Sarah 

The bottle stands on the table, the only thing occupying the space. Just a bit of plastic to hold the pills, but  still it’s deadly. 

I want to reach out, but I can’t. My hand won’t move. 

I look at the clock again. One forty-three. 

The curtains are closed, but
 no light strains its way into my apartment. I can only see the outline of the moon. It’s my only company tonight. It was the only witness that night. The moon is very good at keeping secrets. It has never told anyone
, never offered salvation. It just watched. 

I turn back to the bottle. It still stands there, silently. Waiting. 

I’m waiting, too. This has to be done perfectly. It’s my anniversary. Ten years since that first night. 

The clock was right in front of me, and I survived by watching it. Listening to the steady ticks. 

It said one fifty when it started, two twenty-one when it ended. I hope 
the pills will work within that half-hour it occurred. 

I won’t open the bottle until it has been exactly ten years. Until I have survived ten years of this torture. I don’t want to survive anymore than that. I can’t. 

A piece of paper lies on the ground by my feet. My eyes stare back up at me
, watching me. 

Judging me? 

He’s searching for me, but all he’ll find is my body – no one will think to check the warehouse. This won’t be new to him. My soul left that first night. 

I glance at the clock again: one forty-seven. 

I lean back
, my legs dangling off the wooden chair, my arms crossed in front of me. I wear only long sleeves – a habit I’ve picked up over all those years ago. They hide the evidence
. 

One forty-nine. Almost time. 

I let the chair fall back onto all four legs and reach out to grasp the bottle. The contents rattle as I bring it to me. My breathing is ragged, greedily sucking in the stagnant air. 

I twist the childproof lid, and tip the bottle. Thirty pills fall out onto the table.
 Thirty glorious, life-taking 
pills. 

It happens all at once. The minute hand moves, my alarm goes off. I don’t get up to turn it off. The beeps are loud, consistent, covering the soft ticks of the clock, but they’re better company than the moon. They congratulate me; I’ve survived ten years. 

It’s one fifty. 

I pick up the first pill, and swallow it dry. Another follows. And another. I’ll take twenty-three – the age I made it to. Everything has to have a reason – my death has to be done right. 

He always told me to make him proud. Every single morning he’d say that. ‘Make me proud, Sarah.’ My body would still sting from the beating he gave me, and his eyes would still be wild from the lack of sleep, but he would say it. 

The pile slowly disappears in front of me. The beeping stopped, but the ringing echoes in my ears. I only have until two twenty-one – hopefully they work quickly. 

I don’t think I’ve [?] ever made him proud. He was never satisfied. He’d tell me every night. I wasn’t good enough. I was ugly. Stupid. Undeserving. 

“Are you proud now, Daddy?” 

�Okay, this is merely a suggestion forced upon your eyes by my personal taste, but I think this is a more interesting sentence structure and therefore more dramatic.


�Why but? The curtains are closed, that’s their purpose: Keep the light out.


�… up till the present, so maybe present perfect is more fitting here?


�I’m hoping sounds a bit awkward to me.


�I don’t really understand that part…


�Wonderful.


�Just to get rid oft he repetition of chair.


�Marks?


�You can’t empty the contents onto the table and have the pills fall out after that. The pills falling out *is* emptying the contents. 


�Now that’s a sick combination: glorious and life-taking. Brilliant.





