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Blind Silence


Life seemed a bit too fast paced for that small neighborhood north of town. Stuck between the outskirts and the edge of a city, life made it a bit more hectic than it should. At times the location seemed convenient; people would come and go through the main street, to anywhere they had to be. The honking, the grunting, and especially the muffled sounds of gibberish had become Ray’s last hope.

What Ray meant with hope was something totally different. It meant much more than having the will to keep going; what it meant for him was the simple fact that he wouldn’t be raised in a boring, dull environment that would eventually suck the living out of him. He would often rise early before the break of dawn to enjoy the splendid view of sunrise by the Cordoba Bridge. Standing there, leaning against the railing and watching the sun rise from its nest while the humming of semi trailers passing by would come in and out would, he’d almost rock himself back to sleep.

He would often wave at them as they passed below at excruciating speeds. He could only imagine what their lives were, out there on the road, traveling from city to city. He would feel the breeze up against his face, and the warmth of the sun, tickling behind it. He could picture himself behind the massive wheel, feeling the heavy haul behind him. He would reach out and yank the cord, letting out that loud honk. The vibrations from the residual energy would travel through the concrete, finally settling in on his hands. It was a cool, riveting experience.

“Good morning Ray,” the old man spoke.

“Oh, hey Mr. Williams. Came by to see the sunrise?”

“I came by to feel it. You know, I can still remember the last time I saw it. Just being here feeling it is like watching it all over again. It never ever leaves.”

“I hope, if I ever go dark, that I can still picture it like it never left too.”

“Boy, enjoy the beauty of life while you can. Every minute that passes by is too precious to waste,” the old man replied, looking out to the empty, black distance.

Once Ray got his fix, he strolled down the bridge and walked down the main street. He sat down on the bus stop and waiting for the small diner to open. He looked at his watch, just have to wait half an hour. 

The main road wasn’t as busy as the one that led to the highway. Only a few cars would pass that early in the morning. Usually, around that time most of the people on the road were folk from the central part of the city, trying to make their way to the highway. Instead of going around and using the loop, they loved cruising through that particular neighborhood. It almost felt as if they had made it something of a routine. They would make plans to hit the highway to cross state borders, but before that, they would stop to at Al’s Diner and have a morning family breakfast.

Ray loved going to the diner early in the morning. He would get to meet all kinds of people. Many were nice folk who would converse with him, but sometimes a few would brush him off and seclude themselves from their surroundings. Ray never really bothered anybody. He would make small talk with just about anyone who went there, but he would also make the first move and then wait for them to open up. Once they made that connection, conversations would be almost limitless.

He had even made a couple of friends who he would often visit by taking the bus. After all, the ride home from central is only an hour long via the bus. 

Often times a few of his way older friends would visit him there. They would always find him at the bust stop. They would stop, sit down and talk with him. Other times they went on their marry ways, guiding themselves with their sticks, and their intuition. Ray had learned so much from his special friends. He liked visiting them at the center where he loved to volunteer some of his weekends helping out.

A sudden rash of goose bumps invaded his right arm. He looked around and the streets looked empty. His vision blurred a bit. He blinked a couple of times, but his vision kept getting darker and darker. He got up and rubbed his eyes, his heart raced against his rib cage, snuffing all noise around him. Right before he passed out from panicking he felt a cold hand grip his right arm. He closed his eyes, opened them within seconds and looked to his right.

He could see him very clearly. His eyes were that of chimera, a bright white one and a blue one. His face seemed to have weathered down throughout the years. His beard was long and unshaven. His hand, wrinkled and cold, like that of the dead. He stood still as the fear settled inside of him, clearing his mind of everything.

“Am I going to die.”

“Silly boy, are you okay?” the old man whispered. His voice was soft, like the whispering of the trees at night.

It took Ray a few minutes before he could regain his composure. “Sorry sir, I don’t know what happened there,” he replied. The old man released his grip and kept walking south. He walked a block then turned slightly to the right as he passed by, his look almost menacing. He whispered, “I’ll see you around.”

Ray could see the old man’s lips moving, and what shocked him the most was hearing him whisper from so far away while the world made its noise around them. He could feel the tingling sensation that he so despised travel through every inch of his body. He looked down at his right hand; it seemed reddish and felt like an ice burn. He looked up again and lost him. From one moment to the next the old man had vanished through the empty long stretch of sidewalk.

“Hey Ray, are you just going to stand there or come inside?” a girl shouted from the front door of the diner. He broke free from that odd feeling that froze him. He looked around and everything seemed to be fine. People were walking, cars going up and down unlike moments ago. And the diner was already open. It almost felt like time made a jump and his mind got trapped in the past.

Ray crossed the street and greeted his friend Arianna, the diner owner’s daughter. He had known her since first grade. Ever since then, they had become best friends. The best part of it was that he always got a good deal at the diner. John had liked him since he was a small little boy, so vibrant and jolly. 

He sat down by the counter and watched as Arianna’s dad went crazy flipping pancakes and cracked the eggs off the griddle. He looked back at him and smiled.

“What’s going on Ray? Did you want the usual?”

“Sure thing Mr. Weltz!” Ray exclaimed.

He kept smiling, watching as everything took place before his eyes. Arianna was all over the place serving the customers, going back and forth between plates and the booths. Ray would often turn around and enjoy the sight of the busy diner, watching as the customers ate their food and left with a positive demeanor. The cash register kept ringing as the sales kept going on. It was busier than ever. Almost felt like if people had somewhere important to go. They always did, but this time it felt crucial.

“Have a good day Ms. Hobbes. Bye Mr. Smith,” Ray kept going on and on, greeting and bidding farewell until Arianna caught a break and sat down next to him.

“Are you even going to eat your food? It’s probably cold by now.”

“It’s okay,” Ray replied as he chomped down on his plate.

The day ended with his usual trip to the center. He went in and was greeted by the many friends he had made. There was Sally, a ninety three year old lady who was fond of listening to soap operas and sitcoms. Then there was John, the World War II veteran who loved listening to the history channel. He would always ask Ray to read him some steam punk literature. He would hear Ray’s word and channel them with this imagination. Inside his head, new realities would unfold. Then there was Annabel, Thomas, and many others.

Ray liked spending time with most of them, but he didn’t have enough time for everyone. A few didn’t’ mind, they had family members who would visit them often. But among his friends, the closest ones were the ones who no longer had any family. These, were dwindling on his attention, so deserving of it as if without it, they could not bear to live any longer.

Old man Williams felt Ray’s presence as soon as he entered the door. He immediately got up and made his way to the entrance.

“Hey Ray, my man. You’re late by the way!”

“I’m sorry Mr. Williams, I had to run some errands before I came.”

“Oh don’t worry, I’m only joking, buddy.”

They sat down on the mail room and chatted a bit. Mr. Williams was telling him about a new member when a sudden rush of cold breeze swept through them. The door chime went off, and Ray looked out the door to see who it was. Staring right at him was the old man from earlier. He could sense the sharp look of his eyes gazing at him. 

But that’s impossible, he thought.

The old man looked away and disappeared into the lobby. Ray went back into the room and asked Mr. Williams about the new guy.

“He doesn’t speak to anyone. And there is this odd feeling about him. For some reason, I cannot feel his presence; I only hear the words when he speaks. He frightens me, because I never tell where he is. But if he’s here, then he must be like us,” Mr. Williams whispered.

“I know, there is something about him. Maybe he’s lying about his condition, I feel like he can see more than I can, like if he could see my soul,” Ray mumbled.

“Naw, don’t worry about it. I’m sure we’re just being paranoid. It’s been like forever since we’ve gotten a new member. The last one was that young man, but he was transferred to another center.”

“Yeah, you might be right. Change usually gets the best of us!” Ray snickered.

After his conversation with Mr. Williams, Ray visited John and read him a few stories from his latest magazine. John listened attentively, imagining all the details coming to life inside his head. He would often imagine himself in the story, either the bad or good guy going around in his newly created universe and encountering all kinds of adventure. Ray also dwelled deep into the stories a few times, but it was mostly afterwards, when he would be in his home that he would drift into periods of day dreaming.

Once he was done, and before he left the center, he visited Annabel. When he went into her dormitory he came across the old man sitting in front of her, staring deep into her eyes. Her mouth, fully opened, hissed like a snake ready to attack. The old man turned around towards Ray and hissed, then stormed out of the room, knocking Ray down.

“Hey watch it!” Ray yelled as he stumbled to regain his composure. He got up and stared at Annabel, sitting lifelessly on the chair. He shook her a bit, but she kept hissing, her breath deteriorating slowly.

“Annabel, wake up!” he yelled, shaking her. After a few minutes she began convulsing and fell to the ground. Her limbs kept jerking all over the place, and her mouth started foaming. Ray quickly got to the phone and dialed one of the nurses. With no time to waste, the orderlies arrived at the room and began administering CPR to the old woman, who by now had lost her heart beat. They pushed hard at her diaphragm, trying to resuscitate her until she gasped for air.

Ray stood in the corner, shocked at everything that had transpired. The orderlies thanked him for calling them and took her to one of the medical rooms. There, they hooked her up to life support and administered medication to help stabilize her. He waited outside the room for hours until they told him that she was in stable condition. He went into to see her for a few minutes, and then departed to his house. 

It was late. He was tired and decided to take a short cut home, one that led through the alley way of a few warehouses that ran opposite to the golf course. He hated taking that route since he had been ten years old. One night, when he was going home along with his friends, they came across a homeless man who they thought was a dead corpse. At


























































d2d_images/cover.jpg
BLIND

SILENCE

Nick PooLE






