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Do you ever wonder what life would be like if you were just handed one emotion to feel for the rest of your 
life? How easy it would be to never have to feel pain? Well, welcome to my world and trust me, it’s not half 
as glamorous as what you’re currently imagining. My whole life I’ve felt like an outsider, granted I’m pretty 
much the only human being on the planet that has to feel what I do, not that it’s never happened before but 
it’s a 1 in 3.65 billion chance that a child is born and gets handed the emotion I was given and therefore stuck 
with it until their end, but I guess I’m just that lucky! I never used to see that as a big issue, but it becomes 
harder to ignore when you’re the only kid constantly told by strangers that you should smile more. That’s 
when I realised that even if I had no problem feeling this way the rest of the world did. You see, I might not 
look like it, but I’m incredibly different to everyone else. On my planet, people are given an emotion from birth 
and told that you are going to feel that emotion for majority of your life and that’s all fun and well but I think 
that if the mystical being that got to choose who got what emotion knew how desperate I was to feel 
something else they’d reconsider their choice.  
  
My name is April James and while this isn’t really my story, it’s a part of it.  
  
By now you’re probably wondering what my emotion is and why I’m so bitter about it, not that I can actually 
feel bitter. Well, the way I was told the story, the gods graciously granted me the luxury of pain. Yes, you read 
that right from the moment I was born I was doomed to an eternity of misery. I never really understood why I 
was chosen to be the world’s experiment, forced to smile and laugh in hopes that I suddenly just 
changed. From my first steps, to my first word and even my first kiss all these events share one thing in 
common, they were ruined by the fact that the only thing I could feel was pain. That’s why I’m here today, 
at Mount Rhonda.   
  
I didn’t tell you the whole truth before, you see I made it seem like there’s no way to change your allocated 
emotion and there is. The order of the 196234 accords states that if a person where to challenge someone to a 
trial by combat and win they would swap emotions leaving the victor with their desired emotion. Now I know 
what you’re thinking, you’re wondering why I wouldn’t tell you that, what’s a harmless fight going to do right? 
Well you see that’s also a part of the policy. By accords 196234 section ‘A’ sub section 2.5, the only way 
a contender can win is if their opponent is left dead. In other words, switching emotions means a fight to the 
death. Now do you see why I was so reluctant to tell you?  
  
There is another part to this tragedy, you have to pick the right person. Subsection 2.5 also states that this trial 
can only be performed once in any individual’s life. Which means that you need to pick someone you know has 
a great emotion which is where the hard part comes in. Again, I know exactly what you’re thinking, you want 
to know who I chose. Frankly, if I told you that so soon you wouldn’t listen to the rest of my story which I 
ought to get back to.  
  
 As I looked out toward the horizon taking in the fresh scent of pine I come face to face with my rival, his 
eyes shining like the stars and yet his face cold like the night. I want to speak but nothing comes out, we both 
know this is the end of everything. As is tradition the challenged gets to choose the weapons used to fight. I 
watch as he passes me a sword before finally lowering himself into a fighting stance.  
  
It was an epic battle with every clang of metal only reminding me of why I’m here, to find my happiness. That’s 
when it happened, before my eyes he just dropped straight on to that soft sparkling snow. As I looked into his 
eyes for a final time, I had to ask him. “Why would you let me win?” I whispered almost silently. “I’ve watched 
you grow up and I’ve loved every minute of it, you deserve to feel that kind of happiness” he responded, 
clinging to life. “I’ll see you in the next life” he breathed slowly as I watched his eyes begin to shut and his mind 
begin to drift off.   
  
As I told you from the start, this isn’t my whole story this is however the story of my everlasting search for 
happiness. What I do with my newfound happiness though, that’s a completely different story 
for another time….  


