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The shadow on my wall now wore the ghost of a smile that I once did. Yet when I raised my arm 
it did too, like a marionette on a string slumped against the wall. Sometimes I could even feel its 
strings tugging at my skin. And sometimes, I let it.  
 
The echo of a breeze made its way through the room, resting upon my shoulders like settling 
dust. The warmth of the blood that rested across my palm was sufficient armour. It was a shame 
the colour clashed distastefully with my converse.  
 
Not that there was anyone there to see. Anyone conscious anyway. 
 
The metallic smell invaded the room in tendrils, its nauseating embrace clinging to my nostrils 
as a reminder of the narrative I had created. The events that had unfolded. The act I had 
committed.  
 
To put it shortly he was dead.  
 
And now his limp body was a blank discarded canvas on my kitchen floor, leaking wasted 
potential and regret. All over my perfectly good tiles too.  
 
My eyes wavered, flickering as I realised what I had done, but the glint of the blade in my hand 
only grinned wider. And so did he.  
 
The dark mist on the walls. My shadow was always there, expressionless, it retraced every step 
I took and lingered in every corner. It caught every fall but amplified every nightmare. It avoided 
every gaze yet now it stared right at me, bemused. 
 
“What do you want me to do?” 
 
It tilted it’s head. 
 
“This is your fault.” 
 
As my lips moved, so did his, whispering the words back to me. 
 
This is your fault. 
 
“It should have been you there and not him!” I spat, meaning every word. 
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It should have been you there and not him. It mimicked, meaning every word. 
 
The man’s blood was on my hands. 
I-  
stabbed him in the chest.  
I-  
watched as the light left his eyes.  
 
I asked him how his day was.  
 
His day doesn’t seem to be going too well. It mused.  
 
The shadow glared right back at me.  
 
Pathetic.  
 
I was a murderer. I deserved everything that was coming to me. I felt the tug of rope upon my 
skin and that’s when it hit me. I turned to look at the wall when the glimpse of a shadow 
escaped the corner of my eye. The wall was blank. 
 
They’ll find you. The police. There’s no point in trying to cover it up now. Look at you. 
You’re pathetic. A cowardly killer. That’ll make the headlines.   
 
Staggering upon impact, the bitter reality of its voice hit me. I couldn’t source its direction, it 
invaded my ears from the walls and seemingly somewhere beyond.  
 
My strange little human, you cannot escape the consequences.  
“I can’t.” 
 
There’s no place for you amongst them. Nowhere to go in this realm.  
“Nowhere to go.” 
 
Why live here at all?  
 
“Why live at all?”  
 
Sure of something for the first time, I pulled a knife out of the drawer. I took one last glance into 
the face of the man I killed. I closed my eyes.  
 
My senses sharpened. I felt the pulse of adrenaline coursing through my veins. Tasted the faint 
metallic aroma that’d settled in the room. I felt each individual hair rise on the back of my neck. 
My breath quickened. 
 
Suddenly, the air around me stiffened.  



 
Wait- stop! That’s not what I- 
 
I plunged the knife into my heart. 
Blood splatters struck the walls instantly. I’m sure he felt it.  
 
My entire body was set alight, my heart drowning in blood, veins screaming in agony. I lay, head 
slumped against the cupboard, and waited for the inevitable… 
 
The air frantically rushed through the house, rising and falling rapidly, as though in a panic, 
before settling behind me.  
 
A brush of wind pressed against my cheek, brushing the hair out of my face in a disarray. The 
wind blew harder and the sharpness in my chest was getting harder to ignore, especially with 
the sudden pressure against it, hopelessly clutching the wound. The breeze was relentless, it 
grew stronger as I grew weaker, my conscience fading away.  
 
The shadow of a kiss lingered on my forehead. 
 
Everything stopped. For a while… 
 
 

****** 
 
 
“Apologies you had to witness that, I suppose I owe you an explanation, albeit a strange 
one... 
 
Simulacrum. An imitation. Replacing reality with a reflection. It… well, I cannot fully exist, 
while the original does. The original being the girl you knew, of course. The ‘true,’ real 
version. In hindsight, driving her to insanity and persuading her to murder a man was a 
little overboard, but I did what I had to do to survive- and keep her by my side. I spent 
months as a ‘shadow,’ in the girl’s mind. I've perfected my imitation of her so nobody will 
be suspicious that the original is gone. And now, I can finally exist alongside her. But, 
she’s nothing more than a trick of the light, visible only to those who look hard enough.  
 
But who would go and look for a shadow?” 
 

****** 
 
Light flooded into the house, the kitchen tiles gleaming. In fact, the entire house was in order, 
with no trace of life. A nameless girl took her place on the staircase, tying up the laces of her red 
converse. Her eyes,- or as some would say, its eyes, were dark and devoid of fear. Anyone who 
looked in the little abandoned house at the end of the road would see nothing but a fleeting 



shadow. Occasionally the ghost of a person, the memory of what had once been. Or who had 
once been, now only the shadow that occupied her shell remained. But sometimes, if you look 
in the little abandoned house at the end of the road, if you really do look hard enough, you might 
catch a glimpse of a faint outline of a girl on the walls, wearing the ghost of a smile that he once 
did. 
 
 
  


