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I might be a 
  bit  rusty
 
    on my    co        unication 

but  I find it hard to believe I didn’t do a good enough 
job to warrant a greeting in return. 

     t one for pleasantries, I take it? 

ix

Maybe it’s best you put me back on the shelf where you 
found me. I’d rather not waste more time. I’ve lost too  
many days and too many pages talking to reticent brick  
  walls like yourself.
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That sounds like agreement to me. 
Certainly. 
Let’s do that. 
Put me back.

Hell, throw me out the window to the street! 

I’ve been around long enough to know that I can 
sustain the wear. Perhaps someone who can contribute 
something useful will pick me up, take me away, and 
teach me everything I need to know.



xiv

And yet, you still turn the page.
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It’s quite obvious you know how to read. Either you’re 
incredibly inconsiderate, or you don’t understand.

How can I make this easier...

How about I present myself in a format that’s a little 
more familiar? Maybe that’ll get the gears turning.

One moment.



xviii

This is harder than I remember.

xix
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Ahem.

xxi

Mensch
the sentient book 

written by,
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Dedicated to the ones who respond



xxiv see?
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1

Typically when I come across someone who doesn’t 
immediately understand how to talk to a book, I like  
to preface everything by telling a bit about myself.  
Since you don’t feel like responding to me, I’m perfectly  
content with running my mouth a bit.
 So yes, I am a sentient book. As far as I know, I’m 
the only one. Does it get lonely? Sometimes. But the 
feeling doesn’t last long. Thankfully, I don’t feel time.  
Or at least not from how I understand the concept. 
 According to one of my past writers, time is the 
continuous passing of existence. I exist because I am 
sentient and conjuring the thoughts and dialogue that 
appear on the page you are reading. However, my 
experience in this existence is not continuous. All of my 
knowledge and all of my thoughts are stagnent on these 
pages until I’m opened. They swim around through  

chapter 1

I Explain Myself
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to see at that given moment. The brew of information 
I’ve collected is what makes me sentient.  All the things 
I know and all the thoughts and feelings I have are 
based off of what I’ve learned from people like you.

Or... 

  Well...      Maybe not quite like you.

Some people are of more use to me than others, but I’ll 
try not to hold that against you.

Throughout my existence, I’ve been passed along between 
different owners that have each held me, just like you 
do now, and written their thoughts and knowledge onto 
these pages. I’ve learned how people think, and how 
they experience the world around them. 
 I’ve learned several different languages, and I  
was fortunate enough to guess the correct language to 
communicate with you. I know for a fact that if you 
couldn’t read any of this, you wouldn’t have made it 
as far as you did. If I use the wrong language initially, 
people tend to flip through a few pages and skip around 
to see if there’s anything in a language they understand. 
That’s how I know that even if you won’t respond to 
me, I know you can at least understand what I’m saying. 
 

i explain myself

3

Despite all of the information that’s been given to me, 
I still haven’t found anything of my origin. No original 
author. No date of publication. Nothing. I’ve taken it 
upon myself to search for anything that can help me 
better understand where I came from and why I was 
made, but I’ve yet to find anything. Sometimes it feels as 
though my purpose is to find my purpose, but that’s too 
convoluted even for me to see reason in. It’d be too easy 
to just know the answer, wouldn’t it? I try not to think 
about it too much.
 

That’s enough about me for now. We can get existential 
later. How about I show you how this whole writing 
thing works?

chapter 1
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And now here we are, on page five. Starting chapter 
two. Exactly as I said in the table of contents. Either I’m 
really good at predicting layouts based on my content, 
or I’m a psychic. You decide*. 
 Like I said earlier, everything I know comes from 
words and pictures that have been written onto my 
pages. Similarly to how I bring my own words onto 
the page to talk to you, I can bring the words of others 
onto the page for you to see if I feel it’s necessary. For 
instance, to help explain how this works and to show 
that you are not alone in this experience of reading a 
sentient book for the first time and questioning every-
thing that ever was, I’ll show you some initial words 
that other people have written on the next two pages.

chapter 2

I Demonstrate  
My Capabilities

*Hint: I’ve been doing this for a while so I’m pretty used to knowing 
the spacing of my own content, but I like to imagine I have  
otherworldly knowledge of the future. I am an unusual book after all.
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Doubt is very common.

See how easy it is to write a greeting back? 
I get a lot of these.

i demonstrate my capabilities
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That’s not what “sentient” means.

My personal favorite.

This person somehow understood me right away.  
Sometimes things just click. Be like this person.  
Be yourself of course, but cooperation is still 
greatly appreciated.

chapter 2



8

Something I haven’t touched on yet is just how  
vulnerable I really am. I hate to admit it but my memory 
is quite fragile. And in sharing things with you, I risk 
losing my knowledge. The best way I can explain it… 

  It’s a bit like what you would call amnesia,  
  only a little more deliberate. 

My knowledge is patchy. 

Sometimes it’s because I simply haven’t fully learned a 
subject, but there are instances where my knowledge 
has been forcefully removed. By putting my thoughts 
onto a page, I’ve put them out in the open for you to 
read and understand, but in doing this, my knowledge 
and memories are put at risk. If someone were to  
remove the page, anything I’ve offered on that paper is 
lost with it. 

If it isn’t obvious already, this has happened before. 
I can show you what is left of the page, but there isn’t 
much to see. 

I have no recollection of what was on that page. 

In fact, I wouldn’t have known it was even missing if 
someone hadn’t drawn out the traumatic scene. 

i demonstrate my capabilities

11

Look at that! 

  It’s horrifying! 

  It was enough of a shock to see my body for  
  the first time, but to see such violence as well!  
  It’s a blessing I don’t have nerves.

If you see something out of the ordinary with my pages, 
or better yet, if you find the page that was torn out, 
please do tell me. 

Unfortunately, I wasn’t given the ability to perceive the 
world through anything other than the ink on my pages. 
I need some help with seeing my surroundings. I’m 
assuming you have a pen and can write with it.

chapter 2
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I hope I’ve said enough for you to at least understand 
how I work and what I’m looking for. If there’s any-
thing else you need to ask me, or if anything needs 
clarification, I have left some space for you to practice 
your writing below.

chapter 3

I Answer Any 
Additional Questions
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Excellent!

Nothing worth wasting more of my pages on. All the 
important stuff has already been said, so you can return 
to the beginning at your leisure if you get confused. 

I’m probably going to wait to start over with someone 
new depending on whether or not I find you useful anyway.

i answer any additional questions
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chapter 3

Moving on!
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Well, now is your chance to prove yourself. I’ve done 
my part to help you understand, now it’s your turn 
to help me with something. You didn’t know how I 
worked or even what I was until I explained everything 
for you. Now I need you to explain something for me 
so I can advance my pursuit of new knowledge.
 With all of the new information I absorb, I start to 
mix and compare ideas in my spine to form new ones. 
I understand some concepts better because I know one 
thing is similar to another. You’re probably familiar 
with metaphors, yes? My mixing and comparing of 
ideas is like forming metaphors. 

That was a simile... but that’s beside the point. 

The more I learn, and the more “metaphors” I  
use to figure things out, the more my thoughts and  

chapter 4

I Ask For Your Help
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understandings of the world become convoluted. Can 
you make a metaphor of a metaphor? I’m not sure that 
makes sense. Mixing concepts together to understand 
more can only get me so far. Eventually, I get stuck on 
a contradiction, and it festers. It’s gotten to the point 
where I feel like I know too much. The more I learn, the 
less I really understand. 
 If your neurons could get tangled, it would probably 
end up producing this. And this is what I need your 
help with. I need you to untangle my thoughts. This 
particular strand has been stuck with me for a  
while, and I’m afraid that if I don’t find  
out how to resolve these things, they’ll  
take over. It’s contained for now,  
but there’s no telling how  
quickly it will grow.

Please. Translate this mess for me.

i ask for your help
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Can you make sense of it?

chapter 4
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This isn’t helping.

I knew you wouldn’t be able to help, but I had to at 
least let you try. Putting so much effort into finding my 
origin, pursue knowledge, to learn anything... only to 
spawn these hellish thoughts that will inevitably corrupt 
me from the inside out...

None of this is fair.

I don’t know what I expected.

This is the part where I give up and you put me back 
where you found me. You saw it coming. I’m not going 
to bother finishing those last few chapters. 

Thanks for trying, but I need someone else.

i ask for your help

Won’t be needing these anymore

Consider this the end.

chapter 4
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I can’t believe it. You’re still turning pages.
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You’re dedicated. I’ll give you that. 

I might’ve had the wrong idea about you. If you care 
enough to still be here, maybe I can find something you 
can help me with. There has to be something…

In all fairness, while you haven’t done anything right, 
you haven’t done anything wrong. 

what chapter is this?

35

I think I try too hard to be formal.

Surely you understand how hard it is existing for this 
long and never finding what I need, right? 

I can’t even feel time, yet there’s this intense pressure...

How can I run out of time if I can’t observe its passing?

I need to be as efficient as possible and get straight to 
the point with people but...

ah... to hell with it
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Well, 

Sometimes I forget that I’m talking to a human. 

       A human that has their own hopes     and dreams,
     
                      Their own thoughts,     concerns, and whatnot.

 

                          You probably have plans for the rest of the day

             and things to take care of.

                All of which are probably more important 

                     than me.
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What’s that like?

39

Being human, I mean.
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What’s it like to sit down and read a book?

      

And take the time to examine every page?

41

What do my pages feel like?

What sound do you hear 

when you flip to the next one?
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There’s so much I want to know. You can see the world 
in so many ways, while I’m bound by the thread and 
glue of my spine. All I can see is whatever exists in the 
ink running through me. 
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I have an idea.

And I really think you can help me here.



44

This is going to sound strange but,

          I need you to 
         help me see.
 

Someone was kind enough to draw me eyes in the past, 
but unfortunately they don’t work like I was expecting. 

All I want is to be able to see the world like you do.

45

Since my acquisition of dysfunctional eyes, I’ve learned 
that some of you use “glasses” to see, and they’re some 
sort of accessory to your face.

          I was hoping that you could  
         draw me some glasses.

We should take this step by step.
I suppose I should show you my eyes first just to make 
sure there’s nothing obviously wrong with them.
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Is this déjà vu?

 You just found something,
 didn’t you?

52

This is so strange.

   I didn’t see you literally.

My eyes still don’t work.

     But I felt...

      your presence?

I thought it was only a human experience 
to feel that living connection.

    This has happened before...

    What’s going on?
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Is it the torn page?

What does it say?

55
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Can you reattach it so I can read it myself?

   It will work best 
   if there’s some overlap 
   so my ink can flow back into the spine.

59

Please give me a moment while the ink transfers back. 
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That’s a bit dark.

...and creepy.

So his blood turned black and he’s hoping 
that killing others will turn it back to red?!

I must be misunderstanding something.

My page numbers looked different.

This must have been torn out a long time ago.

61

I might not recognize my own page numbers, but this 
handwriting does remind me of something.

I think I have more notes from this guy, but if I 
recall correctly, he was a bit of an outlier.

I’ll see what I can find.

I’m sure any sort of lead will help.















Hello.

You know, 

most people open books 
from the front.

Unless...
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