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The Stranger’s Advice 

I’m cursed. First, Amy leaves me alone, on the floor, crying. Sobbing 

uncontrollably, the world being too blurry to make sense of anything around me, 

she stood in the doorway of my room, unwilling and unenthusiastic to help me 

out of the hole I had just dug myself into. I croaked out her name in despair, the 

words too quiet and broken to be heard over my forceful sobs. I had never done 

this before, cried, in front of another person. But now that I had, Amy looked at 

me with pity, a hint of fear and disgust, shrugged, and closed the door behind 

her. I haven’t heard from her since. She refuses to even look at me. Not at me, 

but at the stranger I have become to her, and myself.  

 

Amy was one of my closest friends. We had been together through nearly 

everything. Practically since birth, once could say. I’m not entirely sure where I 

went wrong. When did our friendship expire? I wish I had gotten a note, or 

something, saying the very date and time she would stop loving me, or at least 

how I could have preserved our friendship longer. Now I am sickly, alone, and 

hopeless. Now she is gone. Amy has dark, nearly black, chocolate brown hair, 

with millions of small, intricate curls. Her skin is the color of rich, milk chocolate 

and it is as if though she could melt if you left her out in the sun too long. Amy’s 

smile was one that could bewitch any living creature if stared at for too long. Her 

expression always sweet and caring. Her eyes, however, were not similar to 

candy in any way. Her eyes were a deep, forest green with pale yellow streaks, 

placed perfectly throughout the in segments. It felt as if though these eyes could 
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penetrate through your soul, and it felt as if she could read you like a book. 

Clearly, she could not. 

She lived in my neighborhood, only two blocks and three houses down the road. 

We used to walk together to school, she would go up the street until meeting me 

in front of my house, and together we would walk to school. I normally would talk 

about my paintings, or she would go on about the latest show she was watching, 

or new favorite song artist or actor. She was a bit of a rambler, one could say. 

But we had never had any major arguments or difficulties in our friendship. Only 

slight disagreements, or a little bickering here and there. But that’s what friends 

do, right? Were we not just like other friends?  

 

It was eight months ago, when the stranger first began to emerge. Eight months 

when the habit started. Eight months when I began to ruin our friendship. I tore it 

into pieces, bit by bit, or at least that’s what the stranger says I did. It all starts 

with a painting of myself. I had straight, light brown hair, hazel brown eyes, and 

lightly tanned skin because of the time I spent outside. I was short, shy, and quiet. 

I still think I am. Though how can I ever be sure of my personality anymore, since 

I have become a complete stranger? I had been very proud of that painting. I 

used shades of pale blues and greys, to match the overall feeling of my painting. 

I was so proud, I showed it to Amy. Amy told me it was amazing, so amazing, 

that I should tell the whole class. So I did.} 
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I’m not sure of anything throughout the day leading to that point. I only remember 

the silence in the room as I held the painting for those in my art class to see. They 

looked at it at first with awe, their eyes going back and forth between the painting 

and me. Within moments, the expressions became confusion, and then, as 

snickers and whispers began to emerge, I felt a stranger stir inside of me, one 

that told me to hide.  

“I’m sorry,” – Boomed the voice of our art teacher, Miss Heather, “Is there 

something you would like to say, Jones?”  She directed the question at a girl 

named Amanda, whose laugh had echoed throughout the room.  

“Well,” she began, slowly, with the corners of her mouth twitching to turn upwards 

into a smile as she spoke “See, the painting is nice and all, it’s just… not really…” 

She faltered, searching for words in her mind. In that moment it came to me, I 

knew exactly what she was going to say. I say the grand flaw in the painting. Her 

silence felt like an eternity, yet we all knew what would happen. We all saw this 

coming. “It’s not really like her, because, well…” She began to smile, nearly 

bursting out laughing as she said the final part. “She’s too fat to be the one in the 

painting.” 

 

The moment those words came out of her mouth, it felt as if the world started 

laughing. Not only the students in my class, but the books, the brushes, the floors, 

the walls were closing in on me. I suddenly burst out of the door and ran. I wasn’t 

sure of what I ran from, but it felt like I was running from the laughed. They echoed 

in my mind and I ran until they would stop. The world grew blurry as I ran straight 

to my house, through the front door, and into my room. I sat on the floor and cried. 
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I shouldn’t have done that, I shouldn’t have run, I shouldn’t have showed my 

paining. I made a mistake. Everything that had happened throughout the day was 

a mistake. And then the stranger came out. 

 

The stranger within me advised me, instead of fixing my problems, instead of 

dealing with it and moving on, the stranger told me to destroy the painting. So I 

did. The stranger told me to destroy all of my paintings, so I did. The stranger told 

me to never paint again. So I didn’t. I listened to the stranger, and later, I became 

the stranger. The world was no longer quiet. All I could ever hear were the echoes 

of laughing from the class. But now, not even that. Now I hear whispers, and 

rumors going about me. The stranger tells me what the others think of me, and 

then the stranger gives me advice, on how to make it stop. How do I make it stop? 

Why can’t I quiet my mind?  

 

One day, the stranger told me to stop eating breakfast, so I could lose some 

weight. So I did. After a month of doing this, I felt no thinner, so the stranger 

advised me to stop eating dinner. So I did. The hunger within me began to 

consume me, but it felt good. I was in control, but at the same time, I wasn’t. It 

was the stranger, who was in control. I only listened to his advice. To stop the 

hunger, I chewed half a piece of gum every day before bed, to settle my stomach 

so I could sleep well. Even after months of this, I still felt no thinner. Amy Wasn’t 

speaking to me as much, she said I was growing sickly, that I should eat more. 

She said I should stop doing this to myself. This is when the stranger, ate me. 

And I, ate nothing.  
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I yelled at her to get out of my house. I told her she knew nothing about me or my 

situation. I told her I was in control, and that I knew what I was doing. I was not. 

I’m still not. She left my house. The next day, I asked her to come back, I was 

sorry. I felt remorse, my soul was corrupt and I was sorry. It was my fault. So I 

cried on the floor. And she left me. Forever. 

 


