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	even in the creation account,


	light and dark had to be separated 


	 


	 




 


	 


	Not Again
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	riend, what am I doing here?” I blurted, “Did I die again?” 


	I didn’t mean to say that, it just shot out of my mouth. I guess I was surprised to be here again. I looked at his face. His eyes were so full of kindness and empathy; he always made me feel like the most important thing in the whole world.


	I had missed him so much. I had missed him with such a great yearning inside my chest. Like a thirsty dog on a chain, straining to get a drink of water from a bowl that was placed a centimetre out of its reach. Over there it is impossible to close that centimetre, the shadows make sure of that. But here . . . when you are here that all goes away. The yearning, the hunger, the thirst, they don’t exist. You can just soak up all that light. It’s beyond incredible.


	Friend smiled. “Don’t worry; you were gone for less than a second. No one even noticed.”


	I understood, there we have time. But here there is no time. Less than a second there is as long as it is here. As long as it needs to be.


	I have a little understanding of how it is here because I died before. I got pneumonia and I died. When that happened I left there. Our world. I passed through shadows and dark places and arrived here. This is our home. This is the home of every person in the whole world. Unfortunately, not every person in the whole world chooses to come home. 


	Here, our home is the reason we go through our entire lives feeling like something is missing. Successful people, rich people, famous people, poor people, jobless people, it’s the same feeling for everyone. Something is missing. Only when we get to know Friend, does that feeling go away. Because he is that part we are missing.


	When I came here before I was only dead for a few minutes. My heart stopped but the doctors shocked me back to life. Those few minutes were more like a few days. The days weren’t divided nighttime and daytime. It just felt like a few days. But then I had to go back because it wasn’t my time to come home. 


	“Friend, you said no one even noticed that I was gone. So you must have brought me here for a reason.” I felt so in awe of him I didn’t trust myself to blatantly ask what the reason was.


	He looked serious, almost pained. “You have been agonising about something. You have allowed it to monopolise and consume your thoughts to the point that you almost let the shadows in.”


	He was right; something had been on my mind. Day and night, it had become all I ever thought about. Even when I tried not to think about it, it just forced its way back in. I didn’t even speak to Friend about it.


	 Well I did at first but then I stopped because none of it made sense. And it was breaking my heart. The absolute worst part of it was that it was out of my control. There was just nothing I could do to help or change it.


	“Reasoning is dangerous”, he said. “My ways are not your ways. You of all people should know this.”


	“But Friend, you know how bad it was. You know why I hurt so much. You didn’t help me! Why didn’t you help me?” My voice broke, I felt so confused. Friend always helped me. But not this time.


	He looked straight into my eyes, his voice was gentle but firm. “I am not a man that can lie. I will never leave you nor forsake you. I have always had a firm grip on you and I will not let you go. You know this! The only reason you got so lost is because you would not be still for long enough to hear my voice.”


	Then his face softened and he moved ever so slightly to the side. I saw two things almost simultaneously. I was so shocked that the blood drained from my face. Well it would have if I had been in my natural body. It took me a moment to digest what I was seeing. I looked away and then looked back to make sure my eyes weren’t deceiving me. 


	“I can’t believe it.” I didn’t really say that out loud, it sort of came out like a whisper.




 


	 


	About a Year Ago


	 


	 


	 


	
I





	 was at school. In English class to be precise. I was day dreaming. I didn’t want to be here. Don’t get me wrong, I like school, I always have. I don’t really like English; all that grammar is quite boring. But I make an effort because I like my English teacher, Mr van Wyk. He writes really good poetry and helps me with my really bad poetry. 


	But today I am making no effort. My mind is on my girlfriend. She has been away for two weeks. I know two weeks is nothing but to me it’s been like a lifetime. I miss her so much. She is like a ray of sunshine and everyone can feel it. I fell in love with her the very first day I met her. 


	Her mother entered a competition on the internet and won a two week trip on a ship. And since it’s only the two of them, they went together. Patti, that’s my girlfriend’s name, and her mum. Her father died of lung cancer a long time ago.


	I was going to meet her in the forest after school. At first, she wanted to come over to my house, because she wanted to see my mum, too. But I talked her out of it. I really didn’t want to share her company. We could go and see my mum later. In fact, Mum told me to bring her for dinner. I was so excited I was willing the time to go faster.


	“Young man!” A voice interrupted my dreaming. “It is not acceptable to be here in body and not in mind. Pay attention.” 


	“Sorry, sir.” I said.


	Ugh, we were only 15 minutes into the lesson, another whole half an hour to go. I just wanted to get out of there and think about Patti.


	“Sir,” I said raising my hand, “may I go to the bathroom, please?”


	“Young man, you are old enough to have control over your abdominal muscles. You may go when the lesson is over”, was his response.


	That was a little unusual; I don’t think he has ever denied any one permission to relieve themselves before. 


	I took my mind off myself and really focused on Mr van Wyk. He was grey, his skin was grey. Something was up. He usually had a bit of a dull glow.


	Oh, right, I forgot, not everyone knows how my eyes work. Well the thing is, I sort of see people inside out. Not literally! That would be gross! It works like this. When we meet someone for the first time we form an impression of them. We notice if they are good looking or not. We notice if they are clean or have clean hair or healthy teeth. We notice what they are wearing. Not the actual outfit but if the clothes are clean. We do this without actually knowing that we are doing it, forming a judgemental opinion based on their appearance. 


	I can’t do that because I see people for who they are. My eyes have a gift. If a person is good I see light. Literally! Their skin shines as if there is a torch inside them. Then there are people who have a sort of dull glow. But if a person is bad inside I see shadows under their skin. It’s not nice. Dark things actually crawl around inside them. 


	As I said before, I got pneumonia and I died for a few minutes but the doctors brought me back. Since then I not only see the shadows, a lot of the time I can hear them too. This is a new development and I’m not sure that I like it. The shadows are scary enough as it is. 


	I still hear Friend. I used to think I had an imaginary friend that spoke to me. Until I died that is. Then I met him. I went to his place. What I call There. It’s so incredible! He wants us all to go and live there when we are finished living here. He speaks to us, to help us and show us the way to get there. Not everyone can hear him as loudly as I do. I call him Friend because that is exactly what he is. Literally my best friend.


	 




 


	 


	Meeting up with Patti


	 


	 


	 


	
S





	chool finally ended. My happy feet were striding toward the forest and my heart was dancing with anticipation. I was surprised at how excited I was. When Patti told me about the trip I was really happy for her. I didn’t think it was a big deal for her to be gone for two weeks. I didn’t go to the same school as her and I didn’t see her every day. 


	But I was wrong. I missed her from the moment she left. I guess the comfort of knowing that she was close by and I could see her if I wanted to was taken away. I also had irrational fears. Like what if something happened to her? I mean she was out on the great big ocean after all. I know it was silly but I felt it all the same.


	I found myself hoping that there wouldn’t be too many kids in the forest. A lot of us went to hang out there after school. It was close by and there were rarely any adults around. I headed toward the spot we agreed to meet, and then I saw her. She was sitting under a tree. There was a black backpack next to her. Suddenly I felt shy, or maybe I was nervous. I didn’t get the chance to think about it. She saw me and jumped up. She ran over to me with a huge happy smile on her face and threw her arms around my neck.


	“I can’t believe how much I missed you!” she said. “I mean, it was great fun. There were such delicious buffets for breakfast, lunch and dinner.”


	I hugged her tighter and chuckled. Only my Patti would mention food first. She loves food and she loves to eat. This was perfect, it was familiar and it was comfortable. 


	“I brought you a gift.” She said, moving away from the hug and reaching for the backpack. “I brought gifts for everyone. It was so lovely and the people were so lovely. We lay in the sun, we swam and we ate a lot of good food. There were such interesting things to eat too; I want to tell your mum about some of them. Maybe she could try to make them. She is so good in the kitchen. I had trouble sleeping the first few nights . . . all that rocking and rolling. But then I got used to it. It was almost like being lulled to sleep.”


	I sat there smiling, Patti likes to talk. Her favourite things must be eating and talking. I have always liked it that she talks so much, it means I don’t have to. I like to think and write, I’m not big on talking.


	She pulled a small zip-up bag out of her backpack. 


	“There was mostly just jewellery to choose from, so I got everyone a necklace and I got a bracelet for your mum. There wasn’t anything for baby Josh, which is a pity, but I did bring him some sweeties.”


	She zipped open the small bag and showed me all the necklaces; they were made of little white shells. They looked like surfer beads.  


	“These are the ones I got for everyone else. And this is the bracelet I got for your mum. It’s so beautiful, look.”


	She handed it to me. It was a wide silver bracelet that slides onto your arm. There was a shell on the front of it with small shells on either side in the shape of little flowers. 


	“Mum will love it.” I said handing it back to her.


	“This one is for you.” She said showing me a surfer bead necklace with a tiny pendant looking thing hanging off the centre. “You see I was not sure what this little thing was meant to be. But when I looked at it I thought it looked like a boomerang. Can you see?” she held the ‘boomerang’ to my face.


	It did look like a boomerang, she was right.


	“As soon as I saw that I knew this one was for you, because you came back. Like a boomerang. You died and you came back.”


	A wave of emotion swept over me. Patti was so special, she thought of the most incredible things. What an uncomplicated way to express something that was so deep. When I was in hospital the doctors knew that it was touch and go. Patti and Mum were there every day. I was far away, drifting in and out of it. I was unable to talk to them but they came every day. 


	After all of that, when I came home again, Patti cried so much. She told me that she couldn’t eat for three days. That’s a pretty big thing for her.


	 She said she had never been so afraid in her whole life. It was a very emotional time. And here she is giving me a boomerang.  That’s pretty special.


	I told Patti about Mum’s dinner plans. She said she would go home and come over later.


	 




 


	 


	Dinner with Mum


	 


	 


	 


	
M





	um is a very complicated and determined person. Do you know that for the first 15 years of my life she did not speak? I mean, don’t get me wrong, she had no medical condition or anything. She could speak. She actually chose not to speak. I mean how do you even do that? 


	The thing is, before she had me, she had a husband and a child. She loved them both so much and she was a happy woman. But then her child died and she stopped speaking. The pain was too much for her to bear. She decided that if she closed herself off from the world nothing could hurt her like that again. When she fell pregnant again my father thought she would find happiness again. But even after she had me, she refused to speak. My father was unable to deal with it, so he left.  My mother raised me in silence. She kept to herself and didn’t allow anyone close to her.


	But then she got a job, writing a weekly article for a magazine. The article is called Feast or Fast. It’s basically recipes and ideas about how to save money in the kitchen. It’s very popular. Having extra money and achieving some kind of personal success made her come out of her shell a bit. She didn’t start talking again, but she did make some friends and even has a boyfriend. She only started talking when I came back after dying. I guess she was grateful that I came back. Her boyfriend’s name is Gabriel and he is deaf. 


	I know, right! I really had to pull myself together not to laugh at that. The lady who doesn’t speak with the deaf guy! But the funny thing is it works. They work. 


	When I came home from the forest the first thing that hit me was the smell. Then my stomach growled. Chicken. Definitely chicken. I went into the kitchen. “Hi Mum, that smells delicious. I’m so hungry”, I said, kissing her cheek.


	She smiled but she didn’t look up. She was busy filling mushrooms. She had removed the heads from the stalks and was busy putting what looked like fried onion and bacon into the heads. Then she started sprinkling grated cheese over the top. I reached over her and stole a piece of bacon. 


	She pretended to slap my hand away, but allowed me the delicious greasy mouthful. Wow, these smells had made me so hungry.


	“Oh Mum, it was so good to see Patti again. Look what she got me.” I showed her the necklace which I was now wearing. “Can you see, it’s a tiny boomerang? Patti said she got it for me because I came back.”


	Mum’s eyes filled with tears. “She is very special”, she said. Of course Mum knew exactly what Patti meant.


	I took a peek in the oven before I went to shower. Roast chicken, roasted potatoes, bacon, banana rolls, roasted carrots, and, of course, she was still going to pop those filled mushrooms in. Wow, Mum really had made a feast. I was looking forward to it.


	While I showered I spoke to Friend. 


	“Friend, this has really been a great day. It’s so good to see Patti again. Pretty amazing the boomerang thing. I’m sorry I didn’t pay attention in English class. Mr van Wyk doesn’t deserve that. He is really a good guy. He seemed a bit off colour today though. Will you help him? Will you help him sort out whatever it is that’s bothering him?” 


	Later on we were all sitting around the table eating Mum’s delicious food. Mum was wearing her new shell bracelet. Gabriel had come over to join us for dinner. He lip reads quite well so it makes it easier for conversation.


	 All of a sudden Patti turned to Gabriel and said “How do you sell a deaf man a duck?” He shook his head indicating that he didn’t know the answer. Mum and I fell silent. Then Patti shouted on the top of her voice


	 “DO YOU WANT TO BUY A DUCK?”


	Mum and I looked at each other and then at Gabriel, he was laughing so hard but there was no sound coming out of his mouth and the tears were rolling down his face. Mum and I burst out laughing too. We couldn’t stop. I could feel the tears rolling down my face too. It was hilarious. Patti was hilarious. 


	Before Patti left that evening Mum asked if we would go to Nature’s Nest on Saturday. She said that she needed a few things.
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A





	ndrew owns Nature’s Nest. It’s like a farm store that only sells healthy and natural products. Johnny is my best friend and Andrew is his brother. Andrew spent some time in jail for a robbery he didn’t commit. Usually that would make people feel really angry, the justice system messing up like that. But to be honest, the guy who did commit the robbery looked so much like Andrew even I could have made that mistake. 


	Anyway, Andrew got a bit of money from the government for that error and he started Nature’s Nest. There is the shop, and the grounds at the back used to be a massive vegetable garden. Now he has added a little granny flat. In the beginning he worked so hard he often slept in the back of the shop. But he decided it would be more comfortable if he actually had a bed and a shower.


	Ruth works at Nature’s Nest. She is Johnny’s girlfriend. They have a baby, his name is Josh. Yes, they are both way too young to have a baby and yes, it was unplanned. But they decided to step up and take responsibility. I am very proud of them for that. And to be honest baby Josh is such a delight I imagine that they are very grateful that they had him.


	Patti and I were on the bus, we were almost at our stop. “Ooh,” Patti said. “I can’t wait to get there. They have those lovely oats crunchy things at the till. And those coconut balls, they are so good. I don’t know which to choose. Maybe I’ll get both.”


	Only Patti could find such joy is something as simple as a coconut ball.  We got off the bus and started walking toward the store. Patti was licking her lips in an exaggerated fashion. I was about to start teasing her when I saw Johnny standing in front of the store having a smoke. Something must be wrong because I don’t think it’s even legal to smoke there.


	“Johnny”, I called and waved to him. He dropped his cigarette, stood on it and walked over to us.


	“What’s up man?” I asked.


	“A bunch of things”, he said. “None of which I want to go into now. Let’s talk tomorrow, we’ll meet somewhere.”


	I could see the shadows crawling all around under his skin. They were whispering to him. “I’m so angry. I’m so angry. I’m so angry.” He didn’t understand that he had a choice. He thought he was feeling what the shadows told him to feel. He believed them. Of course the real problem was that he didn’t even know the shadows were there. 


	“No problem, Johnny, let’s meet in the forest tomorrow”, I said. Then I spoke to Friend inside my head. Friend, please help figure out how to help him.


	Patti took my hand and gave it an encouraging squeeze, then pulled me inside the store. She headed for the food and I looked for Andrew. I saw him near the back of the shop on a ladder packing stock into the shelf.


	 “Ladies and gentleman,” I said. “Behold the most well-dressed shelf packer in the universe.” Andrew was wearing a suit and tie. The jacket was hanging over the corner of the ladder.


	He smiled, but he looked bothered. Andrew had a really great shine. There was a lot of good in him.


	“I have just come back from the bank”, he said. “The store is doing well, so I would like to start a delivery service, too. There are a lot of elderly people who would like to buy our products but are unable to make it here. The bank just approved a loan for the delivery van.”


	“Wow Andrew, that’s great news”, I said. “Why don’t you look happier about it?”


	“Oh, it will sort itself out, Johnny doesn’t approve of the driver I hired. But he will get over it when he gets to know him”, he said, climbing down the ladder. 

OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
HERE THERE

@ ANDi

THE BOY WHO HEARS THE SHADOWS '






