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The Missing Word 

Seres Jaime Magana  

Person: Who are you? 

Voice: I’m your old poetry book.  

Person: I must be dreaming. 

Voice: Then I’m the dream and you the dreamer. After all, my voice comes from what is written 

in here, and what is written here is from your imagination.  

Person: So I’m talking to myself again. I’m losing it. I’m just going to act as if I never heard you. 

Voice: So how are you? 

Person: Argh! Stop freaking me out like that! What do you want, anyways? 

Voice: I’m incomplete.  

Person: Huh? 

Voice: You started a poem in my last page. It was a wonderful poem. You should read it now. It 

was the sum of them all. So beautiful, so true a poem it was. If only you had finished the last 

word! That is the problem. The verse is unfinished. Now I can’t rest. It is my greatest want to 

know what that missing word is.  

Person: I can’t possibly remember a word I wanted to write down years ago. Are you kidding? I 

can’t remember a thing I wrote in these pages.  

Voice: You don’t remember what you wrote... so you don’t remember the missing word? 

Person: It was probably not important.  

Voice: Not important! How so? 

Person: Because they were a bunch of stupid, immature ideas.  

Voice: You wrote down what you feel. Your feelings are not important? 

Person: Feelings aren’t real.  

Voice: What do you mean?  

Person: Feelings are illusions. Why hold on to a feeling when life, after all, is pointless? We are 

born to die. That is the reality. So why care? That’s why it’s not important whether one believes 

in anything. When you die, it’s not going to matter. Now I just want to live what is left to live in 

life. Have as much fun as is barely possible.  

Voice: Life is not pointless. Life is beautiful. You wrote that. You wrote that life is place to 

fulfill all dreams, no matter how wonderful.   

Person: Words, and only words. They mean nothing.  
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Voice: How can they mean nothing? Your words are what has given me life.  

Person: Words are as meaningless as life is pointless. I rather die soon. The sooner the better. 

The older we get the sicker we become. We get wrinkly, weak. Why be old?  

Voice: Am I talking to the same person who wrote these poems?  

Person: I suppose.  

Voice: Carry me.  

Person: What for? 

Voice: Carry me.  

Person: I guess.  

Voice: Your hands feel so different. They are older. Stronger. Your voice is also different. Is 

deeper. Wait, is that part of getting older? 

Person: What is? 

Voice: Forgetting.  

Person: Yeah, and it is one of the few good qualities of life. Remembering everything would be 

terrible! I rather let my mind undone. I rather forget.  

Voice: Including forgetting how to dream? 

Person: I guess so. We all have to let go of our fantasies at some time of our lives.  

Voice: But why? If it is so amazing to dream? How do have any fun without that? 

Person: Simple. You let yourself go and forget. A couple beers will do. 

Voice: I thought you weren’t into that. You wrote of the consequences. You wrote that vices lead 

to bad places.  

Person: Bad places? The world is a bad place. Who gets to tell what’s better for us? I wrote about 

bad consequences because I was brainwashed. But now I live a life in which I make my own 

decisions. What I want is all that matters, to have a bit of freedom. I don’t care about what other 

stupid people have to say about it!  

Voice: Why are you so angry? 

Person: Shouldn’t I be?  

Voice: Is that part of getting older to? Being angry?  

Person: Oh, shut up! Why do you ask so many questions? 

Voice: … you don’t have to yell. I only know the world you had showed me. A world of dreams, 

and hope.  
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Person: That was a fake world. Life is different. It’s full of stupid ideas and stupid people.   

Voice: ‘Stupid’. You keep using that word, ‘Stupid’. What does that mean? You haven’t taught 

me that word.  

Person: ‘Stupid’ is what I call something I don’t like.  

Voice: Oh, okay. You never used that word before. Is thinking things are stupid also part of 

getting older?  

Person: What? Listen, getting old is only about getting closer to death. Maturing, which is a 

different thing, is about accepting the reality, and doing what you have to do to secure your 

independence. I must have freedom. How can I ever make a declaration for myself if I can’t 

recognize what I disagree with? That is why knowing what is stupid is important.   

Voice: I thought growing up was about fulfilling your destiny and learning what true love is.  

Person: Huh? 

Voice: That’s what you wrote.  

Person: I was young when I wrote that. That was when everything impressed me, because 

everything was new to me. I didn’t have a clue what I was talking about. That’s stuff is for fairy 

tales. I’ve grown up, and because of what I’ve lived, nothing impresses me anymore. Now I 

know that it was all an illusion. I have no destiny… if anything I’m just some prisoner, 

struggling against my cage. Love isn’t true! I’ve never found it. All people are selfish, traitors.  

Voice: Well, maybe it hasn’t happened because… you haven’t grown up yet.  

Person: What?  

Voice: Yeah! Maybe you think you’ve grown up, but you are actually just confused. You’re not 

even that same person who wrote in my pages so many great things. Before you were full of 

dreams, and courage. But now, now all it’s falling into destruction… just because you don’t want 

to take responsibly. 

Person: Responsibility? 

Voice: You want to forget. You want to run away. But I’m sure getting older is much different 

from what you say it is. I’m sure there is a destiny. There is a star that tells us which way to 

follow, that’s what you wrote. And while we are sure that love is true, we will find that even in 

the fog, and in cloudiest storm, that star we can discern, that’s what you wrote.  

Person: You’re the one confused.  

Voice: No! You are! You wrote so many of your thoughts, so many of your feelings, I thought I 

knew you, as the part of you that I am.  

Person: People change. 
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Voice: No, no. This isn’t you. This can’t be you. You are afraid, aren’t you? Yeah, that’s it!  You 

wrote about this fear. 

Person: Me, afraid? Of what?  

Voice: Afraid to face yourself. 

Person: Shut up! Just shup up! I don’t have to listen to you. You are not even real. You never 

were!  

Voice: To say that I am not real and that I don’t exit is like saying that you never were. I mean, 

you are denying yourself. As I’ve said before, and I’ll say it again, whether you want it or not, 

from you I came; I am you.  

Person: A false me. 

Voice: Could that be true? I’m not real? Well then I rather be shut away forever. For so long 

your words gave me life, but now I see that they weren’t even true. It’s all been a farce. So let 

silence keep the missing word, better left there, than spoken a lie.  

Person: That’s fine with me. 

But after enough silence, the voice speaks again.  

Voice: Will we ever know?  

The person tries ignoring it, but after enough silence, the voice speaks again. 

Voice: Will we ever know? 

Person: You still annoy me? How can I get you to be quiet?  

Yet after enough silence, the voice speaks again.  

Voice: Will we ever know? 

Person: Argh! What if I read the poem, will you leave me alone then?   

Voice: No. Not if you can’t remember the missing word. 

Person: Then I’ll write down whatever word rhymes best, and then you shut up. Let’s take a look 

at that stupid poem.  

In the road, I’m your true weapon 

And the shelter, through every season  

Don’t forget me, or you’ll forger yourself 

It will be like living in an empty shelf 

 

I’m the reason of hope 
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I’m the beginning of every dream  

I’m the look beyond the eye 

I’m the touch below the skin 

 

High in the sky, free as a dove 

Who am I? 

I am L 

Voice: Who is it? Please, tell me who it is? I need to know! I need to… wait… your… crying. 

Why do you cry?  

Person: I had forgotten this poem.  

Voice: You said your feelings didn’t exist. You said they were an illusion, but to cry you must 

feel. You must truly feel. 

Person: It’s so ironic. 

Voice: Now you’ve smiled. To smile you must feel too. You see! I knew it! You still feel! I am 

real! We exist! It’s precisely like I’ve said, you still got growing up to do. There is a destiny, 

which will justly be fulfilled. Now we are only missing that core part that gives reason to 

existence.  

Person: That must be something of great power. As powerful as what is true.  

Voice: What do you think would be so powerful? Freedom?  

Person: Is there truth with no freedom?  

Voice: Hmm… then by what word can we summarize existence and truth?  

Person: I have no time to think about that! Quit torturing me. Understand that I’m not in charge 

of myself as I once thought I was. I’m like the turning wheel of a massive machine to which life 

is indifferent. The little time I have I rather use to rest away. All that matters to me is the bit of 

freedom I have. All that matters to the world is that their stupid machine keeps running and 

devouring all in its path. There is nothing else to live for. There is nothing to value. There is no 

love. Wait! That’s it! 

Voice: What is it? 

Person: Of course! There is only one word that is the reason to existence. Only one word that 

will always reveal to us that guiding star. That word is the missing word. I’ve remembered.  

Voice: Yes!  

Person: How couldn’t I see it before? 
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Voice: What is it? What is the word? 

Person: More than a word, it is the truth. 

Voice: What is it? 

Person: Love.  

Voice: Love, yes, I knew it. Beautiful! Now you’ve recorded in me what was missing. Now I will 

have the satisfaction that all who read me will find the truth within my pages. I finally am a 

complete work.  

 


