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The Forecast Promises Calm

A novel by Aewior

Synopsis: Old Bailey, fall 2006. The Green House is a machine for producing emptiness: the stench of alcohol, dust, oblivion, and torment. Austin lives in this silence: he counts his steps to the kitchen, tapes over his laptop camera, shines lamps into the corners to keep the darkness inside under control, however he can. His world is drowning in his mother’s indifference; she doesn’t even see him as a human child. Amid the rustle of school taunts, only Adam is waiting for him.

“Shall we go crazy together?”

“Haven’t we already?”

Trigger warning: This book contains depictions of suicide attempts, self-harm, sexual assault, bullying, child neglect, and animal cruelty. It is intended for readers 18+ and does not romanticize violence – it shows its realistic consequences.

Author’s Note: This story is very heavy for me. Every syllable was refined to perfection to fit the tone and themes of this book. Every difficult metaphor was created to show you how hard it is to live with mental illness. When we are depressed, we often think about the meaning of life. Every word and every chapter reflects the protagonist's state of mind.

We are inside the head of a boy who cannot know what people really think of him. He cannot know why others treat him the way they do. We experience what a person experience. This book is written by an ordinary person who is not an “all-knowing narrator.”

I hope you enjoy the concept of my first book and will support me and my creativity in the future. I already love every one of you.
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Day 1: Cloudy with some sunny intervals.
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The house was filled with an inner desolation. It was pale, like death, visibly crumbling under the weight of the dirty ash that bound its insides with a grim defiance. The pine needles no longer touched the walls at Christmas; the walls and ceiling no longer sparkled with garlands – everything was drowning in the twilight of despair, threatening to turn into the gloomy turmoil of something filthy. The house devoured the oil paints, spilling them onto the ashen paper of newspapers, onto the black letters etched in ink. It fed on the horror and eternal sorrow of people lost in the mist, who could not surrender themselves to the tearing apart of apathetic hatred, scraping at their insides with a pocket knife.

The house smelled of mold, dust, and the stale fumes of a stash of vodka hidden in the closets. The walls contracted and expanded with bitterness, breathing life with their last ounce of strength, which was greedily devoured by the still-living guests of a mournful eternity that would never end. A sweetish smell of rot and compost seeped from the floor, where months earlier a cactus pot had fallen, shattering and filling the wooden planks with soil. It seemed to Austin that soon tiny forget-me-not sprouts would slowly grow from there. A tribute to the childhood that had left him, twisting his faith in the opposite direction, mocking his tears.

Edward left a couple of months ago. Or maybe a year or two – he saw no point in looking at the calendar and seeing last year’s date on that piece of paper frozen in time. His brother simply couldn’t stand the sight of Samantha, who’d fallen asleep at the kitchen table, clutching a bottle with such tenderness, having completely forgotten about her living children. Austin couldn’t blame him. He couldn’t bring himself to say anything harsh. Desperate in his attempts to cling to another life – the life of the big city, furious in its sheer massiveness. He simply didn’t care – Edward had left quietly. He walked across the creaking floorboards, gathering his bag. He walked across the creaking floorboards, indulging his desire for the closeness of social popularity, which had never touched him directly. 

Edward had left two months ago. Maybe a year or two – Edward sometimes wrote him emails in which the year 2006 clattered like a bell tolling in dozens of pixels. He bit his lip, saying he didn’t care – to be left alone with his crazy mother, with a mother who drank every day when she came home from her night shifts. He knew Edward was worried in his own way, but he had no intention of living this damn life in a single, rotten-to-the-core town. So, leaving Austin a short note and fifty dollars under the lamp, he asked him not to worry. He’d manage. Both Austin and Edward. Someday later, before grief divided their days into “before” and “after.”

Austin was worried only about his mother, who didn’t seem at all surprised by his actions. With nothing but a bitter smile, she cursed her fate, left alone to face a daily life she had neither the strength nor the will to endure. Austin Green would have left himself. Gladly, with a desperate need to become a new, wonderful person, reborn from the ashes. He didn’t want the old scars, throbbing and aching beneath his skin, to shape a personality he had no connection to. But somehow, things just weren’t going his way. Being chained to his old, wooden bed by invisible chains that kept him from getting up and doing anything – it wasn’t the most fun pastime in his life. Though what could he do?

So, Austin just lived. He tried to cause his mother as little trouble as possible, keeping a low profile, disappearing into his tomb-like room for every hour he wasn’t in school. In reality, though, he was trying to breathe while the oxygen in his lungs turned into barbed wire, clinging to his skin, tearing it open at a deep level. 

He had to breathe every other breath. There wasn’t enough air when he begged Edward to come. He whispered his name with bloodless lips, repeating the horrors and fears of his life as prayers, appealing to the immortal gods. The gods were silent. Austin learned to be silent too. He was gradually getting used to the cold of loneliness, going mad when his mother, Samantha, mistook him for his dead twin.

Austin woke up every morning, almost at dawn, even though he’d stay up until three in the morning researching topics that interested him on Wikipedia. He didn’t know what he’d become in the future: an artist? A doctor? Maybe a hacker? With each passing day, that inevitable future filled him with fears.

Austin sometimes drew, but it was hit or miss – sometimes his pencils would break and his erasers would go missing, but he never asked Samantha for anything. He had no right to. On the familiar ceiling, slightly yellowed with age, he saw cracks and clusters of gossamer-thin threads, which he forgot about a minute later. 

***
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ONE. TWO. THREE. HIS heart beat a funeral march for his dark dreams in his chest. He threw back the blanket and sat up, staring at his hands. Thin, bony, disgustingly perfect in their grace. Samantha used to call his fingers musical – she suggested he take lessons where he would be taught to hold his hand, to press the keys of the piano of his destiny correctly. But he laughed and chose drawing instead. Chloe loved his drawings, adored his fingers, loved and compared their tiny, childlike palms, until she grew up and began to think of drawing as a silly pastime. Austin felt a pang of longing as he compared his palm to a child’s. The palm print left on the wall was gradually fading, losing its purple hue.

He set his bare feet on the icy floor and realized with a sense of resignation that he hadn’t closed the window frame. The draft turned into a languid breeze, enveloping his fragility and ruffling the sparse drawings by Chloe hanging on the walls. The garlands, which he hadn’t taken down for three years now, glowed suspiciously only in blue and green – the red and yellow bulbs had burned out and stopped lighting up about six months ago. He didn’t have the money to buy new ones.

His feet froze instantly. He clenched his toes, but the chill of the floorboards refused to let go. He sat there for a few minutes, listening to the silence of the house, then slowly stood up, fighting the growing dizziness. Austin bit his lip, gripped the wooden headboard of the single bed tightly, and took a step toward the door. He swallowed loudly and listened again. Silence. His throat felt raw.

The walk to the kitchen took exactly twenty-two steps. He knew this because he counted them every time. On the twelfth step, he had to step around or over the wine stain on the carpet that his mother had left when she let the glass slip from her weakening hand. On the eighteenth – don’t look at the dusty surface of the mirror, so as not to feel sorry for himself in the morning. There would be time for that later. 

He closed his eyes, stopping at the stove. On it sat a frying pan containing something congealed, unappetizing, of a dirty gray color. Samantha had tried to cook yesterday, leaving him a portion before leaving for work. He just couldn’t bring himself to eat it – not even a bite – clutching his stomach from the icy hunger. Austin ran a trembling hand over the wooden handle and smiled faintly. Her concern had been desperate, raw, and unpleasant, but she’d kept thinking of him even when he was nothing but a problem.

Austin stared. His mouth filled with saliva, brought on by nausea. It seemed to him that if he put even a single piece of pasta in his mouth, he would become just as stiff, cracked, and dead.

He picked up the pan, ran his fingers along the bottom, and closed his eyes for a moment, feeling an all-consuming guilt pressing against his temples like a headache. He didn’t want her to waste her time, her groceries, her life on him. He pressed his lips together.

“I’m sorry, Mom...”

His fingers trembled. Twelve more steps to reach the bathroom. To push open the door, which hadn’t been oiled in years, just enough to squeeze inside. Three long steps. A splash. The sound of food falling into the toilet seemed to him like a deafening, terrifying explosion, explosion that made him freeze for a moment. His mother didn’t wake up.

He flushed the toilet. His mother didn’t wake up.

Austin went back into the room and placed a frying pan on the stove – making sure the handle was facing the window.

The sun was bright, blinding, and intense. It flooded the dusty room with warmth, pulsed with life outside the window, and burned with the eternal joy of autumn’s falling leaves. It laid bare the dirt and scars he could no longer hide – so deep they had become, so terrifying that his fingers seemed to melt into the flesh with fiery, searing honesty.

He covered the windows with thick blankets, which provided at least a little warmth through the drafty wooden frames that should have been sealed with plastic wrap before the cold set in. He didn’t know if they would take the time to do that, or if they would plunge once again into the frosty, icy nights, where warmth would turn to cold, turning his skin a painful shade of blue.

He turned on the nightlight – the desk lamp – and looked around; the room was pleasantly bathed in orange light, illuminating the corners, after which the darkness in his soul receded by a tiny inch. He saw the light, and he saw the glowing specks of dust that simply couldn’t be shaken off. He just wanted to tear this damn house down to the ground, rip out the cardboard patches covering the hole in the living room.

The bathroom was a rite of passage into manhood. Austin quietly slipped back in, trying not to bump his shoulder against the doorframe – he didn’t want the creak to wake his mother; he didn’t want Samantha to scold him, didn’t want her to yell at him. He didn’t want her to yell at him again and again, to leave burning welts on his back with the poker, to drown out his wild screams. He didn’t want her to see the bruise from the boot on his thigh. He didn’t want to confirm his weakness and helplessness. After all, Mom never pitied him, leaving him to bear the blame for all the misfortunes that had befallen the family.

He squeezed a drop of toothpaste onto his nearly new toothbrush. His gums ached, and his teeth creaked under the pressure, unaccustomed to regular care. The tiny bristle-teeth seemed to be trying to scrape away the dirt – they gnawed at the jawbone, forcing him to brush his teeth even more gently. He spat. The toothpaste mixed with his saliva, turning bright red. He winced, running his tongue over the particularly sore spots. Nausea rose in his throat, and he spat again. That was his reality – dying from bleeding gums, from the humiliating tickle in his throat that sent a faint wave of horror through his thoughts.

He rinsed his mouth, washing away the remnants of blood and toothpaste. The silence, the whisper of water, and the darkness of the sink weighed on him. His head jerked – another tic, making him unpleasant, repulsive, and unbearably nervous – and he forced himself to look away. He looked at the mirror and saw the reflection of a dirty girl, so much like Chloe. His hair had grown almost to his shoulders. Tangled, greasy, covering his face like a curtain. Samantha always cut his hair herself. She cut it into a bowl cut, recalling moments from her youth when that hairstyle was all the rage. She laughed, kissed the top of his head, and then the two of them giggled with Chloe, who wanted the same thing. And when they managed to convince Mom, they became carbon copies of one happy person. 

Now she didn’t care. Austin didn’t care half as much – he didn’t want to feel dirty hands in his hair, pulling out strands, but he couldn’t ask for money for a haircut. The world was mostly a blur, just as dirty, so he didn’t feel a shred of conflict. He pressed his lips together, letting a couple of tears fall onto the yellow, rust-covered surface of the sink. His throat stung.

He tried to run a comb through the tangles, but it got stuck, pulling at the roots. With a quiet sob, he began to tear at it, yanking out strands, trying to become even a little bit “normal.” His self-love was drowning in an ocean of indifference. After minutes of endless attempts to do something with his hair, he threw the comb into the sink.

“I hope those bastards like it...” he croaked and quietly left, closing the door behind him.

He stood in the hallway. Step by step, he slipped back into the familiar rhythm of life, pulsing in the back corners of his mind. But he stopped at the door, which was open by five inches. He froze, stunned. Another twitch, and he resignedly covered his teary eyes.

“Chloe...” 

Three years had passed since that accident, but time had stood still behind that door. It smelled of childish spontaneity, children’s nail polish, and stale plastic – their shared Lego, which they used to assemble for days on end, inventing scenes from movies they’d secretly peeked at. 

Now, however, this room was literally the only one where freshness was real, where cleanliness didn’t kill, and where Samantha became an ordinary, loving mother. She changed the sheets once a week and dusted the surfaces every three days because Chloe had allergies. The house was rotting, Austin was rotting in his bedroom, Chloe was rotting in the cemetery too, but not this room, filled with reminders that his mother had gone mad, and he was losing himself with the painful awareness of a man who didn’t give a damn. 

Samantha would go there every three days, when her mind was pounding in her skull, when the pills prescribed by the psychiatrist had been completely forgotten in the cabinet above the sink. She would lie down on Chloe’s narrow bed and scream her name. Austin knew: his mother still hadn’t forgiven him for surviving. She saw a fragile, pitiful, strange boy with only a few years left before his well-deserved place in a psychiatric hospital, rather than a bright, lively, and bubbly starlet, full of pure love for life.

He hated himself, too. For all these three years, he had asked himself the same question, fighting off nausea – “What am I living for?” He didn’t know, but he ran the razor along his jawline with hatred, shaving off his stubble so he could at least look a little like the one he had never been able to protect.

His thoughts were interrupted by a single blow to the head. School was waiting for him. 

He deliberately woke up early and went to sleep late. To prepare himself for purgatory, and then for hell, where he was the martyr. Austin didn’t want to go to school, didn’t want to see the mocking eyes, didn’t want any more suffering that choked, choked, choked, forcing him to swallow headache pills, and then wake up shattered at exactly five o’clock sharp, because his brain had gotten used to setting the alarm in the form of nightmares. 

He quickly pulled his hair into a low ponytail, letting the strands partially hide the fear in his eyes. He was trembling; he knew today would be even worse than yesterday. He knew his grades would once again be in serious jeopardy. He knew. But he couldn’t change anything. He didn’t have the strength to be an adult, to be a good kid with a bright future, because his childhood had been beaten out of him long ago.

The shirt hung loosely on his shoulders – old, worn, and still belonging to Edward. He exhaled loudly as the jeans settled on his hipbones, but they immediately began to slide down – the belt wasn’t much help either, which is why every few months he had to punch a new hole in it a little closer. He swallowed. Maybe, if this were over, he’d go to Edward? But he didn’t believe they’d let him go that easily.

The school bus was a purgatory where no one sat next to him. The kids grimaced, making up stories about a forest monster in which Austin played a major role. 

School was a veritable hell, where every other kid saw him as a freak who deserved to be scolded for poor grades, humiliated in front of everyone, or simply doused with a bucket of slop. The janitor yelled specifically at Austin, ignoring the others, because he’s to blame for the dirty shoes. 

Austin felt the teachers’ eyes on him. He felt eyes on him constantly, even at home, hidden behind a heavy blanket over the window. He felt their eyes on him as he stared nonstop at the small webcam. He imagined they’d already hacked into it and were now laughing at how he bit his nails, so afraid of the dark that nausea rose in his throat with bile.

“Green? Where’s your science essay?” Mr. Simmons looked at him with a disappointment that no longer cut so deeply, leaving only a wound in his soul that would never heal. He remained silent too, just staring. “You used to be my best student, Austin. Your grades are plummeting. Do you plan to do anything about it? College admissions are coming up soon. I don’t think you’ll make the cut.”

Austin remained silent. He couldn’t open his mouth to mumble that his grades had been slowly dropping for about three years now. He couldn’t admit that he couldn’t think of anything but Chloe’s drawings, anything but her face, which he was slowly forgetting, but he in desperation clung to the familiar features in the mirror. He couldn’t say that tears flooded his notebook every time he imagined how eagerly Chloe had absorbed knowledge, only to promise with a giggle that she would study hard and become an excellent specialist in... By the way, what did she want to be?

Austin was silent. He couldn’t open his mouth to mumble that the essay was finished. He couldn’t admit that he’d worked on it for three nights straight, until his wrist ached, until the dim light of the lamp blinded his eyes, forcing him to blink and squint. He couldn’t say that Adam Collins had snatched the notebook from his hands just yesterday, and then slowly torn it apart. The tiny pieces of long and persistent work suddenly seemed so insignificant that Austin fell silent again. And then, choking on tears, dirt, and vomit, he ate every piece Kyle shoved into his mouth.

In the journal, meanwhile, a blue F slowly bloomed. Another one appeared in these long three months he’d spent away from his safe home, where no Adam would ever dare to intrude. Summer vacation had ended too quickly, leaving him no chance to be alone with Khlo.

A few seconds later, Adam appeared. For some reason, he always seemed to show up whenever Austin was thinking about him. It was as if he could sense that Austin’s thoughts kept returning to him alone. When he was playing yet another nasty prank on him, when he was dunking his head in the toilet, forcing him to swallow the unpleasant bitterness through his nose and mouth.

Adam didn’t look like a bully; Adam didn’t look like the kind of bad boy who should be sent to juvenile detention for driving someone to suicide or threatening another terrorist attack. He wasn’t a monster – and if he was, he was a handsome, well-groomed one with straight A’s in every subject. He had perfect curls, an expensive jacket, and an entourage of boys and girls who hung on his every word with their mouths agape. The leader of the pack was truly a leader. But Austin could see in his eyes not the grim superiority of a hyena, which Brett and Kyle had – no. Something dark and broken rippled within them. There was no hatred there, only a religious fervor that rained down on Austin in the form of dirty jokes and blows to the gut.

“Oh, here’s our Green!” Adam’s voice lashed across his chest like a whip, making him wince. Austin bowed his head to his shoulder, unable to suppress another tremor, another nervous tic that made his neck crack. “You’re stinking up the place today. Did Mommy forget to wash you and your clothes because she mixed up the laundry detergent with cocaine again? She should’ve doused you in vodka and set you on fire. You’d look way cuter with burns and blisters!”

His entourage burst into laughter, appreciating the wit of the joke. Austin spun around and sped up, almost breaking into a run, but Adam caught up to him in three strides and yanked sharply on the strap of his backpack. Austin fell onto his back, hitting the back of his head hard. The world spun: it grew light, then dark, then explode with hellish pain in the back of his head. His eyes rolled back. His throat burned.

“Where are you running to, dead man?” Adam leaned over him, crouching down. His breath smelled of mint gum, family care, and unimaginable wealth that Austin had never had. “There’s no way out of here. You’re a corpse, Green. You just forgot
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