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for anyone 
who has ever drowned
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Memorandum Book 
w

W 
 
hen the old man stole me I remember thinking: At 

least I have my memorandum book. It was in the hang-
ing pouch on the left side of my wheelchair, with some 
pens and raisins. In the right pouch was my new copy 
of David Copperfield. My old copy got ripped apart by 
shitheads.

My memorandum book is two hundred unruled 
pages. I filled up most of them before I was stolen, so I’m 
fitting things in where I can, writing everything down 
that I can.

The old man . . . The first time he talked was along 
the road with the roses. He bent over and his beard 
brushed the top of my head. I reached up to shoo the 
fly but felt his dry beard.

He could be talking about himself, his own life. Or 
remembering something. Sometimes I mix up things 
that happened to me and things that happened to David 
Copperfield. It’ll be hard, writing my autobiography.

I’m not sure he’s talking to me but I’m writing the 
words down. I’m a slow writer but he speaks slowly.
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I’m the old man’s biographer, too.
I’m scared to death.
He’s coming back.
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The Sea-Wave
w

I   hear the sea. In the deep of night, I hear it. As I lie 
awake, and often in . . . my dreaming.

It was a prison. A kind of prison. A cell, of stone. One 
could hear the sea. It shattered on, the walls. Beading 
them with water. I could feel this, in the darkness, slid-
ing my hand. My terror was always that the walls 
would truly shatter. That I would drown, on wet stone.

The brothers. They came and went freely. Brother 
Ulgoth was a dark man. His skin, an African’s. When 
he moved through the halls — I soon knew this moving 
— it was . . . the moving grass. His robes. I would close 
my eyes. I would imagine grass, beneath his black feet. 
I would listen, to the rushing of grass, and then his 
voice at the grille of the door.

“Are you comfortable?” he would ask me.
I was so seldom comfortable. I would seldom say 

anything but: “Yes, I am comfortable.” Our ritual.
“I am so pleased,” he would say.
And he would move away. I would stand there, lis-

tening. To the grass. In the wind. Imagining.
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And there was brother Godslee. He came instantly 
and without sound. Delivering food, water. I talked 
with him, sometimes. We talked often. Though never 
. . . for any length. I would be speaking to him, about 
some small thing. About food, perhaps. And then I 
would ask him: “Where is this place?” Or: “What is the 
name, of this place?” And then he would change. His 
openness, would close. A curtain. He would say not a 
word, but turn away. He would pass me my bread, and 
turn away. He would slide down the hall like the crust 
of bread, down my throat. He would go. And I would 
remain. Wondering.

I was one evening, sleeping. I did not often sleep. 
The waves kept me awake. Sometimes I slept, for I 
woke one evening. There was something. The sliding, 
of something. A familiar something. It was . . . the grass.

“Are you comfortable?”
I sat up. It was not the time. It was the customary 

voice. It was the question. But it was not the time.
I could not answer, I did not. When a man wakes in 

the night, when he is suddenly woken, he feels . . . he is 
hanging. From his feet.

I said nothing. I listened, but heard nothing. It was 
silent. I lay down. My imagining.

I attempted, again, to sleep. I was nearly sleeping. 
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But I was again arrested, by a sound. It was the moving 
grass. Then a breathing, at the door. The grille. And the 
voice said:

“The sea-wave comes and goes forever. It rushes 
against everything forever. Nothing, not iron, survives 
it. For the sea-wave flows forever. It takes away every-
thing, forever. All crumbs, and the phantoms of all 
things. Until they’re nothing. Everything, we have. 
The good things of earth. The miserable things. All 
suffering. All, is salt. Your bones. They will wash away. 
It will take them, the wave, away. The Earth, itself, is 
salt, and will wash away. In the wave. For it comes and 
goes, forever.”

I closed my eyes. I close them again, remembering.
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If I Were the Leaves, I’d Be Dead
w

W 
 
hen Tay-Lin comes over, just before, I take the 

elevator to my room and hide. I’m not afraid of Tay-Lin, 
she’s pretty and shy. I just don’t like being around 
people much. I go to my room and shut the door loudly, 
then open it a crack and listen.

Mom must value Tay-Lin as a listener because she 
never shuts up in front of her. Only sometimes do I hear 
this leafy sound which means Tay-Lin is speaking. 
When Mom asks her over I know it’s because she’s got 
something on her mind and she wants to dump it onto 
someone else’s mind. She talks about things she prob-
ably wouldn’t talk about if she thought I was listening. 
Or if Dad was around. One time she told Tay-Lin she 
didn’t care much for milk in tea and she never really 
loved my dad. She married him because it was some-
thing to do. It was an uncertain time in her life because 
she was having seizures. She wasn’t supposed to con-
ceive on seizure meds but god’s an eccentric and she’s 
proud she was gifted with such a beautiful child. 



T h e  S e a - W a v e   7
•

When she said that I shut the door and cried for a long 
time. When I opened it again I could just hear leaves.

Another time, Mom said how hard her life was and 
wondered why god was punishing her. I’m not just a 
wheelchair kid: I double as a kind of holy wrath.

Listening to her, overhearing her . . .
It’s listening to acid rain.
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Circuit Sam
w

I   had the Chatter for almost a year. It sounds like a 
disease; I guess it was. It was a computer. It clamped 
onto my armrest like a feeding tray. I pressed letters on 
a screen and the Chatter said them out loud in a loud 
voice. The voice was called Circuit Sam, a deep male 
voice with zero expression. Which is just how I im-
agined my voice sounding.

My parents loved the Chatter because it made their 
lives easier. It made my life a bit easier, but . . .

In a bookstore, if I pressed the bathroom icon, there 
were icons that saved time, Circuit Sam would shout 
“Bathroom,” and everyone would turn their heads then 
turn them back and pick up the book they’d just put 
down. Sometimes the button would stick, and Sam 
would just keep saying something over and over until 
I felt like dying.

I stopped using the Chatter. I got sick. I felt like a 
sick machine. My parents wanted me to keep using it, 
but I’d only mash the keyboard or type profanity. So 
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they took it away. They never really got rid of it, just 
packed it away, like a wedding dress, hopeful.

I write notes now. It’s slower, but I like it better. 
When you read a note in your mind, you read it — you 
think of it as being in a human voice, the voice of who-
ever wrote it. I hope that when my parents read my 
notes they hear the voice of a sad, bright kid who’s at 
least trying.

They might just hear Circuit Sam.
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The Loner
w

I   like being alone but not really. Every day I wake up 
and think: What if Mom’s dead, what if she just 
dropped dead? If she doesn’t get me up by 7:35, I’m 
sure she’s dead. I lie there under a thought bubble of 
her on the floor with a broken jam jar and a broken 
head. A closet shutting means she’s collapsing. Then 
she comes in the door, and it’s okay to hate her again.

I’m a loner. It’s just easy. It protects me. It’s safe in 
my room. I read books, I’m a bookmark. You don’t get 
loved but you don’t get hurt either by people you love, 
which hurts more than anything. It’s easier to hate 
people the way they hate millionaires, they’ll never be 
one. I’m alive, I have a skeleton, but I’ll just never be a 
real kid or feel like a real human being.

When people see me they feel sad. They might smile 
sadly. I shake up their moral centres. I wreck their 
shopping day. There are people who do that even to me.

I hate being one of those people. I can’t just hide all 
day though I sometimes want to. I sometimes do. I’m 
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trading happy for not being the wrecking ball and the 
house it’s wrecking. I can do that for people, at least.

It’s not much.
It’s something.
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Murder
w

I 
 
 didn’t see who stole me, not for hours. Not till we were 

out of the city.
I pictured — in the bubble above my head was a 

pudgy guy with glasses and acne, f loating in sweat, 
who filled the whole bubble.

The guy who walked in front of me when my chair 
stopped moving and climbed down the riverbank and 
knelt down . . .

He was just a frail old man. A stick man, who pricked 
the bubble.

The old man knelt down and looked at the water, at 
his reflection in the water, I’m guessing. Like Narcissus 
only old and puzzled. He didn’t drink at all, just stared.

When he got up, I closed my eyes. I’m not sure why. 
I didn’t open them until he was back behind me, and 
we were moving again.

I think if he was going to murder me or hurt me . . .
He’d’ve done it a long time ago.
Right?
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Writing
w

M 
 
y memorandum book was a gift from my cousin 

the writer. At first I thought it was cheap because I’d’ve 
rather had a real book. But then I thought it probably 
would’ve been one of her books, so I was lucky. I threw 
the memorandum book in my desk drawer. But one 
time when I was just so angry I couldn’t read I took it 
back out and started writing in it. Writing is hard for 
me, it takes a long time, but I’m getting better. It helps 
with my anger. My sadness.

My cousin said all kinds of family drama winds up 
in her books, and since no one reads them, no one finds 
out. She still gets invited to the BBQs, and gets hand-
shakes from the people she said were bullshitters. Writ-
ing is a kind of minor revenge, like stealing the left 
slipper of someone who stabbed you in the neck, which 
I guess to her makes it worthwhile. Personally . . .

I haven’t decided yet.
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The Angel Lady
w

O 
 
ur daughter vanished.

The woman looked pretty normal. She had long hair 
even though she was over forty. She had a brittle voice 
that made you listen carefully in case you dropped it.

She was a beautiful, healthy girl. And she vanished.
The whole time she spoke to us she didn’t blink. The 

trick to not crying might be to dry out your eyes.
She was a prostitute. She got into hard drugs.
I have to admit that sort of made her less angelic in 

my book. I was picturing Little Dorrit or something. 
I’m pretty judgmental.

We found her in the Parliamentary Gardens. In a rose 
bush. Bleeding. They were actually white roses.

Even my teacher swallowed hard. I stared at her 
like, Where do you find these people? She stared at a 
square on the floor.

My daughter is an angel. She speaks to me. She hovers 
above me, and guides me. She forgives me. She loves me.

Without really realizing it, I think the whole class 
looked up at the ceiling. All I could see was the curved 



T h e  S e a - W a v e   15
•

mirror they put in after the shootings. In her warped 
back reflection the woman’s shoulders were a bit like 
folded-back wings.

I looked at my teacher again. She started clapping.
I guess it was over.
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I Have No Friends
w

I 
 
 have no friends. It just isn’t possible. It would take a 

pretty weird kid to touch me and murder their social 
life forever. Life is tough. It might be even tougher with-
out friends. So what.

Every Saturday, my mom or dad takes me to the 
park. We sit by the water and feed the birds. One time 
half my class walked by, going wherever kids go. They 
looked at me, and not one of them smiled or said hi. But 
then one girl, the new girl, looked back and laughed. 
Then they all looked back and laughed. I squeezed my 
bread bag until the crumbs were just dust. I felt like the 
dust rattling in the bag.

I closed my eyes hard. Then my mom said: “Jealous. 
They are all just jealous.” That’s her word, that’s always 
the word for children who are broken. I’m not sure she 
even understands it. Because when you’re not pretty or 
popular, and there isn’t even a chance of having talent, 
what could they be jealous of, Mom? You never really 
think.
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There’s a tree in the park that’s the one thing I like. 
It’s just a perfect small tree that’s by itself. I like to sit 
under it in my chair and read. Or sometimes my dad 
lifts me and sits me on the grass. I want to be buried 
under that tree. Only I’ve never told anyone.
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