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''Come
down from there, you wimp!''

A stone
the size of a grape, wisped past his head, missing his teeth by a
fraction.

''Come
down here, now!'' yelled the fat-faced boy, panting from the long
run
- far too tall for his years. 


He
noticed
a large clump of dirt next to a flowering rose bush, amongst the
flora of a flower bed. With one clammy hand, he picked it up with
ease and hurtled it up towards Billie, who scrambled his way up
through the branches of a large oak tree. 


The
throw
was good and whacked hard against the back of Billie's head,
causing
him to smack his forehead against an outwards branch. The dizzy
sensation made his whole body flop, but he managed to hold his
tight
grip, and drew his dangling legs back close to the oak truck, to
continue his climb - ignoring the blood flowing down from his skin.



Three
quarters up, the tree forked in two. While Billie dodged the
onslaught of sticks, mud, stones, and other debris heading his way.
He crouched himself low at the base of the fork, making use of the
tangled coverage of branches, to help shield most of what came his
way.

Billie
slowly turned his head into view of the three boys below. He could
see the biggest, and fattest, fat faced ring-leader of the group,
walking back and fought, exaggerating his stomping - waiting
impatiently. Whilst the other two boys, hurriedly gathered whatever
they could find close-by, to throw up at Billie. 


One was
rooting around for suitable material in the flower bed, trampling
small, innocent flowers into a wet mush as he went; the other,
smaller of the three, panted back and dropped a pile of twigs and
broken brick by the feet of the fat-faced boy, with a smug look on
his face.

''What
are
you doing?!'' the fat-faced boy shouted, towards the small boy
standing there.

''I got
us
some stuff to throw,'' he replied, whilst his smile began to
fade.

''So?
Go
get some more!''


''That's
all I could find...'' the small boy managed to say as he was
thumped
in the arm by the fat boy.

''I
don't
care, go find some more!'' The small boy hurried off as a large
kick
was delivered to his buttocks. The fat kid looked at the pile of
twigs and brick, he sifted through the lot until he found a nice
jagged, sharp looking bit of broken brick.

The fat
boy walked around the base of the tree to get himself a better
throwing angle. He turned to look at his friend still rooting
around
in the flower bed, and called out to him, gesturing with his head
up
to Billie, so he got the gist of the idea. 


Before
Billie realised what plan was going on below, he witnessed another
large piece of mud flying up towards his head. An almighty throb of
pain screeched out from the side of his left shin, and it forced
him
to slump down, just as the lump of mud lightly touched the tips of
his hair, as it flew past him; the mud scattered into a hundred
pieces through the branches behind him, raining down over the
fat-faced boy.

''Mot,
you
bloody moron!'' shouted the fat-faced boy, shaking bits of dirt
from
his short, brutish hair. 


He
walked
over, in a quickened pace, towards Mot - who unaware, continued
fumbling around under a rose bush. Mot found a suitable ballistic,
intertwined under the bushy growth, and used the majority of his
strength to dislodge the long branch, entangled under the mess of
roots. 



Over-exceeding
his force, the branch became dislodged far easier than he had
originally thought. The sudden jerk forced Mot onto his rump, and
the
branch flew over his head. A heavy clump of wet mud on the other
end,
broke itself upon the fat-faced boys head.

Frozen
in
shock, Mot stared at the boy with his mouth gawping, wide-opened;
the
redness in his face retreated inwards, to be replaced by a rather
pale, whiteness. The fat boy used his left hand to wipe a clot of
mud
off his face, from brow to chin, while his right arm coiled
backwards
and his pudgy, clammy hand, lazily collapsed into a fat fist.

On
immediately understanding the fat boy's intention, Mot tried to
vault
over the stomach-high rose bush - his illogical choice for the
fastest escape route. With his right leg over the bush, he tried to
pull his left over too, but having a less flexible body than he had
wished, his left foot became tangled in the mass of rose branches
and
leaves. In his panicked state, he ended up caught, upside down,
with
his foot trapped, and he squirmed around like the frightened animal
he was. The fat boy loomed over, with little more than pity in his
face.


''Please,
Tuck. You saw that wasn't my fault, mate,'' Mot managed to squeal
out, fighting his left foot free from the bush.


Fat-faced
Tuck lurched closer over his body. ''Look at you! You're an
embarrassing, worthless piece of...'' Mot's left heel walloped Tuck
under the chin, jarring his head backwards and spraining his neck
muscles. It was all Mot could do to free himself by kicking both
his
legs around wildly. Alas, his final efforts for freedom helped to
nil
effect, and Tuck's pouring in, red face, dived into the bush with
fists whirling and knees smashing.

Despite
his best efforts for retaliation, Tuck also became a prisoner
inside
the bush, alongside his upside down friend. And for what he
pictured
to be a brutal beating, in aid of his manly ego, turned out to be a
pathetic mess of slapping and whining. Both fools defeated by this
once pretty, rose bush.

Looking
from up in his tree, Billie seemed to forget the blood seeping from
his shin, where his hand gripped tightly, and he let out a small
snigger, aimed at the two, foolish boys.

Though
a
light sound, it was not quiet enough from entering inside Tuck's
eardrums, and infuriating the boy to beyond belief. His face
changed
to the colour of a badly, sunburnt back. Hanging entwined in the
middle of the bush, he used all his force to turn to the side,
using
his fat weight to collapse the poor rose bush; a large, multitude
of
cracks strummed their sound as the bush broke, and stabbed itself
into the fat boy's blubber, as he tumbled into the dirt. This
action
also enabled Mot to scramble free, and without daring to looking
back, he ran as fast as his spindly legs could take him, all the
way
home.


Standing
to his feet, Tuck shook off twigs and dirt embedded in his skin and
clothes. He walked over to the oak tree, Billie was hiding in,
rather
calmly, not seeming to feel the thinly lined scratches of blood
scattered up and down his face, arms and legs. Arriving at the base
of the tree, he stuck out his arms, and in an undignified manner,
clambered up onto the first branch. 


Looking
down at the threat heading his way, Billie tried to find a way to
get
higher onto thinner branches above him, that would not support the
weight of the fat boy. Yet those branches were far and between - so
small and frail to even comprehend climbing, and mostly out of
reach.


This
was
really the furthest he could climb...unless, a branch he had
overlooked at first, due to its difference in colour - a hollow
looking, dead branch. Billie had climbed trees a lot in his young,
eight year old life, much to his mother's yelling at, or general
unawareness, as he often went to climb in secret. However, he'd
learnt pretty quickly to always test the branches he was going to
climb, and to never have both hands on one single branch, unless
you
could be certain it wouldn't crumple beneath you. So this little
tree
expert knew, that he'd never even think to climb a branch that
looked
so dead, nor even bother to test it out...not unless a fat boy,
with
steam racing out his head, was scuttling up towards you, to taste
your blood and batter you blue.

Though
before Billie could contemplate the thought any longer, a hand
grabbed sharply, and dug violently into his left shin's wound. The
hand dragged Billie's left leg down, and without even thinking,
Billie hugged the trunk of the tree like a coconut crab, using his
upper-body strength to hold on while he swung out his right leg -
kicking out discriminatingly at anything within range. 


He
raised
his leg back up to the peak of flexibility and plummeted it down
with
a tough clunk, as his heel bashed the top of Tuck's head; the
almighty crack made Tuck blackout for just a few seconds. He awoke
in
a protective ball at the base of the Oak tree, and rose to his
feet,
pretty rapidly for a fat kid. His rage had reached its peak, when
the
poor, small boy ran up to Tuck with a large bundle of twigs and
sticks in his arms.

''Tuck,
are you O...'' was all he could say, as Tuck bashed a horrendously
large fist into the small boys head.


''Aghhhhhhhhh!''
Tuck yelled to the highest possible range his voice could go,
lurching over the unconscious, broken jawed boy by his feet; twigs
and branches sprayed out everywhere from the boys arms. Tuck looked
down at the mess by his feet and grabbed his right fist, it was
bleeding and sore from the impact on the boys face. 


He
looked
back up to Billie hiding in the tree. ''You see what's happened!
You
see what you've made me do?! This is your fault! Your fault,
Billie!'' He jumped and grabbed the first branch again, lifting his
large body upwards and towards Billie.

Billie
knew he was lucky on the first instance to kick Tuck out the tree,
and he wouldn't have that opportunity again. His head and mind went
back to the discoloured, hollow branch just within his reach.
Billie
danced his feet out of the way of Tuck's hand, which grabbed hold
of
the fork where he stood. 


Tuck's
face appeared, his jaw snapped as he tried to bite at one of
Billie's
legs. With no choice, Billie jumped up for the hollow branch and he
lifted himself with haste, up onto it. Creaking and cracking,
Billie
slowly straightened himself out to hold onto an overhanging branch,
but before he could reach his hand out, the branch snapped. 


Billie
and
the branch fell in a shower of wood chippings, on-top of Tuck; who
had just clambered onto the fork of the branch, where Billie had
just
been. He too, was taken in the plummet of falling leaves, wood, and
Billie. And while they all fell off the tree together, the poor,
broken-jawed boy below, just opened his eyes out of consciousness,
and quickly closed them again, as the heavy masses above, fell upon
him.
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''Mrs.
Bucket. Mr. Reills will see you now. Please, this way.''

''Ah,
Mrs.
Bucket. Please, take a seat.'' 


Seated,
Mrs. Bucket stared with heightened concern towards Mr. Reills, the
headteacher.

''May I
ask how your son is faring since the incident?''


''Billie,''
Billie's mum said, agitated with a great deal of worry to contend
with. ''He's fine, not one single scratch on him. Fighting fit, as
you'd say.'' She grimaced at her last, unwisely chosen words.


''That's
very good to hear, Mrs. Bucket-''


''-Sarah,
please. I hate my surname.''


''Sarah,
then. After our group meeting with the other parents of the
children
involved, we have had one final staff meeting to discuss the final
outcome of this sad occurrence.'' Sarah nodded intently to every
word
spoken, acknowledging nearly each one with a light, vocal
agreement.
''You know the injuries sustained to the two boys: Tucker Browning
is
in hospital with a broken shoulder and knee, plus an arrangement of
other ailments, and Theodore Hammerhead will be in hospital for at
least 3 months; he's only just come out of his coma, the poor lad.
I've read nearly a page worth of broken body parts he's suffered to
his anatomy. We wish them both all the best.''

Sarah
held
the thought of 'that's what they both deserve,' in her head. She
knew
not just from Billie, what a nasty bunch of so-called homo-sapiens
they were.

''We
are
still all quite amazed how Billie, the smallest of the lot, came
out
with only a couple of superficial bruises, and that's if you can
even
call them that. I'm afraid, however, that we've no choice but to
suspend all four boys involved, for the rest of the year-''


''-pardon?''

''They
are
all welcome back after the summer holiday, when they've all had
long
enough to cool down and learn from this hideous conflict. I'm sure
you'll be strict when it comes to properly disciplining Billie,
Mrs.
Bucket...Sarah.''

Sarah
tried to dispel the though of Mr. Reills lying in full-body caster,
next to the three, foolish boys. Including the one who'd escaped,
physically-wise, anyhow. Sarah sat there, her words stuck in her
throat. She knew exactly what to say, however, the frustration from
Mr. Reills had caused some sort of ballooning in her windpipe.


''Sarah,
are you all on-board with our decision?'' Mr. Reills said, trying
to
continue the flow of the conversation. 


''My
son.'' She stared into the headteachers eyes, in disbelief.
''Why...why are we punishing my son, when he is the innocent one
involved here?''

Mr.
Reills
cracked his back, in a strange, reassuring manner. Knowing now the
uncomfortable questions would head his way. 


''Mrs.
Bucket...Billie was targeted in this fight, there is no doubt. Yet,
several witnesses have all placed Billie as the cause-''


''-cause?!
Are you telling me that these 'several witnesses' seem to have
forgotten that Billie was rescuing my daughter and her friend, from
these thuggish, bullies!'' Sarah grabbed the bottom of her seat
tightly. It seemed the only fitting place for her to tighten those
fists around...for the moment.

''We
understand that Billie was trying to help these girls, but he just
made things worse. If he had waited for the teachers-''

''-who
were nowhere to be seen!''

Mr.
Reills
paused for a moment, wishing that at this point he had some glasses
to take off his face, to make his next statement sound ever so more
important. 


''We
have
a dire incident here. Where it is in everyone's best interest to
punish each boy equally. Showing no favour to any side.'' He paused
quick enough, before Sarah's voice could disrupt the flow. ''Your
son
was helping these girls from being picked on, Mrs. Bucket. Yet
despite this, we cannot award favouritism towards your son's
vigilantism, and show that we approve of his methods, my awarding
him
a less severe punishment. 


''I
have
discussed this vigorously with the deputy head, and we understand
that the three boys involved all come from, shall we say,
aggressive
backgrounds, and similar relations to one another. In the interest
of
your son’s safety, we would rather show that your son has no higher
regard over us than the other boys; to ensure we have killed, in
their parents' eyes, any kind of special treatment. And in doing
so,
we hope to stamp out any possible growing flame of detest, that
these
parents might have towards your son and your family.'' Mr. Reills
tried his best to not show worry in his eyes, as he couldn't help
himself telling Sarah things she aught not hear.

Sarah's
right hand grasped at her throat, in reaction to the sudden dryness
inside it. ''Excuse me? Are you saying we're being threatened? Does
this not require imminent awareness to the authorities?'' 


Sarah
had
an idea that the three boys might wish for retaliation when their
injuries had healed, but for their parents to wish the same...it
may
not have seem so far-fetched. Yet from such unsavoury characters,
who
knows what kind of redemption the boys' parents might have planned
for them.

''I'm
sorry, Sarah,'' His cheeks began to bruise. ''We had wished to keep
these details away from you. Yet, alas, once again I couldn't stop
my
mouth from running away with me.''

''If
you
suspect something or are worried, then why don't you contact the
police, immediately!''

''By
all
means we have, Sarah. The police have told us they are aware of the
boys families, and always have a watchful eye on their behaviour.
They're ever so notorious for unruly behaviour, and mostly all of
their relations have a list of criminal convictions as long as
themselves.''

''This
really doesn't do a lot to comfort me, or my family. Why don't they
just lock them up, do I need to go to the authorities myself?''

''We
have
nothing to prosecute them for, Sarah. We just have prediction,
based
on their history of convictions, and previous methods for how they
have dealt with situations. This is precisely what the police have
told us; they can't just arrest the boys' parents on
predictability,
there needs to be evidence: threats, abuse, intimidation. For which
so far, we've received none.

''I
apologise, Sarah. It was not our intention to cause you discomfort,
I
fear we may now have caused you undue concern and stress.''

Sarah
stared at the man, as though he has just spoken the punchline. She
wasn't sure if she need laugh or cry. 



'Well...fucking,
bloody hell, yes. There's quite a lot of discomfort actually. I'm
sorry for my language, but you're an idiot! So you've basically
told
me my son can't return until after the summer break, as some
punishment for his heroism. While individuals who cannot be
punished,
will more or less likely attack us when they feel up to it. Because
what is another one crime added to their boasting lists of
tyranny?''

The
bruise
that had slowly seeped into Mr. Reill's cheeks, decided it was most
appropriate to then spread all over his head - to complete the
clown
effect.

''Mrs.
Bucket...Sarah...w-we-''

''-I
might
as well talk to yesterdays left over cabbage.'' Sarah quite calmly
uplifted herself from her seat. ''What else is there to say?'' She
turned around and exited the lonely room.

Mr.
Reills
was left abandoned, like a child on his first day at nursery.
''Well,
Mr. Reills,'' he told himself, ''you buggered that up didn't you,
you
bastard.''
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 Madder
than a cat who had not only lost a nice bowl of milk, but also had
a
large, lump of a foot stood disrespectfully on their tail. Sarah
marched straight towards the nearest Police station, all be it a
car
was required. 


Just as
she had marched in, she had marched out with the same
disappointment
and brooding madness on her face. Quite certain that the police had
fed Sarah with the same, tepid cup of broth as Reills, Sarah's
internal, expanding bottle of rage and disbelief required
expelling,
and so who better to burst this bottle of skin blistering water
onto...other than her loved ones. So, she headed home.


 





 




Bang,
the
front door went. Not the kind of casual, every day bang the front
door went. This was, bang the front door went, which
instantaneously
thickened, the previously light atmosphere.


''Billie!...Toby!...Chlo!''
Silence persisted. Sarah headed into the living room where Billie
sat
upon the sofa, happily rocking his little legs, while watching some
cartoon on the television.


''Billie...why
didn't you answer me?'' she said, ready to begin some kind of
argument, but the look on the happy boy instantly killed any kind
of
kindling, hot-temper. 


The
little
boy looked unconcerned towards his mother and gave a small, sweet
smile. All he had to prove for his incident of a few days ago was
that of a single Spiderman plaster, stuck diagonally across his
forehead.

Sarah
quickly raised her eyes. ''Where's your sister?''

''Um,
she's outside playing, but I'm inside. I'm not allowed outside. I
have to stay inside, where dad can see that I'm causing no more
trouble.''

''And
where's your father?''

''In
his
study'' they both overdubbed each other.

''Where
else...you stay here, Billie. I'll talk to your stupid...your
father.'' So Sarah left the room.

''Dad's
in
trouble again,'' Billie commented, with a funny giggle.

She
headed
upstairs to the study/hobby-hole, that Sarah's husband/father to
Billie and Chlo, liked to hide in most days...especially when Sarah
was in this kind of mood.

A
double
tap rattled the study door. So naturally, Toby sneakily turned up
the
volume of his questionable music. He kind of wished he had propped
a
chair against the handle, so no man, nor wife, could enter his
den.

Unsure
why
she had even knocked in the first place, Sarah harshly pushed the
door ajar. The guilty look on her husband's face, very nearly made
her laugh out loud, but she had a position of a mother to adhere
to.
There was no leeway here to be found.


''Tobias!''
she spoke, with that chiselled look, capable of cowering any man,
to
any dark corner.


''Darling,''
he replied, in a ridiculous fake act.

''Oh,
balls off, Toby! What is that in your hands?''


''This...erm...Lego?''
He looked down to the table, more ashamed with himself than if he'd
been caught doing something much worse. 


''If I
were anyone else, I'd swear that Billie and Chlo were your parents.
Billie's watching television, and Chlo is out in the garden,
playing
with her gardeners' set. While Toby the toddler, sits in his room
playing with his Lego men.''

''It's
actually a Star Wars set, so there's women figures too...'' She
flicked his ear. ''Ow! What's wrong with you?!''

''You
of
course, what else? You need to be watching over your children,
instead of being one of them! Can't you do your work downstairs,
play
with your plastic bricks with Billie?''

He
scrunched up his face. ''He's not touching my Lego.''

''Oh my
God, Toby! What's going on with you today, please talk to me, it
never helps when you shut yourself up like this,'' Sarah said,
knowing that when Toby has a bad spell with his depression she
couldn't just take it out on him, even though some days she would
really like to.

''It's
nothing.'' He tried to hide, whilst making two Jedis duel.

''It's
something.'' She placed her hand on his shoulder and gently rubbed
the bright red earlobe, she had flicked.

''I...I
just wish, some days I were like these figures,'' he finally said,
in
a very soft and sad tone.

''A
plastic man?'' She grasped his shoulder tighter.

''It's
just...just some days, like today. It just comes over me, absolute
fear...worthlessness. No point to anything, really. All this stress
and pressure, all day, every day, until you die. Why do we hold out
for so long, when we could just already be there. In a world of
nothingness. No more pain.'' 


Sarah
stayed quiet.


''That's
why I'd like to be one of these plastic men; they have a
place...like
a chair, or a table, or a door. That's their purpose, simple.
What's
our purpose? It's all so complicated, and hurts my brains. I just,
just hate it. That's why I love to sleep, it's all so perfect
there,
all the worries disappear. I rule my sleep, and I'm free there,''
he
finished, and pulled off the head of one of the Jedis.

Sarah's
hand was tighter than she knew, around Toby's shoulder. She tried
to
hold back the water in her eyes, but she failed, and let them rinse
past her cheeks. She was just grateful that Toby couldn't see.

''I
don't
know why you say these things, Toby,'' she managed to speak out,
despite the croakiness. ''You have a gentle son and a beautiful
daughter...you...you have a comfortable life, we have enough money,
and...and this lovely house, and...and you have me, Toby.'' She
closed her eyes firmly, while another wave of water flushed down
her
face and dripped onto Toby's shirt, both unaware.

''You
just
don't understand.''

She
raised
a fist. She could so easily have whacked him hard with it. But she
knew, she didn't understand, how could she? That was their dilemma.
No easy solution.

''I
wish I
could.'' She opened her fist and stroked his face, instead. ''When
you say things like that, it hurts me so much. I'm sick to death
that
you'll do something to hurt yourself. I want to help you.''

Toby
grabbed her hand off his cheek and kissed it meaningfully. He was
shaking slightly, his eyes were red, as were Sarah's. His eyes
stared
at the Jedi's, unmoving. There was a hollowness to his stare.

''Will
you
talk to someone again? Please, maybe someone who knows something
different.''

He let
go
of her hand, the words seemed to sting his insides. ''It doesn't
work, I've nothing left to say. I'll just keep taking my
medicine...and focus on my work.''

''Toby,
this doesn't help...''

He
stood
up from his seat and grabbed his closed laptop. He turned around to
smile at her wet face. The smile stopped and he rushed past her.
Sarah closed her eyes again, on opening them she looked over his
desk. She replaced the head back on the Jedi, and followed her
husband.

Sarah
returned to the living room, where Toby had started up the
Nintendo.
He was about to play a game, with an excited Billie, of the latest
Mario and the gang adventure; though this one just seemed to be
hitting each other repetitively. 


Chlo
was
happily seated in the recliner, yet she had brought her 'Kittie's
Happy 'ittle Garden Trough, For 'ittle Green Thumbs' in, despite
several past telling off's. She couldn't wait for her pansies to
grow, and thought that by bringing the trough in from outside,
would
encourage the seedlings to sprout faster. Though by the look of
things, there was more soil spread around the living room floor
than
in the actual trough.

Sarah
made
a mental note to remind Chlo again, of the several reasons why we
don't bring the ''ittle Garden Trough' indoors, though it would
only
be back inside again tomorrow. What did she expect from a four year
old, who shares half her genes with Toby. Poor souls.

When
Chlo
at last took her gaze away from the small amount of soil in her
trough, a massive grin took up her whole face. She took out a
rather,
petal-less rose, from under her dungarees, and held it out for
Sarah
in her ''ittle Gardeners Gloves.' Sarah shook her head, she'd be
surprised if there were any roses left on her bush now. Again,
despite the warnings that the rose bush prefers to keep its roses,
they kept disappearing.

With
all
the sounds that erupted from the living room, a scruffy, terrier
walked into the room and instantaneously pounced on the sleeping
tabby cat - dreaming on the last, empty recliner. Naturally, as
always, the cat screeched in protest at the scruffy thing, and gave
him another claw mark around his head. The dog, looking so very
confused, plodded off into the centre of the room, and the tabby
went
back to her peaceful dreams. 


Chlo
noticed the scruff ball and shouted ''Doggy!'' She jumped off her
seat to engulf herself around the dog; Sarah just about managed to
catch the trough, that Chlo seemed to fling in the air.

Despite
their best efforts to give their scruffy dog a simple ringing dog
name, like Max, Chlo insisted he was Doggy; just as the tabby was
called Catty, instead of Tulip.

 Sarah
observed Chlo, enwreathed in the dog and dirt, and smiled at the
two
boys, eagerly engaged in their mindless game. It almost seemed like
a
happy, normal household. The smile slowly faded.

With
the
dog in mind, Sarah was reminded of other pets. ''Billie, don't you
have some furry friends to clean out?''


''Ergh!''
Billie let out.

Sarah
knew
this would happen, just like it seemed to always happen. They
looked
so fun and cute at the pet store, but a child's mind has the
attention span of an drunkard - they can also walk and talk the
same
too, which is kind of worrying. Despite this, Sarah couldn't help
deny that it was her fault as a parent, to let them have their
pets.
Once again those deceptive, cute little faces, and their shimmering
eyes, had won the day.


''Billie!
Don't make me spell out your whole name. One more game then you go
clean out those poor things. I don't know why you even wanted them
in
the first place.'' Sarah put her hands on her hips and let out a
large huff. 



Surveying
her family, she pondered that if she wasn't around, this whole
house
would be in ruins. Toby can get off being depressed, but she
doesn't
have that excuse. She paused a bit. That was mean. Sarah thought
that
she better prepare the dinner. She didn't have a wife to palm that
off to.

After
the
last four games, Toby scruffed up Billie's hair, and in a playing
manner, pushed him onto his side.

''Go
on,
BB. Clean those poor buggers out.''


''Buggers?''
Billie enquired.


''Erm...yeah...I
thought you had rabbits?''


''They're
called bunnies, silly,'' Billie laughed.

''I am
silly. Now go on, BB, off with you.'' 


Billie
made a sad face, and purposefully walked as slow as a snail out of
the room. Toby kicked him on the bum, to fasten his pace. Pleased
with himself that he didn't teach Billie another naughty word, and
once again safe from Sarah's wrath...for now. 


Billie
looked back to hear Chlo screaming, as she was picked up and held
upside down by Toby. Billie then wished that he'd asked for a dog
instead of his gerbils. He'd been ecstatic when he first had them,
and couldn't stop laughing at their silly mannerisms and thumping
feet. He'd loved the way they would make tunnels in their aspen and
wood shavings; every now and then popping their heads up, littered
with shavings on top. Yet after a while, they would just stay in
their tunnels for most of the days and nights, seemingly scared of
Billie. He did not know why. 


He had
two
grey gerbils, but more recently they would fight one another.
Billie
was too frightened to hold them, in case his fingers got caught up
in
their teeth. He had noticed a lump on one side of the larger of the
two. He didn't dare tell his mum, in case he would get in trouble
from causing it. 


More
recently the lump had doubled in size, and he knew that his mum
would
notice one day, and he'd be in trouble again. Just as he had been,
in
the incident with the boys and the tree. Though he decided he
didn't
want to think about that, and took the lid of the gerbil cage to
begin cleaning. As usual there was nothing living to be seen, just
aspen and wood shavings, with intermittent holes here and
there.


''Icky...Sticky,''
Billie said nervously, afraid that they might shoot out of one of
the
tunnels. ''I've got to clean you, so let's make this easy for both
of
us.''

He
waited,
slightly turning up the shavings in hopes that this would cause a
stir. Yet still nothing happened. Billie quickly became inpatient
and
started to whack the side of the plastic cage and the shavings.
This
caused a slight stir inside, then he heard the thudding of gerbil
feet. He laughed, that always amused him. They were so skittish,
that
the slightest movement would make them run and hide, followed after
by the thudding of their back legs.

''Why
are
you two so silly?'' Billie opened up a black bin bag and began to
scoop out the old wood shavings with his hand. They'd soon appear
now.

A
quarter
of the way through, one of the gerbils stuck his head out of a
tunnel, in the corner of the cage.

''Icky?
Is
that you? Yes, yes it is. Sorry, but I've got to clean you. Mum
says
you're stinking,'' he laughed. ''But you know all about that don't
you, Icky. Now tell me, where's Sticky?''

Billie
dug
his hand deep into the gerbil food bag and found a couple of
pumpkin
seeds; his gerbils loved these, and he knew this would do the
trick.
He used the seed to poke Icky's nose. Icky and the seed soon
vanished
into the hole in seconds. Billie took another pumpkin seed out of
the
bag and placed it a few inches, just outside of the tunnel. Icky
popped his head back out and darted towards the seed. Billie
scooped
the squirming gerbil into his hand and went running into the
bathroom, to place Icky in the bath. Billie always did this trick
with his gerbils. He thought they were a bit dumb, as they never
remembered it.

He
hurried
back into his room, calling out his usual, ''Gerbils in the bath!
Don't sit on them!'' He kneeled back besides the cage and dug the
rest out, until Sticky rushed out of a collapsed tunnel. He didn't
run like Icky, he hobbled out of the wood shavings, and tried his
best to scurry up the corner of the plastic cage. After a few
minutes
of failing to get anywhere, the gerbil turned his head and starred
into Billie's eyes, thumping his back feet.

''Don't
worry, Sticky. I'm just cleaning you out.'' Billie noticed that the
lump had gotten even bigger.


Timidly,
he drew his hand out to Sticky, and very delicately he started to
stroke him. This didn't stop his back feet from thumping, but
Billie
thought Sticky was relaxed, and he decided to pick him up. In an
instant, Sticky cut his teeth into Billie's index finger, and
Billie
jerked his entire arm backwards.

''Ow!
Ow!
Sticky! Get off!''

Billie
shook his hand vigorously. He somehow had convinced himself that
Sticky had flown off. He placed his hand back in front of him to
see
Sticky's jaws still around his finger; blood poured out over the
gerbil and his hand, the pain and image shocked Billie into a
primitive fear.

''Get
off!
You stupid Gerbil!'' Billie shouted, trying to pull Sticky off his
hand. But the gerbil did not budge. He was on that finger like a
gerbil on a mission. With panic rising to its ultimate level inside
Billie, he had no choice but to hit the gerbil onto the side of the
plastic cage. Sticky gave out a high pitch shriek, but held on in
with his teeth, deep into Billie's finger flesh.


''Ahh!''
Billie screamed. ''Mum! Help! Sticky, get off!'' Billie hit the
gerbil on the side of the cage, again and again. It was a nasty
picture. Sticky held on still, while his body was broken upon the
side. Gerbil hair and blood flew, splashing all over. Lines of
blood
stained the walls, ceiling, and furniture.

After
several minutes of bashing the poor gerbil onto the side of the
plastic, Sticky let go, and flopped back into the cage. Blood and
hair pooled around the little critter. Poor little Billie ran back
into the bathroom, to hold his hand over the sink; blood poured out
his gaping wound in his finger. Billie's face was a mess of tears
and
blood. He couldn't really get a firm grasp on what had happened. He
froze up. 


He took
some bandages out of the medicine cabinet and over-wrapped his
finger, into a massive bulge of cloth. He carried Icky with his
undamaged hand and threw him into the cage, next to the lifeless
body
of Sticky. Icky gave him a quick sniff and hurried into one of the
last, intact tunnels. Billie put the lid on the cage, and tried his
best to clean up the trails of blood.


Somehow,
he managed to convince his mum that his finger wound was nothing to
worry about, and he managed to go the rest of the day without
anyone
finding out about Sticky. Later, when he was ordered up to bed, he
looked back into the cage to notice that Sticky was still lying in
the same spot. Too worried and guilty to tell anyone, he went to
bed,
and tried to forget about the incident.
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Morning
came and Billie opened his eyes. Trying to fight the fading memory
of
a dream, he eventually lost the fight, and the dream involving
something to do with falling trees, vanished. Another memory came
into sight, on this occasion it was called reality, and the case of
his finger and a gerbil.

Fear
stricken once again, Billie burst out of his duvet covers and slid
on
his knees to the base of the cage. Sticky was gone. A small trickle
of hope took to his body, maybe Sticky was alright? Though it
seemed
unbelievable. Billie picked up the gerbils food bag and shook it
about for a few seconds. He searched for some pumpkin seeds and
threw
in everyone he could find. He then waited patiently. 


After
several minutes, a furry face appeared and started to nibble away
at
the seeds. Icky, Billie knew. With the hope dying inside himself,
another face appeared the other end, and too began nibbling away at
the seeds. It was Sticky! Billie couldn't believe it, Sticky was
OK...better than OK, strangely. He hopped around even faster than
Icky, and the two of them squeaked together as they fought over the
last pumpkin seed. 


They
both
searched the rest of the surface for any last hidden treats; that
was
when Billie noticed Sticky's lump had gone, like it had fallen off
or
something. Billie thought that maybe he had burst it, when he had
slammed Sticky against the side of the cage. It was perplexing for
the eight year old, but nevertheless, Sticky was fine, and Billie
was
safe. With a satisfying sense of relief, Billie raced downstairs
and
hunted for some breakfast, to start his glorious new day.


 





 





Billie's
dad was already in the kitchen, and what looked like the aftermaths
of a breakfast feast remained on the table. Billie slid on up onto
his preferred table seat and spooned himself some porridge from the
communal pot on top. His dad was too engrossed in building his
latest
Lego set, to even realise Billie had arrived. Nevertheless, this
did
not matter, Billie was used to his dad's silence when around said
sets. 


The
porridge was thick this morning, but Billie liked it that way. Once
the porridge had slowly slopped its way into his bowl, he pointed
his
right index finger out, and made a pop sound to complete the
effect.
Billie twiddled his finger into the porridge, making five
small-circled divots, around the inner circular edge of the bowl. 


He
licked
his finger and made some-kind of attempt at a hydraulic noise, to
indicate his finger retracting back into its fist. He then made a
deeper popping sound, and his thumb came out of the mechanical
fist,
to his mind anyhow. As if his arm had lost muscle function, he
dropped his thumb into the centre of the porridge to make the
master
hole, to rule all other holes...perhaps? He politely picked up the
milk and poured it into each hole. He certainly looked happy at his
final product, though it really didn't look any different from his
last five hundred plus, other attempts at this routine.

Billie
grabbed a spoon and swirled his work into a gloopy, milkier mess,
and
began shovelling heaped spoonfuls into his mouth and thus his tum
tum. He made a pleased smile after every mouthful and a sweet, mmmm
sound, to compliment his enjoyment.

A high
pitch shrill intruded itself into Billie's ears, he looked up to
his
dad, who made a face of pure distress. Billie looked to where his
dad's eyes focused, on a Lego figurine whose head was covered in a
mess of porridge - the thick mass plopped onto the table. 


Toby's
glaring eyes faced Billie's, and he started to shake.
''You...you've
ended poor ol' Chewbacca...he's suppose' to be one of the good
guys...what have you done?''

''He
was
hungry,'' Billie said, whilst sticking his spoon back into his
mouth.

''He
rejects your offerings,'' Toby replied, flicking the porridge back
at
Billie, where it ended up on his nose.

Billie
wrinkled up his face and wiped away the sticky oats from his nose.
He
looked at the spoon in his hand and thought of a silly plan. He
flicked the spoon at his dad, gasping as more porridge than he
thought, flung out towards Toby; it splattered upon the table,
figures, and his dad. Toby looked back surprised, he grinned as he
plopped an unused spoon into the communal bowl of breakfast, and
swatted it back at Billie; covering his face and the surrounding
kitchen in the goop.

Billie
decided to go into full-army, attack mode. He dropped his spoon and
plunged his right hand, deep into the porridge, bringing it up
behind
his head. Bits of it slopped out of his hand, falling to the floor
beneath him. He was ready to throw it at his dad. Toby's eyes
glared,
he began to regret what he had caused.


''Billie
Bucket! BB! Put that back in the bowl now, you silly boy!'' an
angry
shriek from his mum came.

Billie
froze with what little left remained of the porridge in his hands,
the rest slowly slid down his arm and covered more of the ground in
gruel.

''Which
one of you is my husband? I forget in moments like these.'' Sarah
picked up a cloth, to wipe away a smearing of oats that had reached
the kitchen counter. She stopped herself from flinging the thing
onto
Toby's head.

The
silence in the room further infuriated Sarah - she hated that she
had
to be the one the kids associated discipline with - and that Toby
would always get away with being the fun, kind parent, who would
let
their children get away with anything and everything. Someone had
to
initiate order in this household...she surely wouldn't get it from
Toby, so what choice did she have - yet to be seen as the bossy,
no-fun parent.

''I
assume
you'll be clearing up this mess, Tobias?''


''Tobias?
Eek, we've done it now, Billie.'' He didn't look at Sarah, and
instead the two of them kept their heads down.

Sarah
rolled her eyes and muttered something, hoping that perhaps anyone
listening above, could sympathise with her. 



''Billie
get dressed, we're visiting your auntie in the hospital
today.''

Billie
let
out a small protest, which he'd hoped his mum wouldn't hear...he
hated hospitals.

''Toby,
are you coming too?'' 


Toby
kept
his head down, he made that usual face Sarah had come very familiar
with. The face he pulled when asked to go do anything social.


''That's
fine, Toby. I'll go take your son, to see your dying sister. I'm
sure
she wasn't expecting you anyhow. Can I be confident in that you'll
walk the dog this morning? Or vice versa, probably really doesn't
matter.'' She took the silence as a no. 


She
tried
with all her existing being, left inside her, to not escalate the
conversation any further, into another argument. Without a word,
she
left Toby to himself, and finished her make-up to begin the
solo-parent mission to the hospital. 



 





 




It was
a
quiet ride to the hospital in the car. Billie sat in the passenger
seat playing some unintelligible game with his hands, though the
explosion and gun noises he made had yet to test Sarah's nerves -
her
mind was elsewhere in deep thought. 


Chlo
sat
behind her mum and was occupying herself with half a dozen of her
slender, plastic dolls. Again, it was difficult for any bystander
to
precisely tell what Chlo's story entailed. However, from the look
of
one of the doll's decapitated heads, which lay upon the other side
of
the seat, it was clear Chlo possessed the capabilities to enforce a
strict regime.

The
journey wasn't far, but that just made things worse, less 
time

  

    

    
  
for Sarah to mull things over in her brains. She
must have visited Toby's sister twice as much as he had, and those
times that he did decide to come along, were becoming fewer by the
days. 


His
sister
had been suffering from random bouts of severe dizziness for years,
but it wasn't until she nearly drove herself off the road, from
suffering a complete blackout, that she was examined by doctors.
Who
then found out she had a very ugly friend, living deep inside her
brain; a tumour, a hideous, cancerous thing, which of course was
one
of those rather tricky ones to deal with. One of those
non-returning
ones.

She
very
much lived in the cancer ward, treated daily to prohibit a thing
which could not be stopped. Day after day she waited, for the day
when she'd sleep and no morning would come. 


Sarah
had
to be careful how she worded Toby's sister's condition. Any mention
of the T or C word and he would turn into a cringeworthy state,
swiftly removing himself from the room to be alone. He couldn't
deal
with the reality...any reality for that matter. So one like this
which brought on such strong emotions, he would always run away
from.
Leaving Sarah, once again, to be the mediator; the one who didn't
have the luxury of walking away, because someone had to hold things
together. That's what she just did.

Sarah
withdrew herself from another string of complex though processes,
to
latch onto the suddenness of bizarre noises that came erupting out
of
her two offspring's mouths. The continuous imitation of gun noises
and explosions from Billie's end, and the equally loud sounds from
Chlo's voice box, mixed together to form a music piece which had
full
content, to draw pure rage out of its listeners.

Sarah
ground her teeth, ''Quiet now, children.''

''But,
mum. You said that we have to get all our hyperness out, before we
see Aunt Lucy in the hospital,'' Billie said, wise before his
years.

Sarah
made
a face that looked as if she was peering into the top of her skull.
''Well...how much do you both have left in you two?''

Her
kids
both made the same mannerism as Sarah had just done.

''Quite
a
bit left,'' Billie said.

''Lots
and
lots left,'' Chlo finished.

Sarah
blew
out a long breath of air. ''Hurry it along, then. Fast-forward
mode,
quick!''

The
rest
of the drive was predictable, once the car was parked. The walk to
the ward was even more so. Just another autonomous routine, though
the reasons for going, were if anything, opposite to a mindless
routine.

The
hospital seemed far too familiar to Sarah, as she walked her two
kids
through the typically white, narrow corridors; left at the stairs,
right by the coffee machine, five steps into the cancer ward, say
hello to Nurse Nancy, and into room six. Unfortunately, room six,
housed six patients, on...floor six...Sarah tended not to dwindle
too
much on that. 


Most
staff
and inpatients at the ward were well accustomed to Sarah and her
two
nippers. The poor souls, whatever concoction of chemicals and
radiation they had all been induced to, certainly gave them all
similar characteristics; each a hollow ghost of what they once
resembled to their loved ones - like a cast from a well-to-do
Victorian family, with that stylish, milk-white skin. 


The
ones
who were having better days, managed to smile and give a little
hand
gesture to Sarah and her two. Amongst the unusual calm, which the
beeping of machinery brought, another family sat by the bed of
their
fighting friend. Opposite them, and by a large window which gave
view
to a rather calming day today, a lady as delicate and white as bone
china, turned her head to be engulfed by a large smile, at the site
of the three - she still had strength enough to show her pleasure. 


''Oh,
hello you,'' the lady whispered out.

Billie
swung out a bunch of gerberas he had been hiding behind his back,
like he always did, and held them out to Lucy - copying her with a
big, nervous grin. Chlo decided to jump straight onto Aunt Lucy,
which immediately forced Sarah's heart to smack against her
ribcage.
Though this was the same ritual that Chlo did each and every 
time
they came to visit Lucy, so shame on her for forgetting.

''Chlo,
get off you're aunt! You know what she's going through,'' Sarah
tried
to say in a peaceful tone. ''Billie, put the flowers on her beside,
next to the others.''

He laid
the bunch down beside older flowers and flinched like a rabbit when
his aunt tried to stroke his thick, brown hair. Needless to say he
wasn't keen on hospitals, unlike his more care-free sister. It was
the mixture of foreign sounds and unknown sickness that frightened
him here. 


He took
a
quick glance out of the window, to see several large trees sticking
outwards, towards the sun. That was for him. That freedom out
there.
He may have only been eight, but the chains of conformity from
school
and his parents had thickened more tightly in the last few years,
and
even more so after the incident. He grew weary of them. He feared
that one day, all he would be would be just a man looking out of a
window, looking out at what he once had, never to really have
again,
only to look at and be tormented by the separation...but then...he
was only eight.

Chlo
was
only just pushing five, and maybe like the way of the hippie, she
hadn't the 
time for such gloomy
thoughts. She was starting to redden Lucy's cheeks, with each kiss
she kept pecking at her. 



  
After
a couple of pecks she would say, ''That one makes you stronger,
that
one makes you better, and that one makes you happier.''



  
Lucy
didn't seem to mind this intrusion to her solitude, and quite
welcomed the distraction from the constant reminder of what she
faced. Be it the never-ending weakness she felt, or the pain she
jointly shared with her fellow inmates, in equal-measure, in good
ol'
room six - on the sixth floor of the sixth ward in the sixth room.
Yet that weird thought gave her strange comfort every now and then
-
number thirteen's gotta be lucky for someone.



  
''Chlo,
I think Lucy has had enough of your saliva on her face. Just think
of
all the germs you're giving her.'' That gave a thought. ''No,
seriously, Chlo. Just sit like a good girl next to your auntie.
Remember, you told me you'd used up all your energy in the car
getting here.''



Chlo
gave her mum a most ridiculously offended look, and huffed loudly
as
she slumped herself down to sit next to Lucy. 



  
''I
was just trying to be nice.''



  
''Oh
you are, Chlo, so very kind and lovely,'' Lucy said, giving her a
kiss back, to make up for the few dozen she'd been given.



  
Chlo
made a cheeky, menacing grin, and poked her tongue quickly out
towards her mum and Billie. Sarah laughed a little, but Billie just
stared at Chlo, unamused.



''How
are you feeling today?'' Sarah questioned, whilst she sat careful
on
the side of the medical bed, softly holding onto Lucy's hand.




  
''The
usual, Sarah. The usual. It's the tiredness that's the killer; I'm
so
lethargic, I want to be out running again. I'd love that for one
day.
But it's good to see you lot here...and remember what healthy human
beings are supposed to look like. I'm so happy you all look so
well...I guess Toby couldn't make it...again?''



  
Sarah
tightened the grip. ''I'm so sorry, Lucy. You know what he can get
like. It's like trying to remove mud out of a hole, you keep on
pushin' and pushin' it out, but it just always seems to go right
back
to where it came from.'' Sarah quickly removed a forming tear from
her right eye. ''This is why I'm so upset and angry at him. You're
going through the most life-changing moments of your life, and he
can't be here to support you...I just...don't-don't...''



Lucy
smiled and stroked Sarah's face. ''You don't worry yourself, Sarah.
It's fine, really, it is. We've dealt with Toby's depression in the
past before, and fought through it. It can seem like Toby is being
selfish, but it's not. The thing about cancer is that it's easier
for
people to sympathise with and understand. The thing about mental
health, is that if you don't suffer from it yourself, the effects
it
changes to someone's behaviour can seem so alien, that you just
think
they're being difficult, to spite you.''     



  
''I
know what you're trying to say, and I do understand,'' Sarah said
thinking back to previous memories of Toby's unusual behaviour.
''I'd
love to have a balance though. He suffers daily, but I have to deal
with all the other burdens he doesn't wish to partake in...like
these
two troublemakers.'' She looked at her two offspring, who each
returned back their own unique style of smirk.



''I
don't envy you, Sarah. I think I've got it bad, but all I have to
do
is sit here day after day. You're a brave, strong woman, you know
that. It's a strange thing, me and Toby. Brother and sister who
both
have defects within our brains. Yet for some reason, my physical
manifestation, of an uncontrollable growth of cells, means people
can
easily relate and understand what I'm going through. 



  
''However,
Toby's unstable balance of brain chemicals, means that people can't
seem to understand, or relate to his bizarre, behavioural changes.
When you think about it, it's really strange how one side you get
sympathy and the other side you get the opposite. Just because of
some differences of biology in your head, the social outlook can be
so vast, it's frightening.'' Lucy stopped and turned her head, to
face outside the window.



  
Sarah
really didn't know how to answer that, or if there really was
anything to answer back to.



Lucy
turned her head back around, to face Sarah, and she laughed, ''Oh
dear, you can tell I've had counselling. Unfortunately when you've
read your eyes dry, and have nothing else to do, all you have is
your
thoughts. So much thinking to do. You mull it all over, not really
healthy, but that's just what you do.'' 


Sarah
grabbed Lucy's hand tighter. ''I think the beauty of a human mind
is
also its curse, too much over thinking. I often look at the cat and
know they've got it all sussed out. If I ever reincarnate and I
have
a say to where I go, then a wealthy, western family will be where I
choose.''


''Mum,''
Chlo said, drawing the um part out.

''Yes,
Chlo?''


''Cynthia
said she wants to go and visit the other dolls in the play area.''
Chlo held up the decapitated doll in her hand. ''I said that we're
here to see Aunt Lucy and don't have any free

time to play in the play area. But she's got no head...so she can't
hear me.''


  
Sarah
and Lucy both chuckled amongst themselves, to the look of a very
unamused Chlo. Billie didn't find it funny, he found Chlo's
'quirkiness', how others put it, to be irritating, and the usual
attention-seeking that Chlo got away with.



  
''Well,
I think Cynthia is going to have to learn some proper etiquette
when
she gets her head back,'' Sarah said, trying to hold in the
giggles.



  
Chlo
scrunched her face up tight. ''Etti...what? No, it's gone.''



  
''What's
gone?'' Lucy enquired.



  
''The
head. Out the window. She was naughty and she was punished. It-it
wasn't just me, all the other dolls decided too. Cynthia was always
bad and never learned from her mistakes. So out the window it went.
Now-now she's learnt her mistakes, and I think it would be very
good...etti-what...from you mum, to let Cynthia play in the play
area...to-to let her know she still is loved.''



  
Sarah
and Lucy both giggled again, it was a proper challenge to hold it
in.



  
''Shut
up, Chlo,'' Billie loudly whispered.



  
''You
shut up, stupid smelly boy,'' she hissed back.



  
He
rolled his eyes.



  
''Come
on you two,'' Lucy softly said. ''It's OK, Sarah. Guss has text me
to
say he's popping by soon - you know how useless he is with
directions. If you want to take Chlo to the play area for a bit,
you
can meet Guss when he arrives. It's right next to the main
entrance.''



Sarah
thought back to one of Lucy's husband's, classic, directional
nightmares. She closed her eyes and smiled to herself, at the now
funny thought. 



  
''Of
course. Is there anything at all I can get for you while I'm down
there?''



  
''Chocolate!''
Chlo screamed.



  
''Chlo!
Shhh, these people in here don't want to hear your yelling
voice.''



  
''I'm
pretty sure I've everything I need, Sarah.'' She pulled up her left
arm to indicate the countless cords coming out from machinery into
her veins, including the drip feeding her with all its yummy
goodness.



''You
look after your Auntie Lucy, Billie. We won't be long,'' Sarah
said. 



  
At
that notion Chlo jumped from under Lucy's arm, and ran out the ward
to get to the play area. Sarah sighed and pelted after her, down
the
corridors.



Billie
was left a little awkward being on his own, without his mother's
shroud to keep him secure in himself. 



  
Lucy
patted the same spot that Chlo had been warming. ''Why don't you
sit
here next to me, Billie, and we can talk about what you've been up
to.''



  
His
face flushed with a bit of nervous red. He climbed up and over
Lucy's
legs, so he could sit to the left of her. He wasn't as light as
Chlo,
so the climb wasn't as graceful, but he made it anyway - himself
more
embarrassed than anyone else thought need be.



  
Lucy
placed her arm around his shoulder and held him as tight as her
body
was capable of. ''So tell me, Billie. How have things been going
for
you since the incident?''



  
''Good.''
He fidgeted uncomfortably around her arm; the tubes the came off
entangled themselves around his back. ''Just been helping mum and
dad
with things.''



  
''You've
been helping out with your mum, too?'' She used her free arm to
tidy
up his messy hair, though it just made his muscles stiffen even
further. ''She's got a lot to deal with, and needs all your help at
the moment, you know that don't you?''



  
''Yep,
we try our best.'' He didn't know what else to say.



  
''Your
dad, also. How has he been?''



  
Thinking
of his dad brought a grin to his face. ''He's funny. We play games
and build Lego together...mum and Chlo don't like those
things...but
me and dad find them fun.''



  
''That's
what's unique about people, they all have their different likes and
dislikes.''



''Not
just people. Tulip and Max are silly too. Max wants to be Tulip's
friend, but she always tries to scratch him.'' Thinking of
these familiar things made Billie's muscle ease up slightly.

''And
what
about Chlo? Are you looking after her?''

Billie
made a funny, mad face to himself. ''I'm always looking after her.
The only reason I'm in trouble is because of her.'' He started to
pick at the bandage he'd made for himself the night before.


''You're a
very special boy, Billie. Better than you know.'' She looked down,
noticing his bandaged finger. ''Oh dear, what has happened
there?''

Billie
quickly stopped what he was doing, and hid his hand away from
Lucy's
vision.


''Nothing.''

She
patted
his shoulder. ''That looks like the very opposite of nothing,
Billie.'' She lowered her head and sniffed his hair; it still smelt
of that innocence that rapidly seeps into oblivion, once teenage
years turn their lights on. Her eyes closed and she opened up an
old,
happy memory of when she was Billie's age. Divulging further into
the
thought, she dived herself through into the dream and slept.

''It
was
just my gerbil, he was being mean. I don't think he likes
me...he...'' Billie turned his head up to see his auntie asleep;
her
soft, delicate breathing, it made him realise further just how ill
she was. In such a vulnerable state to begin with, sleeping made
the
weakness seem even greater. An unusual sense of sadness sweep
through
his body, if she didn't open up her eyes again, that would be it -
her human existence ended and forever gone.

He
stared
deep over her sleeping face and continued to pick at his bandaged
finger. He opened himself up to the reality of the situation. All
the
people in this room, including his auntie, would they ever be
themselves again? He thought about death so deeply, that he forgot
about how intensely he was picking at his finger, when the nail of
his thumb cut through the linen and sliced the scab underneath,
clean
off.

His
reflex
arc slammed his arm upwards, and he practically punched himself in
the corner of his jaw bone. ''Ow!'' he said loudly at first. ''Ow,
ow.'' 


The
finger
began to bleed again. The cloth readily drank up the steady flow of
blood. He held his finger tight, pleaded to his body for the blood
to
stop. He didn't want anyone to know, or worse for it to get over
the
sheets. Luckily, his auntie was still in a deep sleep, and everyone
else in the room was either following suit or engaged in a
conversation.

Holding
the finger as tight as he could, he kept looking towards the wide
opening to room six, hoping his mum and Chlo would still be too far
away from coming back. He didn't really have a lot of choices for
things to do, other than hold the blood away. 


He
slightly jumped when his auntie made a deep huff out her mouth, her
jaw opened a few centimetres and she carried on sleeping. He saw
the
blackness in her mouth, it looked dry, she was thirsty. And then
the
fear Billie had mustered in his mind and body vanished. He thought
of
the craziest idea he'd ever had, in his short eight years. But it
made sense. Normally under usual circumstance he would never even
contemplate such a thought. But naturally, this wasn't a normal
circumstance, and he had to try...because he could have that power,
and with all his being, if he could help, he would.

So he
unravelled the bandaged finger and very, so very carefully drew his
finger above the opening of his auntie's mouth. With a moment of
uncertainty, cultivating in his brains, he quickly withdrew his
fingers away from the wound, and let a small drop of blood drip
from
his finger and into Lucy's mouth. 


He
thought
for certainty that she would wake, but he didn't realise just how
much their visit had already taken it out of Lucy's remaining parts
of energy. Another drop of blood fell into the blackness of her
mouth, and she swallowed, making a curious face, but she slept no
matter how unfamiliar the taste. After about another four drops had
disappeared into her mouth, Billie slowly lowered his finger until
it
touched the bottom of her lip. He just left it there - he didn't
know
how much it would take.

He
focused
on his Lucy's throat, as she swallowed again. It seemed at one
point
that she began to suck the blood herself from his finger. The whole
situation was a surreal trip into untrodden territory. However,
instead of withdrawing his finger from her mouth, he decided to see
this phase out until the end. Lucy swallowed again, and Billie kind
of knew his bleeding had stopped. But he kept it there, just in
case.


''Billie!''
Sarah shirked, oblivious to how this would stir up the other
patients.

He
turned
around to see Guss and his mum in a state of pure shock and fright.
Though Chlo just stood with her jaw half-opened, and looked back in
disbelief to Cynthia. Billie withdrew his finger out of Lucy's
mouth
with such force, that he whacked his hand back into the centre of
his
chest and toppled off of the bed.

Lucy
spluttered and woke out of her nap. Her chin was red with Billie's
blood. Sarah held her hands to the side of her head, still dazed
from
what they had all witnessed.

She
came
out of her dream to feel something strange on her chin, and wiped
it
away with the back of her palm, to reveal the glistening blood that
stuck to her pale hand. Oblivious to what had just gone on, she
thought it was her own, and immediately pressed her buzzer for the
nurse.

Guss,
whom
like the others, saw the incident, raced to his distraught sister
side.

''Oh,
Guss,'' she gasped at the sight of her husband. ''I only went to
sleep for a few moments. I don't know why this has happened.''

''It's
all
alright, Lucy.'' He grabbed a handful of tissues out of a nearby
box,
and helped clean Lucy's blooded chin.

Billie
rose up from the side of the bed to face the carnage he had
created.
Guss was helping his sister drink a glass of water, to clear off
the
irony taste from her palette. He only looked at Billie for a few
seconds - he'd leave him to his mother's wrath.

A sense
of
guilt consumed Billie's body, from the distress he had inflicted
onto
everyone, especially his auntie, who looked like a vampire after a
successful feast. Though he had little 
time
to contemplate the current situation, as his mother's shadow began
to
loom over him.


  
Sarah
yanked Billie by his arm and carried him half-way up into the air,
to
the other side of the bed. Without thinking she slapped him hard,
onto the right side of his cheek; this she would come to regret
later
on, but in this moment, it was difficult to focus on the right and
wrongs of a situation.



  
''Billie,
take your sister and wait outside.'' She pushed him on his way, and
let his feet carry him out of room six.



  
Billie
carried on walking to the furthest point he could reach - the empty
reception. While his sister trailed off behind. His face was sore
and
red, but he was more embarrassed with the thought of anyone seeing
his cheek, than the throbbing coming of it. He placed the palm of
his
hand over the broken blood vessels, and wished that this could aid
in
the dispersal of the colour. His eyes became fixated on a certain
spot in the corner of the room, and he watched a little, black bug
slowly move from the skirting to the floor, and vanish as it snuck
behind the tiniest crack.



  
He
wasn't really thinking of anything, more or less just trying to
understand the mixed concoction of emotions his brain was feeding
him. A small shadow appeared by his feet, so he followed it to
where
it joined his sister's red shoes. Chlo took his hand away from his
face and stared intently at his mother's work. With two fingers,
she
slowly and carefully touched the area from top to bottom, giving it
a
hardened kiss, with which she also made Cynthia kiss too, with her
neck hole. She walked off to another spot in the reception,
muttering
some gibberish to her beheaded friend.



  
Billie
thought over the family list of names, which Lucy had told him all
need help at the moment, in such stressful times. He knew that this
latest incident would only help increase the further dilemmas to
come. He was only trying to do his best to help, even though it was
such a bizarre method of caring. He just wished that things could
be
over soon and back to normal, yet that seemed far from
likely.



 





 





The
car journey home was so opposite to the arrival trip, that it
seemed
liked the whole family had been replaced with a bunch of alien
conformists; Sarah was mute, and in a state of half over the edge
and
half who gives a fudge, and Chlo was still playing with her dolls,
but she was politely whispering and telling her dolls to not speak
too loud, as it was very important for everyone to be quiet now.
Billie was in the back, and probably sitting on one of Chlo's
playthings, but he didn't care, the uncomfortable doll was a most
needed distraction, to keep him reminded of his future discomforts
to
come. 


 It was
a
quiet, rest of the day once home; unknown to Chlo, she actually
spent
the remaining hours of the day in her room, avoiding the countless
spoils to be found outside, living and writhing in the soil. Billie
kept himself to his room too, but it was almost like he had been
banished there, waiting for the clock to chime the entrance of his
fuming mother, and the punishment that came with it.

He
mostly
heard arguments from downstairs. His mum and dad talking about what
had occurred in the hospital, his dad was probably giving the wrong
answers back or not showing enough care, so the familiar circle of
accusation and anger consumed. Usually Billie was used to that, but
knowing he was the cause for this argument made the anxiety inside
himself that bit severer. He couldn't think about anything else. 


He fed
his
gerbils, tried an attempt to draw a monster smashing over city
buildings, and another drawing of an idyllic picture, with him in
the
back-garden with his sister, at calmer times. He just wanted it to
be
over, but wait was all he had to do, so wait he did.
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He
located it at last. A tiny, scruffy brown ball of feathers; made
even
more hilarious by the light coloured arrangement of fluff on its
head, which sprayed outwards in all directions. Even though Billie
stared directly into the baby bird's black eyes, it still carried
on
chirping away for its mother. The fledgling found itself more than
suitably protected in the large conifers, that set the boarder at
the
back of the garden.



Billie
had been nestled on his most favoured spot on the old oak tree -
that
must have been growing for over a century - at the bottom of the
garden. He could sit there for hours, without his body complaining
of
aches and stiffness. For hours to sit there, far enough away from
the
house to be seen by anybody. The closest he could get to an escape
from the world - suspended up just shy of two meters, by the most
reliable structure he could think of. 



  
Even
better was the view, he was high enough up to look past most of the
confers, which aligned the back fence, and spoil himself with a
rare
piece of hilly land, that was still a field with a few roaming
sheep
in. Further up from the sheep, a large, circular forest stood tall;
above it, a clear, red sky hung in the air. That was the backdrop
of
this fading evening. Blissful, that's all he wanted. Nothing could
beat this most simple of pleasures for Billie.



He'd
been enjoying the peace, planning some kind of latest adventure to
have himself in the woods past the sheep. He was lost in thought,
as
if he had left his body on that tree branch, and a physical
manifestation of himself was playing out those imaginations for
real.
He found it so peculiar how those woods were seen as a place of
creepiness to his younger sister, somewhere were foul things played
out. Yet to him, it was a place of great joy and happiness. 



While
he thoroughly enjoyed running through his imaginations, he came to
realise that there was a constant piece of background music in all
of
these thoughts he'd had, which was the song of the little baby
bird,
camouflaged in the conifers. 



He
came out of these thoughts and entered back into his body,
remembering the troubling pain hiding in the back of his head. He
wanted to thank the bird for kicking him out of his happy
state-of-mind, so he spent a further five minutes, thoroughly
searching, trying to find the bird hiding within the conifers. The
task was maddening, the sound so clear yet the eyes deceive, he'd
been looking at the thing not that long ago. 



Luckily,
for sanities sake, he locked onto the bird and thanked the odd
looking thing in his thoughts. Maybe the bird was trying to tell
him
something? Though it did make his mind wander back into unfavoured
memories of present happenings: Two very drawn out days had passed,
since his casual trip to the hospital had turned into a very
troubled
one. He never got the expected telling off he had been preparing
for,
in his room that night. No one came in, nor did anyone explain the
rights and wrongs for sticking a bleeding finger into someone
else's
mouth, without their permission. 















