
CREATIVE WRITING SAMPLE 

TUESDAY 

To any other person, it was a typical story of how a boy met a girl. 

To me, it was the day the colors were a little brighter and the sounds a little louder. 

To you, it was a Tuesday. 

But now, all these little details are irrelevant. Because you have introduced me to a new kind of pain. A pain 

brought out by the realization that I am not my soul mate's soul mate. 

They tell you that if you love somebody strong enough that eventually they'll love you back. That's why I can't, 

for the life of me, understand why you can't love me back. I rack my head, scream, yell, and pound my fists on 

my abused pillow and pray to whatever god there is that it doesn't report to the authorities. 

Now, I'm pounding my keyboard instead to type this message with shaky hands and blurred vision knowing 

that I will never have the guts to send this to you. I already did my begging when you left and you didn't spare 

me a word or any explanation. 

Not a text. Not an email. Not even a goodbye on that dreadful Tuesday night. 

You trapped me and I absolutely despise this cage you have put me in. 

But I will always remember how that red dress looked on you. 

How you think my laugh sounds like a very amused seal, and you like that about me. 

The stolen kisses. The whispered affectionate words. The teasing looks. 

And so I start wondering. And suffering. And waiting. For you to come back. 

But I know you wouldn't. 

I don't know why I keep wondering. Why I keep suffering. Why I keep waiting. When it is all useless. 

When you spare me no thoughts at all. 

And that fact was strengthened when I met you at a grocery store one day. You greeted me like you didn't owe 

me anything. You were even wearing that red dress. 

"Hey!" You said. I didn't reply. I didn't even smile. 

"How've you been?" You asked. 

I raised the carton of milk I was about to put in my grocery basket as if it was a sufficient explanation of how I 

was feeling. You said a few more words of polite conversation before you left with a guy who, by the looks of 

it, also seemed to like the red dress. 



I wish I told you "how I had been". 

I wish I told you that now all the sad songs were about you. I wish you'd remembered that I told you once how 

I didn't like the way milk tastes and how you laughed about it. I wish you didn't whisper before you left that he 

was "your soulmate". I wish you didn't look at me as if I would understand. As if you expected me to be happy 

for you. As if you didn't shatter my metaphorical heart into metaphorical pieces. As if I did not prefer to be 

alone than be with anybody but you. 

To me, that day, my already-shattered metaphorical heart has turned to dust. 

To you, it was another Tuesday. 

Weeks later, after that fateful encounter, I am here in my room. 3 empty cans of beer on my desk, an existential 

crisis in my mind, and a really shitty letter in my screen. 

These days of becoming a part-time hermit has not fixed my metaphorical heart but at least I have gathered the 

dusty remains of it, kept it in a jar, and now hope that someday, I'd have the will to throw it away. In its dusty 

remains, however, in a drunken haze, I have discovered that the cage I was trapped in was a craft and mold of 

my own making. The key was in the hand, curled in a fist, that was still holding on to you. 

I am my captor. And the cage was my sanctuary. And though I could stay in it, and find more reasons to blame 

you for this heartache, I could also get out of it, watch a movie, and maybe, with a cool fizzy drink and 

exceptionally cheesy potato chips, still look for more reasons to blame you for my heartache. 

I saw your Facebook account by the way and found out that you are due to be wed tomorrow. That date 

should’ve been painful to me, I suppose. But I have a few errands to run on that day and a few friends to drink 

with so I have no time to be sad and besides, 

it IS just another Tuesday. 

 

 

 


