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Say the word 
 

         The dense clouds rolled in as I drove down the street, slate grey and almost black, 

ominous, and foreboding. In this dingy city void of colour, something green and out of place 

caught my eye. 

I frowned and pulled the car to the side of the road, climbed out onto the street and 

instantly, the icy phantom touch on my back and bare neck told me it was starting to rain. 

As I risked a glance up, the sunlight dimmed to nothing, and the sky bubbled with 

storm clouds, trembling with dense thunder that I could feel passing through my body. A 

storm like this one during the Summer was almost unheard of, but they were possible. But one 

brewing out of nowhere from a clear sky? Never. 

I looked around at the city-goers as they ran indoors, holding whatever they could over 

their heads as the rain came down on them hard. It was almost hail, and each strike of water 

hurt and stung my exposed skin. 

Another rumble cracked and split above me, and my eyes followed the grey buildings' 

stark lines upward. I watched them stand firm and uniform in the dark, reminding me of why I 

stopped the car in the first place. 

A bright lump of material slipped down the uneven gutter next to me, floating on a fast-

flowing stream of runoff—something I never expected to see. 

         At first, I thought it was moss or some grassland loosened from a garden by the heavy 

rainfall, but as I knelt to inspect it further, I noticed it was fur. Bright green synthetic hair 

sodden through with some smooth orange pieces of felt thrown in for good measure. 

         It was a child's toy. 

         My gaze locked onto it with a burning curiosity, and I couldn't help but wonder why 

it had drawn my attention. Maybe it was the stark colours against the city's humdrum ones, or 

perhaps it was how it moved and caught my eye as I drove. 

         The grim translucent water, tinted brown, flowed fast over the toy and its fur rippled 

underneath the rough surface.  I felt compelled to reach for it, pick it up and rescue it. Maybe 

someone nearby was missing this. 

From a brief scan of the area, I noticed there weren't many people around, and no one 

seemed to care about the lost item at all, or me for that matter. It was easy to go unnoticed in 

this city, even when the streets were sparse like this. So, no one would notice if I took the toy. 

Right? 

I checked the area around me and watched as the last person left the streets for the 

safety and dryness of a nearby coffee shop. In the darkness, the street lights flickered on, 

believing it was the dusk arriving early. 

I was alone, and I knelt quickly before lifting the soggy bundle closer. I stood back up 

and held the thing towards the streetlights glow to observe it better, struggling to grip the 

slippery fur in my damp fingers. The rain had heavily weighed it down, and as I flipped it 

over, a rush of water drained out, drenching my frozen feet. 

I manipulated the soggy material in my hands, pulling pieces of hair out of the way 

trying to discover what this toy was. My fingertip grazed something small and hard deep in its 

matted coat. I frowned and used my thumb to brush it free, ignoring the cold as it stabbed at 

my fingers with tiny microneedles. Something dark brown came free, and I tapped it with my 

fingernail. It clicked against the material, and I decided it was either a plastic bead or resin. 

Then on a confident hunch, I looked for another one. Within seconds I found another. 

This thing had eyes.   
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In my hands was a little dinosaur, its tiny white vinyl teeth hanging on by a single 

thread. It was a sad sight. I wondered how this little guy got discarded and if it was an 

accident or not. There was probably a distraught child somewhere, crying over his lost friend. 

But instead of feeling sad for them, I was suddenly overcome by a malevolent emptiness. 

For once in my life, I was numb to my own emotion. I couldn't feel anything. Yet as I 

stared into the resin eyes, they stared back. New emotions and senses seeped into my hands, 

crawling up my arms and down into legs, creeping over my skin, causing an itch that was 

impossible to scratch. My body had become vacant enough to allow this intruder to penetrate 

every fibre of my being. Someone else's life energy had swarmed me like a powerful virus. 

The toy leaked thoughts, memories, and experiences into my hands, the dinosaur a tiny 

conduit for an entire life. A life now mine. 

My body wrapped with a tension I had never felt before. Every limb restricted and 

became stiff. Whose life was this? And what a life it was. Then everything squeezed, and my 

breaths became shallow and fast. Something was coming. 

As this life overcame mine, I was wrought with pain, agonising, energy-draining pain. 

I could feel it's sharp blade-like nails stab and carve through my bones, its blunt teeth gnaw 

and eat at my joints, it's lava burning at my organs. My God, the pain. Who on this 

godforsaken planet lived like this? Who lived with this much pain? 

I failed to comprehend the amount of noisy thoughts in my head. I even heard the 

overwhelming pain inside me, the twisting, the wheeze of every burning breath, the crunching 

of bone. It was as if I was living inside this person and sharing every sensation. All I could 

decipher through the sounds of my body decaying was a loss.  

Through the blinding thoughts of agonised misery, I could sense my body hidden 

underneath, and the stone that fell in my concealed stomach dropped me to my knees. The 

pain ebbed and flowed away, concentrating at my hands and then my fingertips, draining back 

into the tiny dinosaur. The delicate shell that held back all that pain. 

I knelt in the road, cold, wet, but free from torment. My hands shuddered as I ignored 

the violent, brown urban river that rushed over my legs in the gutter. I was almost shaking 

with relief, close to numb again. The absence of any sensation came as an odd sort of relief. I 

don't know when I dropped the toy, but it sat on the kerb, bent in a way that made it look like 

it was sitting down. Its wonky smile dropped to a frown on one side, its beady eyes staring 

through mine as I heaved heavy breaths to recover myself. 

As clear thoughts came back to me, the realisation hit me—my God, the dinosaur...the 

toy. The life inside it was… 

A child's. It belonged to a child. A child! 

In an instant, I began to scream into my trembling hands, my vocal cords frying from 

the emotion rupturing out from my tense, nauseous gut. I expelled the child's painful 

knowledge and suffering through sound. It echoed throughout the streets, through my body, 

the ghost of a young life wrapped in unbearable hurt unleashed into the rainy sky. I had to get 

it out, but after another guttural scream tearing through my mouth, deep under the pain, I felt 

something else. Hidden deep beneath the pain, I found a throbbing emptiness lingering there. I 

deciphered it as I ended the last cry with a gasp. Something was missing. They were missing 

someone. Grief. They were grieving, someone or something.  

Something. Of course. 

The dinosaur. 

 

To be continued… 


