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The Cripple
Story
by Joice Shereni
She watched them play. Their smiles and bright eyes burning themselves into her mind. She watched their small hands and feet, constantly moving, their actions quick and easy, their bodies alive with excitement. She saw their happiness before it lighted up their eyes and faces and stretched their mouths into wide happy smiles. Most of all, she heard their voices. Soft and light on the wind, rising and falling like the waves of their joy.

She could hear the joy in their voices; sense the excitement in the quivering tones of their hushed and tense conversations. She felt she could sit out there and watch them play for the rest of her life. In them, their apparent joy at being alive, she had found what had always been lacking in her life and was reluctant to let it go, to slide back into her dark corner, where she could always imagine what it could be like but never experience it.

Their voices rose and fell with the wind, settling lightly on her ears. She smiled. She felt alive; she could imagine herself with them, playing. She could imagine her own voice ……….. She blinked and looked away. As usual, too much yearning led her to believe she could be like them. So vibrant, so happy ………. So normal.

She could never be normal. She had seen it in people’s eyes as they looked at her, wanting to only give her a passing glance yet being arrested by her. She heard it in their voices as they passed her. No, she could never be normal. She could never be like them.

She watched them move away from her little by little.  Their voices and animated laughter growing faint as they moved further and further away. Eventually they were just shadows on the horizon and their voices faint whispers in her memory. She wished she could follow them and stay within the radius of their joyful sounds.

She knew. The minute their voices faded, she knew. She could feel it approaching, shrouding her. Claiming her. She could hear it coming. Nearer. The silence. The darkness that accompanied it. The pain that marked its presence in her life. Like always, the silence first shrouded her, comforted her with its tranquility. Then the darkness came, shattering her comfort. She could not stand to being the dark. It frightened her. She could hear things in the dark. See things. She could almost hear the shadows moving stealthily around her as if they too could not hear her silent appeals. She stopped. Looking around, she could hear footsteps approaching. She could hear the birds singing, people talking, laughing. As her sister slowly pushed her home, chattering, she realized the silence was only in her mind.

At home, as she watched the others play. She remembered her childhood years. The frustration and anguish that marked her only memory of those years. She had never been allowed to join in on the childhood games. She had been treated like a fragile child, delicately handled, always left on her own to watch, but never experience. To be pitied. She would always remember the sympathetic glances thrown to her as she sat watching, but unable to express her wish to join in. Her yearning to belong. 

Years later it was still the same. Nobody took any notice of her advanced age. She was still a child. A fragile child. She was petted and fussed over but never asked what she wanted. Her inability to speak made it worse. Her age did not matter. She was still judged as unfit to look after herself. She would remain the way she was. A child trapped in their memories and actions, yet in her own right, a grown woman. Above all, to them she would always remain the outsider. The one who was different from everybody else. The strange one they wanted to pity yet ended up despising.

She would always be the cripple amongst them. To her, only her body was crippled, but she could feel her mind limping as well. Always trying to catch up, but failing, slowly sinking into the wheel chair they eagerly placed before her. 

Copyright information: All rights reserved. No part of this document may be reproduced, stored in or introduced to a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise) without prior written permission of the British Council. Any person who does any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.
PAGE  
[image: image2.png]
                 1
© Joice Shereni

[image: image3]