H u s h . . .
A drop of rain falling and making its own single puddle, in the middle of a scorching hot desert. Slowly it evaporates, alone. So slowly.

                                                 That’s what loneliness feels like.


There’s nothing the raindrop can do, no other raindrops will ever come and help it, come and join it to make a puddle, then slowly a lake. It’ll just be there, alone, disappearing slowly.

And no one will have ever noticed it was there in the first place.

Everyone feels like that at some point, then they get over it and get a whole group of friends, their story going from sad to happy. Not in my case. I’ve always felt alone, hollow. I have feeling like a void in stomach that never leaves, and it hurts. I cry until my eyes hurt. I run until my legs hurt. I cut until my arms hurt. I hurt until my head hurts. I hurt until I all hurt. Then I curl up and fall asleep, and I go like that every day. I’ve tried so many things, but nothing can ever help. I retreat to my room and get sucked into the world of the internet, but then I have to leave again. Leave to school. Leave to where the story began in the first place.

“See you later!” 

I watch as Dianne Carter waves goodbye with a smile plastered on her delicate, pale face. I smile back at her and wave, halfheartedly, turning at my turn and walking ahead. With a sigh, I scratch my head and wait for my phone to come alive, beeping to tell me I’ve received a text. I don’t know why I wait, I know it’ll be silent for the rest of the night until I’m needed. That’s how it’s always been.

Now I have to stop and watch the cars go, tapping my foot and waiting patiently for a red light to appear. I stick my hand in my pocket, fiddling with my phone. Slowly, I pull the slim, scratched up, grey cell phone out of my pocket. Every now and then I glance up, to check on the cars, and then quickly back down, tapping my fingers on the letters and number. I press send, and make my way across the street, staring ahead blankly.
I don’t know why I just stare like that. I can never truly be in reality, half of me is always off somewhere, dreaming of leaving. Leaving everyone, everything, even leaving myself. Even when people are talking to me, I’m wandering off in my head. Most times thinking about how much I don’t care about what they’re saying, how much their voice annoys me, how much I yearn to stretch my arms out, wrap my hands around their neck, and squeeze… Squeeze until there’s the silence I lust for so badly.

Yes, clearly, I am not right. I’m past the point of caring about what’s wrong with me.

Now I have to turn again, skipping to the median with haste, not wanting to get run over. Then I dash off of the median, to the sidewalk once again. As I walk down the sidewalk that seems to stretch to forever, there’s another turn for me. Strolling down the next stretch of cement, I admire the scenery, even though I see it every day. I duck just a bit as I come up to the tree that has a branch that is just about my height, and continue on, brushing my deep red hair out of my eyes. I watch the grass next to me, yellowish green, that is currently recovering from the harsh winter. Even though the trees that loom above me have no leaves, I imagine them there.

With a sigh, I miss how things used to be, when the trees were covered in leaves with tiny bugs crawling all over the place, the lush green grass, and the sweet smelling honey suckle. I wonder how life would’ve been if I had never moved.

I have to snap back to the real world, and stare ahead at my house door. I don’t even remember climbing up the steps and reaching it, but somehow I have, and I push my key into the doorknob, turning it and unlocking the snow white door. Once I enter my cozy home, I’m hit by the warm air, and stunned for a moment to bask in the feeling of defrosting.


“I’m home!”

But did I even expect an answer? Alone as usual, I don’t care anymore. I look down and hold in a sigh, listening to the lonely tip, tip, tip my shoes make as I shuffle to the kitchen. It’s so quiet, and awkwardly, I don’t like it. Today I want to hear laughter and cheers and Welcome homes. I want to be pulled into warm arms and let my feelings of my day pour out of my mouth, like water rushing out of a faucet. I want to be listened to and get responses. I want to laugh and joke and kid around. I want to love and, in return, be loved.


I sit and stare ahead at the kitchen table, unsure what to do. Usually I’d lock myself in my room and escape into my own world, where feelings and emotions don’t exist. Today, I strangely don’t feel like even thinking. I just want to sit and stare, because I have nothing else to do. Nothing else I can do. My mind goes blank, I let myself shut down.


So cold. That’s my only thought as reality loads. It’s so cold here. I need warmth.

I turn onto my back and hug myself, realizing I’ve fallen under the kitchen table. It’s freezing, the cold raking my sides like the claws of a cat. I look around, even though I can’t see a thing through the long tablecloth.  It’s dark under here, and I want to get up, but I can’t. I lay on my back, staring up at the bottom of the kitchen table, even though I can’t see it. I want a hand to reach out and help me up, but I know there will never be one. I sigh.


It’s so dark, only the delicate glow of the crescent moon illuminating the huge yellow room, and just barely. I finish crawling out from under the table, my hands and knees numb. Slowly, I get up, hissing in pain. I feel sore all over, sore and freezing. I stagger over to the fridge and cling to it, looking around the poorly lit kitchen. I glance at all 3 clocks; the microwave one, which read 11:49pm, the one on the stove, which also read 11:39pm, and the one on the coffee maker. It only read 11:47pm, since something was wrong with it and it always fell behind by at least 2 minutes.


I rub one of my legs, avoiding the scratch with blood trickling slowly down it, like a snail leaving behind its ooze. I don’t know how I got it, but I don’t really care. I just need sleep… Slowly, so slowly, I drag myself across the floor, muffled whimpers making their way out of my mouth. My legs hurt, I hurt. I don’t know why, I didn’t fall that hard. 
As I make my way up the stairs, I’m panting with pain. Pain everywhere. But if I cry, no one will hear me. Even if I scream. So I’ll stay quiet and hurt inside, even though it feels like I have broken glass in my chest. It’s okay, I’m alright. This is only temporary.

Temporary, I’ve been telling myself that for as long as I could think. I’ll get over it, this will end. Just hush, stay quiet, then someone will hear me eventually. Nothing lasts forever. Right?

I’m at the top of the staircase, heading slowly for my room. I open the pale blue door with an exhausted groan and flop down on my bed after I shut it behind me. I desperately squeeze my eyes shut and beg for the darkness to consume me and end this day, make me numb until I have to wake up and leave. Eventually, it does.

I groggily open my eyes to my clock with the bright red numbers. It says 5:43am, and I want to go back to sleep I don’t want to move, I don’t want to speak. I want to close my eyes again and forget about everything a little bit longer. But nothing’s ever easy in life. I look around my extra light blue room, the walls covered in white shelves. There are all sorts of things all over the shelves. Pictures, sculptures, pencils, lotion, everything. I have everything, but it feels like nothing.

I’m slumped against the freezing, yellow tile wall in the bathroom. The warm water leaps at me from the showerhead and clings to my skin, slowly rolling down. I try to ignore the coldness of the wall and focus more on the heat of the liquid, but it keeps me awake and all I want is sleep. Well, it’s not like I’d be able to sleep very well, seeing as I’m standing… but I’m just stubborn. Besides, if I fell asleep in the shower, I’d just end up getting yelled at and be late for school. I reach out and turn the knobs until the water is gone, just a part of the past, now dripping from the showerhead. Pulling back the shower curtain, I climb out and shiver at the sudden feeling of cold air against wet skin. I whine and throw a towel over myself, drying my skin as fast as possible. I don’t like to be cold.


After I got all ready for school, I sit in front of my laptop and stare blankly at it, wondering what to do next.  There’s always too much time before school, and never enough time after. I decide to close my eyes for a nap, after I set an alarm for 7:20. That’ll get me at least an hour or so of sleep, and a nap would probably make me feel better. I set my phone aside and yawn, ready for everything to disappear. 

I dream a dream. A red dream. Red, red, red, everywhere. I dream that I’m with my 3 friends. Dianne Carter, Mariella Lopez, and Olivia Angelo. They were all talking and leaving me out, again. Like usual, I was just sitting there until someone needed me. Hugging myself, I sigh. Why am I never talked to, abused? Am I just a tool for convenience? I’ve been Mariella and Olivia’s friend for years, since first grade… But every year they talk to me and are nice to me for a little, get what they want from me, then ignore me for someone else until I’m needed again. We all met Dianne this year, and that’s who they replaced me with…

“Hey, Chris, can you-“

“No. No more.”

“But we wan-“

“Shut up.”

“Hey, what’s your de-“

“SHUT. UP.”

And then I crack. There is no sound, but a feeling. A snapping in my stomach. I don’t need them. I don’t need them. Shut up. Shut up. I don’t need you, any of you. Shutupshutupshutup. 

Their hands are on my shoulders, looking at me bewildered, asking me if I’m okay, as I sit there and want silence. I beg for it in my head. I question my sanity, shaking. Don’t touch me. Shut up. Get away from me. Away. AwayawayawayshutUP! I burst out of my seat, and I watch myself, unconsciously wrapping my fingers around someone’s throat. I don’t know who. Suddenly, we’re all alone. Just us three. I bang her head on the ground, and squeeze her throat. Maybe I can squeeze all the noise out of her, until there is no more. I feel the other two try to pull me off of her, but that makes me madder. They scream louder and louder. Shut up. There’s red on her, on her head, and on the ground. Red pooling around. I smash her head harder on the ground, and then she’s quiet. I get up, and it’s Dianne. Dianne’s there. Ha ha, she’s quiet now. No more noise. I can feel the laughter shaking out of me. Hysterically.  She’s red now. Red. Ha ha. Silent and red. 
I can see Olivia and Mariella backing away from me. But where do they think they’re going? They can’t run away. There isn’t enough silence yet, and not enough red. I pounce, right on Olivia. She’s screaming, and it hurts my ears. I claw, claw at her throat. No, no, don’t struggle. And please don’t cry, Mariella. I can see her cover her mouth, tears streaming down her face. That makes me smile and I laugh some more. Look at Olivia struggle, ha ha. She looks like a trapped mouse. And then she stops. No more moving, no more noise. My hands, they’re so messy. Covered in red. I look down at Olivia, her neck torn and gushing a river of scarlet. It’s so pretty, so red, so quiet. And I get up, turning to Mariella. I smile at her and see her eyes widen. I can hear her heart beat, so frantically. It’s too loud.
Too loud. Why isn’t it quiet yet?


I reach for Mariella and wrap my arms around her. She’s frozen, her arms down at her sides and her breathing ragged from so much crying. Her heartbeat. It won’t stop. It’s so loud. Why, why won’t you be quiet? I hate you. Shut up. Maybe if I make you quiet, I won’t be lonely. I can find others, and I won’t be alone. I won’t feel broken. Slowly, I move from holding her in a comforting embrace, to  choking the breath out of her. She tries to scream, and I whisper, so softly, into her ear.

“Hush.”

And eventually, she does. It’s so quiet, and red, and lovely. Let me be here forever and drink in all of the silence. I’ve been yearning for it like someone wishes for a drink of water in a scorching hot desert. Let me enjoy it, before I wake.


It was all too good to be true. It’s only 7:15, but I’m not going to school today. I’m not going to suffer from their noise, their neglecting ways. I’m going to lay here, in eternal silence.

My name is Christuf Shellde, I have short, deep red hair and black eyes. My face is emotionless and pale, and I am insane. I didn’t go to school today, I’m lying in bed instead. With a pool of scarlet staining my sheets.
My name is Christuf Shellde. It is 7:20am on a Wednesday.

And today, I have hushed forever. I sleep in silence for eternity.
