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Cogito, ergo sum  

by Caroline Donica 

 

 I almost missed it. The busy streets were full of people milling about, basking in the 

sunlight and the freedom of a Saturday morning. As usual, I was running late. Karen says that 

being five minutes late to everything is part of my rebellious streak. My mother controlled my 

life on a clock until I turned eighteen and started living on my own time. Once I walked out, I 

started my tardy rebellion which drove Karen crazy. She sent three texts that day to make sure I 

made it to our lunch date on time, but I was still three blocks away at noon. I almost walked past 

it when the white fluttering pages caught my eye.  

The black book was lying next to a streetlight. No one was near it except a few pigeons 

pecking at the ground. I hated littering almost as much as I hated being compared to my mother. 

Bending down, I picked up the book, checking to see if the owner had written their name. There 

was no contact information, but I could see it was a planner with the words Cogito, ergo sum 

inscribed on the inside cover in raised, gold ink.  

“Descartes,” I murmured, running my finger over the words. 

Each page had a different month with the dates separated into small, even squares. A few 

of the days were filled in with appointments or events. Peering closer at the page, I noticed that 

the current day had “Lunch Date” scheduled for 12:05 pm. 

I’m not the only one who likes being five minutes after, I thought. 

Shoving the book into my purse, I jogged down the sidewalk towards the café. A relaxed 

lunch with Karen wiped the planner from my mind. I didn’t remember it again until I got back 

into my apartment and was fumbling through my purse for my keys. Quickly, I flipped through 
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the pages. An entry for the next week intrigued me. The previous owner had written “My 

Surprise Birthday Party” on Wednesday. 

That’s weird. That’s my birthday too. How do they know that someone is going to throw 

them a party? I wondered.  

Shrugging my shoulders, I brushed off the coincidence and carelessly tossed the planner 

on my bedside table. By that night, I had already forgotten it. The next week started off with 

regular working days, but Karen insisted on taking me out to lunch on Wednesday. 

“We just went out a few days ago,” I protested, but she insisted. 

When we showed up at the restaurant, she led me to the back room where all my friends 

were waiting with balloons, cake and gifts. Instantly, I recalled the calendar event. Karen thought 

I was shocked by the surprise when my mind was actually racing towards the planner. As soon as 

I got back home, I ran to my bedside table and grabbed the calendar. I rifled through the pages, 

trying to calm my heartbeat. There were no events written in for the rest of the week, but I 

noticed an appointment next month entitled “Blind Date with Future Boyfriend.” Breathing a 

sigh of relief, I dropped the planner back down. There was no possible way this would happen. 

All my friends knew that I hated blind dates because my mother had always tried to surprise with 

me with men she thought were suitable. None of them would try to set me up with someone. I 

was reading into this. Shaking my head, I shoved the calendar in a drawer. 

Throughout the next few weeks, I tried to forget about the planner. I filled my life with 

activities and engagements. I went to concerts, museums, and parks. At the end of the month, 

Karen picked me up on the way to a bar. We were going to celebrate her recent promotion with a 

group of coworkers. When she arrived at my door, I knew something was wrong from the guilty 

expression on her face. 
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“Don’t hate me, but I had to do it. You would never have gone out with him otherwise, 

and he’s perfect for you.” 

I felt like I was in a dream as I followed Karen to the car where a man waited inside. He 

was handsome and intelligent with dark hair and hazel eyes. As soon as I arrived back home, I 

seized the calendar and flipped through the months. There seemed to be more than I had 

previously noticed. After reading the entire planner, I carefully stowed it in a drawer under my 

socks.  

Over the next few years, I pulled out the calendar daily. It seemed to be adding days 

because I never reached the end. More events would be added the longer I studied it. The entries 

became more detailed and began mentioning increasingly personal details like names and places. 

I tried writing in my own appointments, but they always disappeared in seconds like I had 

written in invisible ink. Meticulously, I read the entries, searching for any that mentioned Marc’s 

name. There were multiple dates with his name, and eventually, I discovered ones listing his 

proposal day, our wedding, and a honeymoon week. It was difficult to remember to feign 

surprise when Marc went down on one knee. 

“It’s just that I’m so shocked,” I explained. 

After our wedding, I debated whether I should tell my husband about the calendar. After 

all, my mother’s habit of keeping everything a secret drove my father away. In the end, I decided 

not to tell him though. I wasn’t sure if he would believe me, and even if he did, I knew there 

were downsides to reading the future. Although I knew when I would receive a promotion or a 

gift, I was also aware of negative events such as a chipped tooth or a fight with Marc. I couldn’t 

avoid any of the appointments no matter how I tried. They would always happen no matter what 

I did. 



5 
 

Marc teased me because I checked the planner daily, but I ignored his jokes and kept to 

my routine. The more I read the calendar, the more events were added. I gained quite a 

reputation amongst my friends for my incredible foresight. Even my doctor was impressed when 

I showed up at the hospital thirty minutes before going into labor. She didn’t understand how I 

knew that I would deliver three weeks premature. 

“It’s a mother’s intuition,” I said. 

As the years passed, I kept using that excuse. It bothered Marc that my parental instinct 

for our son was stronger than his, but I brushed off his irritation. It was better for Charles that I 

had the calendar, so I could prepare him for his future. Marc started to resent my advice and 

plans, so I focused my attention on Charles. I was determined to be a better parent than my 

mother. I gave all of myself to Charles. I readied him for anything, so it stunned me when I 

opened the calendar one day and read “Charles Death.” Icy prickles ran down my back, and my 

muscles were frozen in place. It felt as though the air had been forced out of my lungs, and I 

couldn’t breathe or think. When I finally collected myself, I scoured the pages of the planner, but 

I couldn’t find the cause of my son’s predicted death. All I knew was that it was scheduled to 

happen in thirteen years. 

Immediately, I started every precaution necessary to keep Charles safe. He ate only 

organic, healthy food and drank water. I put him in swimming classes, self-defense courses, and 

therapy sessions. I never allowed him to go to sleepovers unless I could accompany him, and I 

refused to let him have access to social media sites in case of bullying. After he sprained his 

ankle on the playground, I pulled him out of school and began educating him at home. When I 

wouldn’t let Charles have cake on his tenth birthday, Marc left me. 
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“You’re not the same person I met,” he told me. “You’re uptight and controlling and 

manipulative. I don’t know you anymore.” 

Frankly, I wasn’t surprised when he packed his bags and left. I had read the future years 

ago and accepted it. I didn’t have the energy to save my marriage and my son, so I chose the 

latter. Charles didn’t understand that everything I did was to protect him. He was young and 

wanted to be just like all his friends. I didn’t care what he thought about me though if I could 

keep him safe. It didn’t matter how many times he yelled at me or slammed the door to his room. 

I just had to make sure he made it past that date. At the end of his eighteenth birthday, I breathed 

a sigh of relief. All my hard effort and work had finally paid off. After this date, I could relax. 

One day, I would tell him the truth, but I just wanted to get to the end of this date.  

Leaning back on the couch, I propped my feet on the coffee table in front of me and held 

the calendar on my lap, stroking the inscription on the inside cover. Everything would be fine. 

Charles was in his room playing on the guitar I had just bought him for his birthday. I had spent 

an extravagant amount on that instrument, but it was the only way to make up for not throwing 

him a party this year. It was too risky. I made everything as special as I could, fixing his favorite 

foods and renting several DVDs. Now, we just had get through the next two hours to make it to 

the next day. I was exhausted. I hadn’t slept in two days and had hardly eaten. Yawning, I closed 

my eyes, and my head drooped down onto my chest. 

Suddenly, I started up. I knew something was wrong right away. Glancing at the clock, I 

could see it was five minutes until midnight. I couldn’t hear the guitar music coming from 

Charles’s room. Swiftly, I crossed to his room and tapped on the door. 

“Charles? Charles, are you still awake?” 
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There was no answer. My heartbeat picked up slightly, but I forced myself to remain 

calm. Perhaps he had just fallen asleep. Opening the door quietly, I looked inside. Charles was 

gone. His room was a wreck with drawers open and things scattered everywhere. There was a 

sheet of paper resting on his bed. I picked it up and read the short note. 

Mom, I’m sorry but I can’t stay with you anymore. I’m leaving and not coming back. I’m 

eighteen now, and I get to make my own choices. You have controlled my life ever since I can 

remember with your plans and schedules. I want to live on my own time now. 

Quickly, I ran back to the living room. Grabbing the planner and my keys, I raced toward 

the front door. He couldn’t have left very long ago because I had only slept for fifteen minutes. I 

jerked open the front door and saw him standing by the curb. I’m sure he expected to be gone 

before I woke, but naturally, he was running late. Charles had more of me inside him than he 

wanted to admit. 

“Charles!” I called out. 

Turning around, he looked at me just as his cab came speeding around the corner. Charles 

stepped backward off the curb into blinding headlights, screeching metal, and a blaring horn. The 

stress and torment of over twenty years fell upon me at once. The calendar slipped from my limp 

fingers to the ground. The pages fluttered open to the inside cover where the gold ink of Cogito, 

ergo sum shone in the streetlights. 


