
‭Daddy Always Knew Everything‬

‭The sound of silence is the worst. Nothing to think, nothing to do, just nothing. I stare at the‬

‭markless wall, the craftless table, and the clean floor, searching for the will to arise from my‬

‭place of rest. I know, in my current state, my will might never appear. She’s dead.‬

‭“What’s wrong, buddy?” my father inquires.‬

‭“She’s dead, Daddy,” I responded in a depressed manner, “She’s dead.”‬

‭“Here, just plug ‘er in, pal.”‬

‭The bright screen with the Apple icon consumed me once again.‬


