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The first two thirds of my life I lived for my desires. For what would give me, 
and only me, pleasure. I thought I was so perfect that everybody should bend to 
my wishes and considered it a personal betrayal if I had to share anything. I was 
obnoxious, plain and simply put.  

I’m not anymore. I don’t have the heart to be like that ever since the night I 
saw my family for the last time. The night when I did something so despicable, 
so unforgivable, that I’ve been hiding ever since. 

I suppose I was born with something inside of me that makes me pursue the 
evil, the dark. Because I had everything to shine, and yet I ended up destroying it 
all. 

There’s no excuse for what I am. I can’t say I’m what my formative years 
made me, I can’t blame any of my flaws on childhood traumas. It’s just a case of 
some bad seed randomly put into good families from time to time, just to give 
life some twist on its plot. My family has a tradition of them. In my generation, I 
was the one. 

The truth is…all elements for a wonderful childhood were there. I come from 
a loving, nurturing family, my parents are wonderful people, and my sisters are 
great human beings who apparently can do no wrong. According to everyone 
else my life was perfect, and therefore I should have been just as well adjusted, 
calm, and lovely as they are. Well, at least as they were; I don’t know how they 
are now. 

Then, however, it was idyllic; the world envied our family. And yet, I could 
never stop wishing for more.  
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I felt like I deserved more, and I’d get it with whatever means I had. Actually, 
I wanted less; fewer people around, so it would be just me, Mama, Papa and 
Grandma Vivian, with all their attention and love just for me. 

The fact that they had three children before me and another one after just 
about drove me crazy. I didn’t understand why they were there. It was my place. 
It should have been only me.  

None of my sisters felt that way, ever. They were always so content and 
peaceful all the time; they loved one another, and adored the idea of having 
sisters. Meanwhile, there was a fire burning inside my chest. It was as if 
everybody else had received some kind of code, some agreeable gene I missed 
out on. I couldn’t control those feelings—not that I tried too hard, to be honest. 

I didn't try because I didn’t think I had a problem. No, the rest of the world 
had a problem. They should all be like me, and care just about me. 

Now I see things differently, I hope. So much has happened to me in the past 
five years that I think now, at twenty, I’ve become older than all people in my 
family. Not wiser, just older. 

There’s no one to blame but myself, of course. Unfortunately, I don’t believe I 
can say I changed entirely. I want to mend things, I need to mend things, but how 
can I when I still feel that twinge of jealousy every time I think of my sisters?  

I came back because I am dying. There’s no better way to put it, no 
sugarcoating it for me, thanks. So many times I treated people like disposable 
pieces, sometimes like garbage, and now I’m disposable, I’m turning into 
garbage. The universe will throw me away in a while. In the meantime, I’m 
rotting from the inside out starting with my leg; something called osteosarcoma, 
eating me alive. 

I guess it’s poetic in a way; I deserve every cancerous cell that rebelled against 
its sisters and started a war my body is doomed to lose. You may see the parallel; 
I was a cancer in my family, acting in the same way that’s going to kill me. I was 
removed, though, and I have no idea what it provoked in them. Are they better 
without me? Are they happy? Can they be happy after what happened that night? 
And…what did really happen that night? I still don’t know.  
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I shall die. I've often wished to die in the past five years, the guilt too heavy 
and the new life I was given too harsh to carry on. I’d never act on it though, too 
cowardly or too numb to care. I went on, day after day, just trying to survive 
another sunset without remembering. Until my body decided it was time to go. 

I’m not fully aware of the consequences of my disgusting capriciousness that 
night. What I do know is that I am so absurdly unfit to be part of that family 
after acting like I did—and I was certainly unfit before then —that I can’t find 
the courage to even try to make amends. 

I accept my fate.  

Actually, I embrace it. I will die in pain.  

There I was, thinking I deserved unconditional attention, and how unfair it 
was having to share with my sisters. Now here I am, completely alone, knowing 
this family didn’t deserve what I brought upon them.  

I never thought it would be easy coming back to mend things, to make peace 
with the past, and to have a final place to rest my body after my soul goes away. 
But I didn't imagine coming so close and ending up frozen by the fear of 
rejection—which would only be fair, all things considered—and the uncertainty 
about my capacity to feel empathy for my sisters. Especially for my baby sister, 
the one who really stole my place. 

I remember scenes where all seven of us were engaged in some blissful 
activity, everyone having the time of their lives…and I was just—not 
convincingly—pretending. I didn’t even want to be happy at those times, so 
entwined in my envy and resentment. I looked at the others and wished for a way 
to be the only one. I was so involved in my crazy vendetta that I wasted precious 
moments and pushed them away.  I can see this now. 

Of course back then I thought they were all against me, so my child brain 
acted to have attention, always to get attention, it didn’t matter how. But then, 
my teen brain certainly found even more dangerous ways to get people looking at 
me, and me only. I wanted action, I wanted adventures, and I wanted, most of 
all, to hurt my parents. 
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This was not a conscious action, of course, but isn’t that what all rebellious 
teenagers really want? After a while, though, one becomes so involved in their 
own games that there’s no way back. As I said, I didn’t even want to be happy 
anymore, I wanted only to prove a point. The point being that…well, I’m not 
sure what the point was anymore. It’s exhausting being a rebel, and it can royally 
backfire, as I can prove. 

I suppose that since I was the youngest for five long and delicious years, I 
convinced myself that after three previous tryouts, they’d finally reached 
perfection with me, and didn’t need to try anymore. I was the last baby because I 
was perfect and they were finally content with the result. 

I was, after all, their biggest hit. Mama composed a song for each daughter, 
but only mine hit the top and made history. They were already famous before 
then, but Myself in Blue definitely put their band, Grandma’s Eye, well above 
others. It was my song, written for me, so of course I was responsible.  

Yes, that’s how self-centered I was, that’s the extension of my megalomania. I 
truly believed that. My older sisters were, of course, poor souls destined for 
failure, whom we let stay in our house just out of pity. Their songs were just 
ordinary; they were just ordinary.  

In the song, Mama sings 'You're just like me, only better'. I bet she regrets that 
song now, doesn’t sing it anymore, or at least not with the same intensity. I’m not 
better, I’m nothing even like her. Beyond physical appearances, we have nothing 
in common. 

It never crossed my delusional mind that they were just waiting for a while, 
that another baby might come. And then, along came Earth and life was never 
the same. Not only had they committed the inexcusable, inexplicable disloyalty of 
getting pregnant again without even consulting me, their perfect, preferred 
daughter—my words, not theirs, obviously—but they also had the nasty 
newborn and brought it to our home!  

I was outraged. And a five-year-old feeling betrayed is a terrible thing to see, I 
can assure you of that. Plus, her song sold more than mine. It was inexcusable. 

I made no attempts to cover my anger. I was already somewhat difficult, but 
after Earth, I turned into a completely disgusting, stubborn, spoiled little brat. My 
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parents were really patient, but I think there’s a breaking point for everyone, and 
I reached theirs when I tried to give Earth away to the neighbors.  

I put my little sister inside a box. Mind you, at least I had the courtesy to make 
holes in the box so she could breathe. You see, I’m not a psychopath, I didn’t 
want her to die or be in any danger, I just wanted her out of our lives. Then I 
wrote one of the few words I knew back then—remember, I was only five—
‘Gift’ on the outside, in big distorted letters with my purple crayon. I took the 
box to the neighbors’ doorstep while Mama was showering. She thought it 
wouldn’t hurt to take a quick shower while Earth slept, the bathroom being 
inside the master suite, just a few feet away from her cradle. Papa was out on 
some errand, and Grandma Vivian was taking a nap.  

This was before John Lennon was assassinated, so the mansion wasn’t yet 
wired and gated. My parents being famous and rich wasn’t an anomaly in the 
community—the neighborhood is full of mansions. Only financial magnates, 
musicians, and actors live here, and no one was overly paranoid about security in 
the seventies. The doors had keys, the gates had padlocks, but that was as far as 
people went back then. Around the house, we had fences and that was it. We 
could still see our neighbors, even with the immense yards and the houses a bit 
far from one another.  

After John’s death, Mama and Papa decided it would be a good idea to swap 
our wood fences for steel gates all around the perimeter, and other security 
measures that must have cost a fortune. I remember I wasn’t pleased. I liked the 
sensation of freedom, the idea that it was easy to just sneak away and go out, but 
I found out later that even with the extra challenges it wasn’t much harder to 
escape.  

Anyway, our neighbors back then—on the day I decided to give my sister 
away—were a retired couple who had lived there all their married lives. We 
weren’t on a visiting basis, but everyone loved my mother and our interactions 
were always polite. I thought they might like to have a new baby to take care of, 
and that maybe they would never make the connection to our house.  

I admit, it was a defective plan, but I didn’t have much time and Earth was too 
heavy for me to carry further than next door. Moreover, as I said, I was only five.  
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It wore me out to deliver my package to them, and I dragged myself back 
inside as fast as possible, breathing through my mouth like a dog. 

When Mama came out of the shower and went to see Earth, at first she didn’t 
think that much about her absence. Papa could have returned and took her, or 
Grandma Vivian. She finished dressing and went downstairs looking for the rest 
of us and for Earth’s whereabouts. My sisters were in the playroom and I was 
trying my best to be my most nonchalant self in the kitchen, eating cereal. First, 
Mama asked Sofia, a young Italian woman she was trying to help because she’d 
come from the same village as her family, more than a hundred years ago. She 
was our helper back then and was preparing dinner. She told Mama in her 
convoluted English she didn't know where to find Earth. Papa hadn’t come back 
yet, and Grandma Vivian was still sound asleep.  

Mama started to worry. Were she a more normal woman, she would have 
started to freak out, but my mother is the most controlled, calm person I’ve 
met—only my father can compete with her on that matter—so she tried to worry 
without panicking. Knowing the kind of daughter she had born five years prior, 
she didn’t waste time by asking my sisters. She came straight to me. 

“Sunday, where’s your baby sister, honey?” 

Yes, my name’s Sunday. Not only that, it’s Sunday Morning. Actually, it’s 
Sunday Oshiro Morning, but no one cares about the Oshiro, my father’s name. 
That’s for two simple reasons: first, of course, the easy joke—that’s not a name, 
that’s an appointment! Second, because every time someone hears the name 
‘Morning’, they make the connection to my very, very famous mother, Iris 
Morning. 

My father is famous too, but I think more as Iris Morning’s husband, than as 
Douglas Oshiro, brilliant multi instruments player, responsible for the majority of 
the songs my mother made eternal with her voice. It’s normal, I guess; people 
listen to a song and care more about the voice and the lyrics—my mother’s part. 
The one who’s putting his or her soul into the arrangements, the song, they 
usually don’t spend much time thinking of them. 

Maybe I’m exaggerating, I don’t know, but that’s the impression I’ve always 
had. When you talk about Grandma’s Eye, their band, every single person knows 
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what you’re talking about, they love the band, are big fans, blah, blah, blah. You 
ask for one name, one band member’s name, they most certainly will say Iris 
Morning before any of the others.  

But don’t get me wrong, Mama deserves it all. She’s absolutely brilliant, she 
really is. Despite my flaws as a daughter, my lack of good sentiments, I’ve always 
been her biggest fan. Her voice is the one of an angel—a husky, deep angel. And 
her lyrics, oh my! She writes poems that my father puts into melody. Together 
for 26 years, they made some of the most popular songs of all times. 

Together for a lifetime. Papa calls Mama Itoshi, which is the closest to an 
endearment term he could find in his ancestors’ language—Japanese people are 
more to show affection than to speak it, I guess. He learned the word when his 
mother showed him some of her parents' old romantic letters. Papa doesn’t 
speak Japanese, only a few words, and he later learned that it’s not quite like a pet 
name. For them, however, it’s the universal idiom for love. You can see his soul 
being delivered to her every time he says it. For a while, when we were little, my 
sisters and I thought ‘Douglas’ and ‘Iris’ were synonyms for soulmates, so perfect 
did my parents seem together. I wanted to grow up and meet my Douglas. We all 
wanted to. 

I keep using present tense to talk about them, as if I still know anything about 
them. I don’t, and I digress.  

Our family name is Morning, so I guess Mama thought it would be incredible 
to call me Sunday, and let people think I'm messing with them every time I say 
my name. One might think that my sisters are Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday and 
Thursday or perhaps Saturday or Friday, but that would be too predictable and 
therefore, to my creative hippie parents, boring. My sisters’ names are Winter, 
Harmony, Rain, and Earth.  

Earth, who was only months old and nowhere to be found that day. Still, 
Mama didn’t raise her voice when she asked me where the baby was. Mind you, 
she didn’t ask me if I knew where Earth was; there was no need for that. She 
knew I had something to do with her disappearance, and yet she was trying to 
keep her cool. She didn’t want to scare me and I suppose she knew I wouldn't 
harm my baby sister.  
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I, however, was a great liar. Even if the person knew for sure I'd done 
something, I’d deny it to death with a steady face, never betraying myself. So I 
answered using the same calm tone. 

“I don’t know, Mama. Didn’t see Planet today.” 

Calling my sister Earth ‘Planet’ was my passive-aggressive way of letting 
people know I didn’t care enough about her to call her by her real name, and also 
that I thought it was a stupid name, not meant for a person. Mama and Papa had 
decided about a month before not to correct me anymore, hoping I'd stop 
eventually. I never really did. I tried not to do it too often later on, but from time 
to time it slipped.  

“Honey, let’s try this. I know you did something to her, and I need for Earth 
to be back in her cradle right now. She needs to be fed; she’s probably hungry 
and crying now. I know you didn’t mean any harm, so I won’t punish you, but I’ll 
give you five minutes to pick her up and bring her back, okay?” 

So there’s where you have to admire my mother. She needed to gain my trust, 
so she promised not to punish me, but she never promised no punishment by 
anyone else. I had already fallen for that one before and learned the trick. 
Besides, I would never admit I’d done anything. So I stared at her blankly and 
repeated that I hadn’t seen my sister that day. 

She was about to lose it, you could see it in her eyes. Her beautiful violet eyes 
that always fascinated me. A mutation, for sure, as I’d learn in school later, but a 
striking one. And yet, despite the unique color, when you look at them what you 
first notice is not the purple, but how they seem to be so clear, so vibrant. I guess 
it’s the way she looks directly into you that makes them so mesmerizing. 

But, being the little prick I was, I could hold her gaze and say nothing.  

I didn’t know what she would do then, and probably she didn’t either, but the 
doorbell spared both of us from finding out. It was Keyra Leonard, our middle-
aged neighbor, carrying Earth in her arms, without the box.  

“I believe she belongs to you, Iris.” She said calmly, looking suspiciously in my 
direction. I’ve never found out if she saw me leaving Earth on her doorstep, or if 
she just guessed it was my work, but my mother took Earth from her arms and 
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stretched her so lovingly against her chest that my face surely had ‘envy’ written 
all over it. If Keyra hadn't been sure before, she was at that moment. 

Mama thanked her endlessly, promising that it would never happen again, and 
that someone was in big, big trouble for it. Mrs. Leonard laughed, told her about 
the box, and how something similar had happened with their children, too. 
“Children are like that, Iris. Try not to lose your temper, okay?” 

Mama didn’t need the warning; she’d never lose her temper. But boy, I was in 
trouble indeed. Papa and Mama had a long talk with me that lasted at least an 
hour. I wanted attention, and that was what I got, but I didn’t want that kind... 
All the while, Earth sat on my mother’s lap, playing with Mama’s hair with her 
chubby little fingers. Her blank gaze was somewhere far away, as usual, making 
me realize more and more that something was missing inside of her.   

We didn’t know it yet—she hadn’t been diagnosed back then—but I’d always 
known she wasn’t complete. I knew there was some gear missing inside her little 
head. She wasn’t normal, and that only infuriated me more. 

Winter, Harmony and Rain were bad enough just for existing, but I could 
overlook that, since they were older, and therefore not a threat to me, the cute, 
little sweet baby. But Earth was younger, which was something to resent already. 
Besides, my three older sisters were ordinary, normal girls. Earth was defective.  

I couldn't forgive them. Neither my parents for having another child, and a 
malfunctioning one, nor Earth, for being an invader, stealing their affection from 
me and ruining our status as a perfect family. Apparently, I was the only one who 
noticed it, but she wasn’t just a problem for being there; she was shameful, a 
dysfunctional person. To top it all, her condition required exactly what I was so 
desperately seeking—attention. It was too much to compete against. 

That day, however, Earth was only three months old and no one knew for 
sure what was happening with her. In fact, on that day my parents were 
concerned about only one of their daughters’ developmental problems: mine.  

The Oshiro-Mornings didn’t believe in heavy punishments. Punishment had a 
different meaning in our house—usually long talks, meditation time to think 
about what we had done, charity work to understand how to be good. They are 
people from the sixties, peace and love and all that, but I think I was making 
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them reconsider their beliefs. After their speech I stared at them, not an inch of 
guilt on my face, and I could see they were concerned. What could they do to 
bring me in line without betraying everything they believed about raising happy, 
confident children?  

Well, there was a way: Grandma Vivian. 

After realizing I still wasn't inclined to accept Earth and wouldn’t say I was 
sorry, they called Grandma Vivian and told me they’d decided it would be great 
for me to have some time alone with her, just the two of us. 

They tried to make it sound like an adventure, but they weren’t fooling 
anyone. I was being isolated from them, from Earth. 

That was a bit scary. Grandma Vivian believed wholeheartedly in traditional 
punishments. She'd had enough problems in life with a bad seed; Theodore, her 
oldest. She used to say some children needed to be punished, otherwise we were 
just filling the world with more weasels. It’s her opinion that a parent who raises 
a weasel without at least trying to mend them should also be held responsible for 
all his or her evil actions. 

In Theodore’s case, she lost the battle, but boy, did she try! She tried all she 
could, but in the end there’s only so much a mother can do. I grew up listening 
to stories about big evil Theodore and his malevolent seed, my mother’s cousin 
Travis. Most of what I knew was from eavesdropping, but later I learned first 
hand what one of them was capable of; I can never forget that. Not just for it 
was horrible, but also because I never got closure—it left an open wound, still 
bleeding and forcing me to hide away from everyone. 

I thought I was wicked, I thought I had control. Then life taught me, like it 
usually does, the stupid, spoiled child I was. And now my life will end, starting 
with my leg. 

Anyway, the thing is, I loved Grandma Vivian. We all loved her, she was more 
than just a nana. My parents and their friends named their band after her, you 
know: Grandma’s Eye. The idea of staying with her wasn’t disturbing per se—it 
would be, after all, just the two of us, which was a dream for an attention-seeker 
like me—but knowing that Earth would have my parents entirely to herself for 
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days scared me. They should have chosen me, I thought. Earth wasn’t only 
getting to stay; she had managed to kick me out! 

Still, it wouldn’t be easy at Grandma Vivian’s; she wasn’t my parents. Not so 
easy to fool, or not so willing to be fooled as they were. Charm did not work on 
her; she could read me like a book. Temper tantrums at her house weren’t 
tolerated. My parents didn’t approve of them  either, but their tactic was to just 
leave me on my own after they got too tired to reason with me, or when I got so 
deeply into the tantrum that I couldn’t stop, not even if got whatever I was 
yelling about in the first place. 

There was no way to win with Grandma Vivian, except by behaving myself. 

She told me to pack two bags; I’d be staying with her for a while. I didn’t 
protest—at five I already had too much pride in me, the kind of pride that makes 
one blind and arrogant—but inside I cried in anger. I stayed with Grandma 
Vivian for three weeks, not banished from family life completely, but distant 
enough to feel abandoned by them. 

Grandma Vivian lived in the huge guest house behind our pool, and we all still 
spent a lot of time together, but it was not the same. Grandma Vivian watched 
me all the time, trying to catch me in my lies, trying to see signs of repentance.  

I deserved an Oscar, I believe. After a while, she couldn’t hold me anymore. I 
was the most well behaved girl in the world. I did everything she told me to do, I 
never complained, I smiled—I was perfect. But she knew. All the time, I could 
see it in her eyes. Grandma Vivian knew I was just like Theodore. Dark inside, 
trouble waiting to happen.  

In those weeks with Grandma Vivian, I learned how to hide my feelings 
better, how to pretend I was normal and good. In a way, it perfected my maladies 
and it was useful in the years to come, when I was going deeper into my descent. 
Because if I hadn’t already had enough reason to despise Earth, and to want to 
punish my parents, in my trick twisted mind I had then. And that’s what I spent 
the next years trying to do. 

Until I went so far that it exploded on me, bursting my bubble. A terrible 
earthquake that took the floor away from under my feet and sent me straight to 
hell. I had to disappear, there was no other way. I could never face them again. I 
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couldn't even stay to learn the extent of my betrayals, to know exactly how hard I 
wounded them, the magnitude of my guilt. 

I thought I’d never come back. I thought it was over, that I was over for this 
family. So I tried to make the family over in my mind. For years I worked hard to 
block their images from my conscious thoughts, the only exception being the 
dreams I couldn’t control.  

I dreamed of them a lot. Sometimes I’d wake up in the middle of night, not 
sure of where I was, calling Mama in an echo from the imaginary movie I was 
living in while sleeping. 

They weren’t all good dreams. Mostly, I relived that last night, trying to 
imagine the aftermath of my acts, my brain conspiring against my sanity, 
picturing the most horrible possible scenarios. Those were the nights I woke up 
screaming and sweating, scaring whoever was by my side, aching from 
homesickness. 

Life punished me in various ways after I ran away. I had good moments, but 
that was never the point; I didn’t deserve goodness, and I didn’t receive much of 
it. It was hard, it was thorny—nothing I would have expected in my previous 
princess life. And yet, it was never enough to atone for my sins. Only the cancer 
seemed like enough retribution. 

The osteosarcoma made me think of them again while awake, intentionally, 
and of what I did. It made me come back. I imagined I could finally face them, 
now that I had something to show my regret, now that I could say, “Look, I 
twisted everything, I know I don’t deserve your mercy, but at least you don’t 
have to worry anymore because I’m dying. Can I at least stay around until then?” 

Despite the pain, the sense of being half in the grave, and the demons that 
inhabit my soul for my past sins, it’s absurdly reassuring being so close again.  

All the way back I felt my chest burning and I wasn’t sure if it was fear, 
sorrow, shame or anxiety. And then I arrived and couldn’t manage to drag my 
sorry self to the door.  
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I’m not ready yet. I’m so close, and yet not…there. I feel ill-equipped, 
unprepared to face them. I don’t know what I’m waiting for exactly, and it’s not 
as if I have much time to waste, but I’m waiting.  

Nearby.  

 


