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Chapter 1



I hung up the phone and mumbled with
disgust. I’m always saying the appropriate words while believing
and thinking something else. I began my note taking and suddenly
put down my pen. How much longer can I continue to do this when I
know what I know? I need to tell this story.




------------------------------------



Once there was a little boy who lived
in the hills along a back road. He lived in squalor and trash. He
didn’t know he had it so bad because he could play anywhere and
there were plenty of woods to keep him company. He lived with his
mother, father, sisters, and a brother. Every day he would bundle
up the trash and take it outdoors. Out the door he would go with
the trash and off he could run into the woods where he felt happy
and safe. His mother cared for him, unless she was sad. Then she
would just sit and stare. The father didn’t do much besides eat and
drink. On occasion he would talk to himself and growl at nothing.
This was when the little boy would sneak out of the house and run
into the woods. He was so safe there and even if it was winter and
he had no coat he did not seem to care. He was free and safe. A
little bit of cold is nothing compared to the angry father and the
mother who just sat and stared when he started to growl at
nothing.

The little boy had two older sisters
and a younger brother. They didn’t know how he felt when he ran
into the woods. They never learned how to run away. They fought
with each other and sometimes growled at nothing…like father. The
little boy had a temperament more like his mother but she could
only run away in her mind. If she tried to leave the house, father
would yell and swear and she would take off her coat and sit down
again. She clung to her purse and stared until father wanted to
eat. Then she would make food and put it on plates. The little boy
never ate much. He never seemed to feel very hungry just like he
never seemed to feel very cold in the winter. He waited until
everyone was finished eating and then he would clean up all their
dishes and bag up the trash. He took the trash outside and placed
it in the can. Then he would run. He would run and run and never
stop until he was in the woods where he could feel good again. The
boy never wondered what other children did because he never saw any
accept his sisters and little brother.

One very cold morning the little boy
woke up from sleeping and he heard his father growling and talking
in an angry voice. His mother sat at the table staring at her cup.
His sisters continued to sleep and his little brother sat in the
corner of the kitchen banging his head on the kitchen cupboard.
This was not a different than usual day but the little boy suddenly
felt a fear that he did not know. He wanted to hide. He knew he had
to be cautious so he didn’t make a sound. The only noise he heard
was the sound of his brother’s head banging against the wooden
cupboard and his father’s angry growling. It seemed that mother was
so still that she was not even breathing. The boy had never felt
such feelings before and his heart was racing. He needed to pee. If
he peed in the bed his mother would whip his bottom. If he walked
to the toilet he might stir his father who was growling louder and
louder. The boy couldn’t comprehend what his father was saying and
he strained to understand. When could no longer hold his pee he got
up and began to creep toward the toilet. Suddenly the father
reached out from his chair and grabbed him. That’s when he wet all
over himself.

The next few moments were horrifying.
The father threw him across the room and he landed on the floor
near his mother’s chair. His mother jumped up and screamed so loud
that his younger brother began to wail and since he hardly ever
cried anymore this sound penetrated the small tin home trailer the
family lived in. The father rose from his chair and crossed the
room. For a moment the little boy hoped he was going to walk out
the door. He watched him and tried to imagine this large figure
walking through the door and leaving the trailer and felt excited
thinking about this possibility. But instead, father bent over,
lifted the boy into the air, and threw him again. This time the boy
landed on a chair and the blow cut across his back feeling a
shattering pain as he fell to the ground, his head bouncing on the
floor. He wanted to cry out but he could not find his voice. He
could not even find his breath. Lying still he could not hear
anything. In the next moment the father picked up the boy by his
legs and began to drag him across the floor.

The father crossed the room and sat on
a chair by the lamp in the corner. The boys head had been dragged
along the floor and his cheek was cut on an extruding staple from
the worn out carpet. He had felt a little tug when it pulled at his
cheek but no pain as the blood gushed down into his mouth and over
his chin. Then the boy heard his father curse as he delivered a
powerful blow to his back. The pain shot through his body so
sharply that the boy could no longer hear any sounds. He could not
see except for shadows of light and dark. Then the father picked up
the boy and tried to make him stand but his legs would not hold him
so he grabbed the boy around the waist and pulled his underwear
briefs down exposing his bottom. The boy felt alone, completely
alone. Even though the father was touching him he felt
alone.

Then he felt a push as if something was
pressing at his bottom. The father growled and cursed as he bent
the boy at his waist and tore his bottom open. The pain was harsh
and soon he felt something being jammed into him, cutting into him,
tearing him apart. He felt alone. He felt nothing. He heard no
sound. He saw only light and shadow. As abruptly as it started it
stopped. The father picked up the boy and threw him across the room
and when he hit the floor he felt nothing. It seemed as if there
never was a before and there would never be anything again. No
thoughts. No wishes or desires. No plan to run or escape. Just
emptiness.

A day passed.

The boy became aware of a sound. He was
not sure what it was. He heard a muffled wail and then he felt
something touch him. He looked up and saw a face but he could not
recognize this face or know its meaning. Soon he was lifted,
carried, and placed on his bed then covered. He felt sore when he
was touched and hoped no one would ever touch him again. He laid
still, closed his eyes, and soon went to sleep. His little body was
broken to bits and he just wanted to lie still and
sleep.


-------------------------------------

I stopped writing and looked at the
clock. It was seven forty-five. It had grown dark and the rest of
the building was empty on my floor. Had I spoken to anyone as they
had left? I couldn’t remember. I wanted to get home and go to sleep
and I did not want to talk to anyone tonight because the story was
so fresh in my mind. I took the elevator to the lobby and went out
to my car. It was a cool night, promising some freezing rain. I
unlocked my car and got behind the wheel but it took a few minutes
to get the key into the ignition. I was so nervous, angry, and
filled with frustration.

I thought, “What is wrong with
you…you’re too involved….relax and start the car.”

The car started up and I pulled out
onto the street and started to drive. My mind drifted back to the
day’s events and the court room. I had been inside that court room
so many times before so why was this so different? Because I
thought it would be different. Because it reminded me of him and
lately they all reminded me of him. All the details presented were
so clear and it seemed evident what the outcome should be. My
feelings had a life of their own which scared me so when I pulled
into my driveway just as it started to rain I quickly shut off the
car, gathered my belongings, and ran for the door. I let myself in
and turned on the light to shake of my sense of panic. My cat
greeted me warmly and demanded food and attention. It felt so good
to see him. He was so familiar and real to me and he easily took
all my thoughts while I fed him.

I lit a fire under the teakettle and
another fire in my living room fireplace. I thought about putting
on some music but decided against it. The thought of music stirred
up the anxious feelings I had in the car when I couldn’t get the
key in the ignition. What could be disturbing me? Better take a
warm bath and drink a cup of tea before I eat. If I don’t I’ll just
get heartburn or something. Maybe I’m coming down with a
cold.

I filled the tub with hot water and
bubbles then lit a candle and stepped into warm soothing water. As
I sipped my tea and stared at the candle flame I began to think
about him again and how he felt when suspended in numbness. That is
how I want to feel; suspended in numbness. I touched the water and
the soap suds and smelled the lavender from the candle and the
bath. How soothing and delightful. He had only felt cold and pain.
I choked back tears and spoke out loud as I scrambled to get out of
the tub.

“I’m sick of this,” I said
out loud.

I wrapped myself up in a robe and
headed for the bedroom. I had thrown my laptop and bag on top of my
bed when I came home and as I stared at the laptop and again felt
that compulsion I went and dumped the rest of my tea down the
kitchen sink, opened a bottle of wine, poured myself a glass,
returned to the bedroom, and began again.


-------------------------------------

The boy woke up slowly. He was wrapped
in a dirty blanket and covered with a rug from the floor. He felt
so cold and damp. He knew where he was but did not remember falling
asleep covered with the rug. It smelled filthy so he pushed it off
him. When he moved his arm and felt the stabbing pain in his
shoulder he cried out for his mother. She came to him and
immediately began to “shush” and beg him to be quiet and still. The
boy lay still, allowing the pain to consume him. He felt thirsty
and whispered for a drink. His mother offered him a drink from a
bottle of coke sitting next to the bed. The bottle had been there
for at least three days or more but the boy didn’t care and gulped
down the warm sweetness. When he finished he was still very thirsty
and asked his mother for some water. She whispered “shush” and went
to the sink to get a glass. The boy heard the water running and the
pipes groan as they always did the first time water was run through
them in the morning. His mother came back with the water and the
boy drank the whole glass down. He lay back and his head began to
throb. He feared he would vomit but was afraid to say he was sick
so he lay still trying to suspend himself in numbness.

Soon he rolled over and began to cough.
As he did he vomited on his bed and blanket and the vomit was
thick, black, and red. He heard his mother moan and soon she held
him trying to make the explosion from his bowl stop. Why did she
have to touch him? It hurt so much when he was touched. The boy
fell unconscious.

A day passed.

The boy awoke in a strange room
surrounded by light. He could not move and he felt a heavy feeling
in his throat so that when he tried to swallow it hurt. His heart
began to race and soon he heard a strange sound like a bell or a
beep. It pulsed over and over again as his heart raced and skipped
in his chest. He gasped for breath and tried to swallow but
couldn’t. He could hear the bells and see the lights but knew no
other sensation but panic. Suddenly a woman was standing next to
him tugging at his arm and pulling out a plastic tube that seemed
to be growing out from his arm. She twisted and turned the tube
then placed a needle into a button near his hand. As suddenly as
the bells started they stopped and the boy felt like he could
breathe again. His heart slowed down. He was so grateful for the
woman who still had not looked at him and he wondered if she was
his mother but then remembered his mother looked different. Without
a warning the woman spoke.

“Are you thirsty? You can’t
have any water yet but I can bring you some ice chips if you want
them.”

What are ice chips? He thought they
might be something like snow so he nodded yes. The woman smiled and
said she would be right back and soon the boy drifted back into a
small sleep wondering where he was and where his mother could be.
He tried to move again but couldn’t.

Soon the woman returned with the ice
chips and asked him if he wanted to sit up a little. The boy
struggled to sit and she urged him to lie down again as the bed
began to move at the top. He was being lifted by the pillows behind
his head and the movement allowed the boy to see the room he was in
much better. He knew he had never been there before and was not
sure where he was. The woman held a spoon full of ice chips to his
lips and the cool liquid melted on his tongue. He wanted more so
she fed him about half the glass. Then she said that was enough and
asked him if he wanted the TV on.

The boy had only watched TV once before
at his neighbors home and he remembered that he liked it. His home
had a TV but it was broken when his sister had smashed it during a
fight with mother. They had never gotten it fixed but he hadn’t
cared because he liked to be outside. Never the less he remembered
watching TV with his old neighbor last year and he remembered that
he liked it.

The boy nodded yes when asked again so
the woman turned it on with the same gadget attached to the bed
that had just lifted him up. She gave him this gadget and said he
could make the TV louder or change the channels by pushing the
buttons. Then as she walked she said she needed to take his vitals,
smiling and promising she would be right back. The woman left the
room and the boy gazed at the TV. The sound was muffled and he
could barely make out what was being said but he didn’t care
because it was fun to look at the pictures.

Soon the woman came back and began to
listen to the boy’s heart with tubes hanging from her ears. She
wrapped a plastic cloth around his arm and squeezed a button that
made the bag squeeze his arm. It seemed as though there was a
clock…a tiny clock…attached to the bag and she looked intensely at
it as she made the bag loose again. The woman put something with a
point in his ear and soon it beeped. She looked at it closely and
after each procedure the woman wrote on a paper from her pocket.
The boy was fascinated by all that she did and decided she was
wonderful to watch. She was pleasing, like looking at the flowers
and trees in the woods near his home. He decided that he liked the
way that she smelled and he wanted desperately to touch her and put
his nose near her skin. He wanted to but could not move. That’s
when he abruptly felt sad and alone again. He had felt this way
before but could not remember when. The good feeling about the
woman’s beauty and smell went away and the boy closed his eyes. He
began to think about the woods and wanted to be in the woods
forever and quickly he drifted back into a soft sleep.

A day passed.

The boy opened his eyes to the shiny
light again and there were people all around him. He struggled to
identify them as he searched all their faces. Suddenly he
recognized someone sparking a sense of joy that overwhelmed him. It
was his mother. She was staring as she always did but this time she
was gazing at him. Their eyes met and they gazed into each other.
The boy felt joy and moved to embrace her. As he moved a sharp pain
shot through his shoulder and arm but he didn’t care. He pulled
himself to her and grabbed her around the neck. His mother embraced
him passionately and silently and then she began to cry and rock
her son. The boy felt more joy than he had ever felt because he had
never been embraced like this before. Even though he felt sharp
pain throughout his body he wanted to be held, rocked, and buried
in his mother’s neck. She smelled like mold and dirt but this was a
smell he remembered from his home. He suddenly had to pee and
whispered that he needed to go. The woman that had fed him ice
chips brought a pan to the bed and told him he could use the pan to
pee. He stared at her and wondered if he would get spanked if he
peed in the bed so he looked at his mother who told him it was ok.
His mother helped him sit on the pan and he peed into it for what
seemed like a long time. Then his mother helped him off and eased
him back down on to the pillow. The woman who had fed him the ice
chips removed the pan and he could hear her flushing a toilet in a
little room near his bed. When she came back she smiled at him for
the first time and said, “Hi, buddy, my name is Betty and I am your
nurse.” The boy stared at her and wondered what a nurse was. He was
glad he had this nurse and wanted to smell her so he grabbed her
arm and pulled her hand to his nose. She smelled wonderful just
like a flower in the spring.

The nurse pulled her hand away and
began to give instructions that the boy did not understand. She
wanted him to know what to do should he need a drink or another
pee. She asked if he was hungry and if he needed any medication for
pain. It all sounded so strange. The boy just wanted to smell her
lovely hand once again. His mother asked the nurse to bring him
some food and the nurse said she would get it ordered right away.
He was not sure if he could eat but his mother’s reassuring gaze
made him realize how much he wanted to eat. He tried to reach for
his mother but his shoulder felt very sore again. He wanted to go
back to sleep when he felt this pain so he did.


-----------------------------------

I looked up and noticed the time. I was
numb and wanted to go to sleep. I shut down my laptop and went to
the kitchen. The wine I had been drinking had made me thirsty so I
poured a glass of water from the pitcher in the refrigerator. As I
drank the water I thought about him and immediately felt a sense of
despair. Why did I have to feel like this? I shut off the light,
went back to my room, and put the laptop on the floor. I pulled
down the comforter and crawled between the sheets. The bedside lamp
was still burning but I felt afraid to turn it off. I closed my
eyes and the silence spoke to me in long whispers. Each breath was
marked by a sense that somehow this story was not going to let me
alone. I asked for sleep and it came.




Chapter 2


I woke up with a feeling of lethargy.
For a few moments I did not know where I was or what day it was. As
I realized it was Thursday I looked at the clock on my bedside
table. It was six-thirty. I still had plenty of time to prepare for
the work day which started at nine. I woke up like this most days
not even needing an alarm. Last night I had not set the alarm
because I was thinking about him and what it must be like to live
not knowing when you might be hurt again. I had wanted to change
things in court yesterday but had failed. All the familiar comments
popped into my mind. It’s not your fault. You did your best. Yea, I
know, but then whose fault is it? The system was the usual come
back. It is what it is. Well who is that system? What is that
system? Most people don’t really know. If you become too angry or
suspicious you are deemed paranoid. It had become unacceptable to
question or pry. Why couldn’t I accept this?

I realized I was dwelling and obsessing
and I was not sure why. I made some coffee and ate a handful of
vitamins. I sat at the table and sipped slowly. It was ten minutes
to seven. I had an hour. I set up my laptop and
continued.


---------------------------------------

The boy opened his eyes once again to
the sound of beeps. They no longer frightened or disturbed him
because he had heard them for several days now. He had been able to
climb out of bed and walk to the bathroom as he pushed this strange
machine attached to a metal poll in front of him. His arm was
attached to a tube that went into the machine and a bag was
attached to a hook at the top of the poll. His nurse had told him
that the bag had good things for him that would help him feel
better. He believed her because she smelled good. He also felt
better and wished he could go into the woods. The boy had looked
out the window of his room and saw many houses and people. He saw
cars and trucks as well as other things that he was not familiar
with. He didn’t mind looking at them but wanted to be home near his
trees and animals.

The boy felt the need to pee and
climbed out of bed pushing his poll. When he was finished he put on
the TV and began pushing the buttons that changed the channels. He
liked to watch the pictures changing and he liked to push the
buttons. It was fun and he enjoyed having power to make these
changes. The boy’s nurse entered the room as usual but this time
there was another woman with her. The boy thought she was pretty
like the nurse and wanted to smell her. He pushed his poll up to
her and grabbed her hand and sniffed. Her nails were painted a
bright pink and were long and pointy. He stared at them and began
to sniff them again. They seemed like flowers but had no smell. The
boy went back to smelling the woman’s hand but she pulled her it
away from him and stepped backwards. The nurse frowned as she
touched his head and told him to sit on his bed so he complied
without resistance.

The strange woman asked him his name.
He didn’t speak. He had no words in his head. He stared at her
wanting to be invisible. He sensed she did not like him by the way
she had pulled her hand away from him. He knew she was someone to
watch.

The woman then asked the nurse his name
and she replied, “Jimmy Soull.”

The woman gave him a weak smile and
told him he had a very nice name. The boy continued to stare. His
mother had called him Jimmy and the nurse called him Jimmy but this
person should not know his name because she did not like him. The
woman asked him how he felt but he continued to just stare. The
nurse explained that he could speak but only a few words. She said
she believed it was due to trauma.

As they continued to talk, Jimmy
watched carefully . He did not know what they were talking about
and wondered if he could get something to eat. He tried to get down
off the bed but was scolded by the woman and told to return to his
position. He obeyed. He was starting to sweat and feel sick to his
stomach and now he wanted to pee again. He was thirsty and asked
the nurse for water. When he spoke the woman looked at him and then
at the nurse. “I thought you said he couldn’t talk?” The nurse
affirmed again that he could talk but he only knew a few words. She
was not sure of the extent of his language problems.

The woman bent over and looked into
Jimmy’s eyes. He felt as though she were examining him for the
first time. Their eyes met and slowly her eyes began to soften. He
wanted to touch her face but did not move. Jimmy felt a need to
smile the way he smiled when a bunny or a deer he saw in the woods
looked at him. He felt like he was looking at his cat and the
feeling inside was long and familiar. Suddenly she bolted back and
grabbed her bag that she had left on the floor.

What had happened? She told the nurse
she would be going to find his mother to talk to her. The nurse
said something about it being time for him to leave the hospital
and that it had to be today. Jimmy listened and felt happy to hear
that someone would get his mother and to hear someone mention home.
He wanted to go home because he felt better and wanted to go into
the woods. The woman said goodbye to the nurse and left the
room.

Smiling at Jimmy the nurse said she was
sorry. Jimmy did not know why she was sorry because he didn’t know
what was wrong. She reached out and touched his hand and gave it a
squeeze then told him he was cute. When she said these words Jimmy
felt a chill and wanted to smell her hand. The nurse asked him if
he wanted to go for a walk down the hall so he jumped from his bed
and they pushed his poll together.


--------------------------------------------

I looked up and noted the time. It was
six forty-five and time to get ready for work so I shut off my
laptop and put it in the bag. I gazed at the bag for a minute.
Should I take it with me or leave it at home. Somehow the story had
become an intimate secret. I wanted to protect the experience. I
decided to bring the laptop with me and work when and if I could. A
sudden wave of depression overcame me. I knew there would be no
time for me to write at work. I would keep the story in my
home.

I showered and dressed then drove to
work as usual along the same streets. I tried to listen to the


















































































cover.jpg
#f’lsc HENNESSY






