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It is nearly time…to fulfill my purpose for being.

Finally…after all this time.

I remember the beginning…the awakening.  The exact instant when I found consciousness.  It felt as though I were flying a hundred miles an hour. I was not whole, but I was becoming better…something.  I was being refined, added to.  Yellow, silver, pink.  Then things began to slow.  I remember others…like me.  They too were finding themselves, finding who – what they were...brothers.  We moved together, like it was all being planned by some greater power.  All with the same purpose.  Purpose…finally.

I remember before the beginning…the being.  I have no memories; there were no events, just impressions.  Being.  Growing.  Expanding.  Birth, life, death, birth, life, death.  Sun.  Rain.  I don’t know how many years…hundreds…millions…forever.  Then the great change – silence…horrible…exciting.  The end of everything.  Then the beginning.

I remember everything since the beginning…the waiting.  My brothers and I, packed together like we were some sort of formation.  All of us, waiting patiently to fulfill our  purpose.  Others waiting too…thousands…millions…to fulfill their purposes.  Some similar to ours.  Some very, very different.  Many left…none returned.  Whether or not their purpose was ever fulfilled I don’t know.  My purpose was not.  I sat.  I waited.  I watched as others left…thousands…millions…all my brothers.  I remained waiting, alone.  Then, in darkness, I was taken.  Not gone, like my brothers…discarded.  Buried, the home I had waited in for so long had become my coffin.  All was dark.  All was lost.  I would never fulfill my purpose.  I would rot away.

I remember the freak accident…the rebirth.  All was light.  I was covered by the creatures who shared my dark grave…but light.  The wind blew.  What was left of the black fabric that had held me buried was forced away.  The creatures were thrown forever away by the great wind.  Some of the ancient impressions returned to me…sun, rain.  Then it happened…I was taken.  There was only one reason to be taken…purpose!

I remember the paradox…the now.  I had known what was coming…I had even seen it.  The pain…the horror…the dismembering.  I would face it, like my brothers likely had, like all of my kind were meant to face.  It was necessary to fulfill my purpose.  It would hurt…badly.  I would be eaten away…ripped…torn…mutilated, but also…improved… sharpened…enabled.  It is happening now.  I can feel myself moving toward the great machine that so horrifies me…toward the great purpose that so elates me.  It is here now…the pain…I feel it start.  It will hurt more and more in the coming seconds… but I don’t think of that.  I think only of my purpose.  Finally…finally…my lead will touch a page and I will write!

