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Steven was always a little off. Even as a baby, there was something about him that was odd. It wasn’t, though, the type of thing you could easily put your finger on. It wasn’t obvious like an overbite or a conjoined twin, but there was always something about him that didn’t feel right.

At recess you could find him chasing imaginary dinosaurs down the smallest slides and fending off giant spiders by the sandpit with his two magic sticks, while in class he was quiet, always sitting at the seat closest to the door.

Steven didn’t have any friends

“You’re too short,” the other children would say. “And you talk stupid too.”

The other kids were bastards to say the least, and they tormented the poor boy with insults and horrible rhymes, calling him all sorts of cruel names; only half of which were true. The songs though were the worst.

“Giant baby, stupid and crazy; face like a monkey’s bum. Giant baby, ugly, and lazy; crazy, stupid, and dumb.”

Almost as bad was that one girl who held his hand in the afternoons for no good reason — her name was Stephany, but they weren’t friends either.

None of this ever once disparaged Steven, though. No matter what anyone ever said, he never let it get to heart. His own self-interest grew all the more extravagant the more he lost interest in the thoughts and opinions of others.

Whereas his teachers described him as withdrawn, socially anxious, and probably depressed, Steven’s mother and father saw their son as reserved, subtle, socially observant, and though quietly spoken, more often, their boy was merely softly understood.

And though they had always suspected that something was amiss, like any parent, they chose to delude themselves into believing that their son was a genius, instead of some social and cultural pariah.

“He’s different,” they would say. “Like a painter or the inventor of the wheel. He’ll change the world someday, you’ll see.”

Seeing the young boy in his own home, it was hard not to be inspired by the sparks of brilliance as he invented a world of monsters and the weapons to defeat them out of cardboard and sticky tape.

Still, though, the thought was always there; “What if he is retarded?”

“Steven,” said The Mother. “Your lunch is on the table.”

It was the last week of summer holidays. Christmas had just been. Stories about reindeer and bearded old men no longer filled the nightly news; replaced, instead, by updates on market instabilities, housing shortages, missing children, third world violence, and the weekend’s sport and weather.

“Steven,” shouted The Mother.

She, herself, knew that he wouldn’t respond until the thirtieth or fortieth attempt;,and even still, he wouldn’t budge until it was evident that he was tugging on the very last thread of his mother’s tattered patience and risked being dragged out by the soles of his feet.
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