
Last Time 
 
Nature sometimes worked in wonderful ways. To chase 
after serenity and comfort were embedded into the 
systems of many breathing creatures. Bears sleeping 
the cold away, birds flying to warmer lands, meant that 
they could skip over the most dreaded parts of their 
lives.  
I watched the chilling winds sweep the decayed and 
crumbled leaves around through the window on the far 
right side of the room. This was the only window that I 
could see clearly from, yet even then the only thing that I 
was able to observe were leaves and branches, nothing 
like the views that I used to have. Everything that I had 
once know was gone in less than a blink of an eye. 
Even a year after the onset, it was clear that I was the 
same person, yet the same person that I was, just 
wasn’t me. 
The faint memories of sunlight dancing on the cobalt 
blue waters, every wave lacy with foam, the beach 
stretching out into the distance like a horseshoe bending 
around the bank, were jabs of a better life.  
Now, I was only haunted by the sound of aggressive 
waves, forever lapping at rocks near the shore that I 
was no longer welcome in.    
I’d tried to convince some of the nicer nurses to push 
me further on in the room, and I’d tried to explain that 
space here was a little constricting. They’d only laugh at 
me, muttering ‘typical Theodore’ as if I’d been their best 
friend since kindergarten and walk away, leaving me to 
the constant lull of despair.  
 
I didn’t just want to accept that things had to be this way. 



This shouldn’t be the end of anything. This shouldn’t be 
the start of something. Somehow the thoughts of the 
future were more blurry than the past. More painful. 
Nonetheless, being in pain was a constant, but thinking 
about this pain constantly was a headache. Repeatedly 
coming up with new topics to occupy my mind and time 
proved itself to be difficult. In isolation, it was a wonder 
how the patients didn’t go crazy. The wait for a speckle 
of a light footstep and the tiniest creak became endless 
shouting from the oak floors. How could someone get 
used to this? The answer, of course, was very simple. 
They couldn’t. 
Yet we all waited for some sound to appear, and the 
very first time that I’d heard the sound of a breath lost in 
space and speedy wheels trying to make a getaway was 
what caught my attention. The next few were the 
composed energy of a 13-year-old boy grasping onto 
everything around him to not be lost. 
If it were to be anyone other than Elliot Gold, the doors 
to my room would be locked before he could even 
explain what poetry meant to him. 
I’d passed a piece of me down, and I knew that finally, it 
was in the hands of someone I would trust. Anyone else 
I’d shut my mouth and wouldn’t even mention that a way 
for me to sit in silence was to create small but mighty 
poems in my head. Because if it were anyone other than 
Elliot, they wouldn’t understand that rhyming poems 
weren’t a part of any rulebook for impressive poetry. It 
had to just be who you are, and Elliot was 
unapologetically himself for me to not realise that this 
was my one chance. 
Where was he today anyway? Without missing a beat 
he would be in my doorway everyday, mindless chatter 



of poetry would be thrown around the room. He was the 
only other person who could listen to me and truly 
understand why Autumn was suddenly worse than any 
other season. He could without a doubt feel the escape 
of individuality in the white walls and floors, and 
bedsheets and clothes. I’d hoped that somehow Frank 
would be saved away from these airtight walls to 
somewhere he could fit into. Somewhere more colourful, 
energetic, and more understanding, somewhere the 
whispers of polio didn’t infect. 
 
Why didn’t I see you today? 
I laid here. 
I was very alone. 
Until you didn’t come. 
 
It felt like the right time to write a poem for someone 
else. When Elliot would step in through the doors I’d tell 
him that you had to remember that poetry was for 
people of significance. I’d let him know about my latest 
addition, and I’d give him his final lesson. As I was ready 
to skip this Autumn, and many Autumns to come. 
Because like other creatures, it was finally my turn to 
migrate to much warmer lands of tranquillity. I realised 
as my body couldn’t match up with my mind, that it was 
time to run away. I just wish I’d had enough time to say 
goodbye to my greatest friend Elliot. The sleepy sun that 
I once chased after said his goodbyes and slowly tucked 
himself up in a cloak of clouds, and me in my iron lungs.  

 


