The sound of silence

It was a nice calm morning yesterday, as far as I remember. The old timber of my tiny house squеaked shyly as a mice, as I got up and as I strolled through to the window. Deep woods and marvelous pale pink sunrise that was carefully touching far mountains peaks at the drop of the hat caught my attention. It was extraterrestrial beauty. 

I had to clothe in some hand–me–downs of my older brother, even though my mom had always complained about my flaw of burning holes in my pockets, I'd never grown out of it. I worked as a woodward here for 15 years, but never had I seen such a breathtaking morning as yesterday. Eager to see it from my observation tower I rushed through the forest. 

Old Mildred, that's what i called her, stood there on a hill wearing the pants in forests family. Wrinkles of a rotten wood on her legs and a hat covered with colourful mold made her look like an old nature spirit.

As I was climbing up I noticed that there was no sound around, no wind, no forest birds, nothing at all. I made an assumption, that it was just too early in the morning, pulled a thermomug out of my bag and started breakfast. In all likelihood I was just too amazed by the view to even hear something, arguably but I had no doubts. 

Lone canoe slithered as an erythrocyte along the rivers vein somwhere far away, another installation not so old as mine blinked at me as sun pierced its windows. The world around was still tonal because of the sunset and silent. Only my emigration to the shed next to the tower was loud as a thunderbolt. I opened a door, some spiders whos ethnicity was worried to have their privacy tore, swiftly hid to the darkest corners. Lonely rope on the chest was doing an imitation of some lazy snake from comic book, so I grabbed it, a hammer and some nails too. Classical foresters tools. 
Thunderous hammer blows, metallic cries of nails, then sound of a knot tightening, then silence again.

The sound of silence...Nothing...Was it because I got deaf with age, or got insane of being in the woods alone, or because of me, whos cold body was hanging now with the broken neck, or it was the universe preparing me to hear it all...I will never know...

I was suddenly awoken by some harsh sound as of an gigantic engine above my head, then silence, explosion, silence. I was just dreaming, a nightmare, the one I sometimes see even though I never thought of comitting such thing. But what about that detonation, it was surely not Old Mildret because I'd never kept explosives, I got up of bed, clothed and rushed through still sleeping dark woods.

Cloud of smoke, huge fire, massive flames were licking metal leviathan, conquered by some inhuman force and now laying on the ground, corrupted by that fierce bonfire. I wondered whether it was an UFO or a plane, but I couldn't even imagine it will be an satellite. I didn't know much about astronomy because it was too complicated for me. I remembered just some facts and names. As the peculiar guest stopped burning, I wore gloves and carefully removed the ash from the giants back. "NASA" the only thing was labelled on the miraculously saved from blaze, piece of metal. In disbelief, I was trying to imagine how mistakeful were calculations made by worlds famous space organisation. I started to be afraid of federal agents appearing here in any minute to hide the consequences and evidences of such a disaster, but noone came, in ten minutes, half of an hour, two days, month.

Now it was month since that unlucky angel had fallen from the sky into the burning hell, like Lucifer. I was still partly in fear to get close once more then, but not today. 

Absolutely delirious I woke up by some stange feeling as if matter around me was being sucked somwhere into the forest. Again clothed, again strided to the deep timber. The satellite, it was the satellite, sucking everything inside some kind of a box. I ran to it, reached the hammer on my belt an hit it with all power. Screaming sound of something not from this universe, devilish echoes, moans, cries then silence...
Heart pounding, muslces burning, I regained consciousness and carefully looked around. The black box of the leviathan was now opened and calm. Hammer was lonely, laying on the ground, metres away from me, covered with some kind of black powder. Head was so heavy as if I had hangover after drinking 10 shots of good whiskey. Having difficulties remembering of what exactly had happened, I was still alert. 

But what were those blasphemous screams, what is that black powder covering my hammer and why my whole body burns? The only thing was etched in my memory – the kind of a turmoil after darkness's released from that hideous box.

The day after that extraneous accident, my whole body began to itch, as if millions fire ants were biting my tissues. I was  my cells being fragmented, but genuinely felt healthy. I had breakfast, clothed but, as soon as, I got out on fresh air I throwed up. Ruthlesly, till the sore throat. The blackish-red liquid mixed with the meal I had 15 minutes ago. Unable to identify it, I started to tremble in fear. All confidence I had in front of that space mesuggah permanently wanished. Something was 'eating' me from inside.

Next morning was sweet and cozy. That day I had to bring up some water from far river and check my foresters mailchest. In anticipation of a rewarding journey I'd completely forgotten about yesterday's case. Picking up my bacpack I made a room for watter bottles in it. 

Striding through forest, I sometimes stopped because of some unknown prejudice. Suddenly, my ears blasted with that same agony, as when I used a hammer against misterious satellite. Again and again, louder and louder, I was on a brink of a mental breakdown. Then it all finished, I throwed up again. Again with that bloody liquid. Water had to wait.

I ran to my house, kicked inside and rushed to the mirror. My whole face was deprived of skin. I had some salve in my room to come to the aid of me. Unconventional trearment for my case, but I had to stick the neck out. To my amazement, when I came back, my face was absolutely normal. I was scared and puzzled. Was I sick, or just insane?

I had time to sleep on it last night. Nothing to relate to in this hellish situation, noone to help me. Such a refined, extraterrestrial activity began in my body after the contact with that satellite. Throwed up again, now with that devilish cacophony in my ears. Dark red liquid, shining to the light of a candle next my bed. I reinforced all of my courage and went into the woods.

The dead, metal giant was still there, but now shinnig with that same dark red colour. It was high noon, moonlight was touching sleepy woods, slowly, discouraged but its beauty the Moon hid by the clouds. As I was approaching the leviathan, I decided to play it safe this time.

 The ground, around the "NASA's" envoy become dead, it seemed that it had digested all life around and got dark red in colour. What was that dark powder, unknown material from darkest corners of the Universe, governments inhuman experiment, in which I was unfourtunate to take part? I don't know. All that was of mine undervaluing. I had to accuse myself, only myself. That was I who rocked the boat, who stood up to its darkest secrets and got corrupted by its blasphemous power and now I didn't have to walk the talk about it. 

I was in the standstill. My whole life flatline* was useless now. Ears were blasting every 5 minutes, now bleeding with that blackened redness. Maybe the Gods of the Universe were tormenting me for committing a crime, or for other distinct things I'd done in my life, msybe I was now just comepletely insane. 

I just blend in, gone with the flow, sticked with it completely. I was now that dark red liquid from the fallen Lucifer, who corrupted me for being so curious. 

It was a nice calm morning yesterday, as far as I remember. The old timber of my tiny house squеaked shyly as a mice, as I got up and as I strolled through to the window. Deep woods and marvelous pale pink sunrise that was carefully touching far mountains peaks at the drop of the hat caught my attention. It was extraterrestrial beauty. I toed the line to the forest, as if anything happened at all, I had to cut my eardrum, since the ghastly agony of millions cries was banging inside of my head.
The sound of silence...Nothing...Was it because I got deaf with age, or got insane of being in the woods alone, or because of me, whos cold body was hanging now with the broken neck, or it was the Universe preparing me to hear it all...I will never know...
