoulder. “You need paper?”

I nod. “Yeah.”

As I turn, I catch the two boys from earlier still staring at me.

Detention passes faster than I expected. Somehow, time seems to fold in on itself. I walk home with my headphones in, pulling my coat tight around me as I drift, once again, into a daydream.

The sky has turned burnt orange and deep red by the time the sun begins its descent. The streets are nearly empty, quiet, still, peaceful. But with that silence comes a sinking feeling, as if the quiet gives my thoughts more room to echo.

The feeling creeps in the closer I get to home. I didn’t want to go there. Not yet.

Not when I knew this small pocket of happiness would vanish the moment I walked through the door.

So, I turn towards the bridge. It’s strange how one conversation, a single moment, a glance, a smile, can shift your whole day.

Stranger still is the mind. How it works. How it chooses what to hold onto.

How it makes decisions, we don’t always understand. What confuses me most is how we are our minds, yet we don’t really control them. They move on their own, choose their own paths, and we follow
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