“Our Boy, or From the Mind of” - Isaac Summers
His world ends because of the push and pull of emotions traveling in the universe through the forces of nature.  Every sound is a chord of music, with music being the articulation of emotion.  When there is no sound, and even where there is some, matter moves across space and time, and, every once in a while, in and out of it.  Even the presence of matter causes emotion, for the movement of matter is itself music.  Granted, some music is harsh…and so are people.  Every word you make or attempt to form is a sound.  Words are music.  What music says and tries to express can only matter if it is a form of coherent language.  I am about to tell you of a boy who was frightened of you.  I hesitate to make known to you that it is what you represent that ailed him.  For doing so would not be entirely accurate.  He struggled with your language, with how you articulate emotion, and how it is that language, both verbal and physical, is accomplished so easily by you.  You and other people.  What I am to say to you it will come naturally for you to deny.  No, it won’t make you cry, and it won’t make you mad.  Screw it.  You killed him.  He is dead because it was too much for him, you did not help, and he did not know how to cry out for it.  In order to make you more comfortable, you will be not be a character in this tale.  Relax.  Life is a jolly hoot.
The boy’s name is not important, for it wasn’t important in life either.  He didn’t want it to be, and some others even now don’t think it needed to be.  What he wanted was to be able to choose life.  He could feel it pulsing all around him, but whenever in his younger years he would reach out, he was zapped and scalded by its wriggling, changing, inconsistent lights; for life has rules that its governed abide by, and he was at a loss to know what they were and what they meant.  But life is also shaped by its governed.  Some of the governed shape the rules of life, which they and others may over time become blind to the ramifications of.  This boy was special if compared to his peers, but hardly different from them in some of the basic needs of life.
These needs he found difficult to fulfill.  Sure, he was clothed, he was fed, and he had a roof over his head.  But there’s more to life than survival.  Imagine a pain in your existence that your body declares to you every day.  This pain has a cause, yet no source.  Things in your environment set it off; why they pain you remains a mystery.  What kind of pain?  Well, it’s not the kind you pop a pill or tablet to relieve.  It is a psychological pain evidenced by rawness in the body.  It is the butterflies in one’s stomach when one is anxious, and it is the bumps that rise on your skin when you are cold or acutely aware of the sinister implications of something that strikes you as odd.  It is all of these at once.  If it is not settled, it rises in tempo and cuts off your air.  You either sink into yourself and become lost in it, develop a determination to fight it as it wages war on your body by attempting to control your mind, or you stretch and extend your claws forward onto the perch before you, let wide the gates in your face, and push the remainder of your air forward in agony.
Those afflicted with this condition individually choose one of these options.  Those who sink and those who outwardly attempt to express the turmoil within, however, don’t feel like they have any other option.  Their lives are doomed to desiring the answers to questions that the governed gloss over in order to live their lives as they do.  This is how the afflicted feel; they struggle with putting it into words and may find it easier to pretend as if those feelings don’t exist.  They integrate into society, in their quite moments living their own versions of lives.  The boy you killed was one of these.
At a young age he didn’t feel any different from his peers.  He tried to identify with them, copying their interests to match his own.  The others saw how different he was; they did not regard this as being special, but an identifiable trait of him they accepted in black and white terms, for they could not move into the obscure, only put it down as something else.  The boy played their games, talked their talk, and walked their walk.
One day it became official, written down in black ink on formal white papers: this boy was different.  He had become a concern of teachers at the elementary school.  Nary an hour would go by where he wasn’t asking his teachers for a hug; when he was told ‘no’, he would fall to the ground in hysterics, crying out unintelligible things and drawing the attention of his schoolmates.  If he was told to do something, no matter if the person telling him was joking or not, he would follow through with the request.  There were even times where he would chase after girls on the playground, asking them to marry him, as the other boys made it sound like this was a normal thing to do.
When the revelation of “how” and “why” he was different was made known to the boy’s teachers, they had a clearer idea of what they thought needed to change, for they had been before the diagnosis hesitant to act on affairs.  Many of his multiple odd behaviors were prohibited and then punished to condition him not to repeat them.  He could no longer run up the stairs on all fours; and he could no longer tell all the lunch ladies when he walked through the lunch line they looked pretty after he apologized for bringing his own food; and he could no longer stay at the school building door holding it open for others if class was about to start.  Heck, he wasn’t even allowed to read books from the library that were above his grade level.  The other students noticed he was being treated differently, even sent to the principal’s office on special occasions, and so with this special notice they came to view him as someone apart from themselves.  This change was felt by the boy whenever he played dodgeball in gym, or when he sat down at lunch, or when he asked others to come to his birthday party at the local pizza joint.  They didn’t mock him, but they avoided him.  No warmth to his differences was offered to make him feel special.  He was not told how to communicate his emotions in a proper way, only taught that the way he did things was wrong.  The boy looked inward to himself to see what kept causing him to do wrong.  All he could find was a thick vat of hurt emotions and strong impulses.  No thought was given by others to his thoughts, so he did not ponder on the way he processed the world around him.  To him, these emotions and impulses led him to do things that weren’t right, that led him to be punished day in and day out, both at school and at home.  Life was so thickly, with so much stress saying no.  So he stored his thoughts and emotions away, sealed himself tight so others couldn’t look at him and find fault.  Only by suppressing who he was could he be accepted.  But then he had nothing to say or no way of saying it, no knowledge of how to get positive attention.  This is how he came to avoid others as well.  This is how his world ends.
Perhaps you know the threat of silence.  If you don’t, it is because you are so used to the cacophony of the music of life that you have come to associate rest with peace.  “Rest in peace” is what can be read on traditional gravestones.  This is as tradition would have it for those of little significance to others.  For the living, resting in peace is a form of relaxation.  When they are done resting, they resume their duties and initiate wars of weapons, wars of words that force others to retreat to or rest in peace.  Some rest and gather strength to fight back, but they are not at peace.  Others are struck from a force sent by others, made to rest peacefully with gravestones dangling over their decaying heads, or burn in fires meant to discredit their humanity.  Others can only find peace in the grave, so they gravely lay themselves to rest, appealing to the silence weighing in on them to let them go, hoping instead to find respite in it, for the great cold gap surrounding to be full of warm earth and dirt in deep silence’s place.
Our boy—for now the subject of our discussion becomes our object through it—our boy came to know silence intimately.  When he was by himself, space between him and others wherever he was or wherever he went, his bubble of silence stood out from the commotion of language around him.  When people passed by, he would worry that someone would drop food on him, but when girls passed by his stomach went aflutter and he looked quickly down to his meal brought from home to get a grip on his sequacious emotions.  He would distract himself from the silence by listening in to the conversations of those around him, as he had very good hearing, or more often instinctively having his mind drift away and focus on imaginings that would make sense only to him.  This, one day on the playground, is how he became receptive to hearing and understanding the voice of the wind.
Our boy was standing by the school wall as per usual, watching the boys send the projectile kickballs either flying high into the air to come down a distance away with a thud or booming as a skid above the ground and inching its way rapidly up at an acute angle, so as to make sure that no more would hit him in the head, or worse, in the face.  His mind was gradually drifting off when the rustle of leaves on the ground caught his attention.  Some were floating in the air, twirling and traveling the arc of a large step in one direction, while others skimmed the ground in a pattern below, the latter moving slower to form a thin, heterogeneous carpet extending itself from the acrobatic twirls to lay at our boy’s feet.  It took him a moment to realize that the leaves were not alive, but were being moved by the wind.  When the twirling mass of leaves would rise, our boy’s spirit would lift and be delighted as some came ambling back.  It was as if…as if they were reaching for him.  Next, he noticed the cold current caressing his cheeks and playing with his hair.  It was then he realized that the leaves were moved by the wind; the wind was addressing him; the movement of the leaves was irregular, a rhyme without rhythm, or maybe a rhythm without rhyme.  The twirling leaves were gestures; the rustling was a voice.  The wind was talking to him.  At first our boy was upset because he couldn’t understand what was being said.  But the wind didn’t mind; it just wanted somebody to pay attention to and respect it was all, was what he gleamed from the way the wind touched his face.  When he first tried to speak he hesitated, not knowing what to say.  His processing was interrupted by a ball to the head.  He fell to the ground, his glasses knocked off to somewhere he didn’t know.  The shock had his breath stuck in an inheld position; tears eased from the corners of his eyes.  He heard a voice shout out to him.  Was it the wind?  An awareness of his body allowed him to breathe, and in that state the voice took on meaning: Chicken Little!  Look out!  The sky is falling!
From then on, he would spend every recess talking with the wind.  Others thought he had gone cuckoo and was talking to himself.  Though he tried to explain to his parents, they saw it simply as a child’s imagination conjuring up an imaginary friend.  They were fine with it.  As long as he wasn’t getting himself into any sort of trouble, then it must be okay, and they left it at that, carrying about their daily life of chores and watching televised sports and the evening news.  The wind told our boy of its travels, of the sights it had seen and the marvels it had witnessed.  It told him that it would always be there for him, no matter what; and our boy listened, and by degrees he came to be more aware of what love is.
Then came winter.  The leaves were buried under feet of snow, leaving the harsh wind that blew against our boy’s face to have a call indecipherable to his mind.  At home, he would stare out the window at the barren tree branches that would waver in the breeze or gale.  It was impossible to tell if the wind was depressed that its means of communication were gone or if it was trying to express the inner turmoil its friend felt through that long season when he had noone to talk to, being kept inside by his parents for fear of freezing.  For months he sat in silence, save for the moaning of the wind.  The wind haunted him that season, reminding him of himself; crying but not being able to be understood; cursed by those who would rather live in sunshine than in cold or rain; he and it in public avoided by those who misunderstood them, bringing truth to how fragile and trivial people’s lives really were.  Wind was the moan of death rapping at the door of those who were secure and jolly; the rattling of chains could be heard in our boy’s mouth as he clacked his teeth together in frustration when he was refused to be heard.  Crystal flowers mingled in the air as the wind pulled them; them soundless, all unique and special, mixing together upon landing until the unique were lost in growing banks of broken and deformed bodies.  Our boy could see from the dimly-lit doorway his family—mother, father, brother, sisters—gathered across from the fireplace, sharing smiles and exchanging comments; their voices ringing out like bells, sending out warmth and light, so wasted in the glow of the fire when they could rescue others who were less fortunate than them, those others to have been lost in the gray death knell of winter darkness.  The fortunate had words to hear and hold dear; the merriment would die in time for harsher weather, and their bearers’ call to life would resuscitate them if threatened of drowning in the melting of deeper waters that follow.  Unable to cry for pain of all he held in, he turned away and felt the wind’s call draw him back up the stairs into his small and stagnant chamber, the call his life preserver in the sea of icy desolation.
The voiceless tread water in their places, unable to make their own music to swim unless if done through the vocal music of song; hoping for a tide or wave to bring them into dry land and the warmth and unity of life.  It is said they need to first learn how to create their own happiness so that they don’t feed off the happiness of others.  This widely-held belief neglects to inform that if the voiceless can’t see the shore they can’t be expected to work to acquire their share of life that comes after stepping over sand.  You sicken me with your sense of superiority.  What you believe but do not say is that these lost children, yes, I say children, the voiceless all being children regardless of age, need to prove their worth before others can be more accepting of them.  You feel they must find the way all on their own with no assistance from others.  You spit at me that the voiceless are not real, that they are as much figments of my imagination as the wind was to our boy.  He felt the wind just as we felt the wind; we both heard the wind, but only he could make out what we were hearing.  You see the voiceless every day, in the world all around you; you can not feel for them, so it wouldn’t matter if you could hear them or not.  What you feel is real to you; the feelings of others do not exist as long as you are unable to feel the confinement of their corridors.  Their backs can snap to the rhythm of belts, or their hearts can shatter at words used to dog their spirits; no matter how much those with voices strike at them, you can’t change what is there, the truth of what they themselves carry year to year through dejection and fear.  They are voiceless only because they are not heard, not because they have no voice to share.  You will know the threat of silence before the end.
Spring came and went, and summer followed in near-exact likeness.  The wind had departed with the first petals of spring and would not return until the next autumn spun, not having the chance to say goodbye.  The land rejoiced for light and life, a spring in the step of the people and a buzz accompanying their tunes from a lower octave.  The buzz was the sound of progress and change.  What the voiceless think of it is a mystery, and probably differs for each person.  I only know what our boy felt about them.
The summer was the precursor to a new school year, and when that school year came around he was forced to travel from elementary school to middle school.  There were basic changes that came along with this, such as more independence, harder classes, more homework, and different teachers, a different environment.  Students’ social lives also began, and the changes that accompanied this were what the voiceless would feel to be extreme.  There were students raised in families that had more money, or had parents with publicly well thought-about jobs that automatically seemed to be worthy of respect or esteem.  These students automatically could draw more attention to themselves and make friends with anyone they met, they were so charismatic and outgoing.  They were part of a larger group that became intensely involved in extracurricular activities and had ties to people and businesses in the community.  Our boy’s family wasn’t well-off, but neither was it struggling to get by.  His parents were liked and recognizable to others, but they were not centerpieces, instead standing in the background, being active members of society without sticking out from it.  He was like his parents, with the notable exceptions that he was not active, and he could not tell if he was liked or recognized by others.
Through his middle school years, he sat in a corner of his classes wearing the same type of clothes day in and day out: sweat pants, a tight jacket, and rainbow-colored wristbands.  They were comfortable constants in the changing environment of day-to-day life.  The squeeze of the jacket substituted as a hug from a person, comforting him whenever he became sad or anxious.  He did nothing to draw notice from other people, for there was always a chance that the attention would be negative.
Yet our boy wanted to be recognized by other people; but only if he was liked.  He had trouble every day being able to tell what people were thinking or feeling.  The expressions on their faces were sometimes just as cryptic to him as the things that were left unsaid.  If there was anyone more than any other he wanted to like him, it would have to be girls.  Like in elementary school, when girls walked by, he felt his stomach flutter.  Except now it was worse than before.  He could learn to live without having any friends.  But when a pretty girl passed by now, it was all our boy could do to keep from following her with his eyes and seeing what became of her beauty.  On the rare occasion that one smiled his way or asked how he was doing, he felt like he was going to melt into the ground below.  Often, he found that these signs of pleasantry and acceptance were not meant for him, but a friend of hers that at the time was just outside his field of view.  He couldn’t help but get his hopes up.  What bothered him more than if they hadn’t acknowledged him in the first place was when he got excited that they did and his emotions were found to be unjustified, himself at fault for allowing himself to feel them in the first place.  It seemed like everyone now was dating.  Couples held hands in the halls, and constituents of such temporary unions would talk with their friends as if the dating was a big deal, getting excited about all parts but the particulars of the actual relationship, and of the person he/she was dating.  Even girls who were not as pretty struck our boy with their smiles and their laughs.  Maybe if I could find someone who could love me, he would think, I could learn how to change and be worthy of other’s love, too.  Something was missing in his life, but he didn’t know what it was.  He didn’t feel whole.  Whenever he thought of even talking to a girl his body ached and his chest compressed; then he felt like screaming to God to make it stop, as his loneliness closed in on him with a silence that spoke to him that because he was alone he was inadequate.  Nothing would have given him greater pleasure than for his silent voice to be heard; nothing caused him greater fear than the thought of how he might be answered.
Recess was no longer available for students to release their pent-up energy.  In the place of recess, most of them resorted to impersonating individuals with ADHD.  They were constantly energetic and disruptive and relied on each other to take notes and do homework, but they also were seemingly, knowingly abrasive about it.  Boys would jump around in classrooms between classes, throwing paper airplanes at each other made from past assignments, shouting out words and phrases that made sense only to them or were strange just for show.  Our boy would often arrive early to his classes and would sit silently in his seat in the corner, unable to distract his mind from the show.  It was as if they mocked him.  He talked to noone, as he could no longer spend time talking to the wind during the day, and he had too much homework at night to even think of something that he might like to do in his free time, let alone talk to the wind, which, given his age, would now concern his parents.  These boys were acting worse than he ever did before he got his diagnosis and had to suppress his compulsions and emotions, yet they wouldn’t care like he did if they were scolded for their lapse from accepted standards of normality.  He couldn’t join in; he couldn’t slip up, for there could be no telling what sort of thing his behaviors might lead to.  Just a few years ago they had looked at him funny when he had acted oddly, when he was just being himself.  Now they would act funny because they felt like it, and they would look oddly at him who showed no reaction on his face for what they were doing.  During class one day two of them quietly snickered to each other that maybe he didn’t move because he couldn’t move, and maybe he couldn’t move because he had a cork stuck all the way up his butt.  The two of them liked to poke fun at how different he was.  They found it amusing that during phy-ed he didn’t change with the other boys, but instead behind a curtain in the coach’s office.  The two would joke that maybe he was hiding himself because he wasn’t a boy at all.  Whenever they would sneak into the coach’s office to see how far back they could push the curtain without seeing the boy, they were always caught by the coach and sent back into the locker room.  This day they were going to try something different.  After social studies class they walked over to their silent classmate and asked if he would like it if they brought some of their wieners to school for him to try.  Our boy became anxious and sweated, as he couldn’t tell if they were being nice to him or making fun of him.  Noticing a slight furrow of his eyebrows, they dug in more.  They said it was impolite of him not to answer, as that hurt their feelings.  He didn’t want to hurt their feelings; he was silent and by himself because he was afraid of upsetting anyone.  Now our boy was confused and at a loss.  He was already nervous and stammered when he had to talk to other people, for breaking a silence showed an initiative that might at that precise moment not be desired by the person one is having to speak to; and at that current moment, faced with an accusation that he had done something wrong, he was caught in a situation he couldn’t reason his way out of.  I didn’t mean—to mean—to upset anyone, he said.  That’s alright, one of them told him, we know you didn’t mean to be mean.  Sometimes people just can’t help themselves, they’re just so uptight.  You know, I think the girls would take more of a liking to you if you showed everyone you can be nice, and tried our wieners, seeing as how we have never seen you with one and all.  We know that the girls sure like them.  Do you think you would?
Our boy told me later he couldn’t remember what happened next; the term he used for what happened to him was “blacking out”.  This doesn’t mean he lost consciousness.  He sunk into himself and found the deeper he went the smaller his vision became.  The outside world was a curved screen that became more and more out of focus as the atoms of anxiety flaming inside became still, the black ashes of what the flames burned mixing with coal that could be used to stoke the dormant flames.  The piles of dark moved around the edges of the screen and seemed to push it inch by inch farther away, leading to a presence of mind without clear thought, and a mindset detached from reality.
The school contacted his mother and asked for her to bring him home early.  Our boy was tucked into bed, his glazed-over eyes still wide open, unmoving.  There she let him be, and from that state he eventually found respite in sleep.  When he woke in the late afternoon, he heard voices yelling downstairs.  If he concentrated hard enough and got beyond the ringing in his ears, he could hear what was being said.  Why does he always get special treatment?  When I have a stomach ache you still send me to school.  He zones out and gets a free ride home!  You’re not making sense.  Go do your homework.  I’m done arguing with you.  You’re always arguing with me!  ‘Cus you don’t make sense!  He’s your special son.  Oh, so precious.  Let me put little baby boo-boo on my lap and feed him, read him a bedtime story, tell him how special he is.  I said that’s enough. Go do your homework, or your father will be called; then you will have someone calling a parent for you.  Fat-ass.  Fast booming footsteps came pounding up the stairs.  As his brother walked past our boy’s door, it was swung open and hit the wall with a giant crack!  His brother walked into the room, grabbed a pillow, and then hit him once over the face with it.  Wake up!  This was typical behavior on the brother’s part.  He had insecurities and problems of his own, and if he wasn’t fighting with his mother, our boy was an easy target.  He would usually calm down within an hour, though.  The negativity that radiated from him permeated the atmosphere of the environment and would affect the mood of any who were unfortunate to live in it.  Our boy, though the older of the two brothers, became even more disturbed in mind from this.  He was afraid to say a word in his own home or accept any love or attention from his mother, or it would more than likely result in some form of castigation or verbally abusive belittling.  After a time, he started hearing his brother’s voice in his head and came to fear that his brother could read his thoughts when they were in the same room together.
When our boy was at school, fear of his brother became a fear of others.  The worries got to be so intense that he was afraid to even walk by other people, for even if he did nothing wrong they might still come after him.  Group projects started off okay, offering hope for a positive connection with others free from fear, but by the end was an emotional rollercoaster.  He was alone, even in the presence of others.  His group partners would hardly talk to him, for they thought that someone who is a recluse must not enjoy the company of others; their logic figured that if he didn’t show emotions, he must not be feeling any.  This was an open door for the other group members to talk with each other, excluding him except when they needed him to do something for the project.  Our boy yearned to let them know that he did have emotions and wanted to be like one of them, people who could freely express themselves and form relationships with those around them.
In 8th grade, there was one month where he was part of a group that felt special to him.  The two other members were girls who were friends with each other: one was bubbly and caustically self-referential, the other kind and reserved.  The three would have to work on the project together after school, preferring to set up shop at a couple tables in the school library.  The two girls would talk with each other when they weren’t busy working and would occasionally ask our boy questions like what his favorite class was and whether he liked any sports.  Being able to speak, to say something about himself was fresh and exciting, but these exchanges were always brief, and after they were over he felt worse than he would have if they had never acknowledged his existence.
He felt empty, so devoid of charm or interest to others who would take a passing interest in him.  If anyone ever felt any concern for him, he felt they would still be unable to know how to help him or respond to what he had to say.  He knew from experience when trying to talk to the school counselor that he was too complicated for her to understand, too difficult a case for advice other than “hang in there.”  It bothered him every time he would leave from the counselor’s office and she would greet the next person in line with a warm smile, asking how 
he/she was doing and about the different things that were going on in the other person’s life.  The mild concern felt for him then felt insincere, as his troubles were not heavy or important enough for the counselor to have difficulty shifting gears when talking with someone else.
	While working on the project in class and after school, it became clearer and clearer to our boy that he really liked the girl who was more reserved.  She had a gentle beauty about her, and when she talked or smiled it was gentle as well.  The restrictions he placed on himself ached and strained whenever he was in her presence.  He wanted so much to tell her that he liked her, to shout it out to the world, and to see a smile in return.  But no matter how unbearable it became, and how hard it was soon to so much as look at her while they were working, he knew he couldn’t do what it hurt him so much not to do.  And she wouldn’t be the one to ask him; boys are the ones who are expected to initiate relationships.  He knew so little about her; she could already be with someone else, or she may not even like him.  He wasn’t even able to tell if she liked him!  Even if she did, putting the pain and sadness he felt every day onto the shoulders of someone he loved would have been too cruel for someone like him to do.  The happiness they felt together would be temporary, him becoming a burden that she felt so sad for that it would be hard to let him go.  And what if she did?  What if she let him go?  How could he live with being so rejected, with noone to brighten his day or make him whole again?  He would go back to what he was now, but feel more acutely what was missing from his life, see how in his isolation he wasn’t really living.  He was already dying with every year that passed, to be lowered into his grave sooner than all the others.  The other two became more uncomfortable around him.  They continued to be nice to him, sure; but they came to talk less and less when he was with them.  Presentation day came, and his hopes rose; he thought he saw her smiling at him as they stood at the front of the room going over what they had accomplished.  But he had accomplished nothing.  Class came to an end; when the bell rang the two girls walked away.  Just like the wind, they left without saying goodbye.  He still held onto hope; maybe they had forgotten, or they had to hurry to their next class.  Whenever he saw the girl he liked when she passed him in the hallway, he would stop what he was doing and look her way.  No exchange was made, no sign was shown that they had for the past month worked together.  Like the light, his view of the world narrowing and getting farther away from him when he blacked out, so too did his view of her narrow and disappear as she blended into the snowy throng of people.  He wanted to run after her, calling that they knew each other, that he wanted them to know each other again.  He wanted to be able to reach out with his hands and touch her, to make sure she existed and wasn’t a figment of his imagination.  But he didn’t.  She disappeared into the snowy throng, they appearing to be the living dead, indistinguishable from each other as the fall of the snowflakes drowned on.  They mixed together and blended until there was nothing else to see but the contrast of white against his world of black.  He ran down the passage of his mind, praying that she was not broken and smashed like the rest of the snowflakes, that she was still out there somewhere in the mist of the unknowable, draping shoom.  Unable to see, he extended his hands and felt the faces of all the snowflakes he saw, trying to find the snowflake that was different, was the one who was the other part of himself.  Doom.  Music rang from and around the snowflakes, the echoes reverberating and ringing in his ears.  Stopping, he found one song sounded above all the others.  Doom.  His brother’s voice called out to him in the blizzard of emotions, saying it wasn’t too late for him to come to his senses.  Wake up!  The voice melted the snow in a flash, the flakes in the air turning into a wave of water that slammed against him like a door.  Our boy was floating in the dark sea of icy desolation, struggling to stay afloat as claws of terror dragged him down.  The waves of his brother’s voice pounded him on the head, the splashes the frothy feathers of a pillow, pushing him down into the water, his bed of rest.  He could not rest; rest was only for all of you, all ye merry gentlemen.  Bellows from the deep waters below blew upward into his gasping, screaming face that could not hope to mitigate the burning of his vocal chords that were unable to make a sound.  Let nothing you dismay.  The heavens sent a bolt of lightning thundering across the sky, illuminating the landless horizon, holding and not flashing away.  The depths of the thickening water rose to be the world above.  Was there any room for hope in this vast expanse of liquid matter?  A swarm of silent bubbles answered by latching onto his head and taking the sound away from his ears as they burned the flesh away.  His future failures entered the present, seeping into the past tucked in the folds of his tight jacket.  They were no longer what he would be become, for they were already who he was.  The sound of silence, they called for him to accept them, for if he didn’t they were all he was going to be.  In the silence he faced rejection, his invisibility to others, the forgotten strands of his existence, the unknown stealing from him any hope he might have had of gaining access to life.  To save us all from Satan’s pow’r.  Then he knew that the silence threatens you as well.  So they are why I hurt, he thought.  They are why my soul continues to bleed.  The silence reminded him of the forgotten nature of the pleas he had sent to God for it all to stop, and told him that he had only himself to blame; for his cries came from the foundation of the base he made for himself, the base of silence that could only bring more silence, as his world stopped, ended, as a response to the nature of his pleas.  Please don’t let me be the death of myself, he cried silently in his fetal position.  The future: When we were gone astray.  If others are not to blame for what has happened to me, can they not help me from my language of silence to turn away?  The silence that met this was deeper than before.  An orchestra of butterflies suddenly shot down from the darkness to the light below.  The music thundered a retort to the bolt of lightning dangling in the sky.  It said that you are not to blame for what our boy had become and what he would become to be, but you are still liable for not caring about him and entering your voices into his silence to show the dry sands of the beach will not sting, but love can still emanate from the grainy, homogenous whole and take on the wind-swept carpet form of green.  The lightning flashed again, this time disappearing as it struck the water and the threat of silence.  Our boy writhed in the water, his face contorting as the tunnel gave away to reality.  The lightning refused to let him know the truth from the silence about the sky’s failure of visible compassion.  You, those governed by life, have the only acceptable form of communication through music; he, governed by silence, was no match for such a union as your own.  Your answer to the threat of silence has always been simple and was felt in the very bones of his character, the very being of our unnamed object, which before was so properly put in bold in this text: No.  Oh tidings of comfort and joy.
After a month in a mental health facility, our boy committed suicide.  Seeing as how he was so silent and not a threat to others, the employees of the facility had left him alone.  He had beaten his head against the walls of his room, finding that when he started he could not stop.  But his heart could.  The employees found him on the floor, his arms no longer clutched around his jacket, now unzipped and displaying poor character.  Oh, I was so right earlier after I told you to relax.  You, the people, did relax; life is a jolly hoot.
| | | | El Fin | | | |
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