Those Eyes

David was a sweet boy, really, just a little angry sometimes. From a young age, he had a temper
that could shake the house, but his mother hadn’t held it against him. Little boys were rascals, a
handful, a joy, a treasure to never let go, and a nuisance a lot of the time. His mother knew that from
the moment she had told her friends about her pregnancy and gotten all the advice she thought was
needed for how to handle boys.

But now, staring at her eleven- year old son through the sheeting rain (slightly obscured by the
clouded window), to where he stood at the end of the driveway, waiting for the bus, she was abruptly
afraid. Her son wasn’t how her friends described little boys to be: raging at times, adorable at others,
easily distracted by fast cars and causing trouble.

She said her son was a sweet boy because he was. Sickeningly sweet. To his friends at school, he
was admired. To the girls he was the cause of their blushes. But to his mother he was empty. It was as
though he didn’t try too hard to seem as warm around her, the woman who had given him life.

Oh, she would never tell a soul. She had tried once, and had given up the practice, knowing it
was fruitless. David would come in soon, dripping nose and flushed chubby cheeks that had been her
joy to kiss when he was a squishy newborn that depended on her very existence. And he would look at
her with those eyes, those cautiously intelligent eyes that had not come from her, nor her husband. No
one knew where he got those peculiar gray eyes. No one had them in her family. Certainly not Percy’s
family either.

Percy would be home at five, David’s mother reminded herself.

It was foolish to be afraid of your own child, wasn’t it?



She could see in David’s stance that he was deliberating whether to come inside. His mother
knew the bus would not come, she had gotten an email a few minutes ago that the school was closed
due to the torrential downpour, but she hesitated, staring out the window at her stranger-child, unable
to relinquish a few moments without his bracing stare.

It was unnatural, unnerving, all the words with the “un” prefix. Because whatever David was, it
was not without an “un” preceding it.

Finally, knowing she had to, David’s mother hustled him back inside, trying not to look at his
face, and gave him an order to avoid dripping his muddy boots on the rug. David followed the orders,
looking so small, so short compared to other boys his age, but so sharp.

He had golden hair. To say it was blond would be to lie to yourself that gravity didn’t exist. It
was shiny even when it had been flattened by a hat, and stuck up in places that his mother knew she
would have to comb through later.

David in front of a mirror was horrifying. He seemed to never blink, and only opened his
mouth to ask for something essential or pressing to the moment. Even if she accidentally brushed too
hard, nicked his ear with the bristles, or jostled his head in an unnatural angle, he never reacted.

His mother got back to the kitchen and tried to absorb herself in the task she had been forcing
upon herself earlier: making cupcakes for the bake sale later that day. With David’s eyes following her
around, it was near impossible to focus. He was too still, too quiet. He never caused trouble. He only
cried when he broke his arm that one time, and even those tears didn’t seem real.

He had a runny nose today, most likely the fault of the near-tsunami outside that had been

plaguing their town for the past week, and his constant sniffling made him seem more human.



Except for how mechanically he wiped his nose, like it didn’t bother him but he knew it
should. He seemed to be on a timer, wiping every two or three minutes. His mother tried her best to
clean up the cupcake mess she had made by accident, some batter dripping on the ground, but she was
scatterbrained.

Despite her best efforts, she began to cry, the overwhelming strangeness of her son too much to
bear. He would see through any ruse she claimed to be the truth behind her tears, but she knew she
must come up with one anyway.

“No use for these cupcakes, I guess,” she reasoned to her son. He nodded a second too late,
blinking only because his mother had spoken. The oven chimed. It was preheated. David’s mother
took a moment while her back was turned to deal with the oven to wipe her tears and consider sending
her son somewhere, anywhere for the eight hours of peace that school usually provided.

“I'm sorry, dear,” she said to him, hoping he wouldn’t hold her emotional outburst against her
in the same way he had once called an uncle “strange” for weeping at his grandmother’s funeral. He
didn’t seem to understand that other people weren’t the same as him, and David's mother grew more
afraid of that fact everyday.

“I'm not, mother,” he said to her in that detached, dead voice she and her musical, joyous,
vivacious husband had never taught him. “I don’t like cupcakes and I didn’t do anything wrong.”

“Of course not, I didn’t mean you were at fault,” she rushed to say. David was a force when he
thought things weren’t going his way, but nothing was worse than his empty eyes staring at her in the
night whenever he needed help. He awoke with a horrible fever a few months ago, and instead of

crying, instead of shaking his parents awake, he just stood at the foot of their bed, burning up and



delirious until the alarm clock went off, waiting to be taken care of. After the initial terror faded, Percy
had to deal with David, since his mother couldn’t calm her heart down at the sight of her peculiar
child.

“It was so close to seven, I thought I should just wait for you guys to wake up,” David had
reasoned to his father once he had been tucked back in bed, skin cool from the chilly bath he had
demanded.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Percy had said. “You can wake us up any time if you need something.”

Please don’t ever ask me for anything again, David’s mother had shuddered to herself. Noz with
those eyes.

“Sorry mother,” David had apologized with no emotion while wrapped in a towel dripping icy
water onto the rug. His words were correct, but his tone promised that he wouldn’t hesitate to do it
again. That was one of the first times David’s mother had noticed just how strange her boy was. Other
kids called their parents “mom” and “dad,” but David had no such desire to follow the crowd. Other
kids cried when their pets died. David waited for his rabbit’s pulse to slow, then chucked it in the
garbage can and declared pets a waste of time. Other kids had emotions. Other kids didn’t incite the
kind of uneasiness that couldn’t be quelled. Other kids smiled.

“I'm sorry about leaving you out there in the rain,” David’s mother said. She wished he was still
out there.

“I'm okay, mother.” He said flatly, and wiped his nose. Hesitatingly, the mother wiped his

nose. He had not done it right, and her motherly instincts had outweighed the bravery it took for her



to make contact with her child. She turned around and chose to do what she always did with her son:
pretend.

“You should have stayed home anyway, your nose is practically a faucet. Would you like some
soup?”

“I don’t like soup and I didn’t want to stay home.” He never spoke like a normal child should.
It was always:  want this. I don’t want this. This is strange. This is fine.

“Why not?” she asked. David wiped his nose.

“Tyler was going to show me his raincoat today.” Tyler? Another boy was actually able to speak
to her son and not back away in horror?

“A new friend? What kind of raincoat?” she asked. She started making him soup anyway,
needing to keep herself busy. Plus, when he was eating, he wasn’t looking at her.

“The dinosaur kind.”

“And do you like dinosaurs?”

“They’re fine.” She paused for a moment at these words, then shook herself the tiniest bit, and
grabbed the can opener.

“So, this Tyler, would you like to have him over for a playdate?”

“No. He’s not very interesting. He has three dogs.”

“And that makes him uninteresting?”

“No. It’s not related.” The soup was in the saucepan now, and the heat coming off the metal

slightly warmed David's mother in contrast to her son’s icy words.



“I think I'm going to be friends with the girl across the street,” David declared suddenly. His
mother froze.

“The Andersons ? Their little girl?”

“Yes.” The Andersons weren’t zice people by any means, they hadn’t come over and introduced
themselves when they had moved in last year, or brought over a dessert like how seven neighboring
families had. But they weren’t deserving of David’s presence in their home or lives if he was going to
grow attached to their daughter. It was true that he changed in front of everyone, even Percy, but
whenever David’s mother saw the switch, it was like her brain short circuited, unable to grasp that the
cold and callous son she was stuck with could become so rosy-cheeked and lovable to everyone else.

She tried telling Percy once, whispering at night when she knew David was asleep downstairs,
that it wasn’t 74ght, that David wasn’t like other kids. Percy just blinked at her, eyes already half closed
and drooping from his exhausting day at work.

“What do you mean?” Percy had asked, wanting to stay awake to talk to his wife, but she
realized it wasn’t fair, not when he was away and only came home to see his perfect son and doting
wife. He didn’t deserve to be subjected to the cold son she was used to.

“He’s wickedly smart,” David’s mother had lied. “I think he’s above the other kids, maybe he
should skip a grade.”

“Oh? Maybe, we can talk...about it...morrow...” Percy was asleep.

“Okay,” she whispered to herself. Tomorrow was never a comforting thing for her.



