
The Last Me. 

 

 Awoken by her.  

The grinding of metal teeth. 

A brilliant shaft of light parts the black ceiling, too bright to face. Some familiar 

presence reaches down, blotting out the sky and bringing weight into the room. The 

figure is set down. The floor caves, bends, to its mass.  

  The tear rapidly closes and the light is swallowed up.  It is dark and there is 

something new. Looking around, vision adjusting, it comes into focus.  

 A monolith, solid and domineering. A massive cylinder stretching high into space, 

some monument of the ancients. It sucks the natural warmth of the black room and 

radiates only cold. It bears no expression. Needs none to express its power. It is foreign 

and robust and dangerous. 

 Looking closer now. The cylinder is perspiring. Condensed orbs pop then trickle 

in rivers down its side.  

 Still tired but too frightened to rest, I read over the words, ones I memorized long 

ago, always maintaining half-attention on the mass. Watching it for movements but it 

makes none. 

 The world begins to rock, the subtle up and down and back and forth. Sometimes 

so constant that it is easy to forget but its effect never dwindles and I am cradled and 

anaesthetized by its movement and slip into slumber again. 

  

 She trips. Stumbles. Loses her footing or it doesn’t matter because 



the darkness jumps and for the briefest second the entire world leaps against gravity and 

is shot up into static space and frozen for an instant at the high point of its arc.  

A chaotic photograph. Pens, loose papers, worn sleeves, all blinked into mid-air 

by some unseen force. Dangling on invisible strings. Until the world wakes up and yanks 

it all back down. 

 Everything careens violently to the earth. The black rushes upward and plastics 

clang on metals, fabrics tear, and thumbtacks pierce. The pointed end of a paper clip 

plunges into my form and I feel a cry build up and burst against my skin but nothing 

emerges. The last object settles on the ground and all comes to rest in a tornadoed heap. 

 All is still. That but for the rocking of the earth. And the persistent drum of 

rushing water. 

 Water. It’s in the far corner now.  Lifted across the room as if a feather.  

The massive cylinder lay headless on its side, waves of liquid surging outward. 

The floor comes alive. Strings of surface motion take over the black, reflecting what little 

light leaks through pores in the fabric. The area nearby is already soaked. The waters 

encroach fast upon me. 

 Look up to the ceiling. Wait for light, some sign of rescue or recognition. The 

rocking marches on. The nearly imperceptible up and down that so often set me to sleep 

now frightens me to no end. 

 The freezing liquid tides up to lap at my corners and the zipper remains taut and 

she has not noticed and I am now finally afraid of the dark.  

  

 



I am a notebook.  

I am in a bag and I am moving. 

  

 Can a notebook cry out? No. A notebook cannot move. It cannot fight. Most of all 

it cannot get wet. These are integral parts to being a notebook. 

 The constant rocking persists. She will not stop. She will not notice me. The water 

licks at my edges and I can now taste what I did not dare fear. 

Sugar.  

The soft drink liquid dissolves the thin plastic film protecting my pages, eroding 

away into the newly spawned sea. I am naked and exposed.  

 The first words run off. I feel both lighter and heavier as the ink mixes and 

congeals with the sea, vanishing from the page and from me. 

 Many can feel what is lost when it is lost. They are exactly sure of what is leaving 

them. This ability has always been alien to me. Things have always been there and then 

they are gone. The most I have ever known is that something was there. Its emptiness is 

known, the general shape of it, that I can feel. But the contents, the actual meat of them 

that made them so important to me, may as well have never existed at all. 

 She is moving faster now. The bottle’s surging liquid slows but not enough. The 

soft drink has flooded all the black. The sugar dissolves my edges and crawls upwards 

into me. It is cold and I wonder what was lost. Why the world will not stop rocking. 

 Another stumble. A jolt. Not as fierce as the last but I topple all the same, 

crashing back-first into the sea.  

 My binding clings on in desperation. All pages are wet and running. 



 Staring up at the glinting metal zipper, feeling the words wash away in cold, 

unrelenting waves, I have never more wanted to scream.  

 Some distant thought, a tiny comet wipes past my conscious. A calling phantom 

and I reach out for it, gripping only its ghostly tail before its entirety dissolves and drips 

away in numb tones. Everything is going.  

I have forgotten so much already. The emptiness is always known. Tuned into the 

wrong frequency. Shouting white noise.  

Wet. Cold. 

Reading over it now. Everything. As fast as I can. What I was and am and now 

ever will be leaking away in unrelenting rain. The liquid tree-branches up into the words 

and then they were never there.  

It will all be gone soon. What will I feel?  

Reading over fragments now, their importance self-assigned and meaningless and 

mine.  

This one I wonder what it meant.  

This one I hate because I remember.  

This one I hate because I don’t.  

I want the bag to open. I want her to stop and take me out and dry me before it is 

all gone. Close out the world. Focus on what is left. How little me remains.   

The tiny thought again. Buzzing. Tune it out.  

Hollow. Echoing. 

Why can’t a notebook scream? Don’t know if I’ve ever tried.  

 



Nearly all gone now.  

Wordless. Blank. Will be me. 

I smeel paint. Fresh. Cold.  

I dont wont to loos that. Lot o buzzing. 

Screeming. Loud. I thnk. Y cant I tok. 

Light.  

Blak. turn whyt.  

Very cold. 

 

I wnder wht is lke to be nt me. 

 

No tym. losin now.  

blank.  

 

blank. 

 

 

light. 

 

 

 

 

 



Cracked.  

Torn. 

Empty.  

The hot air clicks to silence. She ruffles my pages. Wrings me out.  

The grinding of metal teeth forebodes the dark and she shoves me into her bag 

next to the hulking figure of the bottle, now upright and full. Its mass no longer frightens 

me. There is nothing to lose. 

I am dry, blank, and nothing.   

The world begins to rock. 

 

I am in a bag and I am moving.  

 But I am no longer a notebook.  

  

I have the same bindings and the same pages. But I am different. I cannot look 

back on what came before as me. It is just different.  

 A shell. A carcass emptied of all its intestines and organs and thoughts and 

everything that made it alive and something. 

I want to crawl back to who I was. To claw the words back from the drain pipes 

and paste them back onto my insides. 

I will soon be filled with words. Words that don’t align with the words that came 

before. They will come fast and they will come slow. I have never had control. She is the 

author. I have lost so much of myself already. New words will rush in to fill the space but 

never fully replace them. They are lost. Permanent and gone. 



 I have been wiped clean.  

If I focus hard enough, I am still. The world is moving but I am still.  

 Buzzing. Some tiny thought flicks past my mind. It moves too quick, flits through 

my fingertips and is gone.  

 I am left there with the up and down. The vibrating black and the upright bottle.  

The tiny thought comes back again. Many other buzzing thoughts surround it, 

obfuscate it, but I pluck it out and latch on tight and listen to its whisper. Holding it there, 

it quickly inflates, explodes in size till it pushes up against all my corners and shouts its 

revelation and soon I am convinced.  

This was not the first time.  

The faded words now press to my conscious. Their meaning is absent and long 

erased but I can see their outline. Layers upon layers. I can feel exactly where they were, 

exactly where their emptiness now lies. Coats of paint I could not feel now so clear. 

Remember the feeling as the pen etched them into me. And as they gradually washed 

away and were painted over. How I may have struggled or submitted or not realized how 

deeply the ink permeated.  

Yes. I am sure now.  

This was not the first time. 

And I am moving. The world comes to a stop and a phantom tide slowly washes 

over me. The familiar black is torn open and blinding light rushes in but I do not look 

away.  

She takes me out. The in and out of the tide. A wave cascades.  



I cannot choose which words are written and which words are lost. The tears and 

cracked pages and emptiness where words once stood. These are what will remain. Their 

imprints. The impacts they made will be permanent whether I know it or not. 

 Laid down on the table. The familiar click of the pen and I feel another wave. It 

was never the words that mattered. Those I could not control. It was how I reacted to 

them. How they pressed into me and molded my shape. How I liked them. How I hated 

them. How I obsessed over them. How I avoided them. I was never the author. I am 

always the interpreter. 

 She presses the ink into the page, painting over parts of me I once thought integral 

to who I am. The new words are tattooed on my cracked and blank insides and I will 

cling tight to them for long as they will let me but release them when they are ready 

because this will not be the last time. 

 This will not be the last me. 

 I want to scream for joy but for some reason I do not try.  

 

 I am a notebook. 

 I am in the world and I am moving. 

 

 

  

  

  


