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                In 

Ca·Stell·La ^ Life 

               Theory 

-A Thaddeus Coleman Story- 

~Follow·My·Lead~ 

 

 “Don’t jump!” I yelled 

  And without so much as a turn of the head, the girl standing on the edge of Castella 

High’s roof said, somberly, “So, you’re taking this away from me, too.” 

 “No-,” I paused for a second. “I’m not taking anything away from you. But you can’t just 

throw your life away!” 

  She screamed, “It’s my life! Isn’t it!?” as she turned to face me. 

  “You’re being selfish.” 

 “You ARE!” 

  “No, YOU are!” I replied idiotically, letting out an, “Ugh…,” upon the realization of the 

stupidity of it all. Redeeming myself, I said, “Think about the pain you’ll cause everyone if you 

go and kill yourself.” 

 “Were my parents thinking of me!? No! They just wanted to fuck one night!” She paused 

and turned her eyes away from me. She clutched her right arm with her left hand and began to 

speak as if not for my ears but for hers, “I never chose to be born. I never wanted to live.” 

 “Who chooses to be born?” I quipped while advancing forward. “I never have, either, but 

I have chosen to live. And so have you,” I said, simultaneously catching her attention and 

ceasing my advance. “Whether you did it consciously or not, you’ve chosen. Every time you 

smiled, every time you wished the day would never end, every time you would say ‘I’d just die 

if-’” 

 “Shut-up!” 

 “‘-I don’t have it,’ every time you sought out to make friends or believe in something; 

you made your decision. You may not have chosen to be born, but you have chosen to live and 

your life is tied to all your friends and family. Don’t be selfish,” I said, firmly. After that, all that 

remained was silence. I had finally reached her… 
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  …Or so I thought, because in a voice, not even strong enough to budge a feather, she 

decimated my silence. “I hate it. I hate- everything.” Those words. Those simple, soft-spoken 

words sent shivers down my spine. And she continued, “Why can’t I have a choice of my own? 

Why do I always have to factor people in my decisions!” she yelled as tears flooded her eyes. 

“No one does it for me. I’m always the one following the rules. Everyone else just breaks them. 

Even you just nonchalantly do as you please. Even when I try, I always put others first. It’s not 

fair. It’s not fair! Why can’t I be selfish, too? I’m going insane! If I don’t- If I don’t…, I’ll die, 

anyway. It’s not fair! I just want to make my own choice, free of everything. It’s not fair.” 

 As I watched her dance around the roof, wondering how it was she hadn’t fell off, and 

listened to her go on about the cruelties of her world, all I could muster was, “…It’s not fair,” 

because it wasn’t fair. She had somehow let her mind trap her in a world full of arbitrary rules 

and restrictions. It wasn’t fair. 

  “My choices are always linked to someone. It’s you all who are the selfish ones. Hey!” 

she abruptly changed to an upbeat tone while turning in my direction. “You know what I just 

thought? All choices are unfair, that’s why’s everyone’s selfish. Hmm,” she smiled and nodded. 

“We can’t go on without being selfish. Greg…, you owe me. DON’T STOP ME FROM 

MAKING MY SELFISH DECISION!! Don’t I deserve at least that?” 

  I was flabbergasted. All I could say was, “Ecila… I’m- out of words.” 

 “Just say speechless; like everyone else.” 

 “I’m heartbroken” 

 “You’ll get over it” 

 “It’s not ‘it,’ it’s ‘me’, stupid! You’re important.” 

 “Hmm. Hey, I just realized something-” 

 “You can’t decide on a roof? That you’re insane?” 

 “First of all, I didn’t decide this on the roof. Second, what I’m DOING is insane, not me. 

Anyway, I was going to say I’ve never seen you so flustered before, you’re always so indifferent. 

I’m glad I had that effect on you. Or is it affect? Effect? No, affect?” 

  “Effect… Selfish girl.”  

 “Hmm,” she smiled as she turned away from me to the world ahead. “I’m glad you came 

Greg, even with all your self-righteous BS. Thanks you. 

 I looked down and sorrowfully said, “…Goodnight…Ecila.” 



3 
 

 After that, she jumped. As she fell from view, I rushed to the spot previously inhabited by 

her existence. I could still feel her warmth; it made me want to scream. As I watched her on her 

journey from teenage girl to memory, something unexpected happened. Falling though space, 

she became something that wasn’t affected by life or death…or the world, she had transcended it 

all. She had become free. 

 As her journey came closer and closer to its end, she peered deeply into my eyes. She 

was smiling; she wanted to leave me with one last message, and that’s when she mouthed the 

most confusing statement I’ve ever heard- read, “Follow my lead, but don’t end up like me.”  

 

 

…Elica… What kind of BS is that!… 


