
Twin Falls 
 
High School was  a tough time for everyone. I mean anyone who says it wasn’t is a liar.  Bulimia, 
self-harm, bullying, insecurities, crying, stressing, being horny 24/7, it’s the strangest 
combination. The ages of twelve to eighteen is a gulag of acne, strange smells and memories 
we’d love to leave in the darkest part of our minds.  I say, that if you make it through those 
formative years as a somewhat normal and mentally-sound adult, then I applaud you, and am 
slightly jealous.  
 
Being a teenager for me was a weird one. The older I got, the easier things became, said smells 
and skin blemishes were thing of the past and girls actually began to take note of me, I got lucky 
with latter years of teenage-hood, I can’t say the same for Sam. Our story starts in the winter of 
2009, Sam had just turned fifteen, I was younger, my birthday wasn’t until August. Sam came 
into school that day with a wide smile on his face, that was new. Sam was, how do I put this, he 
was an ‘emo’, a ‘scene’ kid. His hair was jet black, the back  violently spiked upwards while his 
fringe was glued to his forehead. His overall theme when it came to clothes was, as long as it’s 
blue, black, red or all three in one (his favourite being a dark turquoise t-shirt and a lumberjack 
shirt) he was happy. His skin was milk-white, it was difficult to look at him in direct sunlight 
because the light would just reflect of him and blind you. He loved loud, thrashing music but it 
wasn’t punk, nor was it metal, and he made that clear. 
 
‘It’s not punk, because that's old people shit and it’s not metal because I’m not a deaf retard.’ 
 
He was defensive when it came to music.  
 
When he came in wearing that smile, a genuine heart warming smile, it caught me off guard. 
And then I saw why. He had two hoop piercings on his bottom lip, a leather strap on his wrist 
with spikes and a new pair of Converse but instead of the star, it was a crudely drawn skull. 
He’d finally done it. He went full emo. I was impressed, Sam didn’t give a single fuck what 
anyone thought of him. I have to commend him for that. Maybe in a big school, in a big city, he 
would of found his click, other people just like him, who liked his music and style but instead, he 
was stuck in Twin Falls, Idaho with me, his geek neighbour, who he was forced to go on 
playdates on with when he was younger. ‘The Emo and the Loner’, sounds like a bad teen book. 
Sam and I, being two small-town boys, were constantly dreaming of futures we were far from 
capable of achieving. I wanted to be a writer for the New Yorker and Sam, he wanted to 
become the frontman of his imaginary band, ‘The Four Horsemen of The Apocalypse’. 
 
It’s a bit of a mouthful. 
It’s badass. 
So the band can only have four members? 
What? 
It says four in the name 
You just don’t get it. 
 
He was right, I didn’t. In some ways, I still don’t, but he did, and that’s the main thing. 
 



When he sat on the table, he started unpacking his bag. 
 
I’m gonna finally do it man. 
What? 
(I’ll be honest, in that moment, I was ready for him to pull out a gun, he always made jokes 
about it.) 
I’m getting the fuck out of here. 
Where? 
Twin falls. 
What? 
Jesus christ, are you retarded? 
 
He then proceeded to tell me his plan. The bus ticket, New York, the girl he was talking to on 
MySpace who has a spare room, the money he’s been saving since he was twelve ($212.56 to 
be precise) and of course how the MySpace girl was the love of his life. I couldn’t believe it, Sam 
had done it. I mean yeah, the plan was awful and MySpace Girl could easily be a forty year-old 
man, but he was going through with it. He was leaving Twin Falls. 
 
When do you go? 
Tonight. 
What are you gonna tell your parents? 
Nothing. 
You can’t just disappear on them man, that’ll destroy them. 
Maybe mom but Sargent Asshole thinks I’m a fag and that I’m a disservice to his legacy. 
He said that? 
Doesn’t have to. That G.I. fuck was taught how to shoot not to raise a kid. 
 
The school bell rang and cut through our conversation, and like that. It was over. I didn’t see 
him all day, we had different classes and after school when I went outside I already saw him on 
the school-bus. That was our last proper conversation. Later that night he sent me a text 
message, the last time I heard from him. 
 
yo man, i just wanted 2 let u know that u r my best friend. u made living in twin BALLS fun and gave 
me hope that all humans aren’t dicks. when u come out here look me up. i’ll be waiting 4 u. good luck 
with writing. see u soon bro ;) 
 
And that was it. A poorly worded send off from my best friend. Over the next few days people 
began to ask where Sam had gone and rumour spread that he was off to New York. Turns out 
he left a letter for his mom in the end, explaining it all. I’ve never read or seen this letter but I’m 
glad he left something for Julie, but she was still left heart-broken, thinking she had failed as a 
mother. Sam’s dad, Charlie, he wasn’t seen for a few  weeks, then he was frequently seen on his 
visits to the local dive-bar. I never did speak to Charlie, only heard how he was from Julie 
during that period, and it turns out he was human too. The guy had lost his son. 
 
Macready Massey  
 


