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I dug and dug at the bumps, attempting to scratch 
them off or squeeze them out; it
seemed that the harder I squeezed, the more I 
noticed something trapped inside, refusing 
to come out.

My skin felt hot as I ran my fingers along my face, 
determined to remove any last trace of
a bump. I don’t know how long I picked before I 
made eye contact with my reflection: two wild
animal eyes stared back at me.

I froze and glanced at my arms, still poised and 
ready to attack the next bump. They
looked white and fatter than ever—like the bloated 
belly of a dead fish.

Dropping my flabby, sun-deprived arms, I surveyed the 
damage to my cheeks. Both sides
were oozing and inflamed; I felt sick and scared. 
The last time I’d picked this bad, I told
everyone I’d gotten poison ivy on my face—I didn’t 
know what my excuse would be this time.
I slumped onto the hard tiles of the bathroom floor 
and closed my eyes: a vision of my
two red cheeks hung in the blackness.

I thought of the time thirteen years ago when I 
would constantly wake up terrified from a
nightmare I kept having. I remembered how safe I’d 
felt when I would yell to my mom and she’d
run into my room, laying with me until I fell 
back asleep.
Lifting my head, I glanced at my phone lying on 
the floor.
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