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The Broken One 
 

The cracks between the padding dance and blur with the pounding of my head. The dose was 
too high. They gave me too much. I’ve been here for days. They say I’m feral. They don’t know 
how to handle me.  
 
They drug me.  
 
I want sleep. Focus, Beth. You need to get out. Tell them what they want to hear. 
 
I scratch my head. My long black hair needs to be brushed. I feel the mats growing thicker by 
the minute. Footsteps tap outside the door. As they get closer, I try to call out. 
 
My voice makes no sound, but the air escaping through my esophagus burns. Like my mom 
always said, hospitals only take the damaged ones. What gave me away? The spiked bracelets? 
No, of course. It was the scars. 
 
Scars on top of scars. 
 
Despite popular belief, the scars were not self-inflicted. The popular girls at school held me 
down and slashed my shoulders and wrists. They told the teachers that they found me trying to 
kill myself. 
 
I was the suicidal girl. I hate everyone and I hate myself.  
 
I told my teachers that the girls did it, but no one believed me. I was new. No one had even 
tried to get know me yet.  
 
All they had to do was ask me a question. 
 
The door opens and the light blinds me. My father enters, his dark hair shading his eyes. He 
moves to take off his belt and metal clinks together. My father shifts in a blurry haze and he is 
real again. A doctor. Jesus. What did they give me? The doctor steps forward and in walk two 
beasts of men in white. 
  
“Beth, do you still want to hurt yourself?” he asks. 
 
I blink. 
 
“Do you still want to hurt me?” 
 
I blink again. 



The doctor waves his hand and one of the man-beasts stabs my throat with a syringe. The 
doctor clucks his tongue. All I have ever done was be myself. 
 
My mother’s voice returns to my thoughts. “That’s just the way men are, honey. They take 
what they want,” she says. 
“What about girls?” I ask, my voice small. 
“Well, girls are jealous,” she says. “They prevent people from taking what they have.” 
 
Struggling to keep my eyes open, I force myself. Words form on my tongue and I hear 
something come out. It’s going to be better. I’ll be who they want me to be. 
 
“I don’t want to hurt.” 


