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Copy: 

"The court has received a message from the jury which 
indicated a verdict has been found. If the defendant would 
stand." 

 She rises with an expression of dread seeping through the 
mask of apathy she was undoubtedly trying hard to withhold.  
"After thoroughly reviewing this case the court finds that the 
recommendation of the jury for a life sentence is consistent 
with its verdict and evidence given. Therefore a sentence of 
life is given to Emery Westly relating to plotting against your 
own kind." 
 
People are split into three: heroes, villains, and narrators. 
Emery is a hero. Predestined, decided at birth. Perfectly 
balanced. Good. She knocks at a door hurriedly, if the door 
didn’t open soon the wood would more than likely splinter. 
Wait. My door. But this isn’t about me. She breathlessly 
explains she needs my help. Emery has been convicted. Who 
happens to be the only person able to defend her. Me. I am 
supposed to tell her story. Not fight for her to stay in one. 
What will I do if she loses this case? I barely scrape the 
margins of importance as it is. The narrator resolves to stand 
in court. It is their role  to know everything about Emery. 
Time to make it count. 
 
Emery sat in court watching accusations being cast back and 
forth, a violent game of tennis but all of her shots landed out. 
”Your honour, I know Emery on a very personal level. Not 
only do I know she is not consciously capable of committing 
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such a crime but I observe her and have seen no suspicious 
behaviour of the sort you are describing.” the narrator pleads. 
That's when I’m asked to explain the letters. The letters that 
make her look inexplicably guilty. Letters plotting treason and 
violence against her own kind. Good against good. 
 “Defendant?” the judge questions. 
Emery makes a stand  
“I- um must have been framed. Letters are not a form of 
communication I take to” 

Lies, letters are her favourite form of communication. She 
prefers the sincerity of the gesture. That’s why I ..waves of 
confusion washed over me. Snatching me from the comfort of 
the shore. Why was she making herself so hard to defend? It 
had been announced her fingerprints matched the ones found 
on the letters. Her face remained perfectly still, her eyes 
carried no bags nor fashioned dark circles, and her forehead 
showed no lines.  I hate to see her like this I really do. I’m 
immensely surprised at her capability to disguise her 
emotions. It’s admirable really. 
 
I take extra care when surveying Emery. Scouring through 
every detail to find some proof of innocence. She’s writing. 
Lies lies lies. Emery did not look regretful or wracked with 
guilt. She looked quite content as the pen flitted across the 
paper gracefully, signing the signature of her fate. That was it. 
She wanted to be guilty. This wasn’t part of... I had to know 
why. Confrontation. 
 
Desperate knocks echoed through Emery’s house. Plot twist 
it’s my fingers threatening to splinter the wood this time.. She 
clatters around, shoving the letter inside her pillowcase, and 
rushes to the door smiling uneasily as she realises who it is.  
“You must honestly believe I am a mindless fool” I heave 

“And you must think the same of me” she retorts 



I brush it off 

“It is MY job to write your story I’d be failing miserably if I 
couldn’t see what is going on here” 

“And what is that exactly?” 

“Making it too- Framing yourself! Have you no idea in the 
slightest what a privilege you have. All eyes are on you. You 
are the main character, people worship the ground you walk 
on just for being born with a title. People like me dedicate 
their lives just to watching you in the shadows.” 

“Well, maybe I’m not what everyone thinks. Maybe I’m just a 
girl who had to grow up too fast because her life revolved 
around other people's expectations” 

“So you decided to FRAME yourself for a crime. Could your 
imagination not lead you to something without the dire 
consequences?” 

“Yes. Yes, I did. Because both ways I am confined either to 
conjectures or a cell and at least in a cell there is no one to 
pretend to. I am sick of saving everyone else so I chose to 
save myself, is that so awful as you make out?” 
 
Now I have been placed in the box. I have to play my role. In 
fact, the role I’ve been playing the whole time. So I sit and 
watch with sympathy glistening in my eyes and I can’t quite 
tell if it’s  real. Emery stands, pleads guilty. I watch as they 
bind her hands in restraints and drag her away. Confined yet 
again.  

“Who will tell my story” I shout after her 

She stops in her tracks  
“Our stories are the same, the lines are just blurred. We 
suffered as villains, saved each other as heroes, and narrated 
our own ending fit for no hero and no villain. Fit for someone 
with their lines crossed” 

Saved each other as heroes? So she wasn’t mindless.  
 



Dear reader, I fit the frame on the picture. I placed the glass 
ever so carefully. Adjusted the picture so the lines lay 
flawless.  It was me who framed her and she knew it. The 
beginning was my dream for the ending and in my humble 
opinion, I'd say it was rather accurate. It just happened that 
our needs aligned. She saw the opportunity for freedom and 
unknowingly supplied me with evidence. If I couldn’t be her I 
had to be responsible for her fall. I’m not sure which side of 
the fine line I’m on or if the line is merely an illusion to soothe 
our conscience. I’ll let you be the judge. 
 
 
 


