
I, Katt 
Hi, the name’s Katt. Now, do take notice that 

my name is spelled with a ‘K’ and with two ‘t’s. I 

don’t want to be confused with a cat. For one, I am 

far more beautiful than a feline. I’m also more car-

ing, not stuck up, never have I used a litterbox [ew!], . 

. . and did I mention more beautiful? 

Anyways, I’m Katt. And this is a story, about 

moi. 

… 

“Mirror, mirror on the wall, who’s the fairest of 

them all?” 

“You are, of course,” I told myself, seeing me in 
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the mirror as I finished brushing my golden, blonde 

hair. “You’re beautiful.” 

“Why thank you!” I replied, grabbing my liquid 

eyeliner. “I’m glad you noticed.” 

“Well, it’s hard not too.” 

“Oh, stop it,” I said, with a giggle. 

After defining my gorgeous blue eyes, my lips, and 

adding a bit more foundation—[ah, a bit more] I was 

ready to begin another day. 

“Just need to—SPIDER!!!” I screamed, seeing the 

disgusting thing in my bathtub [ew, ew, ew!!]. I dropped 

my hairbrush, evacuating my room.  

I descended a fleet of stairs before exiting the 

house. The school bus [ew!] was parked out front, waiting 

for me. It almost lit up as I entered it. The gloom of 

a Monday morning, the noise, making out, nose pick-
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ing, and gum infested seats [ew!] shrunk, as my bubbly 

presence filled the vehicle while I took my seat—near 

the front of course. 

Today’s going to be a good day. Today’s going to 

be a good day, I kept telling myself, smiling. Ooo! I 

could see my pearly whites gleaming from my reflection 

in the window. Today’s going to be a great day! Or so 

I thought, before the bus stopped. 

Today’s go— 

What? 

“Excuse me, but you can’t sit there,” I informed 

her. 

 

“Oh, must be new. Well see, this row is for me. I 

forgive for miss understanding, but . . .” 
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“No, I must have not been clear. See . . .” 

 

“So what if the other seats are filled. . . . Can’t 

she stand?” 

 

“Illegal? But . . .” 

 

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied, before generously allowing 

my other seat to be borrowed. “Today’s going to be a 

good day,” I mumbled to myself.  

… 

The day got better once I reached school. “Hello 

gorgeous,” I greeted the mirror-me hanging on my locker 

door. “Ooo, me selfie!” I snapped the photos, before 

grabbing my books for the day. 
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“Oh, hi,” I greeted her. “No one really. But you 

wouldn’t believe . . .” 

 

“Why thank you! I know I’m beautiful. Any-

ways . . .” 

 

“Excuse me,” I interrupted [rude], “Katt’s talking. 

So, guess who asked me to the dance?!” 

 

“Yeah girl! It’s my own Cinderella story. Ooo, I 

can’t wait!” 

 

“Yesterday. His exact words were . . . uh . . . ‘Yes.’ 

I think. But I’m sure he said more.” 
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“I know right? The bell rang. “So sorry girl 

friend, hold that thought, ttl. I can’t afford to be late 

to science again.” 

 

I walked really really fast. Plopping into my 

seat; just as the second bell rung. I then snuck my be-

dazzled phone from my pocket and texted: 

 

Red dress. Rubylike. That’s wat Im wearing 2nite! 

 

I know!!! Im going 2 look so cute!!! 

 

Science. Ywn. Lrning bout . . . sola system. People 

thought erth center of universe or something. So dum. 

Every1 knows that the sun is. . . . Or me! so daddy says. 

 

Ew! Now theyre burning people. My appetites gone. 
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Ooo though I would look cut in that!! 

*cute  

 

A dress a queens wearing. Not 2 lie, it would so 

totes look better on me. Ew! Back 2 burning. 

… 

To fast-forward the unimportant parts, and get to 

what really matters, me! here’s the highlights of my day: 

Pep rally—no math! yeah.  

Gym—broke a nail!, sweat!, and exercise. 

Lunch—ew! mystery meat in gravy, wrinkled 

fruit, and spoiled milk. 

Chorus—I rocked it out! 

History—my battery died :(  

Freedom! 

The bus could not drive me home fast enough. I 

didn’t care about the homework, the test tomorrow, she 
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sitting in my seat again, or anything else, but the 

dance. I had been waiting for it all week. And I had 

a lot of work to do, if I was to have all eyes on me 

when I walked into that room. 

The gloom of the bus settled back over, as I 

dashed out the doors. Dodging bugs [ew!] I picked one or 

two of the purple narcissus flowers growing in the garden 

for myself, [mmm] filling a vase with them, and plac-

ing it on the nightstand beside my bed, before plugging 

in my phone, and picking my favorite playlist. I then 

twirled into my private bathroom, singing into my 

hairbrush as One Direction performed. 

I parted my hair on the side before putting it 

into a hot roller. Brushing out the curls was next with 

my paddle brush, then I tied my Classic Sidesweep with 

a red ribbon before spritzing it with shine spray. I re-

freshed my makeup, adding red and black eyeshadow and 
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glitter. Nails were next, manicuring them to look like 

my dress, his tux, and a few accent nails to compli-

ment them—“Ooo, Pinterest moment!” I sung, snapping 

a pic of them. I then unhung my beautiful, rubylike 

dress from my closest and clothed myself with it. Ruby 

earrings and a necklace were the last for accessorizing.  

“Om . . .” I expressed, seeing myself in my full-

size mirror. I was— 

... 

I can do this, I thought to myself, after being 

dropped off out front of the gym. Not by him. I texted-

“He’s waiting inside,” I told myself. Just like all of 

them.  

I don’t know why I was so nervous. Perhaps— 

Here I go, I tried to reassure myself, as I 

pushed open the door. 
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I had experienced this moment a dozen times 

in my head. All eyes on me, jaws dropping, whistles— 

But, I saw the spotlight. Not on me . . . but 

them on the dance floor. 

 

Tears flooded to my eyes, as I made a break for 

the bathroom, locking myself in a stall. Mascara 

smeared, as I cried into my palms. I felt betrayed, 

backstabbed, like a very sharp, pointy knife had been 

jabbed into me. Again, and again, and— 

Tonight was supposed to be my night! But how 

could he! how could she! She . . . she. 

 

I only cried, crumpled on the ground, my face 

over a toilet. My tears disturbing the pool within. I 

was supposed to be a princess. Like— 
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“Go away!” I cried. 

 

“Just go away!” I wanted to be left alone. I 

saw her feet for a moment longer stand outside the 

stall, before they gave up and walked off. 

If-if only . . . the universe did, revolve around 

me, I thought to myself, as I heard the bathroom door 

close, staring at the reflection of a broken girl. 

 


