The Noise

I came to the university in the fall of my freshman year.  I chose it because of the distance in which it was from home.  Home.  How I desire it now.  The quiet, easy-going life of the country is what I desire.  The wind blows softly and tenderly over the hills of fields that lie below my house.  The wheat, the golden wheat, as it nears its harvest sways gently in the breeze.  The birds begin to chirp as the trees begin to change their colors, as one by one their leaves fall to the ground.  Dead.  Everything is dying.  Yet it is still so alive.  Alive with the quietness and stillness that it has to offer.

I grew up in this small town.  My whole life have I lived in its vicinity.  Never have I cared much for crowds of people.  Too closed in, too claustrophobic have I become in these situations.  Always quietness have I preferred.  Always a simple life.  But the university does not offer me such stillness and peace.  For the university is located in the suburbs of a huge metropolitan.  The highways, the traffic, the people.  The people are everywhere!  And they are endless.  They seem to steal the very life out of me.  Even in my room, the fans, the televisions, the radios are always blaring.  Always offering noise.  Never offering peace.  I lie awake in bed, staring wide-eyed at the ceiling, my blood-shot eyes crying out for peace and rest.  My clenched fists beating the air calling out to anyone and anything that can offer me the stillness I desire.

And there it is.  I have found it.  The ringing in my ears has faded.  It is still fading.  I have found rest.  I am walking among the fields and grassy lawns of my hometown.  The friendly faces, they welcome me, offer me rest.  I am at home.  My eyes are at peace.  The ringing has faded completely.  Suddenly my alarm awakes me early in the morning.  Oh, when shall I have the rest I desire?  When shall I have the rest that I need?  I am nearing the point of insanity.

I have come now to a place where study is mandatory.  I think to myself, “here I will find quiet; hear I will find rest.”  But my mind races with thoughts and noise.  Oh the noise!  The ringing has begun once more!  Talking, laughing, yelling, screaming, crying!  The noise of laughing children now even drives me insane.  I threaten to burst.  My body begins to shake.  When I think all is well, when things begin to fade into stillness, something disrupts the momentary peace.  My body shakes more violently now.  My legs kick and move restlessly.  My face and eyes fill with blood and rage.  My eyes are burning, yes, burning.  “Eat them,” I say to myself.  “Eat them for then you shall have rest.”
Sweat begins to form on my brow.  My mind is in a whirl.  I don’t know what to do.  I have no place to run.  No escape!  There is no escape.  Still I run nonetheless.  I hide.  But even in the darkness the noise does not leave me.  My ears hurt.  My head begins to throb.  Is there no escape from such noise?  Noise that threatens to end my life?  I put my hands to my head, covering all sounds from entering my fragile body.  My blood is boiling.  Everywhere I turn, every thought I think, turns to violence.  I begin to kick and punch.  The wall is cracking.  The wall is breaking.  Pieces of plaster fall from their place, as blow after blow, punch after punch, beats against the hard material relentlessly.  But I must resort to this.  It is my only source of escape.  Yet the noise does not end.

How much longer shall I have to dwell in the depths?  I want to die.  Things are not as they should be.  Talking, talking, and more talking.  That is all that fills my bleeding ears day in and day out.  My hope is now beginning to dwindle.  Hope was all that I had at first, and is all that has held me together these past few months.  Hope that someday things would end.  Hope that someday I would find peace.  But peace has forsaken me.

Laughter.  Oh, the hideous laughter of the mockers!  They encircle me, enslave me to their devious racket, their awful pandemonium.  To them it is enjoyment.  To them it is sarcasm.  But to me it is monstrous and unwarranted.  I cry out in terror and anger.  I thrash about, drawing first blood.  They laugh all the louder.  I shriek with such sickening terror that I even surprise myself.  With nothing left to cling to, I grab at the top of my head, yielding great chunks of hair and throwing it about the room.  The room.  Its four walls.  Its four, white, boring walls.  Oh, how madding this makes me!  Perhaps this has something to do with my dementia.  The walls are now closing in.  I lie in the middle of the room, laughter all about me, in the fetal position, a bloody, self-mutilated mess.  Can no one hear me?  No.  No.  I hear them.  That is all.
Finally.  Rest is coming.  Peace is near.  I can see it.  I can feel it.  I can smell it.  I can even taste it.  But I cannot hear it.
