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	Knocking on the wall. A sound. I wish I could hear it. From the left wall, I hear a loud laugh, and sometimes even falling glasses or bottles. That is irritating. From the ceiling, I hear steps. Those girls who live there should wear slippers and not high heels; at least, not at night. There is one saying: serial killers are the nicest neighbors, always silent, always polite. When I think about it, I am the most silent here. Don't take me wrong, but if they were living in the same conditions like me, I would understand the serial killers more than I should. However, conditions aren't what makes me stay here, alone. They even don't make me tenderly cuddle with the darkness. Honestly, sometimes the unlighted places are kind. I hung an old blanket on the only window in my room, so I can't see the sun. I am not even sure if it's out yet or if it's still too early. I feel like I will stay here like this until the end. I silently wish that, at least, one god is still alive and sees me now. I want to tell him that it was his fault and beg him for mercy at the same time. It would be so easy. I'm not depressed, nor sad, neither feel ill. I can say I just gave up. I gave up and still bear a tiny hope. A hope that everything could be as I want. Such a pity..! I was refused by my own fate. Never give your trust to anything. If you already gave it, then you made the same mistake as me. But, it doesn't automatically means you made a mistake, because you trusted in something. You made a mistake, because you didn't trust yourself only. When the wind breaks all branches, and the flood take all things away, you will stay there alone. Everything will be up to you; rather, counting on yourself. You'll be the last one who can betray you. You carry your own story, and all characters will be just you. But, you can be just a character in stories which other people will carry in their minds. Now I have to take my story from its shallow grave. I need to know, and find out what happened -even when it's the only thing that I'll do for rest of my life in this small room. I have to, and I will find out. It all started in the morning.


	I opened my eyes, and looked out of the window. I was still in bed, but I could see everything from there. It was raining, but it wasn't that type of a bad rain. Through the slightly open window came a fresh kiss from the beautiful spring rain. Unfortunately, I had my books under the window, so they got a French kiss. I still have them, even though two of them aren't readable at all. It would be so sad to throw them away. If I forgot their titles, and I didn't read them yet. Frankly, I could write the titles, but I'm lazy. Back then, I cared less than now. I just couldn't reject that tragedy which became a memory, and from there it turned into a nostalgic scarecrow. Now it only reminds me it won't happen anymore. Well, if that happens, I won’t enjoy it as much as I did since then. Everything was as usual. My phone was on the desk, next to the bed, with a glass of water and a diary around. That old diary was essential to me. I wrote some poems during the previous night. You can call it a morning ritual or habit, but the first thing I did was checking the phone for new messages or missed calls. I knew they won't be there, so I wasn't surprised. I took a deep breath to overcome that slight disappointment. One deep breath was enough to deal with it. Then I drank water and clumsily grabbed the diary. I wanted to read what I wrote to see how pathetic I was the night before. I thought that if that poem, from the previous night, was sad, funny, bad, good or worthy of remembering, it might mean something. Honestly, it was the last task at night and the first one in the morning. When you think about it like that, it had more a symbolic meaning. Then, from nowhere, suddenly, like my awakening to this beautiful rainy day, I heard knocking on the wall. It was probably an accidental knock. However, after a short silence, I heard another three knocks like someone suffered from OCD. I got up and came closer to the wall, with sleepy paces. Something like that didn't happen until that day. The neighbors on the right was the most silent ones. I thought that was an empty room or it was home of our neighbor killer, which could explain that silence for one long year. I pressed my ear to the wall and tried not to breathe to suffocate all sounds. I heard whispers and quiet steps. Those steps were louder and louder, but still very quiet ones. Even though I had to be noisier when I went to check the wall. Then, all went into a complete silence. I was imagining how that person there leaned the ear against the wall same as me. It was so magical to imagine the way how we listen each other's silence, and the background music was the spring rain. 


	I didn't know who that person behind the wall was like, but I didn’t feel alone anymore, not comfortable either. I stopped to think for a while, and tried to enjoy our quietness and anonymous discussion. Still, the same silence, no matter how hard I pressed my ear on the wall. I was surprised how warm that wall was. This room was painted in light blue, it made everything look very cold. However, at that moment the cold blue became a blue fire. Its flames were warm and ignited my curiosity. I put my palm on the wall, and then squeezed it to the fist. I knocked once, then I took a two-second-long pause, and knocked three times. Silence. I was surprised how much quietness can be warm. When I wanted to give up and move the head from the wall, I heard a loud knock, more than a blow. Then, that familiar quietness again, but longer than mine. I counted until five. When I reached the number six in my mind, I heard it again. Three loud knocks.


	“Come in.” I whispered for myself and squeezed my fist.


	I knocked on the wall once and started counting. One... two... three... four... five... six! I knocked on the wall three times. I heard quick steps -like someone running in that room. And, then as I thought, I heard knocking again; however a different knocking at this time. Two loud knocks and then a ten-second-long pause. After ten seconds, I heard other two knocks, but quieter. I was too sleepy to think about what was going on there. Anyway, I quickly perceived it didn’t have any deep meaning. It was just an insignificant change from my usual morning, therefore I welcomed it.


	“Who are you?” I whispered again and looked at the clock on my desk.


	It was too late to play games, I had to go. I squeezed my fist for the last time and knocked twice. The last blow was too strong. I hurt my knuckles. I could use different way how to knock, but I was barely able to think. My brain wasn't ready to think about breakfast, not even about knocking on the wall without injuring myself.


	“One... two... three... four... it hurts.” I said, when I saw how my blood went down on my finger.


	“Six... seven... eight... nine...” I squeezed my fist -despite the pain, and took a deep breath, because I knew it will hurt.


	“Ten!” I said and knocked twice.


	On the light blue wall appeared two spots of my blood. It was so painful, but I felt I did the right thing. I don't know why, but I felt it was the right thing. Well, feelings usually make no sense; thankfully, they don't need to. 


	I turned and ran to the bathroom. Funny how I stopped bleeding right when I cleaned that wound. Maybe a bit funnier, I forgot about my neighbor and our knocking game. When I cleaned all blood, I took my clothes and my bag and I left then.


	It was the last moment when I was free. Now I’m just locked in the dark. Even when here is a pitch black, I am hopelessly trying to find a shadow where I could hide even more. That is how it is. Pain is the only thing which we are able to cherish, when it's all that we've got. I miss those good old days. I miss when I could enjoy the spring rain and smile right at the clouds. I miss to see them trying to imprison the sun. Now I can smile only at myself. I wish to have a reason to do it. 


	When I was on my way to work, I realized I should have taken an umbrella. It was nice to walk in the soft and calming rain, but being in wet clothes the whole day didn't seem so nice -another example of that uncomfortable situation. Something pleasant is forcefully replaced by something necessary. I always wondered why all streets were almost empty when it was raining. During sunny days, people were on the streets hurrying themselves to get to their working places on time. It seems as they didn't need to work on rainy days. 


	Sometimes I felt like I was the only one who was noticing details. The wet pavements, which I been using daily, were like from another world. These were more acceptable to me. All rainy days have been made to create love stories. However, rain doesn't know about an eternal love, only those sweet stories make us cry. When I was passing by an old bus station, unused for years, I saw an old lady there. She was around in her late sixty. I always felt so brokenhearted when I looked at her. She was there every morning since I could remember. Instead of greetings, she just smiled -and her wrinkles became more visible. I didn't know why she was there, but people said many rumors. The most repeated or spread rumor was about waiting. She was awaiting her son every morning and every single day. Then, after a few hours, she went home. I was thinking about her past until I reached the crossroad. I knew about her, but it was the first time when she was in my mind so long. I carried her in my mind halfway to work. When I look back, I can easily tell why. That knocking on the wall with a neighbor made me thinking more positively. How sad is that usually with a positive mind comes long thoughts about negative things. At the same time, when I saw the gate of the company where I was heading to, I smiled for the last time. I was saying a goodbye to the morning rain. I wanted to go in empty.


	When I came back home that day, I wasn’t in a funny mood. However, I was thinking about that knocking game the whole day, so I tried to knock on the wall for fun. I didn't even take off the clothes, I just hit twice the wall and waited. While I was awaiting, I tried to take off the shoes. When I successfully took off one shoe, I heard it. A loud strong knock, evidently made on purpose. Just one. And, while I was trying to take off the second shoe, I was counting. One... two... three... thirty... thirty-one. I could continue forever. It was just one knock. I still had the pants on, when I hit the wall again. I wanted to figure out the rules of our game. Unfortunately, even when I tried to understand more, I understood less. After that knock, I heard a loud knock again, and five seconds of silence, then another knock, and ten seconds of silence. After ten seconds, something happened that surprised me. Maybe ten or more louder hits on the wall. It sounded like that person used a hammer. I saw my pictures dancing on the wall.
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