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   The Boy Who Wasn’t There

 

Have you ever seen movies where someone goes missing and never
turns up? It really is quite illogical until it happens to someone
you know or maybe even you. Think about it: Where do people come
from and where do they go to? Probably the most divine mystery of
all. Do you really believe that a man is nothing more than a bit of
fluid that joins with an egg? Consider the other end: that the
essence of that meeting disappears when the shell cracks.

My wife and I live in a small English community outside London
where everyone knows everyone’s middle name and shoe size among
other personal statistics. Weehaven was justly named since it was
thought to be a safe haven for young people centuries ago. Today
it’s rare to see anyone there that’s smooth of skin or limber of
body. Perhaps that’s why when a young boy disappears…well, let me
tell you from the beginning.

This morning at tea Merriweather spotted some item in the
Guardian about this missing boy.

“Says here the lad usually waited for the mother to fetch him
every day but yesterday he wasn’t there.”

“Seems like there’s been many a lad gone missing of late,” I
said. “Prostitution in the offing?”

“Charlie, you don’t think….”

“Merriweather you’re the one reading the paper.”

I had my bangers and beans to worry about. Some news items in
the paper are just so much filler I suspect. Oft times, I’d say
they were emanations of a little daft minded old woman in a back
office chained to a desk and making up such rot to fill space.

“Says here that the lad was seen at Mission Point on the coast,
Vulcan Valley in the north, and on a fairy crossing the
channel.”

“He certainly gets about doesn’t he?” I poured more tea.
“Perhaps his next appearance will be on the tower at Blackpool.”
Everyone eventually lands up at Blackpool.

Once Merriweather sets her eyes over something like this they
never leave for another story. Her eyes dwell. That’s what
attracted me from my…but that’s another story.

“The football scores, Merriweather. How about the Weehaven
boys?”

“Charlie, that’s all you ever think of is football and your
Weehaven boys.”

“Well, they’re our team, Merriweather.”

I finished my breakfast while Merriweather still muddled about
in the Guardian story. I didn’t want anything to do with it. I had
more important things to do this morning.

As I rode the train into London I thought about what
Merriweather spewed on about at breakfast. Every young boy that I
saw, not that there were many, seemed to fit the description of the
boy who went missing. Some would say school term was about over,
and perhaps the lad joined a mate and…and…blimey…there he was
standing in front of me as the train stopped for passengers.
Blonde, blue eyed, five feet tall, wearing blue school uniform with
a white dove on the right chest.

I rapped on the glass, and we made eye contact as the train
pulled away. His face seemed lifeless, his skin slightly blue.

“Did you see that boy?” I asked each person in my view.

“What boy?”

“The boy who…well, he went missing from school…”

“Is that all? My nephew lives at the canteen during school
hours. Teachers don’t complain about the lad…”

“Somes is better in the pub than in the nursery,” said an old
man.

“But this lad, he was standing right outside the window.” I felt
like I was beginning to lose my grasp…damn Merriweather and her,
her….”

Amidst the questioning eyes of my seat mates, I decided to get
off the train and return to the previous stop. Maybe the boy needed
help? Maybe I had made a mistake. I was always ready to help a boy.
I was a scout and once a scout always….

The sun mounted the morning as the train slowed at the next
stop. There he was  again…it was the same boy. How did he get
here so quickly? I rapped on the window and he peered right through
me. His bluish pallor did not speak well of his mother’s cooking.
His eyes wanted to speak something somehow. They were pleading for
help or attention. I waved once more hoping he would welcome me. I
stepped out quickly ready to help him but he no longer was
there.

During the day his being missing fueled the conversations of my
cohorts at the office.

“It adds up, he ran away from home. You know eighty percent of
the parents today aren’t what they used to be,” said Howard
Wellman, our head accountant.

“I bet it has to do with sex. Everything is about sex,” said Rod
Larue. Rod’s whole life was searching for sexual pleasures rarely
visited upon him.

“Some sick mind. I remember a case where this girl went missing
and never returned until twenty years later…an estate case.”
Penelope Frost was a friend of Merriweather. They both sang in the
choir at the St. James the  Weak Church in Weehaven. Goodies,
they were, not that they could sing worth a damn.

The day went rapidly from story to story. Little work was
accomplished although my fellow workers probably thought of
becoming new candidates for MI-5 for part time solutions.

The ride home is always longer than the way to work.  It
afforded me time to think about this missing boy. He looked
familiar. Of course with such a general common description….well,
it could have been any boy. See one see them all. Then again, why
didn’t he show up at school— but then I saw him several times,
didn’t I?

Merriweather had been too busy watching the telly to cook so we
ate Chinese when I got home. Thank God for Chinese and Packies.

“Charles?”

“Yes, Merriwether?”

“Did you hear?”

“What?”

“Nothing?”

“Nothing. He’s still missing.”

“You mean you didn’t find him yet, Merriweather.”

“Oh, Charlie, don’t make fun of me. Think of that poor mother
waiting at the school for her son who hasn’t been seen.”

That’s all I thought of the rest of the evening. Later, I went
for a walk. It was one of those cloudy nights where the stars did a
poor job of shinning. Do they actually shine? I was beginning to
think that I might have slipped into a sewer emptying different
world recently. The sewers?Why am I thinking of sewers at a time…I
mean…blimey there he is again up at the end of the street. The
lamps are out but his face shines in that unearthly blue he seems
to wear every time I see him.

I rush down the lane to meet up with him. He’s still. He must
see me and yet he doesn’t run. Strange, he never…I’m almost up to
him. He looks at me, not quite…he’s seen me before but he wasn’t
blue then.  He has that distant look, like he’s looking into
neverland.  I must get back to Merryweather before she
worries. But then, I’d rather speak to the boy.

You’d think after what happened he’d be a little more responsive
but then do the dead communicate after they leave.  He was a
little more aggressive when we met the other morning. He wanted
money and well…when they ask for money with those begging eyes, you
know what they really want.  I couldn’t refuse….well, and like
the others, I had to do all I could to make them happy. Thank God,
Merryweather doesn’t know about the others.
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