
The Word 

The first time Elias noticed it, the archive was already closing. 

The lights overhead hummed with the tired persistence of machines that had been left on too 
long, and the rain outside tapped against the tall windows like an impatient reader waiting to 
be admitted. Elias sat alone at his desk, surrounded by cardboard boxes stamped with dates 
that no longer meant anything to anyone alive. His coffee had gone cold an hour earlier. He 
told himself he would finish one more folder and then go home. 

He dismissed the discovery as coincidence, which is what sensible people do when 
confronted with things that feel inconveniently strange. 

Elias worked as an archivist for the university archive, a job that rewarded patience and 
punished imagination. His days were spent sorting through donated collections. Unpublished 
novels, half-finished memoirs, and diaries written for no audience, stacked like crates in a 
warehouse. The archive specialised in what history had chosen not to keep. Elias liked that. 
There was comfort in things that had already failed quietly. 

Most manuscripts were incomplete. Some stopped mid-sentence. Others ended after a chapter 
title that promised more than it ever delivered. This, too, was normal. Writers abandoned 
work all the time. 

What caught Elias’s attention was a slim, typewritten novel from the 1930s. It was otherwise 
unremarkable. Earnest prose, careful descriptions, and a plot that wandered politely without 
ever quite arriving. The pages smelled faintly of dust and old ink. On the final page, after a 
full stop that seemed a little too deliberate, sat a single word. 

Enough. 

It was centred, as though it had been given its own space to breathe. 

Elias frowned, tapped the paper once with his finger, made a brief note in pencil, and filed it 
away. He told himself the author had simply liked symmetry. He went home in the rain and 
slept badly. 

The second time, he paused. 

This one was handwritten. A wartime diary found in a loft, its pages brittle and yellowed, its 
leather cover worn smooth by anxious hands. The handwriting deteriorated steadily, slanting 
and shrinking, as though the author’s hand had been ageing faster than the rest of him. The 
final entry described nothing of consequence, stormy weather and a bout of bad luck, before 
ending with the same word, written smaller than the rest, almost apologetically. 

Enough. 

Elias felt a flicker of unease, sharp enough to register but not yet sharp enough to demand 
attention. He told himself that people liked tidy conclusions. He told himself that endings 
were often symbolic. He told himself archivists were trained to see patterns where none 
existed. 

Most of all, he told himself not to linger. 



By the fourth example, he had stopped pretending. 

He began to notice the word not because it was loud, but because it was patient. It waited at 
the end of things. It did not announce itself, and it never explained. 

By the tenth, Elias stopped treating it as accident. He began searching deliberately. 

The archive held more writing than most people realised existed, containing a vast array of 
unpublished drafts, forgotten manuscripts, disproven theories, and rejected novels that had 
never known the mercy of an editor’s pencil. Elias started with English, then branched 
outward. Translations complicated matters, but not as much as he hoped. Sometimes the word 
appeared untranslated, sitting stubbornly at the end like a foreign body. Other times, it 
emerged as the closest possible equivalent, carrying the same quiet finality. 

The effect was always the same. 

Once the word appeared, there was nothing after it. No addenda. No revisions. Nothing 
beyond that final page. 

The stories were not merely finished. They were ended. 

Elias began researching the authors where records existed. Some had died shortly after 
completing their work. Others had lived long, unremarkable lives, never writing another line. 
A few had attempted sequels, notes, annotations, none of which progressed beyond the 
opening pages. It was as though the word had closed a door not just on the story, but on the 
part of the mind that made stories possible. 

This frightened Elias more than death ever had, because even death still left words behind. 

He found cases where the ending had been resisted. 

One novelist had written three alternate final chapters, each stopping short, each avoiding 
closure with almost superstitious care. Tucked into the back of the folder, on a loose scrap of 
paper, Elias found the word anyway, scrawled in ink that had torn the page. 

A playwright had left their final act unwritten. Years later, a stagehand had discovered a 
crumpled note in the margins of the prompt script. One word. Same handwriting as the rest. 

Enough. 

The word did not need permission. 

It waited. 

Elias stopped sleeping properly. He began to see the word everywhere. On street signs half-
obscured by grime, at the bottom of emails he never remembered finishing, hovering just 
behind his thoughts like something trying to be polite. He stopped reading novels. He stopped 
watching films all the way to the end. He left conversations early, before they could settle 
into something final. 

Worst of all, he stopped writing. 



Elias had always written - nothing remarkable, nothing intended for publication. Short 
stories, mostly. Little exercises in control. He liked beginnings best. Middles were tolerable. 
Endings made him uneasy, even before the word gave that unease a name. 

His desk drawer filled with unfinished drafts. Pages that circled ideas but never landed. 
Characters perpetually on the brink of revelation, action, or escape. It was a fragile kind of 
safety, maintained by avoidance. 

But stories, he had learned, do not like to be denied. 

One evening, long after the archive had closed, Elias found a new document open on his 
computer. He did not remember starting it. The cursor blinked patiently at the end of several 
pages of text, written in his own style, with his own careful restraint. 

It was his research. His observations. His story. 

The title at the top read: The Word. 

His hands hovered uselessly over the keyboard. He scrolled. 

The prose was calm, measured, unafraid. It detailed the pattern, the examples, the conclusions 
he had refused to draw. It was, Elias realised with a distant sort of horror, nearly finished. 

He tried to close the file. The program froze. 

He stood up, paced the room, pressed his palms hard into his eyes. When he returned to the 
desk, the cursor had moved on its own, slipping down to a new line. 

Waiting. 

Elias understood then what he had been circling all along. 

The word was not an ending imposed from outside. It was not a curse, or a rule, or a thing 
that hunted writers down. It was simply the moment when a story had said everything it could 
possibly say. The moment when continuation would be indulgence, or cowardice, or noise. 

The word was not cruel. It was merciful. 

His fingers trembled as he typed the final sentence. It felt oddly easy, like stepping off a ledge 
and discovering there was ground exactly where you expected it to be. The sentence ended 
cleanly, honestly, without ornament. 

The cursor dropped to the line below. 

There was no sense of urgency now. No panic. Just a deep, bone-level certainty that this was 
the last thing required of him. 

Elias typed the word. 

Enough. 

 


