
THE OGNATHON’S WINDOW 

 

 
‘There’s something c-corrosive…in the walls,’ says Me. He is sat across from me in a room 

that is empty apart from the plain wooden table and chairs we are sat upon. The room 

looks something like an interrogation room, the walls are grey and dirty, the light from the 
small window barely lighting us. The shadows filling everything I look at. I feel myself sink a 

little, my face goes slack and my shoulders slump. 

 

‘Th-there’s no need to worry though… I think it’s been there all along,” Me says. “It’s lived 

there and grown, but I don’t think it 

was clear until now.” 
 

I look around and see he is right. There 

is a white mould creeping into the 

cracks where the wall has begun to 

crumble away. There is a stench of 
decay and I observe all this passively. I-I 

find myself undisturbed. The Me that is 

in front of me looks down at the table 

and takes a breath inwards before 

lifting his head back up and sighing. 

 
“What are we going to do now?” Me 

looks around at the room trying to take 

it all in, his eyes flitting from one grey, 

mould-stained vacuum to the next. “What are we going to do?” he repeats solemnly. 

 
I grip the chair tightly, feeling sort of tense or something. A strange crushing sensation is 

pushing down on me, pressing all words that would come out back down to the bottom of 

my skull. My hands clasp the damp wood a little tighter. My jaw clenches a little more. 

 

“We’ve come so far now, there’s not really any going back is there? I’m not even sure what’s 

back there, are you? I mean, I just - well, I sort of want to see where this all goes. I want to 
see where…what excesses we are capable of going to.” 

 

The mould creeps a little further and I slump a little more. It’s creeping in and everywhere 

now. 

 
“I don’t believe that you are me, at least not always. Maybe I don’t want to believe I’m me 

but…” I trail off and look Me in the eye as he sits back in his chair and sort of chuckles a 

little bit like “hehe” or something, “…but, uh, well, I am me. That’s clear right from the start 

isn’t it? I am here now being me right now and you aren’t. That must be true by definition 

right? You’re just… I don’t know what you are, but not me.” 

 
He leans forward and sort of smiles in a way I can’t describe; it’s either understanding or 

patronising or maybe both, I don’t know. 
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