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Tom the Boy
Tom the boy opened his eyelids and saw the candle burning on the table.  Its light made part of the room glow the color of red soil.   He was squatting in the corner of the room, darkness kept the room’s size from being known.  Perhaps it was infinite, he thought.  He had been here since before he could remember.  This was his home, his and perhaps someone else’s, but maybe not.  His mind, he believed, sensed the passing of time as animals do, giving no importance to past or future.  He was not becoming, as humans are, (fueled by hope, growing into their nature until the moment they die) he had found his essential nature.  He tried to think as little as possible, his instincts alerted him when he was to eat and when to leave his waste on the floor in the darkness.  

Tom the skinny boy’s instincts now told him that if he did not eat something soon, he would die.  His body shook from convulsions in his belly.  There was a needle prick pain all around his midsection.  He stood and his knees and hip popped.  He took small steps forward, dropping one bony foot in front of the other on the dusty wooden floor.

He opened the cupboard in the kitchen, it was full of glazed clay bowls and plates, and in the candle light, they looked like they were made of water.  But there were no cans, no crumbs of food.  He opened the drawer, it was empty except for one small, serrated knife.  There were no more candles.  His instinct told him that once the final light was gone, he would not be able to do what needed to be done. 

Tom the desperate boy took the serrated knife and held it like an ice pick.  He looked at a wooden breadbox on the counter top and breathed heavily through his teeth.  With his free hand he opened the lid and the rusty hinges spoke like a mouse.  He couldn’t see inside.  His knobby fingers wheedled into the box until they grazed something that was cold, and hard as rock.  He shuddered and pulled his empty hand to his chest.


Silence grew like falling rain.  He steadied his hand, it moved slowly into the open box.  Again he felt it.  He placed his palm on the top of it and fingers stiffened around it and he withdrew his hand from the box.  He let go and it fell on the counter with a dead thud.  

Tom the bag of bones looked at the perfectly round, perfectly whole loaf of rye bread.  He felt something like a fist in his throat.  From the breadbox fell a note which had been pinned to the bread.  It was written in pencil on wrinkled paper: “Happy Birthday, Tom.  Made with love.  -Ma.”  

He put the note back into the box and concentrated on clearing his mind of all thoughts.  He slid both hands under the loaf of bread, it seemed heavier than before.  He wanted to put it back into the box, as he had done many times before, but this time he couldn’t.  All the food in the house was gone, he had eaten it long ago, the rock hard loaf of bread was the only nourishment left.  

The small knife glinted in his hand as he brought it high above his head.  He plunged in all the way to the hilt, penetrating the stale shell.  He tried to move the knife back and forth to cut out a morsel, but the bread was too hard.  The knife was stuck, he could not pull it out.

Tom the salivating boy dropped the loaf to the floor and pinned it with his knees.  He gripped the knife with both hands and pulled with all he had left, he pulled until his arms visibly spasmed, he pulled as if it were a sword in a stone.  But it would not move.

Panting in short wheezing gasps, he stopped.  He was mystified that he did not have the strength to pull this small knife from the loaf of bread.  But perhaps it was not a knife, and not a loaf of bread.  Tom the living pile of dust shivered, his body gave out.  Wheezing, he slumped and fell slowly to the floor, onto his side.  His knees instinctively drew close to his chest.  Without a sound, the candlelight ended and everything disappeared.  Tom the boy laid his hand on the wounded bread and pulled it into his bosom.  
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