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TWO SIDES                                                  

Genevieve Burgess                                                              

It’s only our one year anniversary. People think Morgan is 
crazy the way that she counts the days with tally marks on her 
wrist and upper thighs. That’s why she sees a psychologist twice 
a week now, to help her stop these self-harming behaviors. They 
think it’s unhealthy, but I think it’s creative and beautiful. She 
does it for the both of us.

“Morgan,” I say. “It’s been one year.”
I’m sitting on my sister Morgan’s bed, my back cushioned by 

her pillows.
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“Only one year, huh.” Morgan says softly. She’s sitting at her 
desk, facing the window.

I scoot myself so I’m sitting at the edge of the bed, my 
feet dangling over the side. I’m bundled up in a sweater and 
sweatpants, the outside temperature had decided to drop 30 
degrees in the last week and everyone hasn’t gotten the chance 
to adjust to it yet.

“Do you want to do something today?” I ask.
“In a little bit... I think I’m going to take a quick nap first. 

And then I have my appointment with Christina.” She swivels her 
chair around and walks over to the bed, maneuvering her way 
around me and climbing under the covers with her day clothes 
still on.

“Alright, I’ll let you sleep for a little bit, then.” I slipped off 
the bed and walk out the door, leaving her alone just for a little 
while. She often needs space away, and I respect that as her 
sister. But being as close as we are I never want to leave her side. 
Maybe it’s a twin thing, but being connected and experiencing 
everything together made me feel closer to her. I wanted to 
spend as much time with her as possible, as we hadn’t spent any 
time with each other until just a year ago.

The car ride from our house to Christina’s was 
approximately 20 minutes. I always hate this ride.

“Morgan, I don’t see the point of this.” I say leaning in 
between the two seats to better see her.

She makes an affirmative noise back.
“You don’t even tell Christina anything. That’s why I’m here 

anyway, right? I can just listen to all your problems. You don’t 
need a stupid therapist. I’ll give you actual good advice instead 
of nonsense and all that stupid fucking shit she tells you. You 
know I’m right.” I lean back in my seat.

Her lack of response was more evident now than it usually 
was. The silence was like dropping a stone into a well, I know 
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that if I wait long enough I’ll hear the clatter or kerplunk as 
it either dances off the rocks or falls into water. But the reply 
that would have filled me with satisfaction was replaced with 
annoyance as our mother spoke up for the first time since we 
got into the car.

“Morgan.” she said as she starts to exit the highway. “I know 
today’s not a good day, but I don’t want you focusing on the 
negative all the time.”

I watch Morgan scrunch down in her chair.
“I just don’t think I understand. We were all affected when 

it happened. Your dad and I just don’t know why it still gets 
to you like this and it’s not getting better. As much as you say 
that Christina’s been helping, you’re still as bad as you were a 
few months ago.” Mom takes a deep breath and tightens her 
grip on the wheel as she sits up. “It’s up to you, but we were 
thinking about canceling these appointments and maybe trying 
a different uhm... way of dealing with this? I heard yoga is really 
good!” I watch mom quickly glance over to Morgan. But she 
gives her no attention, her hands placed in her lap and her gaze 
focused blankly out the window staring at nothing in particular.

“As much as it hurts to agree with mom, but yeah fuck 
counseling. You’re fine.” I say.

“Think about it, for your dad and me. We want you to get 
better.”

We pull into the counseling center; the car is dead silent. 
As soon as the car is parked Morgan opens the door and quickly 
walks into the building, not looking back once.

“I don’t know what to do.” Mom says to no one in particular 
as she puts her forehead on the steering wheel. “It’s all your fault, 
Katie.”

“You can’t put the blame on me. It’s your fault too.” I get out 
of the car and follow Morgan inside.

Morgan doesn’t like me going in during her visits with 
Christina. She says that that’s her only time alone to think 
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privately and securely. I don’t understand what she means, and I 
don’t like it. I tell her that I don’t like being alone, but she doesn’t 
understand how often I need her by me. I need her with me all 
the time... she just doesn’t understand.

Morgan won’t tell me what happened during her 
appointment today. The sun had just set an hour or two ago, 
Morgan had skipped dinner so I had gone upstairs to sit with her 
in her room.

“We can go on a walk.” I say playing with the corner of 
Morgan’s ratty comforter.

“Yeah, we could.” she says after a moment of silence.
I can tell she keeps glancing over at the shoebox in her 

closet that she keeps her razor blades in. Although I think the 
marks on her skin look pretty, today’s the one year anniversary 
and we have to celebrate in a bigger way than just that. I get the 
idea and speak up.

“Let’s go to Higgin’s down the road.” I jump out of bed and 
grab Morgan’s hand.

“I don’t know Katie...”
“Come on! It’s been one year, let’s go to the place it 

happened!”
I don’t bother grabbing a jacket, and I pull Morgan out of 

the room before she has the chance to grab one either. We run 
down the stairs and out the door to the yells of our mom asking 
Morgan where she’s going. Neither of us answer her.

The night air is chilly for early September. We stumble and 
run our way down the road towards Higgin’s Park. I look over and 
I can see Morgan’s breath stain the air in front of her. Her cheeks 
are pink and instead of her looking elated like I expect, she looks 
sad.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, stopping suddenly.
“I don’t think I can do this anymore.” Morgan says. The 

edges of her eyes are red, I can’t tell if it’s from sleepless nights or 
crying.
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“Come, we’ll talk when we get there.”
We get to the park and I pull Morgan towards a bench just 

on the edge of the woods near the back of the park where no 
one can see us from the road. It’s the same bench they found me 
a year ago on.

“Tell me.” I demand.
The silence fills the chilly air around us. I can physically see 

Morgan struggling to find the words. Her eyes are squeezed 
shut, her teeth clenched, her hands tightening and releasing 
over and over again.

“Christina wants to put me on antipsychotics instead of 
antidepressants.” she says quickly pulling her legs up to her 
chest. Either as a defense mechanism to feel more protected 
or from the cold, I’m not sure which. There are goosebumps 
littering her bare legs, they intermingle with thin white and red 
lines.

“Why? You’re perfectly normal, Christina’s psychotic if she 
thinks you need more medicine.” I grumble. “You haven’t started 
taking the medicine again have you? You know I told you to 
flush it down the toilet.”

“I have-I have... I promise.” she says stumbling over her 
words. She looks really cold now. “But I don’t know... I think 
maybe I should start taking them again. It’s not good, I know 
Christina has the best in mind for me. And she says I shouldn’t 
listen to you. That you’re not real.” Morgan looks up and makes 
eye contact with me.

“What do you mean I’m not real?” I say propping myself on 
my knees so I can face her. “I’m just as real as you are.”

“Katie... you died a year ago. You killed yourself. Right here, 
on this stupid bench.” tears are steadily falling from Morgan’s 
eyes now, her tear-soaked eyelashes splatter imprints on her 
glasses.

“So? I’m still real, aren’t I? You can see and talk to me.” I want 
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to reach out and touch my sister, but her body language screams 
at me not to.

“Please leave me alone. You’re making this so hard, I need 
to forget about you.” I can tell that Morgan is having trouble 
catching her breath as her words are broken up by wet sobs.

This is so tiring, I’ve been trying for so long. I don’t want 
to be alone anymore, I just want to be with my sister. Twins are 
supposed to stay together forever, right? I was stupid, and I killed 
myself. But it wouldn’t be stupid if Morgan did it, because then 
we’d be together.

“You don’t ever fucking listen to me, do you!” I stand up 
from the bench. “How many times have I told you not to take the 
medicine? And how many times have I told you to cut deeper... 
Why won’t you die? Just fucking kill yourself already. Just die, 
and we can be together and then you don’t have worry about 
anything. Please.” I whisper the last part to the backdrop of 
Morgan sobs as she sits alone in Higgin’s park. She’s wearing thin 
pajama shorts and a tank top, her skin looks cold but I haven’t 
felt the cold for a year.

“This isn’t my fault.” I say, looking down at her.
She continues to sob, her arms wrapping tightly around her 

legs. Her marks on her skin are so beautiful to me. Because with 
each new scar, and each deeper cut she’ll get closer and closer 
to me.


