
Thirteen 

I sat, observing the letter. I knew what it said but it just didn’t seem to sink in.  

Then it did. 

Everything around me came blurred. It felt as if I was looking through a car windscreen in a 
snowstorm, unable to see and unable to hide. Like a nightmare I used to have as a child; I 
was in a room of smoke being chased by a sea of fire. Rearing up and reaching for me, it 
was always at this point that I woke up, but even so, it seemed more real than my current 
situation. 

COURT DATE: 4/01/27 
NAME: JOSEPH KEELING 
CHARGE: MURDER 
DATE OF CRIME: 17/02/14 

13 years.  

13 years of remorse, pain, culpability and regret. I was completely alone; not physically but 
mentally. Nobody knew and nobody could know, I felt trapped inside myself. Don’t get me 
wrong, I’m not trying to move the blame but the chico was a c***. Motherf***ers like him 
deserve what they get. I just wish it wasn’t me who did the dirty work.  

Where I come from it’s them and us, no in between, no right or wrong, just pick a side and 
stick with it. That’s what I did. On my thirteenth birthday, I was given the privilege to decide. 
Not many people got this, but I was praised greatly already as a highly sought after ‘friend’. I 
still don’t know if I made the right decision, but seeing the coños some of those brats 
affiliated with consolidated my decision.  

It was dark. In fact, I remember now. It was raining. The kind of rain you wince at as it hits 
your skin because it’s so cold. There were three of them. I could feel the unsheathed 
serrated blade down my sock, a little rusty, waiting. They told me what he’d done. Short and 
sweet. It was a no brainer at this point. The hermano deserved everything he’d got. No 
mercy after what he’d done. The rain still continued to lash at the railings he leant jauntily 
against. His self assured, remorseless pose filled me with anger. I confronted him, shaking 
with anger. Not fear trust me, just rage. He sneered, spat in my face and stared dead into my 
eyes. Halzo marica he said calmly with the utmost confidence.  

This is where it happens. 

My unremitting hand digging at every part of his frail, lifeless body. His friends first watching, 
them running.  

Within seconds, anger turned to disbelief which turned to fear and guilt. Staring at the guy 
dead in his motionless eyes, panting heavily half from shock and half from exhaustion at the 
chaos that I had aroused through my actions. 

13 years. 13 years ago. 



I looked down, hands clenched, still laughing more than I ever had since it happened. An 
acuminous stabbing pain seared through my chest remorsefully as I continued to laugh 
hysterically. I closed my eyes. Half missing the satisfaction and luck I felt from not being 
caught, half being grateful that I no longer had to live with such a heavy weight on my 
shoulders. I suddenly remembered the day I told the one person who could know, Jose. Atta 
boy he said almost graciously, I stared back at him with a remorseless grin on my face in 
order to hide the unstoppable pain that writhed within my sorry heart. Atta boy, as if what I 
did was good, something to be proud of what I’d done rather than feeling emotions that any 
normal person would eel at this time. But no. Be a man. That’s all you ever hear, men don’t 
feel s***, we’re just big blocks of stone with no feelings or emotions. Maybe that’s right. 
Maybe that’s why my first reaction was to laugh. I tell myself I don’t care every single day 
and have done so ever since. That’s just life I say; families move on, people move on, 
people forget. But not me. 

I just think I should have been the bigger man. See? It all revolves back to all that ‘being a 
man bulls*** doesn’t it. It’s engraved into our brains in this society and we can’t change that. 
What I meant by be the bigger man was that I wish I’d just left him be, but see I wasn’t 
thinking. I couldn’t have done anything to change it, but it was utterly my fault. 

Oh, and the worst part? Those 13 years I spent grieving about my mistakes were the exact 
amount of time he had on this earth. 

He was only 13. 

Felix Cunnigham-Ward 


