
Monday December 20th 

Vicky Harris didn’t find the note until two days after it happened. 

Two days after the very worst day of her life. 

She couldn’t process what the police officers in her living room were telling her. She wasn’t 

even in her body. She heard words like ‘body,’ ‘hanging,’ ‘woods,’ ‘identification,’ ‘victim 

support,’ ‘so very sorry’ and ‘can we contact anyone?’  

‘Cocaine,’ did they say cocaine? A ‘come-down’ from cocaine. They might have done. Or 

was that in her imagination? Did that come afterwards?  

‘Depression,’ she’d heard that. Didn’t they know cold, clinical words don’t describe her 

beautiful, bouncy, little blonde-haired boy? Connor wasn’t depressed, was he? If he was 

depressed, she’d have known. They’d watched Avengers Endgame together. They’d eaten 

nacho’s and matchmakers. Drunk tea. The words were unconnected. Did the female police 

officer put her hand on her knee? They must have taught her that in Police School. Empathise 

with the parent’s pain. 

Vicky was floating in space, looking down at an old, white-faced woman she didn’t 

recognise. A woman being told that her life would never be the same. A mother struggling to 

comprehend the incomprehensible. The words formed a living membrane of pain. She 

couldn’t breathe. The tears ran down her face. Her only response, some unearthly moan of 

maternal anguish. She alternated between disbelief, terror and brain shutdown. 

The note was carefully folded into a square. Hidden under the flaccid form of an old, brown 

teddy bear with displaced stuffing and no nose. 

 

To my darling mum 

Oh God, mum. An impossible note to write. I’ve started it fifteen times. That’s after writing 

it a million times in my head. Nothing seems enough. I feel so empty. My heart aches when 

I think of you. This is my way of trying to explain.  

I LOVE YOU. I NEED YOU TO FEEL THAT. You’ll blame yourself. You always do. 

Please, please don’t. Promise me you won’t. You’re the one thing in my life that’s right.  

I love the fact it’s just you and me. Don’t think if dad had been around, it would be any 

different. It’s not true. I never had to share your love. I had you all to myself for 17 years. 

That makes me the lucky person.  

For me, try not to be too sad. I love you. 

Remember Brown Bear, my childhood bestie? You put him in my cot every night. Said he 

could always comfort me. He went everywhere. I slept with his nose in my mouth. All 

sucked n floppy. One day we went somewhere in Fife. St Andrews? I left him on a swing. 

You drove all the way back, with me wrapped in a duvet. I knew you’d never abandon him.  

I had a wonderful childhood filled with love.  



Brown Bear can look after you mum. Maybe he can bring you some of the comfort he 

brought me, along with all my love. 

I know you want to know why. It’s hard to explain but I’ll try. 

Put simply, there is no other choice for me but to end my life. None. Living is not an 

option. Thinking about getting up tomorrow, then the day after that fills me with an all-

consuming, strangling blackness. I feel sick. I can’t breathe. I can’t think. I can’t do it 

anymore.  

The knowledge that I can put an end to it gives me peace. A happiness I haven’t felt for a 

long time. I find myself thinking about it constantly. I know it’s hard to understand, but the 

thought of release is addictive. Now I’ve made the decision, I feel almost euphoric. Mum, I 

feel happy. I’ve not felt happy for years. 

I’m not like other people. At school, they all thought I was gay. ‘Connor The Queer.’ 

‘Connor the Fag.’ ‘The Let’s Kill Connor WhatsApp Group.’ Instagram. Snapchat. ‘1000 

Ways to Kill Connor.’ They thought it was funny. Little doodles of me. Photoshopped 

pictures of me doing things.  

Whispers in class. The notes and looks. I could see it all. 

Truth is mum, they’re right. I am a freak.  

If I was gay, it would be easy. At least I would know what I was. I would be SOMETHING. 

Maybe I would have someone. Feel something. I’m not gay. I’m not straight either. I’m not 

bi. I’m not trans. I can’t imagine myself with anyone. I’m not anything. But everyone has 

to be something, right?  

I try so hard to BE. I don’t feel anything. Nothing. Sometimes I cut myself. Even then, I 

don’t feel anything. Not really. The more I cut myself, the less I feel. My soul has left my 

body. I know I don’t make sense. I’m rotten from the inside out. Like a maggoty apple. 

Argh. It’s all got so hard. I am so tired. I want it to end. To sleep forever. Not existing is 

being at peace. 

Thinking about Uni exhausts me. More of the same. Getting up, not fitting in. The taunts, 

the smirks, the looks. The effort to be something, but in reality, being nothing. Living a lie. 

Being either Harry Potter or Oscar Wilde and failing miserably. Scared to get out of bed. 

Scared to be anyone. If Uni isn’t for me, then I have to work, or get an Apprenticeship or 

something else. Same old lies. No matter where I turn. I can’t live this life. Getting up, not 

seeing a future. Trapped. Clockwork Orange. It sucks me dry. A crisped husk.  Padlocked 

to pessimism, emptiness, loneliness.  

Every day, I fall deeper. No escape. I’m in so much pain. Even if I wanted to talk, I can’t. 

There are no words. There’s no point anyway. No-one can help. No-one understands. I am 

wired weirdly. How do you explain the unexplainable? Wired like a freak. 

It’s strange thinking that if you are reading this, then I’m not here. An inescapable 

conclusion. Connor Harris was here. Like Connor Macleod. You always told me I was 

named after Highlander. 



I am sorry for the pain you are feeling. Please mum, don’t torture yourself.  

All that’s left is love.  

And I love you so much. Look after the Bear. Most of all, look after yourself… for me. 

“It’s better to burn out than to fade away” (Highlander) 

Yours forever. 

Connor 

Vicky, let the note fall from her hand. She held the Bear to her face in desolation. She buried 

her head in his pillow and howled. The hurt was unbearable. There could never be any pain 

like losing a child.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


