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We Could Hear The Howls of the ADHD Boys

Tom Triumph

 

We could hear the howls of the ADHD boys.  It cut the
darkness, coming from the town below.  We sat on the hill,
waiting.

A few of us were still awake.  Our tribe.  We sat
around the fire.  Its light made us feel safe.  The light
only made it impossible to see beyond the edge of the trees. 
We few said nothing.  My five-year-old son lay his head on my
lap.  He was asleep.  I waited for the daylight.  We
all waited for the ADHD boys to fall asleep.

Around dawn, we knew the ADHD boys would be tired. 
Exhausted.  They would find places to curl up. 
Sleep.  For a short while we would be able to enter the
town.  Perhaps they will have moved on.  Their tribe.

I stroked my son’s hair.  Listening to the comical howls, I
waited for dawn.

 

Three years ago the global market for oil collapsed.  Our
country could get none of it.  What little there was went to
China.

At first, the shortage was not felt.  Plastic items became
scarce.  Then factories stopped producing goods.  Stores
slowly closed.  It became difficult to not notice, but most
people went about their daily lives as if it were only
temporary.  Finally, the hospitals went dark.  No
power.  More important, they had no medicine.  Along with
the factories that made tools and cars, the labs that mixed pills
also shut down.

Our tribe was scrounging for what was left.  We were
medical scavengers.  Once the ADHD boys were asleep, or left a
town, we would go in and rummage for pills.


Liquids. 

Capsules. 

Tablets.



Our tribe consisted of one of every major illness you can
imagine.  We had a diabetic.  An asthmatic.  One
woman was often in screaming pain if we did not find her pills.
 Unfortunately for her, they were getting more and more
scarce.  Steve sat next to me.  He was a heart attack
waiting to happen.

I was okay.  I required no medicine at all. 

I looked down at my son.  His body twitched.  I was
not sure if it was in response to my stroking his hair, or if it
was a seizure.  John was a five year old epileptic.  I
was here for him.

 

When the oil ran out, people looked to those towns with
alternative energy.  In Vermont, towns along the Connecticut
river had hydroelectric dams.  A few on the eastern slopes of
the Green Mountiains had wind power.  These towns held
together, but did not allow in outsiders.  They took care of
their own sick townspeople.

Everyone else wandered off.

Towns were abandoned.  Ghost towns.  When we would
enter homes, we would find dirty dishes in the sink.  People
had just left.  Gone.

Some people farmed with the old ways.  They traded for
goods, just as they had in the old days.  The map had been
redrawn.  Most town in Vermont lay empty.  It was the
same across the Northeast.

As a nation, the United States still existed.  But to many,
there was little government other than those who ran the existing
towns.  People were scared.  So we, without homes, were
turned away.  We became a tribe.

There were others like us.

The ADHD boys were a perfect example.  Young. 
Fit.  They had too much undirected energy to help a
community.  So, they were turned away.  Many met up with
each other. 

They became a tribe.

Descending on a town, they would look for junk food, soda, or
anything that caught their eye.  They broke windows. 
They burned things.  And they liked to howl.  And
laugh.  And fight, for fun.  Often they did stupid
things.  Entering a town, we would  often find some kid
who jumped off of a roof and broke his neck.  Or someone who
cut his wrist on broken glass.

Many looked for drugs.  It was a habit from their civilized
days.  The ADHD boys would rip apart pharmacies and
bathrooms.  Often, they were unclear about what drugs did
what.  We found one boy dead after having snorted acne
cream. 

They found a lot.  Intelligent, they knew where to
look.  Because of their attention issues, they often left it
laying around after forgetting where they put it down.

We entered towns and looked everywhere for medicine.

 

The hospital closed the same week my son had his first
seizure.  He was nearly three.  I was able to see a
doctor, before she left town.  She was going to a town with a
hydro damn.  They needed a doctor.

It is not unusual for epileptics to start seizing at this
age.  Or at seven.  Or in their early teens.  This
is the age when children start using new parts of their
brain.  If the new part is damaged the child has
seizures.  Simple.

The doctor told us this.  If we could get the seizures
under control, my son would probably grow out of it.  Not so
simple.  New seizure medicine was no longer available. 
Whatever was in the pharmacy was all that was left.  Possibly
forever.

For the next two weeks I went to all of the pharmacies I
could.  Buying whatever seizure medicines I could.  The
doctor, before she left, gave me several prescriptions for various
medicines.  She wished me well.  Then left.

Valporic Acid. 

Kepra. 

Topomax.

There were only so many towns within walking distance.  My
supplies were very limited.  The breakdown in power was
followed by the breakdown in communication.  Insurance was no
long a sure thing.  Pharmacies wanted cash.  I had gotten
what I could.

I had done what I could for my son.

Then, one day, I came home to find my son alone.  He was
crying.  Hunger.  His mother was gone. 

No note. 

Just gone.

 

It was clear that society was breaking down.

Going from town to town, people were less and less
friendly.  Then, on the day before I found my son alone and my
wife gone, I was assaulted.  A man took my medicine.

He was about fifty. 

He had a gun.

He told me he was epileptic.

“I need the medicine,” he said.

When he turned to leave, I struck him with a board I found on
the ground.  I do not know why the board was there.  I
picked it up and struck him.  He fell to the ground. 
Then, he had a seizure.  I took back my medicine.

And I took his gun.

The entire walk back, I wondered what I would do for my
son.  And then I found him alone.  My wife was
gone.  His mother.

Gone.

 

“I’m hitting the hay,” said Sally.  She had a bipolar
disorder.  Some of the drugs my son and Sally needed were the
same.  We did not talk about it.

There was only one of each ailment in each tribe.  Medicine
was scarce.  It would have done no good for two depressed
people fighting over a bottle of pills.  So each of us had a
different problem.

Twice we met other tribes.  One was small; four
people.  I chased them off with my gun.  The other was
larger, with two shotguns that were visible.  We hid in the
hills for a few days.  That tribe had picked over the town,
though.  Nothing.

I have heard people call the ADHD boys the “Lost Boys.” 
Those were the boys who hung about with Peter Pan.  The name
never stuck.  In many ways I think they may be the only people
left who are not lost.  This seems to be their element.

For the most part, we looked out for each other.  We would
put our finds in a communal pile at the end of the day.  No
trading.  Just helping.  My truce with Sally, though, was
as deep as the needs of my son.  This was true of everyone in
the tribe.

In one town I had found a good stash of medical books.  I
read all I could about epilepsy.  One of the non-medicine
treatments is a special diet.  It consists mainly of
meat.  In the wilds of Vermont, that has meant venison. 
We were already eating that.

The fire is dying down.  Occassionaly, I hear a howl. 
The ADHD boys are winding down.  I have faith that if I can
control my son’s seizures he will grow out of it.  It has been
two years now.  He is five.

Again, his body twitches.

Hard.

Again, I try and get a few hours of sleep before we go down in
the town.

Again, I hope.
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