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  Five Roads


  My handwriting has grown very small. So many words now cram on to each page. It saves paper, although there is plenty left. Piles lie around me. Even so, my writing keeps shrinking. As if I have more inside to say than there is space left.


  But I don’t have more to say.


  stop, then


  but what else is there to do?


  It takes a long time to fill a page. Each day, longer still. Hard work growing harder. Words are scarce things. Perhaps not the words, themselves. Just the things they represent —


  The view through this window hasn’t altered. Beyond the glass, things stay the same. The roads lead away. One this way. One that. Five roads; five directions. Same, same, same, same, same. Unchanging.


  Even the bushes and the tree that shepherds them no longer change. The seasons are indistinguishable. Days pass into nights. Months cumulate, but the years refuse to move. They just stand and grow … stiller.


  I can see my face reflected in the glass. Faintly. Enough to know I am here. To know I don’t like seeing that reflection. That me in the window.


  look away, then


  it will still be there, when i turn back


  My reflection is always there. Like the roads. When they were built, I never realised how difficult it would be


  go this way, go that, go some way


  to make a choice.


  Back then, back before, there were other people here. I watched through the window, writing down which road each took.


  My handwriting was bigger then. Before the silence.


  One road in five. One had to be right. No turning back, though, not once you start. The one with green bricks, or the one of red. Or purple. No yellow. That used to be a joke. Now it’s


  a memory


  a memory.


  Two lots of paper. One blank. One covered with increasingly small writing. Five roads. One window. One


  the only one left


  me.


  I rewrite it all each day. Hoping, I suppose, that it might come out differently. It always comes back to this. The sound of my breathing, of the pen running over the surface of the paper. Silence, where there used to be noise. Other voices that spoke outside my head.


  Beyond my reflection, the window holds five roads. All I have to do is decide.


  Outside, the rains fall upwards.


  


  A Boy and His Mother


  “Don’t you go on at me.”


  “But —”


  “Don’t you dare.”


  And, suddenly, it is as if she has a knife in her hand. Spite tightens her voice and acid makes the air between them burn.


  “But —” the boy gestures, eyes wide. Bewilderment forces him back a step, two. She advances, conquering the space between them until she fills his vision.
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