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                In 

Ca·Stell·La ^ Life 

               Theory 

-A Thaddeus Coleman Story- 

~Self·Righteous·Suicide~ 

 

 “Alanwake, I’m gonna rip you a new one!” 

 “A new what? That doesn’t mean anything! And it’s your own fault for bullying that 

freshman!” I yell back at my pursuer while frantically running away down the halls of Castella 

High. 

 “Don’t give me that crap! Punching me in the face over some stupid first year! You’re 

dead, Alanwake. Didja, hear that? Dead!”  

 Normally, when he bullies people I can talk him out of it, but today, “You know I’ve 

been in a bad mood!” 

 “Then ya shoulda walked away. Now, you’re dead.”  

 Running for dear life around the school, I could really care less about him catching me, 

because for the past two months the only thing’s that’s been on my mind is Ecila, her death, and 

that cryptic message she left behind: Follow my lead, but don’t end up like me. What does that 

even mean? I can’t believe I let her‒ 

 “Gotcha, now, boy!” 

 “Wha‒Dead-end. I’m screwed. I’m completely screwed. Hey! I guess I do care if I get 

beaten to a bloody pulp. At least I’m not a complete zombie, just yet.”  

 In the distance, my pursuer cracks his knuckles while taunting me. “That’s because I 

haven’t killed you, yet.” 

 Jimmy Brush‒Complete moron when it comes to school, yet with bullying, he’s a tactical 

genius. This guy was Patton or Grant in a former life. He’s been pushing me all afternoon. It 

feels as if he's somehow luring me to where he wants me to go. This is insane. I have to get out 

of this situation. Think, Greg, think… I’m faster than him, right? If I can get out of this corner 

and get some distance between us, I can make my way to the second floor and jump out of the 

window. Perfect…ish. But this can only work if I can switch him back to his school brain. 

 I throw my book bag down to my side, while inconspicuously keeping a finger on one of 

the straps and call out to him, “Hey, Jimmy-Jim, it seems you got me. I guess that saying is right. 
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How does it go, again? Umm, oh, right! Every dog has their day. Who knew that dog could be 

replaced with moron?” He is going to kill me… 

 “Dirty son of a…” …But it worked? Switch.  

 Pissed, he runs straight towards me and attempts to headbutt me into the wall. Before he 

does, I sling my bag at his face and take the chance to jump over him and get away while he’s 

still in algebra brain. Success! 

 I get some distance between us, but I can’t stop now. Running up the stairs, I just focus 

on the step ahead, on the plan, but as I approach the top, I see a shadow looming over me. 

Reinforcements!? How is that even possible? I’m moving too fast. I can’t stop. As I close in to 

the guy at the top of the staircase, he screams, “THIS‒IS‒SPARDA!!” then shoves his foot into 

my chest causing me to fall back down the stairs. “It’s‒It’s over for me.” Followed by my last 

words: “Where are the teachers?” Blackout. 

 

 What is that sound? It’s so familiar. “Dun-da-duuunn-da-dun-dun. Dun-da-duuunn-da-

dun-dun. Dun-da-duuunn-da-dun-dun.” I open my eyes and see that I’m falling through a sort of 

orangish, redish void. Nothing above or below; nothing anywhere around me, just the sounds of: 

dun-da-duuunn-da-dun-dun. Chop Suey. 

 “Hm,” I smile and start laughing, “I always knew I’d die to a System of a Down song. 

Jason would approve.” I lean back, look up, though this could just as easily be left, right, or 

down, and sing along. 

I don’t think you trust I don’t think you trust 

In In 

My My 

Self-righteous suicide Self-righteous suicide 

I I 

Cry Cry 

When angels deserve to When angels deserve to 

DIE! ….. 

 

                                                                         Ecila 

 

 My mind wonders back to that day two months ago on the school’s roof. It’s four in the 

morning and a boy and a girl are arguing. Ecila and me. 

 “You’re being selfish.” 

 “Why can’t I have a choice my own?” 
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 “I’m heartbroken.” 

 “Greg…, you owe me” 

 “…Goodnight…Ecila.” 

 “DON’T STOP ME FROM MAKING MY SELFISH DECISION!!” 

 “Don’t be selfish.” 

 “Don’t I deserve at least that?” 

 “It’s not fair.” 

 “I’m glad you came” 

 “Don’t jump! For God’s sake, don’t jump! Please, Ecila, Ecila, don’t jump! I don’t want 

you to be selfish! We don’t both need to be selfish! Let me… Don’t jump. Please‒” 

Wake up!  

 In an instance, both the music ends and I wake up from my memories, opening my eyes 

to a beautiful sandy beach. Palm trees litter the background along with a few people escaping the 

high sun by taking refuge under their leaves. Standing there in nothing but some green shorts, I 

look around some more and quickly my attention is caught by a girl emerging from the water. 

Long black hair and dark skin wrapped in a yellow bikini. She’s too far away to see clearly, I 

can’t make out her face. 

 “Is that Elica or do you just like staring at random girls?” says a familiar voice to the left 

of me. 

 I turn around in my chair to greet the girl on the other side of my table. My eyes widen. 

“It can’t be! Ecila!?” Dark hair, skin, same face and height. It is her! 

 “Yeah, it’s me. It’s good seeing you, Greg.” 

 I take in a deep breath and then exhale, “So, I really did die.” 

 With a hint of annoyance in her voice she says, “Oh, come on! You’re not dead; you only 

fell down the stairs!” 

 “Only fell down the stairs! Do you realize that more than thirteen hundred people die 

each and every year from falling down the stairs? And I was kicked!” 

 “You just got knocked out.” 
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 A waiter comes to our table. “What will we be having today?” She orders first. “A Pepsi 

and a patty melt.” Then I. “Sounds good. I’ll have that, too.” He takes the order and leaves. 

  Still looking at the waiter I say, “Stupid,” in a frank tone. 

 “Are you talking about that phrase: What will we be having today? Just let it go, he’s got 

to say that.” 

 I turn and stare at her for a moment before replying. “I meant you.” 

 “What! Me? Why, me?” she throws hers hands up in confusion. 

 “Why’d that have to be your selfish choice? Why did you have to kill yourself?” I pause. 

“Why did I let you go?” I say lowering my head. “I’m stupid. Really stupid.” 

 “Greg…, I just couldn’t take it anymore, everything that was going on. It was like, like I 

was trapped, you know.” She takes her hands and put them on either side of my cheeks, pushes 

them in a little, lifts me head and tells me, “You’re not so stupid.” She lets my face go 

afterwards. 

 That makes me laugh a little. “So, tell me, what where you going through. Maybe I could 

have helped?” 

 “I can’t and you couldn’t have.” 

 “Why not?” I insist. 

 “Because, like I said before: you’re not dead. This is all a hallucination, I’m made from 

the memories you have of Ecila and your desire to make sense of everything. How you’re 

feeling, the strange message I left you. In short, I know what you know. That includes the things 

you don’t what to admit to yourself.” 

 A little in shock I answer back “I still reserve judgment on whether I’m dead or not.” She 

shrugs. “Alright, what about the latter part? Why couldn’t I have helped you?” 

 She gazes out the window, which looks out on to the beach, before answering me, “Um, 

you really are a great guy…” As she says those words, my mind searches millions of 

conversation from real life and television where those words led to a good statement: Zero, it’s 

never happened. “…but you never could see when things upset me deeply. Maybe I was‒I don’t 

know, just too good at hiding it, but maybe you at least should have seen it. And then you only 

became part of the problem when you‒” She stops and sighs, then looks me dead in the eyes, 

almost in tears. “Why did you just dump me out of the blue!? And then‒An‒And then… Why!?” 

She screams at me. 
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 I can’t believe it; it feels like I stopped breathing when she screamed at me with that 

heartbroken face. “What! Was I the reason y‒”  

 “Not everything’s about you, you jerk!” she yells, smacking the table with her hand 

causing a few of the restaurant’s customer to look over at the commotion, “The world really 

doesn’t resolve around you, you know! It was my choice! Mine! I was going through a lot of 

things and you certainly didn’t help after you dumped me, but you were just a piece of the 

problem!” She calms herself down and finishes in a much softer tone. “A small, upsetting piece.” 

 “How can I believe you? You’re just in my head.” 

 “Because the real me was really glad you came…” she assures me, “And you know that.” 

 Little memories returns to me: it’s the smiling, happy face of Ecila. All of them in a 

collage of radiance. “I’m glad you came Greg, even with all your self-righteous BS.” I know she 

was glad to see me that day, yet I still couldn’t stop her. Now that I think about, that last smile of 

her was really her brightest. She always seemed a little lonely, but that last day I think she really 

did become free of whatever it was holding her down. I only wish it wasn’t at the cost of her life. 

 “Ahem,” the waiter snaps me out of my thoughts, “here are your orders. Two Pepsis and 

two patty melts.” He places our food down in front of us. “One for the cute girl and one for the 

gentleman. Have an excellent day!” She looks down at the food than back up at me and smiles. 

“C’mon. Let’s eat!” 

 

 A few minutes later we finish off the food, get up from the table, and head out. As soon 

as we exit the restaurant we in up in a dark alleyway; dressed in evening clothes. It’s nighttime, 

but there’s a lot of light coming from the enormous moon in the sky. We begin to talk while we 

walk together down the barren alley.  

 “So, what have to been up to since I passed? What going on with everyone.” She asks. 

 “Your family misses you, you’re friends, too. And I’ve just been sulking around and 

distancing myself from almost everyone.” I say without looking at her. 

 While keeping a steady pace alongside me she says, “You’re just like me. All bound up 

in mental cages.” 

 “You think so,” I answer back while we walk out of the alleyway, positioning ourselves 

right in front of an old-fashioned-styled movie theater. It’s open. Above the entrance is a big sign 

covered in bright lights that read: NOW PLAYING: THE VITCIM. ONE NIGHT ONLY. I turn 

to Ecila and say, “Let’s go in.” 
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 Inside, the theater is completely empty. Having our choice of seats, we take a pair in the 

center section. As soon as we sit down the lights go off, the projector starts, and the movie plays. 

On the screen, are several people surrounding a coffin while a pastor gives a eulogy. Everything 

in the scene is little murky and slightly tainted blue. I remember this day. It’s Ecila’s funeral. 

 “Hey, it’s you,” Ecila points out by prodding me in the gut. The screen shows a close-up 

of my face. I’m jittery; I keep staring out in the distance and then down at my feet. I look 

somewhat out-of-place and sad. I’m confused as to whether I should be here or not, should I 

speak to her parent, should I leave? The screen begins to slowly pan from my face to right, 

revealing her parents on the other side. The scene then cuts back to me walking away from the 

funeral. 

 “It felt like I didn’t belong, or everyone was blaming me, but maybe it was just my 

emotions. I didn’t want to deal with anyone that day. I couldn’t.” 

 Moving further away from the funeral, I come across a short Hispanic girl who’s standing 

under a tree. She’s too distraught to come any closer to the coffin of a passed along friend. 

 “Hi…, Greg. Leaving?” she asks in a soft voice, all the while holding back tears and a 

little bit of anger towards me. I stop but I don’t answer. I don’t even look at her. I just watch as 

the wind rustles the leaves on the tree. The scene cuts to the leaves in the tree, then back to me, 

now walking away, followed by her hand tugging on my shoulder to stop my movement.   

 “Can I go with you? I‒I need to talk.” 

 I throw her hand off me and flatly tell her, “I got my own problems to deal with, Reina! 

Go deal with your own problems yourself like everyone else here! You’re in high school, now. I 

thought grew up,” and continue forward. 

 In the theater, both Ecila and I cry out, “Mini Mouse,” in an empathetic tone. 

 Then quickly turning to me, Ecila says, “Jinx! You’re a jerk!” 

 “I know.” 

 “Did you at least apologize?” 

 “Well, um, no. I will. That was completely uncalled for. She’ll probably hit me a few 

good times when I do apologize.” 

 “And let her, too.” 

 The screen fades to black and opens up on the next scene, me in school. It shows a string 

of short events that take place in order from oldest to most recent. The first one is of Adam Soon 

and my sister trying to cheer me up by trying to get me to go somewhere with them, but I fake a 
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smile and tell then I’m alright, that I just need a little more time alone. The next event is Jason 

telling me about some weird rumor he is obviously adding details to, attempting to get a rise out 

of me. I play it straight and leave him after he’s done talking. The last event is the most recent, 

just moments before Jimmy started chasing me. This is when Jimmy was pushing around some 

freshman, while his friends or goons kept him from escaping. Normally, all I had to do was just 

talk to him and he’ll let the victim go, but today I wasn’t up for talking and that just really ticked 

me off. Before I knew it… 

 POW!  

 Straight punch to the jaw. Jimmy on the ground, the goon squad in awe, and a frighten 

freshman escaping down the hall. Kid’s probably in Croatia by now.  

 “Wow!” Ecila exclaims in sheer unbelief, “I can’t believe you did that! I take back what I 

said before, you probably are dead.” 

 “It wasn’t him who knocked me out.” I reply. 

 “Hey, Greg,” she says in a more normal, less eccentric tone, “This behavior is a little 

similar to how you use to act. In a way.” I shoot a curious look back at her. “No, I mean it! I 

mean, you weren’t so much of a jerk or went around punching people in the face, but you’ve 

always been somewhat indifferent. Like you’re keeping people at a distance.” She explains as 

she walks to the edge of the terrace and gazes over the city. It doesn’t looks like we’re in Castella 

anymore, though it never really did. I can’t seem to remember where in the city Castella hides its 

beaches. 

 I go up beside her and say, “Don’t jump.” 

 “Shut-up! Really? Shut-up.”  

 “The city looks beautiful, all lit up under the night sky. I think this might be Paris.” 

 “It’s your fantasy, man. It might be.” 

 I look into Ecila’s pulchritudinous brown eyes and I say, “I wish we could have had more 

alone time together.” 

 Her eyes shift downward and away before fixating back on mine. “Me, too. You‒Hey! 

Look at that!” she points to the upper left portion of the sky with her finger. It’s two upside-

down pyramids in the sky. “Wow. That’s pretty cool, but anyway, right now you're distancing 

yourself from people by pushing them away. Before, you did the same thing by surrounding 

yourself with people and always acting nitpicky and cold. Ah, and all the BS! Though, I guess, 

that's was really you being nitpicky and I've already covered that. Anyway, even when we were 

together, we were only alone like fifty/fifty percent of the time. If that idiot Jason asked, you 

always let him tag along.” 
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 “He’s really not that bad of a guy.” 

 She rolls her eyes. “He is. He sucks, especially on dates.” 

 “I’m sorry. Did I really let it happen that often?” She simply points to the pyramids in the 

sky revealing a sort of collage of past memories: Ecila, me, and various third parties (mostly 

Jason) going out with each other.  

 “Not all of those times were when we were actually dating, but you get the picture, 

right?” I nod and she continues talking, “I think I know what your problem is, but I don’t know 

what your problem is.” 

 “Can you make a little more sense?” 

 “What I’m trying to say is that you’re bound up in a mental cage like I was, but I don’t 

know why that is.” Ecila walks around me and holds me from behind, putting her head in-

between mine and my shoulder and softly asks, “Why’d you dump me…then continued to hang 

around me? It really hurt me, you know.” 

“I’m glad I had that effect on you.” 

“You’re just like me. All bound up in mental cages.” 

 The pyramids fall from the sky colliding with the buildings directly below them causing 

shockwaves to explode from the collision sight. Neighboring buildings begin to collapse and 

catch fire. I shield Ecila in case something happens to our building. “What’s going on?” she 

screams. “I don’t know.” I answer back. We look up at the sky to find it’s melting away, 

exposing some sort of black void. The droplets of melted sky descend from the sky like rain and 

everything they touch gives way to more of the black void. We start to run away from the chaos, 

but there is nowhere to go and we quickly find the droplets won’t hurt us, so we just find a spot 

to ball up in, close our eyes, and wait for the madness and noise to end. 

“You’re always so indifferent.” 

“Follow my lead, but don’t end up like me.” 

Wake up! 

There with them is error   “Where are we,” says a voice from 

behind me, “And what’s that creepy music 

playing,” It’s Ecila’s nervous voice. We are 

in a strange place. A place that is completely 

and utterly dark, yet there is some sort of 

light that seems to follow our position. It 

doesn’t led us anywhere and it’s barely 

enough for us to see each other.  

We are sacro%$&#* 

A taunting of raven to you 

*^&@&*#% have fit the holster 

My fake burnt every house 

Like no other manger 

I am emptier with doubt 
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And bare them  

 I answer her without looking, “It’s a 

song I heard at a party once. I don’t know 

who the band is and the way the singer 

sings, it was hard to hear the lyrics, but the 

music. It puts you into a trance.” We walk 

aimlessly without stopping. We walk 

without a destination. “I think this music is 

perfect for my mental cage.” 

 

  “Is that where we are?” 

 

 I speak as if I’m possessed, lost 

entirely to my thoughts. “You said before I 

was nitpicky and indifferent. I wasn’t always 

like that. Not before high school.” 

 

 “So, why’d you change?” 

 

 In front of us to the right, a patch of 

light illuminates a small scene. The scene 

seems to be indefinitely in front of us, no 

matter how much we walk its position never 

changes: Always in front to the right. The 

scene is a picture: It’s me looking somberly 

at an empty house from the outside. I 

remember this day. This feeling. 

 

 “When I was in eighth grade,” I 

narrate, never stopping my pace, “I had a 

girlfriend. She was my first and we were 

really happy with each other, we did 

everything together. We were inseparable or 

so we thought. One day, unexpectedly, we 

found that we were quite separable. Her 

family had to move away to some place we 

never heard of, for reasons we couldn't 

understand. She cried, I sulked, there was 

nothing we could do nothing. Moving day 

came, we hugged, then she left. I remember 

thinking: It sucked. Those were the only 

words that came to my mind all day, all 

week, for a while: It sucks. It really sucks.” 

Seven 

Three to appall 

Marks the 

Venom 

Russian terminal 

 

Bare them 

Seven 

Three to appall 

Marks the 

Venom 

Russian terminal 

 

When I became a lava 

You fed me from your plates 

Now my slouch is nervous 

Sinking by the face 

Wrinkled by this grabble 

Skinless trace of time 

Well up with probably 

In your cheap and brittle sight 

My glands emit this carnage 

These pews bend back your knees 

 

The universe *^@^#&*^@(@&!! 

When the ocean make a plea 

 

And bare them 

Seven 

Three to appall 

………………………... 

…………………….. 

………………… 

…………….. 

…………… 

…………. 

……….. 

……… 

……. 

… 

. 
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 A good distance behind me, but still within talking distance, Ecila asks what her name 

was. I tell her, “Sadie Sunders.”  

 As I finish talking the scene, slowly dims and stops moving in relation to us and allows 

us to finally past it as it fades away. Up ahead, to the left another scene awakens. The scene is 

split: one side is showing me with parent and sisters at home during the summer between 8
th

 

grade and high school; the other shows me in front of Castella High’s front door in the midst of a 

crowd. My first year there. 

 “Up until that point, I had never lost anyone in my life before. No one in my life my ever 

moved away or died. I mean, my older sister left for college, but I hear and see her all the time. I 

had never completely lost anyone before. Even now, the only other person in my life that I've 

lost completely was you.” I stop and turn in Ecila’s direction, and wait for her to come into sight. 

When she does, I turn towards the scene and sit down. “I’m sick of walk.” She does the same. “It 

was really hard on me. That summer, I, not intentionally, but I closed myself off from my middle 

school friends and got closer to my family. I didn’t want to feel that pain again. That pain you 

feel when you lose someone. I must have thought: you can’t close yourself off from your family. 

They’re always by you. If you lose a family member, you can’t run or hide from it, but with 

other people you can. I guess it was a defense mechanism. I had unknowing distanced myself 

from people outside my family, but not being antisocial at heart; I just kept people at an arm’s 

length. If I never really got close, I could never be hurt like that again, right? But then‒” 

 “Greg,” she interjects, “I wish I couldv’e helped you.” 

 The scene changes to Ecila and my first meeting, the next year. “‒but then I,” I continue, 

“met you. And you were the first person that I really opened up too since Sadie. We started to 

date, I was happy. I think my invisible barrier was beginning to break down, but then, one day I 

woke up and I had this extreme anxiety, this feeling of what I might feel like if I lost you…” I 

stop, embarrassed about admitting the next part, “We were becoming too close…it terrified me.” 

 “And that’s why’d you dumped.” 

 “Yeah…sorry…sorry,” I say in a weak voice, “But like I said; I was happy with you. I 

didn’t want to leave you. I knew it would hurt you, but I was selfish and took advantage of your 

niceness. I knew you would never explicitly tell me to go away. This way, I could keep you and 

if you did leave, I wouldn't be hurt. So, I thought. Ecila, I’m so sorry.”  

 The scene begins to fade away. She doesn’t say anything. Neither do I. Even the song 

stops. Soon complete darkness descended upon us. The scenes are gone. The light that hangs 

over‒or around us goes away, too. I put my head back and lay down on the ground. I can hear 

her doing the same. We lay in silence for a while, soaking in the deep darkness. 
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 After a while, Ecila breaks the wall of silence, “Hey, Greg,” she says, turning over in my 

direction or at least that’s what it sounds like, I cannot see anything, “Did it work? I mean when I 

jumped did it work?” 

 I roll over in the direction of the voice, “No. I was selfish and stupid and sucky!” 

 “Sucky?” 

 “Shut-up… When you jumped, I realized that I wasn’t protecting myself at all. I felt 

horrible, worst than when Sadie left. You were too important to me, whether we were together or 

not, I couldn’t run or hide from your lose. And on top of that, what I put you through. I suck.” 

 “Yeah, you do, but you can change. Though, I suggest, not how you’ve been doing 

recently! I want you to get better. That’s what I really want for you.” 

 “In the end this is just in my head. You know what I know and say what I want to hear. 

Can I really believe you?” 

 “What this again!?” she yells, “Yes! You can believe me! I have two reasons why: The 

first, you would never imagine me as something other than me, especially not now when you feel 

like the scum of the Earth for what you did to me. You’re not really a bad guy after all, Greg. A 

little self-righteous sometimes and cold, a real jerk to Mini Mouse recently, and stupid when you 

don’t mean to be, but normally you’re a really good guy. I mean, I wasn’t unhappy when I was 

with you most of the time. And you tried to talk me out of jumping. You really do care, Greg, 

you’re just afraid to show it. And two, I told you that I wanted you to get better before I died, 

remember?” 

 “Nooo,” I say drawing out the word. 

 “That cryptic BS, as you called it: Follow my lead, but don’t end up like me. I knew 

something may have been up with you and I wanted you to break from your own mental cage‒”  

 “And not have to die to do it,” I finish her statement. 

 The darkness around us dissipates the instance I realized what Ecila’s message was. The 

void becomes an immaculate white room. Ecila looks at me smiling, now standing with her hand 

held out to help me up. “Right.” 

“Travis!!” 

“Hey, Greg, are you dead, yet? Ouch!” 

 I take her hand and she pulls me up. “Looks like they’re calling you. I think you’re ready 

to wake up, now,” she nods in agreeance with herself. “Yeah, you’re ready,” she says cheerfully. 

“Follow my lead, but don’t end up like me, okay, Greg.” 
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 “Thanks, Ecila. I’m glad I got to spend one last moment with you.” The room floods with 

blinding light causing me to whiteout. 

 

 “Travis! Travis!” cries a familiar voice. 

 “Greg! Get up, this is your father!” yells not my father. 

 I open my eyes to see my little sister and Jason standing over me. “You’re not my 

father.” 

 “Travis!” my sister gleefully yells as she hugs me, happy I’m okay. “Man, I’m glad 

you’re okay! We got,” she looks back a Jason, “I got worry about you when you didn’t come 

home after school! It’s been like two hours! Are you okay, Travis!?” 

 “What? Really?” I say shocked. 

 “Oh yeah! And some kid said you punch General Jimmy in the face. Way-ta-go, dude. I 

think you’ve earned enough man-points to gain a level. Too bad, he took your clothes. Minus 

five. Oh! And I guess you’re walking home like that.” I cock my head to the side. He laughs. 

“Dude, I’m serious! You’re totally naked! Well, he did leave your boxers.” 

 I frantically give myself a look over and find my boxers really are the only piece of 

clothing I have left! He didn’t even leave my socks! “I‒I can’t go home like this!!” I yell, but 

soon find myself sobbing. My sister asks what’s wrong. “Elica is gone and I miss her. I acted 

like a jerk to her and you guys, recently. Sorry. I really wanted you guys to know that,” I say 

while getting up. “Let’s go.” My sister and Jason share a look, and then shrug. “Um, could you 

guys lead? …And walk side by side, very closely.” 

 

 

Thank you, Ecila. I think I’m a little freer, thanks to you. Goodbye. 


