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When The World Listens


“What am I doing‭?‬” I told myself as almost fall to sleep,‭ “‬I
need to finish that homework.‭”

    As I looked around my room,‭ ‬I didn’t see the
math homework.‭ ‬It was gone.‭ ‬But how could that happen‭?‬ How
could my math homework be gone‭?

    I walked down to‭ ‬the‭ ‬basement‭; ‬my hands‭
‬were‭ ‬shaking as I looked.‭ ‬The room contained very little
light,‭ ‬I could barely see,‭ ‬but on the table was my math paper,‭
‬filled with crayon marks.‭ “‬Isaac,‭” ‬I yelled out my brother’s
name.‭ ‬He was seven and he loved to color everything.‭ ‬The
walls,‭ ‬tables,‭ ‬even math papers.‭ ‬I yelled out my brother’s
name again but no answer.‭

    “Are you sleeping,‭ ‬its only seven,‭” ‬I said
walking to his room.‭

    I opened his door.‭ ‬The lights were off.‭ ‬He
was in his bed,‭ ‬but he wasn’t sleep.‭ ‬People that are sleep
respond when someone wakes them.‭ ‬He did not respond.‭ ‬He just
had his face lay on his pillow.‭ ‬But he wasn’t sleeping.‭ ‬No he
wasn’t sleeping at all.‭

    I tried to move him‭; ‬you could say that I was
trying to help him.‭ ‬But really it wasn’t,‭ ‬it was helping me.‭
‬I had to know,‭ ‬that he was alive and that I had still a
brother.‭ ‬But he didn’t move.‭ ‬Or make a sound.‭ ‬He was not
alive.‭ ‬When I turned his body,‭ ‬I knew what took him from
me.‭

    On his bed was a can with the words,‭ ‬Dust off
on it.‭ 

    My heart started to beat faster.‭ ‬How could it
happen‭? ‬How could it happen to my brother‭?

    Why couldn’t he take me instead‭? ‬Why my
brother‭?

    He never saw the world as I did.‭ ‬Why did he
get into the trap‭? ‬Was someone watching him‭? ‬How could this
happen to him‭?

    I stepped back,‭ ‬I was afraid of him,‭ ‬but at
the same time I wanted to hold him.‭ ‬And tell him that everything
will be all right.‭ ‬But now it sounded crazy.‭ ‬I called my mom
and dad,‭ ‬even if they weren’t home.‭ ‬I just needed someone to
tell me that he was fine.‭ ‬And everything was going to be over
with,‭ ‬and back to normal.‭ ‬The way it should be.‭

    I just watched my brother and inversioned my
brother’s eyes moving.‭ ‬And laughing at a joke I said,‭ ‬and being
alive.‭

    I was now putting my fingers through his black
hair.‭ ‬And talking to him as if he was alive,‭ “‬What did you do
today‭? ‬You don’t have to answer‭; ‬we don’t even have to talk
either.‭ ‬What that blue sky today,‭ ‬wasn’t it just great.‭ ‬I run
so fast today,‭ ‬my friend almost couldn’t run as fast.‭ ‬Oh boy
was she red when we were done.‭ ‬She was laughing so hard,‭ ‬that I
thought her rib cage would break.‭”

I paused‭; ‬I couldn’t tell him about my friend laughing.‭ ‬The
thought made me sick.‭ ‬I couldn’t tell him how my friend’s rib
cage would break.‭ ‬That wasn’t the right thing to say.‭ “‬What
about your day.‭ ‬I know you must have a lot of things that you
want to tell me.‭ ‬Just tell me them.‭” ‬No words were spoken from
him,‭ ‬but heard his answer.‭

“How is friend doing,‭ ‬what is her name again‭? ‬Lily.‭ ‬She
something else isn’t she.‭” ‬Still there was no answer.‭

I stopped my hands from touching his hair.‭ ‬It wasn’t important.‭
‬And all meant nothing.‭ ‬He was going to wake up,‭ ‬I just knew
it.‭

As I sat on the bed,‭ ‬I thought of him as a lifeless dummy.‭ ‬But
he wasn’t made out of wood.‭ ‬He was made out of something that
would never be replaced.‭ ‬He was made out of love.‭ ‬That was what
I missed,‭ ‬his heart.‭ ‬But I could still hear it‭; ‬the beat was
in my heart now.‭

I was just sitting on the bed,‭ ‬as if we were going to have talk.‭
‬But there was nothing to talk about.‭ ‬Not to lifeless body.‭
‬There was nothing to talk about.‭

    As I walked out of his room,‭ ‬I only looked at
him once more.‭ ‬And then I dial the phone for my parents.‭



     Do you sometimes think that if you call
your parents,‭ ‬everything will be fine‭? ‬Well that didn’t happen
for me.‭ ‬When I called my parents everything became real.‭

    It was like the world was spinning off its axis
and I was the one who did it.‭ ‬Yes,‭ ‬I was the one.‭



    As the phone rang for a while,‭ ‬I looked at my
brother.‭ ‬He was still,‭ ‬dead.‭ ‬It was hard to believe‭ 
‬that my brother was now dead.‭ “‬Hello,‭” ‬my mom asked.‭
“‬Hello,‭ ‬mom‭; ‬there is something I must tell you.‭” 
“‬What is that‭? ‬Are you crying‭?” ‬I tried to stop crying but I
couldn’t.‭ “‬M-mom,‭ ‬my bother,‭ ‬is,‭” ‬I took deep breathe as I
tried to make the words come out,‭ “‬my brother is dead.‭”

    My mom didn’t say a word,‭ ‬she just said
nothing.‭ ‬All she could do was to say nothing.‭ ‬Then she cried.‭
‬I could her words to dad.‭ ‬Her voice then became higher then she
said,‭ “‬How did he die‭?”



    Two hours passed,‭ ‬my mom and dad just stared
at my brother,‭ ‬they were crying.‭ ‬They looked at him as if he
was dead,‭ ‬not alive.‭ ‬They just looked at him as if he was going
to heaven and that was their hope that everything would be
fine.‭

    I went to bed‭; ‬feeling sick.‭ ‬The day felt
like a lifetime.‭ ‬Everything happened in one day,‭ ‬the day that
everything went wrong.‭





As the clouds danced,‭ ‬I danced with them.‭ ‬As the ground
shaked,‭ ‬I was drinking from a lake.‭ ‬The people in the field
waved to me,‭ ‬and I did the same.‭

    As the wind came,‭ ‬the people in the field
disappeared.‭ ‬And all that was left were their souls.‭

    I walked across the field and saw no one.‭ ‬But
then I heard someone’s voice cry out.‭ ‬The voice was that of a
little boy.‭ ‬He wanted me to see something,‭ ‬so I followed him.‭
‬He took me through the woods,‭ ‬and dragged me across a dirt
road.‭ ‬To find all the people that were in the field were now
happy.‭

    “See,‭ ‬he is in a better place now,‭ ‬don’t
think about the past,‭ ‬when the future is upon us,‭” ‬the boy
said,‭ ‬skipping through the long grass,‭ ‬as if it was a
game.‭





Future:

As I rolled a six,‭ ‬I moved six spaces.‭ “‬Good job,‭” ‬my mom
said as she rolled her turn.‭ “‬Thank you,‭ ‬mom,‭ ‬I just wish
Isaac was here.‭” “‬I know honey,‭ ‬but what is done is done.‭ ‬And
there is nothing that you can do,‭ ‬honey.‭ ‬There is nothing you
can do.‭”

    As we both sat by the table,‭ ‬we played all
sorts of games.‭ ‬Mostly we talked,‭ ‬talked about how life would
have been if Isaac was here.‭ ‬But there was no point in telling
what would have happened‭; ‬if there was no way that it could have
happened differently.‭

    There was nothing more to talk about.‭ ‬What was
done was done.‭ ‬And there was nothing to do but cry.‭



Past:

‭    As the sun came up I ran. My friend and I were
having a race to see who was the fastest.

    I was the winner.‭ ‬My friend’s face was a dark
red when she was finished with the race.‭ “‬I beat you,‭ ‬isn’t
that great,‭” ‬I said happily.‭ “‬I guess if you wanted to win.‭”
“‬What do you mean by that‭?” “‬Nothing,‭” ‬she said with laugh.‭
“‬What‭ ‬so funny.‭” “‬Nothing.‭” “‬If you are laughing then it
must be something funny.‭” “‬I guess so,‭” ‬she said as she started
running across the track again.‭





Present:‭

    “There were so many things I would love to do.‭
‬There were so many.‭ ‬But one of them included my friend,‭ ‬my
brother.‭ ‬He was my hero‭; ‬he seemed to be always happy.‭ ‬I
guess that is why I love him so much.‭ ‬But like most brothers,‭
‬there were some things I didn’t like.‭  ‬But that is away
from me right now.‭  ‬In fact,‭ ‬I would love to have him,‭
‬do the bad things to me right now.‭ ‬Draw on my homework with
crayons.‭ ‬And bike with my friends,‭ ‬even if I told him six times
not to.‭

    I would do it,‭ ‬for all the money in the
world,‭ ‬to have my brother back once again.‭”

    The crowned clapped and stood for me,‭ ‬but not
just for me but for my brother.‭ ‬Who will always be my
brother‭?





As the sun went overhead,‭ ‬I listen.‭ ‬When the birds were
singing,‭ ‬they made me feel as if the world was all worth it.‭
‬That the minutes were adding up to something,‭ ‬something that was
going to be the very best.‭

    As I watched the cars go by,‭ ‬I just sat
there.‭ ‬Thinking about how the days would appear,‭ ‬in disbelief.‭
‬The days that seemed unreal,‭ ‬but were real so I just envisioned
the days as if they were dreams,‭ ‬dreams that will go away,‭ ‬and
never come back.‭

    There were times that I thought that maybe if I
closed my eyes,‭ ‬everything would be the same.‭ ‬However,‭ ‬that
was never the case.‭ ‬There were also times that I felt like I
should have been dead,‭ ‬and not my brother.‭ ‬He was my sunshine,‭
‬my fullness.‭ ‬The piece that made me who I was today,‭ ‬and would
never be replaced.‭

    There were times that seemed to take forever.‭
‬In addition,‭ ‬other times seemed to take only seconds.‭ ‬And this
one moment,‭ ‬this second in time,‭ ‬seemed to take forever.‭ ‬I
just wanted so badly to stand up and tell the world who I was.‭
‬Then it hit me,‭ ‬my mom had been talking about a class that you
can talk about your feelings.‭ ‬This was perfect,‭ ‬perfect for
me.‭

    The sky turned to a pale blue.‭ ‬As I rose from
the green glass,‭ ‬I could feel the weight of my legs.‭ ‬The pain
went right up my back.‭ ‬It didn’t stop,‭ ‬just kept going until my
body couldn’t move.‭ ‬The pain was too strong.‭ ‬I went back to the
ground,‭ ‬and before I knew it,‭ ‬everything happened.‭ Everything
went to black.



‭***



“Are you all right,‭” ‬a voice said,‭ “‬are you all right.‭” ‬The
voice then disappeared and I could now feel my head.‭ ‬My head was
in pain.‭ ‬I opened my eyes.‭ ‬The sky had turned from a pale blue
to a dark black.‭ “‬What is your name,‭” ‬the boy said.‭ ‬I turned
my head,‭ ‬but then the pain shoot to my head,‭ ‬making my head
move into the same place as before.‭ “‬My name…is Emma.‭” “‬Are you
badly hurt‭; ‬I need to know where you live,‭ ‬so we can help
you‭?”

    I told him where I lived.‭ ‬He looked about
eleven,‭ ‬and he had black hair,‭ ‬green eyes.‭ ‬He looked just
like my brother,‭ ‬but older.‭

    The same hair,‭ ‬same eyes,‭ ‬same nose,‭ ‬he
was my brother.‭ ‬Yes,‭ ‬he was my brother.‭



The night became a living hell.‭

    My own room felt strange,‭ ‬and odd to me.‭ ‬The
whole night was just so unreal.‭ ‬Everything was happening so
fast.‭ ‬The lights,‭ ‬the boy,‭ ‬it was just a nightmare to
me.‭

    Every second moved faster,‭ ‬the days were
doubled,‭ ‬but the hours were only small,‭ ‬tiny particles.‭ Life
would go on as it is written.










Epilogue


I had counted the days to follow as if in disbelief, thinking
only of times I spent in dreams, but awaking in a nightmare of
clouds. To count a year without a death its like saving a dollar,
to only spent it on foolish things. It had no power over me, the
rest of the world, to kill a life and live another.

Now sitting impassioned, watching the hours turn to me,
listening closely, so far from me. I could hear the clock that
ringed the hour, watching the hands, listening like dreams of an
unclear day. Looking at a nightmare, dreaming of such odd things,
and finding no honor in all you have lived for. That is the end of
a life.

 

Emma was fourteen, fifthteen, sixteen, and seventeen, but not
anymore for her. She got a bad taste of life and lived it coldly
instend. Poor, poor Emily, she lived a life of trouble.










A Note About The Story


During the preparation of this short story, I received help and
encouragement from my peers. I am grateful to them, for writing is
my joy. "Writing is a process, if not taken with honor then maybe
its not worth the time. For writing is golden to a reader's mind,
think no little than fly, think of me waiting for a reply. Received
a letter of my surpise. Think no little than an eye."










The Poem By Emma


If did that day came upon a
cloud,

dreaming of this, she said at
loud,

through paths of weakly taste,

through a minor that lead the
way,

follow a rabit with talking
favor,

late for a date, he had said.

If that minor was not real,

then maybe I am a fault,

taking my hand down a carpet,

while dreaming of a star in my
pocket.









From the same author on
Feedbooks


	Goodbye &
Hello (2010)
If you listen from the trees. If you love or care about me, then
take me to Wonderland. You won't care to leave. Take me to
Wonderland, where my dreams are real. Where the grass and trees are
my home.



	


You
Make Me Smile (2010)
Birds fly, trees sway. Everything is peaceful once again.



	


The
Show Must Go On (2010)
It's short story that will make you die for more. The stage is
set for the show of a lifetime. Get ready, its about to begin.
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A collection of thoughts, ideas, and words. Listen to them, and
think about them, just think.
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