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The World Is Quiet 
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The world is quiet but for the whispers of their footsteps,

the cold echoes in hallways where children once laughed,

where mothers laid plates of food and fathers hung coats,

and somewhere in the night a mind cracked like a bell,

sending shivers down the spine of a city that never knew

the darkness hiding in plain sight,

in the laughter of a neighbor, the handshake of a friend,

the face that smiled at the corner of a crowded street.

We found them not because we were searching for evil,

but because evil cannot hide forever;

it crawls, it drags its shadow across the pavement,

leaving prints invisible to the hurried eyes of normality,

and only the quiet ones, the ones who notice

the slight hesitation in a smile, the too-long gaze,

the smell of fear that clings like smoke,

only they see it first, and then it grows,

spreading, consuming, gnawing at the fragile edges of belief.

I remember the first time I saw the evidence,

the paper-thin threads of human life tangled in a room,

the air heavy with the unspoken, the room screaming

without a sound, the walls soaking up the guilt

that could never be washed away,

no bleach, no prayer, no turning away could save it.

They were walking among us, breathing the same air,

laughing at the same jokes, drinking from the same cups,

and yet, behind their eyes, a furnace burned—

a furnace of lust, of rage, of hunger that knew no pause.

The newspapers called them monsters, but that is too simple,

too clean, like sweeping ashes under a rug;

they were human, disturbingly human,

and perhaps that is the most terrifying part:

to know that the hand that brushes yours

might also hold a knife,

that the voice that sings to your child

might whisper the words that fracture innocence.

We cataloged their crimes in neat columns,

numbers and dates and places,

but each figure is a soul torn apart,

a story that refuses to fold into a spreadsheet,

a scream that seeps into your own chest,

making it hard to breathe, hard to remember

that the world was ever safe.

We tracked them in photographs, fingerprints, DNA strands,

a trail as inevitable as the tide;

the killers leave pieces of themselves in every act,

and those pieces can be found,

though finding them does not make the horror less.

I think of them often, the ones we named in courtrooms,

the ones whose faces flicker in my dreams like candle flames,

unsteady, dancing, promising heat but delivering ashes.

There was the man with the soft voice, the polite smile,

who carried his darkness like a briefcase,

locking it tight until the world slept,

until he could strike and vanish like smoke in a gutter.

There was the woman with the serene laugh,

her eyes too calm for a world so sharp,

whose hands held love in one moment

and terror in the next,

whose touch left no marks but burned memory into skin.

Each of them had reasons, twisted reasons,

like roots growing in poisoned soil,

entwining with thought, twisting desire into need,

need into action, action into horror.

We tell ourselves stories to explain,

to separate ourselves from the rot,

but in truth, there are no explanations simple enough,

no light bright enough to banish the shadow

that lives in the heart of a human being.

And yet, we watch, we follow, we record,

for someone must remember,

for someone must bear witness to the appetite of destruction.

We walk the streets they walked,

touch the places they touched,

try to imagine the cold calculations,

the whispers to themselves in the dark,

the voices that commanded, coaxed, threatened,

until a body fell, or a life ended,

or innocence was stolen in a breathless instant.

The victims become a chorus in our minds,

singing songs of what we can never undo,

their voices clashing in the empty spaces of our hearts,

and we listen, trembling, knowing

that in every city, every town, every quiet neighborhood,

there are echoes of them, waiting to be uncovered,

or to uncover themselves again in the quiet desperation

of humanity going about its fragile business.

I walk past houses now with suspicion,

my eyes tracing shadows as if they were maps,

my ears tuned for the wrong pitch of laughter,

the too-long knock on a door.

I imagine the minds that might still be moving unseen,

the plans folding like origami in dark rooms,

the anticipation, the thrill of power,

the final act of claiming, of making permanent

the impermanence of life.

We saw the chilling details:

the journals full of diagrams and fantasies,

the photographs too precise,
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