
Day 1:

Viktor said that I should have a diary. They said it would help me
better remember things and concepts. I thought about it and I think
they’re right. I think a lot better when I’m writing because I can
look back at what I wrote and I don’t have to do it all at once.

So I got this journal from one of the abandoned shops down here. It
has a clown with a gun as the cover. I don’t really get it but I like
their red nose and eyes. I think it really suits them.

Day 2:

I showed Viktor my journal. They said it looks really nice but that I
should keep it to myself because it’s for my thoughts. So I’m not
sharing it anymore. They also said that I should underline any new
concepts I learn because then I can see how good I’m getting at
learning new words and that way I can count how many I’m learning per
day.

Today I learned the word centennial. It means ‘a hundredth
anniversary’. The people who made this notebook made it on the
centennial. I don’t know what was so important about this clown book
that they had to do it on that day but they did it anyway.

I’m glad they did it. I like the clown notebook.

Day 3:

Khana came to talk to me today. He said he wanted to hang out and I
was bored so I said yes. He let me use my notebook the whole time
too. I asked him if it bothered him because Viktor said that some
people would see it as impolite but after I told him it was a journal
he didn’t care at all. He said that some people might find it rude
but that I should do it anyway because it’s my notebook. He then told
me some stories and taught me the word ‘defenestrate’.

Apparently it’s when you toss something out of a window. He said he’d
gotten into a bar fight at some point and he had defenestrated a guy.
I don’t think it makes a lot of sense because he’s always carrying a
wrench so I pointed that out. He said he didn’t have the wrench back
then but yeah maybe if he did have it he would have just hit him.



I liked hanging out with Khana. We don’t do that a lot but I like it
when we do even if he’s kind of weird. That’s fine. I’m kind of
weird. I don’t know who’s right though. Viktor is very smart but
Khana talks to a lot more people. Maybe I’ll sleep on it and decide
later.

Day 4:

I think there’s a rat inside the walls. It has to be big because I
could hear it when I went to sleep. It makes noises along the wall
whenever it comes by. That means it skitters. I don’t know if it
lives nearby or if it was just passing through but I don’t think
Viktor would like it if I told them there was a big rat. Maybe it
won’t come back. We’ll see if it comes back.

Day 5:

Heard the rat again. This time I told Khana and he woke up to check.
He said he could hear it as well and that we probably had to stop it
from nesting. So he used his wrench and he slammed it into the wall
several times. He has to be really strong because he didn’t sweat at
all. Then the skittering stopped. He said that we probably had to do
that a couple more times so that it’d stop prowling. That means that
it’s hunting and looking around. So he’s staying with me for the rest
of the night.

It’s morning now. Or at least the clock says so. It’s hard to tell
down here. Khana was swinging at the wall but he said it was because
he was bored. I’m going to prowl around for something good for all of
us to eat and then maybe tomorrow I’ll go ask the Training team to
see if they know about any rats.

Day 6:

Today I went to the higher floors. It was very nice. I like seeing
all the people and the shops. I told Viktor I was going and they told
me to be careful. They weren’t very happy that I told them I was
going to see the Training team but they said that I should only trust
Devona and Neville. I thought all of them were really nice when I
went there but I can’t see a reason to disobey orders.



I asked Devona if she knew about any rats. She said she had seen some
rats close to some of the old bakeries and I asked her if she could
help me look and she said okay. So we went down to the left wing (I
know what a wing is obviously but in this case it means like a
department. She also told me you can say ‘wing it’ like you’re
improvising something (doing it without preparing). There’s a lot of
ways to say the word wing).

She was really scared the whole time. I asked her and she said it’s
because she’s afraid of the dark. I asked her if she was scared of
the dark because we were winging it and she said yes. So that made
sense.

We looked around and saw a lot of ants and rats but we didn’t see any
big rats. She said she hadn’t seen any big rats and asked me how big
I thought the rat was. I told her I thought it was about as big as a
chair or maybe a bit less. She said that rats don’t grow that big and
asked if I saw it. I didn’t see it. So she scratched her head and
told me I should see if it comes back and then tell her. And that was
fine by me so I said yes.

Either way I enjoyed our adventure. I learned a bunch of new words
and I like how her hair is all bouncy when she walks. She said that
if I ever want to hang out I should ask her. I think I will.

Day 8:

Sorry I didn’t write yesterday. It was really uneventful (I learnt
this one myself, it means an event didn’t happen). I asked, Viktor if
I had to write every day, and they said I don’t have to, and that
it’s my diary so I can do what I want with it. And that made sense,
so I didn’t write. I also showed them a page, because I wanted, and
they said that they shouldn’t be looking at it, but that if I really
wanted advice, then I should use commas more, because it helps space
out the sentence. So, I’m trying them out to see if they, help.

I invited Devona and Khana to hang out though. I don’t think
they like each other, because when we were walking around he’d get
closer to her and then she would get away, and then he would do it
again, and at that point the compromise was that I was in the middle
of them. I had fun but I don’t think they did. Devona doesn’t like
talking about when she feels bad. I told Khana that she looked upset,



and he said he didn’t get why, when he wasn’t harassing her (annoying
her? Being hostile or mean).

I don’t know. Hanging out feels like a lot of work. I don’t mind the
work, but it feels really hard to know what everyone likes, and then
they’re upset. I think I just will not hang out for some time. That
way I can decide if I like being alone more.

Day 12:

I think I like being alone a bit more than I like being near people.
Not that I don’t like people. But the point is, when I’m by myself,
no one gets upset. If people ask me to hang out, then that’s fine,
but if I have to ask then I feel bad, like I’m carrying something
really heavy by myself. Also people expect me to talk and I don’t
always feel like talking a lot. Sometimes I don’t want to talk at
all. So if I don’t want to talk to anyone, I don’t hang out.

It does mean I haven’t learned any new words though, so I looked
around and found a dictionary. It’s a book full of words and what
they mean. One I learned is ‘flummox’. It means that something is
confusing. It also means something is perplexing, which means the
same thing. It’s funny how there are so many words which are the same
thing.

Remember that rat? I found a hole in a secret wall two days ago, and
that flummoxed me, because it didn’t look like the holes Khana makes
with his wrench. It was a perfectly round hole the size of my fist. I
think the rat walks through there, so I think if I leave food in
there, the rat will pick it up and eat it. If it doesn’t, then maybe
it’s not a rat.

I think I have a good idea about what would make it come out. I’m
going to set it up today, and then I will write down the results
tomorrow.

Day 13:

Last night I offered it slices of cheese and ham. My thought
process-- the way I think or why I think the way I do, you can also
say train of thought-- is that if it’s a rat, it would eat the
cheese, and if it was something bigger like a cat, it would eat the
meat.



But it ate them both. They were gone by the time I woke up. I went to
put down more cheese and more ham, and immediately-- really really
quickly-- after I left it ate those as well. I think it likes the
cheese, but it also ate the ham. Maybe it likes both.

At least I know that it likes to skitter around that hole, but I’m
not sure what it is anymore. I want to ask, but I don’t want to have
to care about what they think, the dictionary is so much easier. I
don’t know. I’ll think about how I feel later.

Day 14:

I’ve been feeding the rat. Whenever I go prowling for food, I make
sure to sneak in some cheese and ham for the rat. It always eats it,
no matter what time of day it is. I tried sticking my hand to see if
I could touch it, and I found out that the hole is broader (deeper)
than I thought it was. When I finally touched something, It felt
viscous (wet, slimy) and full of teeth. I think it was its mouth. I’m
more surprised that it didn’t bite me, it just waited until I pulled
my fingers out. I think I got close to its snout when I did because
it started sniffing at my hand really loudly, but after I stopped it
stopped.

I’m going to call him Harold. It’s a nice name for a rat.

Day 18:

I don’t think Harold’s a rat.

When I was coming back today to get it food, I saw its hands. It had
human hands, but its fingernails were long and dirty and they bent
downwards (they curled down). It went back in the hole when I looked
at it, so I thought it was avoiding me. But then, I put the ham near
the hole and it came out to grab it, it didn’t even wait until I
wasn’t looking.

Maybe it trusts me. Or maybe it can’t see that I’m there. This whole
thing flummoxes me.

I tried for a couple of hours, and now it will grab the food right
out of my hand. I don’t think I’m going to keep doing that, though. I
don’t know what it is, but I hate its nails on my skin.

Day 19:



I heard it speak.

‘There is respite beneath the earth. Beneath the earth. The arms of
its clock will reach us. I must keep digging. Keep digging. The third
trumpet will set me free.’

It repeated variations (different ways) of that over and over for the
rest of the day, and then it stopped. I think I’ve heard its voice
before, but I don’t know where.

I wonder if we’re friends.

Day 25:

I’ve been talking to the hole person.

That sounds bad. But it’s nice. I don’t like talking to the others
anymore. They start getting worried when I talk about the hole, and
then they start hitting me in the head to check my mental corruption.
The hole person doesn’t judge, as weird as it is. If I get upset, I
can walk away, and I don’t think it gets upset, but it can probably
walk away.

It says stuff all the time. I can just listen, and read along with my
dictionary, and I learn a lot of words from it.

I asked if it had a name, and, apparently, it doesn’t have one,
because it has many. I asked if I could call it Harold, and it said
that was fine. It’s been telling me all about something called the
hole at the end of the world, and that if you jump in it, it can take
you anywhere. Once you enter it, you can never exit it, you can only
go through the tunnels inside it. But right now, the hole is clogged.
Something about how we’re stuck.

I asked if there was something I could do about it. It said it was
impossible to unclog it, and that all we could do was wait. Harold
said it so matter-of-factly, like it was the most obvious solution in
the world. It doesn’t like waiting, but also if you wait long enough,
it becomes natural.

It also told me a lot of stories. They were all pretty magical;
something about a city of lights and symbols where death is the only
truth, a world in the past where some heroes have to collect the
shards of a jewel, a story about a place where your brain and a



computer are the same thing. When I’m not talking to it, that’s all
it rambles on about.

I like them. The stories. Some are familiar, like I remember them,
and some are like something I’ve had happen to me. Everything is
always somewhat fuzzy for me, but when I hear something that makes
sense, it feels like my head gets lighter, and I can think a little
bit faster. Like there’s more and more… me.

I wish the others got it. I wish they’d understand.

Day 26:

They found out.

Devona found the spot I’d been hiding in, and she saw Harold’s hand.
She panicked and took a picture, and then Harold scuttled away. She
asked if I was okay, and I think I got angry, because I started
yelling at her for scaring it. Then she started crying, and I didn’t
know what to do about that, so I left.

Then later her brother found me, and he punched me. He said I was
going to ‘get it’ if I made his sister cry like that again. So I
punched him back, and then we started fighting.

He is good at it, but not as good as me. I had him on the floor when
Devona showed up again, and she was a large bird with sharp teeth and
a mouth on her stomach. She charged at me and bit me a bunch of
times, but again, she’s not as good at fighting as I am, so I knocked
her out and I left, but then her brother turned into a huge bird, and
the same thing happened. I wasn’t incredibly hurt, but I had a pretty
big gash on my arm from all the biting, so I went to find somewhere
to cover it up.

I had some time on my own to tend to my wounds before Viktor and
Khana showed up. They asked me what was going on, and if I was okay,
and they did their best to cover up my arm. I told them about the
hole and about Devona finding the hole, and about how then they
turned into birds, and Viktor nodded. They said they’d look into it,
but that I needed to stop obsessing over that hole and that I needed
to rest. So now I’m laying down.

I don’t want to stay around for too long. They’re going to find out
about the hole, and then they’re going to clog up the hole, and then
Harold will be trapped back there. I think I’m going to leave. That



way they can’t find me. That way I can just wait until Harold comes
back.

Day 27:

Harold isn’t here today.

Day 28:

Harold isn’t here today, either.

Day 29:

Nothing to report.

Day 34:

Maybe Harold isn’t coming back.

I don’t know what to do about that. I don’t feel as bad as before. I
guess it was right that when you wait for long enough, you get used
to it. It’s only been a week, and I feel like I could wait forever.

I could quit now and go back to the team, but I don’t want to go
back. I don’t want them to be upset with me about what I did. If they
punch me again I’m going to punch them back, and then we’ll have to
fight, and I don’t want that.

I’d rather stay here and wait. It’s a lot easier to wait.

Day XX:

I lost count. I forgot what I wrote here. But I’m writing because I
saw it. I finally saw it.

I looked at the hole today. It was standing outside of the hole like
it was waiting for me.

Its body is human, but like if it was left on a shelf and forgotten,
covered in dust head to toe. Its hair is long and unkempt all over.
It has a uniform but it’s very dirty. You can’t tell if it was any
color other than brown. Its eyes are bloodshot red.

I know because it looked at me.



I’m going to go talk to Harold again. I know what I have to do now.

Day XX+1:

I don’t know where to start.

I woke up today on the Training Team bed. They were all looking at me
and they looked upset. They said that they found me screaming about
clocks and trying to dig down with my nails. I can tell that’s true
because right now they’re covered in bandages and they hurt a lot
when I write. I can tell it’s been a while because I haven’t shaved.
The clean-cut one (I don’t know his name) asked me if I was okay. I
told him I wasn’t sure. He then asked me what I remembered. I told
him I remembered a hole person and then a sharp pain in my arm. He
told me that made sense, because they found a bullet in me. So I got
shot. They currently think the bullet made me go crazy. I don’t know
if that’s true but I don’t know if it’s not true either.

Khana came to check on me. He said it was good to know I didn’t ‘fuck
off and die’. I told him I was sorry I didn’t tell him sooner and he
said ‘yeah you should have’ in that tone he does when he’s angry.
Then he sighed and said that it was ‘water under the bridge’ and that
at least I was okay.

Devona’s brother (his name is Neville) showed up as well. He
apologized for beating me up but also said that he wasn’t apologizing
for beating me up but more because he beat me up without finding out
why he was doing that. I said it was okay. He said I’m really good at
fighting and I told him that I know that. He asked for some tips and
I told him I’m not very good at teaching but we could fight later and
he was excited about that.

Then Devona showed up and she didn’t say anything. I told her I was
sorry that I made her cry. She told me she was sorry that she scared
me. She asked me if I was angry at her. I said I wasn’t. Then Neville
asked if she’d like to watch us fight and she asked if we could watch
a fighting movie instead. I was fine with that and so was he so we’re
doing that later.

The reason I’m writing all of this down is because I was asked to.
Apparently their Captain wants my journal. For ‘research’. They’ll
even trade me a new notebook and a nice pen for it. They could have
it be clown themed but I don’t think I like clowns anymore.



I feel bad about giving them a book that also has my bad thoughts.
But they say their captain is very shy and she doesn’t say a word. I
also don’t feel comfortable holding this anymore. It’s all a really
bad memory.

So this is the last entry on this notebook. I hope this is all
useful. And I’m sorry I didn’t tell everything sooner. I just wanted
to be understood.

I hope the next one has a nice painting of a bird on it.


