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Completely Perfect 

By Sydney Edgecomb 

 

I check myself over in the mirror. The powder and foundation covers the dark 

circles and hang from my eyes. The blush colors my hollow cheekbones. The mascara 

brings life to my dying eyes. I run a hand over my face, slowly, letting my fingers drift 

over my features, features that I used to admire, used to love.  

“Can’t forget the lip gloss,” I scold, searching the counter for the little round 

tube. The lip gloss hides the quivering of the chin, the trembling of the body. I pull 

the sleeves of the hoodie over my frail arms, ones that used to be so strong, so 

unyielding. The hoodie is soft to the touch; it’s warm, giving me a comforting 

presence. I never forget the hoodie, no, not like the lip gloss. I let my fingers pull the 

hood over my head, covering the missing chunks of hair. 

I don’t cry often, I’m not like that, but I had cried when I felt the hair fall from 

my head to my fingers. It was like losing an old friend. I don’t know why I did, I never 

even liked my hair, a blond mess that sat atop my head like a mop, little curls always 

escaping my fingers as I tried to put it into a pony tail. But when little gold patches of 

hair fell into my lap, I clearly remember tears falling with them.  

Sometimes I wonder why I do this, why I put myself through this every morning, 

spending so much time to make myself look like someone I’m not anymore. These 

people’s opinions don’t matter. I’ll never see them again after high school. But then I 

realize I don’t do it for them. I do it for me. You can’t very well be in denial that your 

dying if you look like your dying, it’s the first rule of dying… I think. How would I 

know, I don’t know anyone else like me. My mom tried to get me into one of those 
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groups once, you know, the ones where people like you sit in a circle and talk about 

your feelings and your fears? I had to put my foot down and refuse. Why? Simple. I 

don’t want to get attached to anyone. The more attached to someone I get the more 

people I hurt when I finally, well, never mind. And if those people are like me, which 

they are, there is no point. I won’t like them any way. They’ll remind me too much of 

myself.  

I try to stay active; a busy mind is the best distraction. It’s hard. I can’t very 

well do the things I used to. To put it simply, I’m weak. I can’t run, I can’t swim, I 

can’t play on the volleyball team, hell, I can’t even walk up the stairs. And it’s almost 

impossible to stay in denial when you can’t walk up the stairs. It is a simple, but 

sensitive balance. One must stay busy without exhausting themselves, especially when 

one is dying. It is pointless to pretend that this balance does not exist. Everything in 

the world is a balance, essentially, two things, two equalizers. Up and down, 

happiness and sorrow, abominations and delights, destruction and creation, living and 

dying. One must uphold that balance, for it will not uphold itself.  

Checking myself over in the mirror one last time, I decide that I look good 

enough and head to the kitchen. I breathe in deeply. Pancakes.  

Pancakes. The signal that another morning routine is about to start. I took the 

final steps into the kitchen and sat down at the table.  

“Hey Mom,” I say over to her. Her back is turned away from me as she pours a 

glass of orange juice. She turns to say hello as some orange juice spills over from the 

top of the glass. She reaches for a paper towel.  

“Good morning,” she replies back happily, giving me a smile that doesn’t quite 
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reach her eyes, “How are you this morning?” 

“Fine.” I reply back, trying to sound happy while taking a slow sip of the 

orange juice she had placed before me.  

She sees through my facade, like she does every morning. She’s my mother, I 

don’t know what I expect. Sometimes, times like this, she looks so old. I’m not 

insulting my mom, I just mean she looks like she has the weight of the world on her 

shoulders. She does this thing where she pinches her forehead with her thumb and 

forefinger. It’s a dead giveaway of if she is sad, or frustrated, or both… and she’s 

doing it now. “Any improvement is good,” she says half-heartedly. 

“Of course.” 

“I made pancakes.” Her offering. 

“Thanks, Mom. Smells delicious.” My offering. 

“Hon, have you thought about what I said the other day?” she asks. I shrug, My 

face blank of emotion. I had thought about what she had said. It’s what she had been 

saying for the last three months. 

“Honey, you can’t do this forever. People will ask questions. Eventually things 

will come up and you’ll have to miss school. Wouldn’t it be better just to tell your 

classmates?” 

“Things.” I think taking a small bit out of a pancake. “Things will come up, she 

says. I hate things.” She looks like she is going to say something else, but I cut her off. 

“Mom, I have two months left of high school, then it’s done, then it’s over. I can 

make it ’til then. I’m the valedictorian! I was voted ‘Most likely to succeed!’ I’m 

supposed to be the girl who’s got it all together. People don’t want to know that the 
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girl who’s got it all together, does have it all together. People don’t want to know 

that girl is dying!” She flinched. I might have raised my voice.  

“Okay,” she says resting her hand on mine. “I understand. Just know, that it’s 

okay if you don’t. Somethings we just can’t help.” I don’t think we were just talking 

about going to school anymore, so I started to leave.  

“Thanks, Mom.” I kiss her on the cheek. “I love you.” 

“I love you too,” my mom replies. This exchange, once taken for granted, is 

now a vital part of every morning, every afternoon, every night. Three little words, 

followed by four more, have come to mean more than an entire conversation. They 

are a part of our small grasp on normality. They hold everything together in our shaky 

relationship. They balance.   

I never used to doubt myself. I used to make a decision and loyally follow it 

through. I would stand up to my teachers in class, debate facts and state my 

argument. It was one of the reasons I was so popular I think, I got the reputation of 

the advocate. I was actually rather good at it as well. I had all the factors one needs 

to start and finish an argument, Confidence, Intelligence, and Courage. Looking back I 

know how stupid I was to argue with my betters. I don’t fully understand why I would 

do it in the first place. Once I started there was no way I could back down, even if I 

was wrong, it is the principle of the thing. It is on thing to lose because you are 

defeated, and another to give up.  

I do not like giving up.  

I suppose that’s why im still here today, still breathing, still thinking, still 

being. My refusal to give up. Doctor Rosenthal says people like me, people who can 
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beat it, are a rarity and that I should be very thankful, that I should thank god for my 

health. But I know it isn’t any god who is to thank for my health. Simply put, I know 

that the thing that is keeping me alive is the same thing that is trying to kill me,  

Me.  

I am the thing that is keeping me alive. I refuse to give in, refuse to give up, and 

refuse to stop trying. I will be normal and be in denial till it kills me, and trust I know, 

one day, it will. 

Keys in hand, I open the door and blink in the early morning sun. My silver car 

waits in the driveway and as I walk toward it, I check my reflection in the tinted 

window. I saw the valedictorian, the ‘miss perfect’, the volleyball super star looking 

back at me. You can’t doubt that. You can’t doubt Perfect.  

 


