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Last Words

As last words go, I could have something better to say. But I don't. I still protest my innocence yet 

they do not listen. How could they think me guilty of murdering seven people? I am but a bud of a 

girl, not yet mature enough to become a mother, and yet they accuse me of taking lives of those I 

have never known. 

At least the immediacy of death will allow me a release from the nightmares. They have plagued me 

since my arrest. In them I act out each of the crimes they have blamed me for in the exact manner 

they tell me I committed them. Mother tells me I was having bad dreams before they confined me to 

this cell, that I would wake up in the night and scream and it would take hours before she could 

soothe me back to sleep again. But I do not remember those dreams – they are as black as night in 

this windowless box. The only memories I have are dark and shapeless. Reassuringly comforting 

when compared with the horrors I have imagined during my incarceration.

The prison doctor started giving me a sedative. I have stopped taking them in the last few nights, 

convinced that they are pulling me deeper to the state of death than any execution might. I awaken 

in the mornings – or what they define as morning, when the glare of the lights in my room are 

switched on – and I feel groggy and sore. What concerns me most, however, is that the guards have 

taken to tormenting me. During my drug-addled sleep they have been creeping into my cell and 

splashing red paint on the walls. Then, they file down the skin on my knuckles and tell the 

Superintendent that I was a raving lunatic throughout the night. How could I possibly have done 

these things? I have been sedated. 

I can hear the jail minister now, he is tapping down the corridor in his fancy shoes. He will read me 

my last rites. Mother said he would absolve me of any guilt that might haunt me. Yet, how can I feel 

guilt for something I have not done?

The page is fading now. I have not written this much in so long. My eyes are weary and my hand 

aches with the effort of grasping the blunted pencil they allowed me to write my confession. But 

this is no confession. I did not murder. I did not kill. I did not torture or maim. They are executing 

an innocent girl and soon enough, when the terror reoccurs, they will know they have made a 

mistake. 



Cat Lumb 2013

My head aches. I am sure the doctor tried to poison me with his pills. Searing pain is flashing 

through my mind and I fear can no longer concentrate. I may black out. What unfortunate timing. I 

have but half an hour left on this earth and I will spend it unconscious, unable to savour my last 

breath or even fight for my freedom,

They are jangling the keys now, ready to open my cell. The stabbing pain comes again. I do not 

want to be killed. I can not. The darkness is coming. I am afraid. 

What if I never get a chance to see the light again?
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