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This is a work of fiction. 

 
There’s no fun saying this last goodbye… I hate leaving… Suddenly, it’s 
time… 
 
[A Life Wasted] 
 
It was a cold March afternoon. As Allandra was visiting her best friend 
Elliot’s house, she suddenly got nervous as she couldn’t open the door to 
his house. She keeps on giving him a holler but he doesn’t seem to 
respond. He couldn’t have gotten out of the house... I knew that, she 
told herself. A few days ago, she saw him at the classroom corridor. That 
time, he was grieving about the loss of his family in an accident two 
weeks ago. She was about to comfort him but he just said that he’s 
going to put his life to an end. In horror, she told him that he should stop 
thinking about death and just move on with his life. She wasn’t that 
certain if he would change his mind or not. 
 It’s been half an hour but he wouldn’t come down. She could 
see his shadow from behind the curtains, but he wouldn’t dare see her 
from his bedroom window. 
 "Elliot, where on Earth are you?" Allandra yelled. She was quite 
disappointed that he didn’t even say a word. 
 Finally, nearly an hour later, he opened the door. In his rugged 
look, in his dark blue night clothes and his black, plastic rimmed glasses 
smudged with fingerprints, Elliot somehow managed a weak smile at her. 
 "Why you didn’t open the door immediately? Is there a 
problem?" 
 Elliot didn’t answer. He bent down his head in humiliation. 
 "It’s all right Elliot, I understand. But mind if you fix yourself up 
and have a talk?" 
 A few minutes later, Elliot came back in his usual clothes and 
quite neat look. 
 "Tell me something. What seems to be the matter?" Allandra 
asked. 
 Elliot sighed a bit, his eyes squinting beneath his glasses. "Oh 
Ally, everything is terrible here, I should say." 
 "Then why don’t you start moving on?" 
 "What do you mean–" 
 "Elliot, you are lucky that you are still alive. Sorry about your 
family, but then you shouldn’t try to kill yourself." 
 "All right then... are you happy that I decided against my own 
will?" 
 Allandra sighed. "Well then… Would you please tell me why are 
you going to kill yourself then?" 
 Elliot hesitated then furiously said, "I hate this life! That’s all." 
 "You shouldn’t hate life Elliot! I thought you’re going to pursue 
your dream of finishing your studies and land a career in your life? Why 
would you want to pursue your dream if it ends here?" 
 Elliot couldn’t answer. "I… I–" 
 
[Decisions] 
 
As the lonely summer begins 
A young boy would have chosen to live in darkness 
In a room filled with sadness 
He tries to recapture the memory of the incident 
That he consider as a painful tragedy 
Alone, he must decide 
Would he choose to live or would he choose to die 
Just for the sake of his life… 
 
Elliot was back inside his room, back in his dark blue night clothes and 
his black, plastic rimmed glasses… He was sitting in his couch, not say ing 
a word or whatever. Ally would have been right, but sadness can take 
someone’s life away. Even laughing out loud is an impossible thing to do. 
But then, why not moving on? 

 
Disappointed with his life, he decided to make up his mind and start 
moving on, despite the fact that he might commit suicide later on. He 
couldn’t think of something he wanted to do but he didn’t want to 
disappoint Ally. 
 The next day, Elliot was back to his usual self but with an 
anguish look in his face. He was wearing all black and Ally was glad that 
he had come back, but not at his expression. 
 "Elliot, are you really going to wear that gloomy expression of 
yours?" Allandra asked. 
 "I just can’t," Elliot said. 
 "And I noticed that you wear black. All black, I should say." 
 "What’s wrong with my outfit?" 
 "You actually look scary in your outfit. Like an emo or 
something." 
 "Are you glad that I had come back?" 
 "Of course, I am! But try to smile, okay?" 
 Elliot smiled at her. "I am, Ally." 
 But then, something was bothering Ally. Is he all right? He 
looked like a weirdo, but I still like him as he was! 
 Elliot looked away, his mind drifting on something else. Please, 
take good care of Ally when I’m gone.  
 
Late at night, Elliot suddenly woke up from having a night terror. He 
pictured himself in a disastrous incident… He was jumping off the 
Blackthorn Cliff, to a spiny ground where anyone just can’t survive. 
Holding the letter, he suddenly jump off the cliff, and to everyone’s 
horror, he died a few minutes later. Elliot must have pretty  terrified, 
because he was crying to himself afterwards. 
 
[Moving On Tough] 
 
The next morning, the thought had stricken him... Who would want to 
live this life anyway? Why should you be concern about yourself then? 
What in the world am I doing here? 
 Elliot calmed himself as he wiped off his tears and changed 
into an all-black outfit like yesterday. To think of moving on does hurt 
and to think of death is far too scary. He wanted to forget what 
happened last night but his mind couldn't just erase it. 
 "Hi Elliot," Allandra greeted him, smiling. 
 "Hi Ally," Elliot said in a low voice. 
 "What's getting into you?" 
 "It's nothing." 
 "It's just nothing? By the way, you still wear all-black. 
Yesterday you wear all-black... Oh well, can't argue with you about that." 
 Elliot looked down on the ground. 
 "Sorry," Allandra said. 
 "No, it's nothing," Elliot said, not looking at her. 
 Allandra sighed. "Let me guess... you're having a hard time 
moving on, am I r ight?" 
 Elliot didn't answer. 
 "Is there a problem?" 
 He slowly nodded. 
 "What's the problem? I could help..." 
 This time, he looked up at her with a wistful expression. "Do I 
deserve to be in this life?" 
 "Everyone has the right to have a better life. That life could be 
tough but believe me... they'll soon turn into a better life. That's bitter to 
better, isn't it?" 
 Elliot nodded slowly. 
 "So please don't feel bad about your life. Remember this is just 
for a short time." 
 "But I feel bad... only about myself. Does that make me mad?" 
 "By the way you asked... like, you seemed to be mad." 
 Elliot started to cry, later on he run away from his friend. 
 "Hey Elliot, please don't leave me!" 
 But he doesn't seem to hear her as he run somewhere else. 
 
Elliot got frustrated upon reaching his house, and with an unpredictable 
fury, he kicked the potted plant as powerful as he could. He was 
screaming and stammering as he slammed his fist on the concrete fence. 
 "Why... why me..." Elliot cried as he slowly looked at his 
bloodied fist. "Am I... mad...?" 



 Allandra had reached the house. She was a bit shocked to 
witness the messed-up scene, and saw Elliot caressing his bloodied fist. 
 "You're such a fool Elliot," Allandra said as she got her 
handkerchief from her pocket and Elliot raised his bloodied fist for it to 
get bandaged. 
 "I couldn't take it," Elliot said calmly. 
 "But you must control your emotions. If you don't, then you'll 
be facing an even bigger trouble. What has gotten into you?" 
 Elliot couldn't answer. 
 "Why? Is there something wrong?" 
 But Elliot looked away, tears smearing his glasses. "I... I am 
sorry. I'm such a fool Ally and that's the... truth..." 
 Allandra hugged him tight as Elliot started to weep. "I'm here 
for you Elliot. No matter what happens, you must be strong. Be 
courageous enough to face the challenges in life." 
 Elliot hesitated, and then nodded softly. 
 
[Until We Meet Again, In The Blue Yonder] 
 
Later that night, Elliot asked himself... Why do I bother lying? Why? It's 
because I'm going to take my own life soon. 
 He suddenly froze upon saying these words. He had already 
lied to Ally and there's no turning back now that he had decided to end 
his life. There's no stopping him. 
 
One fateful night, he was going to ride his bicycle on the cliff where his 
family got killed in an accident. He had speed up his bicycle to a 
maximum, just enough to meet an accident that will either take him to 
heaven or back to his house. As he ride his bike, he suddenly thought of 
what Ally had just told him the last time they met and he was weeping 
silently as he saw the light coming from a truck. Despite the upcoming 
huge vehicle, he didn't dare change the direction. He was coming right to 
the truck... 
 
Ally... Ally, can you hear me? 
It's me Elliot. Are you out there? 
If ever I'd be gone and may never come back... 
You must expect the unexpected... 
It's because one thing is for sure... 
I am going to leave this world. 
Don't worry... We'll see each other soon. But for now... 
I just want my family... 
There's no fun saying this goodbye... 
I hate leaving... 
Suddenly, it's time... 
 
 The speeding truck and the speeding bicycle Elliot  was riding 
are coming to an impact... Elliot closed his eyes as he was coming nearer 
to a truck. 
 
Sorry... if I lied to you... I'm really sorry... 
 
 The impact knocked Elliot off his bicycle and was thrown off to 
a great distance. He landed on a rocky ground and hit the hindbrain and 
the spine, which killed him in an instant. He was lying on his back and 
bloodied, no longer moving. 
 It didn't take long before Allandra had received the bad news. 
The matter is that it's too late for Elliot is already dead. Upon hearing 
what happened to him, she suddenly burst into tears as she went into 
the cliff to see him for the last time. She was a bit distressed and 
unhappy but then she thought that sometimes, it really does pay to let a 
person go on, to where he must fulfill his dying wish... 
 As she saw Elliot  on the stretcher, he was completely lifeless 
and no longer moving. Slowly, he was being taken to the ambulance 
while Ally remained at the cliff and stayed for the night, letting the tears 
fall down her cheeks. 
 
A week later, Ally attended the Eulogy (where most of the people in the 
necrological service are mostly his friends and relatives) and right after 
that, Elliot's body will be cremated. 
 Ally remained seated while the rest are inside the crematorium. 
An hour later, someone asked her to participate in the scattering of ashes 
at the cliff, where he and his family died. She nodded as she stood up 
and joined them. 

 As his relatives and friends scattered the ashes, Ally was 
praying fervently hoping that Elliot would reach heaven safely. Finally, it 
was her turn to scatter the ashes. While she began scattering the ashes 
down the cliff, she smiled wistfully and minutes later, she was weeping 
silently. 
 
Elliot... I'm no longer mad at you... 
But why didn't you tell me that you'll be leaving? 
I admit... I'm not prepared to let go of you yet... 
I wanted you to stay... in our minds forever... 
Until then, promise me that you'll wait for me at the other end... 
For now, it's our goodbye... to you... my dear friend... 
 
 The sun was shining brightly as Ally turned and left the cliff 
with a smile in her heart, knowing that Elliot would be together with his 
family... at last. 
 

-THE END- 
 
[Postscript] 
 
Upon writing this story, I wonder... why people lose hope after losing 
their loved ones. Why would they want to end it all? Why must they 
release their fury? 
  It's a tough situation dealing with the loss of a loved one, 
especially a family. What they don't realize is that they'll always stay 
beside him, no matter if they're alive or dead. But then, depression will 
rise for a few days, a few weeks, a few months... maybe forever. Try to 
move on with your life and everything will be fine. Taking your own 
life is both a permanent solution and a sin, so don't ever do that. 
 Wanting your family back after the tragic loss can be 
sometimes a tough challenge. But keep in mind that someday you will 
meet them once again. You'll need patience 'cause there's still life after 
tragedy. 

- KCOX 
 
[Carl asks] 
My question, how are you going to handle this tough, tragic situation? 
 
If you are Elliot in the story, are you going to move on or are you going 
to end it all? Why or why not? 
 
What is your reaction upon reading the story? Is "Wasted Chances" the 
appropriate title for the story? If not, then what title would you 
recommend? 


