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There are times when it feels as though I’m on the outside looking in. As if I’m invisible to the 

world around me. A world made up of high-school students who seem to believe you only matter 

if you participate in their drug binging. 

 

The odd thing is that we used to be friends. At one point, we had conversations, we’d 

spend days together and weekends having sleepovers. And then came high-school, the time when 

everything began to change. Suddenly I didn’t matter anymore. I was a ghost from the past, 

someone they wanted no association with what-so-ever. 

 

It killed me. The realization that I wasn’t good enough for them began to eat away at my 

insides. It felt as though the world would come down on me at any moment. But it didn’t. My 

mother tells me not to worry, that there are plenty of people willing to see how remarkable I am. 

 

“Sure,” I respond, trying to act as though I believe her. 

 

Truth is, I just want my friends back. 

 

I want my old life back. 

 

When their eyes do meet mine, it’s only for a mere few seconds, and I swear I see bits of 

them coming through. For the shortest second, I can see the people I once knew. But when it 

fades, when their eyes draw back to their newfound friends, they disappear, replaced by shells of 

what they once were. 

 

And I’m left here to wonder what will become of them, of us? 

 

Will it always be like this? 

 

Will I always be the outcast looking in? 

 

“No,” I hear my mother’s words inside my head. “As people grow, they change and, 

unfortunately, sometimes that means things have to get left behind.” I could feel the touch of her 

hand as it grazed my cheek. “You’ll realize soon enough that you’re not missing out on anything. 

You’re the wiser one of the bunch, can’t you see that, dear?” 

 

No mother, no I can’t. 

 

Without them, I have no one. 

 

I’m alone. 

 

I’m invisible. 


