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In a place, he wasn’t sure where, a distant sound interrupted what he was doing, which by then he couldn’t remember what it was. The one thing he was certain about was that this sound was irritating and he needed it to stop. He felt trapped by this sound that was coming from all directions, or at least this was how he felt.
After a few seconds passed, the sound started taking the form of an old rotary dial phone with a coiled wire. Suddenly, there were many of them in different sizes and colors, all moving closer to him, trapping him. He rubbed his eyes then realized they were closed.
He pressed the snooze button. He was already up, but he needed these few minutes to get back to reality. His dreams must be nice, he thought, since the alarm unpleasantly barged in on them every morning. He just wished he could remember them every once in a while. What he could remember was that he felt peaceful some days, but every time he tried to remember any details about what he dreamt about, his mind would go blank.
Another glorious morning, he thought darkly as he was getting ready for work. He made himself coffee and poured it into his travel mug to drink it on the way to work.
***
-   	“First, you don’t exactly process what happened. You don’t feel the things you’ll feel later.”
-   	“‘Next, there’s a mixture of sorrow and anger, and you don’t understand why you feel them, and you’re not sure which is an impulse and which is the one that stays with you for a while.”
-   	“‘Later, as you begin to process things, pain is all you feel. Anger is still there, but you know deep inside it’s only an attempt to escape the pain.”
 
-   	“They say time heals, but that’s not true. As it passes, you get used to this pain, and it becomes part of who you are. You and your pain become one. Time doesn’t heal. If it did, then it should take you back and undo what caused this pain, but time doesn’t take you back. It keeps moving forward, crushing whatever it crushes, and you only get used to the pain, but time doesn’t heal it.”
 
-   	“I’m not afraid to confront Time with the truth about the healing illusion. Time doesn’t heal anything. In fact, time can’t do anything other than keep moving forward. Time is a hoax.”
***
There was nothing special about that day. Just another boring morning; the beginning of another work day. He drove to work, attempted to drink his coffee, spilled some on himself, muttered “great”, waited until he got to work to clean it up, then finally made it to work and managed to clean up his usual coffee stain.
One work task after the other, small conversations with colleagues, lunch break, coffee, and the same things kept happening over and over like they always did every day.
***
-   	“Good morning”
-   	“Good morning”
-   	“How are you today?”
-   	“I’m great, thanks!”
-   	“Ready?”
-   	“Sure”
-   	“Perfect! Let’s start with introducing yourself”
-   	“umm... ok... what do you want me to say? I’m sorry, I just never know where to start with this question.”
-   	“That’s ok. You can start by telling us your full name, where you graduated from, what you like to do, you know?”
-   	“Ok, sounds good. My name is Dylon Ambrose. I studied applied arts in university, because I always hoped I’d work in the field of animation and special effects in movies, especially animated ones.”
-   	“That’s really interesting. What made you apply for this job? We need a graphic designer with a passion, but we don’t exactly do animated movies or any of that.”
-   	“I get that, but this job will help me get more experience in the field, so it’s an important step in my career.”
When he got his acceptance call, Dylon was so excited. The job was promising, and the pay was pretty good. He was so happy; he bought a new outfit to wear on his first day as a celebration.
***
It was pitch black, but to his surprise, Dylon could see himself clearly. This wasn’t the weirdest part though. What was mind-bending was the moving images he saw surrounding him. Each of them looked familiar, until he realized what they were. Suddenly, he found himself pulled into an image.
He recognized his parents’ old living room right away. What he couldn’t understand at first was why everything looked so much bigger than he remembered. For a few moments he freaked out at the voice that came out of his mouth. It was nothing like the one inside his head, and the words he was saying were not even remotely related to what he intended to say. Looking around, he started to make sense of what he was doing. There were papers and crayons, and a colorful mess on the table and the floor. A few moments later, he heard a little voice saying “Dylon! Let me help you with that”, and giggled. Recognizing who it was, he wanted to jump and scream and give her the biggest hug he could imagine.
His sister who was about 3 years older came to sit next to him and help him color with the crayons. She was maybe 5 or 6. Things started finally making sense. He was about 2 years old, which explained the voice and blabbering. He gradually started to become his 2-year-old self. When he managed to color inside the paper, he felt so happy and proud of himself and made the cutest little giggle. Lily, his sister, would also make the most precious little giggle. I really miss her, he thought sadly.
Before he knew it, his surroundings changed. He was pulled into another moving image. it didn’t take much for him to recognize the office. The desks have always been the same since he started working there. nothing changed except some people. It was almost impossible to tell what day or year it was by just looking at the office, until it hit him when he saw her. no, no! Please, no! He pleaded silently. Please, take me somewhere else, another day, any other day, just not this one, he thought frantically, screaming inside his head. She smiled at him as she walked towards him. He knew exactly what she was going to say. The conversation was already playing in his head before it happened. His body wasn’t responding to what he asked it to do. He was in his own body, but somehow, he was also a spectator.
There must be a cosmic plan against him, he thought. Of all the days, he had to be sucked into this one.
-   	“You look different. Is it your shirt? You almost tucked it in your pants today.” She eyed him closely, with an exaggerated serious expression of concern.
 
-   	“You finally noticed! Thank you!”, then he jerked his head to make her laugh. She had a loud, sort of musical laugh that always cheered him up.
-   	“Guess what?”
-   	“I don’t know. You know I hate the guessing game, so just tell me and end my boredom”
-   	She looked around to make sure no one was around then whispered, “I got the job!”
-   	“What? You… what? That’s amazing!” he whispered back, thankful for having to whisper and hide how he felt.
 
***
It wasn’t long before the magical excitement of the new job died out. Routine killed the thrill of it. Colleagues were only just that, not friends. It was fun at the beginning, until the small talk was over and there was nothing left to say.
It wasn’t different with her either. They only shared small talks then there was nothing left to say, but she changed that.
-   	“Does your coffee have a secret ingredient?”, she asked in all seriousness, or so he thought.
-   	“Sorry?”
-   	“So, you’re either a sad, sad human who’s in love with his coffee or his mug, or both, or there’s a secret ingredient that makes your coffee special”
-   	“Why do you say that?”, and he finally smiled realizing she was messing with him.
 
-   	“Are you ok? Do you need CPR? DON’T YOU DARE DIE NOW!”
-   	He looked around, then looked at her hesitantly, “I’m not following, sorry”
-   	“You’re such a buzzkill. It’s a joke! You’re always frowning, but you look almost not miserable when you’re holding your coffee mug.”
From then on things started to get brighter. The sad part was that it didn’t last long.
***
“Time heals all pain.” “It gets easier with time.” People kept telling him this over and over, and he believed them. Time will make it easier, he told himself. Weeks passed, and it didn’t get any easier. Be patient, they said. How patient? How long? He’d wonder, as more weeks passed, then months, then a year.
***
Lily and Dylon were jumping and jittering while waiting for the movie to start. They were both waiting for this moment for what felt like forever. Their dad had finally got the movie and wanted this to be a special night for them, especially after all they’d been through. It was the first time they were this happy in months, ever since what happened. He dimmed the lights a bit, made huge bowls of popcorn, and created a little tent with cushions and cloth. The three of them sat on the soft pillows their dad put on the floor and huddled together.
-   	“Dad, how do cartoon people talk inside the screen?” Dylon asked. His eyes were so wide, they seemed to almost pop out of his head like a cartoon character.
-   	“It’s magic.” Adam Ambrose’s eyes twinkled whenever he started getting mischievous.
-   	“This screen is magic?” both answered in unison.
-   	“It's a lot more than that. You see, there are so many people who work extremely hard to make these screens so we can watch movies on them. These cartoon people are drawings made by wonderful artists that work with other artists who give them a voice and character so that we feel that they’re real.”
 
-   	“I want to be one of those artists who make cartoons when I grow up” Dylon said dreamily.
-   	“You can be anything you choose to be.”
-   	“Does that mean I can be a fairy queen?” Lilly said, jumping and pretending to hold a magic wand.
-   	“You already are my fairy queen.”
-   	“But I can’t do magic” she replied with genuine confusion that made Adam’s heart melt.
-   	“Magic doesn’t always come out of a magic wand. You have the strongest magic there is.”
 
The three of them watched the movie, ate popcorn, and the night was one of the most beautiful nights they ever spent together.
***
Dylon Ambrose never remembered his dreams. He remembered dreaming and remembered the alarm tone mixing with his dreams, but never what happened in the dreams. Some people said it was a good thing to forget dreams. Others told him he didn’t need to worry about it. They said who cared really, they’re just dreams. He never told anybody why he cared about his dreams, but she knew.
Mirabel, he thought, and a huge mix of emotions struggled inside him, each trying to take over. It had been so long since he last saw her, but the pain was the same. They lied, he thought bitterly. Time didn’t heal anything. It hurts now just as much as it hurt then, he thought, trying to hold on to his anger. Anger was easier to understand than what he truly felt.
“Time doesn’t heal”, he found himself yelling. He was alone. He was always alone. There were days when he liked it, but not that day. Actually, he longed for Mirabel to be with him all the time.
“You lied! Everyone lied! It hasn’t gotten any easier. It hurts now just as much as it hurt before.”
Anger slowly started slipping, so Dylon turned on the TV to distract himself.
***
-   	“Let's go out today. I want to tell you something.” Her voice was low, but he could hear her internal joyful screams.
-   	“I’m in. Can we go somewhere that makes edible food? What was that thing you made me eat the other day? Rubber?” his attempts to make her laugh never failed, and he loved her giggles more than anything.
-   	“Your lack of cultural awareness concerns me, nay, scares me. It was Japanese. It’s called SUSHI” she replied coldly, trying hard not to giggle.
-   	“That’s not what I was talking about. I meant the thing that you called burger. Sushi doesn’t taste like rubber. It tastes much worse.”
-   	“Excuse me for introducing you to healthy food that is ALSO delicious.”
-   	“I think you haven’t had food before. That thing was not even remotely related to burger, and delicious? You know you use that word to describe food when it tastes GOOD.”
-   	“Your taste buds are dumber than you.”
-   	“At least I have taste buds”
Their fake arguments ended up in fake fights where they pretended to throw things at each other or pretended to break things. They always bowed to their work mates after they were done.
He chose a burger place that he thought made real burgers that tasted amazing.
-   	“So, what are you dying to tell me?”
-   	“Remember how I keep telling you that I want to quit my job and find something that I actually enjoy doing?”
-   	“Did you decide you actually enjoy doing the job you do now?”
-   	She rolled her eyes and continued, “I found this vacancy that’s perfect for me! I’ll be sort of teaching children, but more like playing with them and reading them stories. I won’t be stuck at a stupid desk in a cubicle anymore! I mean that is if I get accepted.”
He stayed speechless for a few moments, but her confused expression that would probably turn into anger woke him up.
-   	“That’s perfect! As happy as I am for you, I’ll miss you. You’re the only reason I smile and laugh at work.” He quickly added, “but this is what you always wanted, so go for it!”
-   	“Thanks! I really hope I get accepted.” She paused then added, “I hate to admit this, but this burger is divine.”
***
Lily didn’t always know what she wanted, unlike her little brother who seemed to have things all figured out. She wasn’t sure what she wanted to study in university or what career she liked. She loved coloring with Dylon, but she couldn’t draw. Computer programs that edit pictures and colors weren’t also interesting for her.
She struggled to find her passion, and envied her brother for easily figuring it out. Sometimes she blamed it on losing her mother. When Dylon would try to comfort her by reminding her that they both lost their mom, she’d say that he was a boy and had their dad, but girls need a woman to help them figure out stuff. Dylon wouldn’t argue that, because he could feel that there was truth to this.
***
-   	“Meet my best friend and partner in crime, Dylon.” Mirabel moved her hand towards Dylon to introduce him to the guy she was seeing.
-   	“It’s nice to meet you, Dylon.” The man shook Dylon’s hand politely.
-   	“It’s nice to meet you too.” Dylon managed to smile as warmly as he could fake it at the guy.
Dylon’s brain couldn’t cope with all this in one day. Mirabel had given her notice at the office, and later introduced a guy she was seeing to Dylon.
***
-   	“It's pretty.” Dylon tried hard not to sound like a robot.
-   	“Lie better. You hate it, don’t you?” she grinned.
He usually loved that playful grin, but at that moment, he hated it.
-   	“I don’t understand you girls and rings.” He looked away, pretending to be checking his phone.
-   	“That’s because you’re a tin man with a hollow chest. it’s beautiful!”
-   	“You got my character all wrong. I’m the lion who’s a wuss.”
-   	“You’re a tin lion who’s a wuss and has a hollow. See? I fixed it”
-   	“Wrong again. I am Batman.” He tried to make his voice raspy and mysterious, pulling an invisible cape around himself.
She laughed, but didn’t take her eyes off her ring. Dylon hugged her and congratulated her. He was happy she was happy, but he wanted more than anything to be alone.
***
Another moving image took Dylon in. Lily and his dad were sitting with him at the same table at some coffee place. They chose to sit outdoors. Lily and their dad wanted to enjoy the nice weather outside, so he agreed, even though he preferred to sit inside that day. But it was two against one, and that was how they did everything, the three of them. Lily was glowing that day. They hadn’t seen her this happy in years.
Dylon didn’t want to bring down her good spirits by saying anything about Mirabel’s engagement, or how he started avoiding her which broke her heart.
-   	“I’m proud of you, lill!” he smiled and gave his sister a long, warm hug.
-   	“Thank you! This really means a lot to me.” She smiled, hugging him back.
-   	“Do you have a date for the concert yet?”
-   	“It's in two months from now. We’re so excited!”
Their dad had a warm, proud smile that Dylon loved. This smile always gave him hope that everything will be ok, but not today, Dylon thought.
Lily went to take a call, so it was just him and his dad.
-   	“Will you speak now, or are you waiting for me to ask?”
-   	“I’m so happy for her, dad. She finally found her balance.”
-   	“That’s not what I meant. What happened?”
-   	“What are you talking about? What happened to who?”
-   	“You didn’t tell her, did you?”
-   	“Dad, who are you talking about? Tell who what?”
Adam punched him not too lightly.
-   	“Ouch! Dad! What was that for?”
-   	“For being a wuss! You didn’t tell her how you feel!”
-   	“What do you mean? I told Lily I’m proud of her.” he shifted uneasily in his seat, avoiding meeting his dad’s eyes.
-   	“You look like shit, by the way.”
-   	“Thanks, dad. I love you too.”
-   	“Are you waiting for the speak-now-or-forever-hold-your-silence-speech at her wedding to say something?”
-   	“No, dad. I’m waiting to catch the bouquet.” When his dad didn’t laugh, he continued, “What do you want me to say? She doesn’t feel the same way. I’m ok with it.”
-   	“Do you smell that?”
-   	“Smell what?”
-   	“The smoke from your burning pants.”
-   	“Really, dad?”
-   	“I said what I said, and I stand by it.”
When Lily came back, Dylon smiled, hoping it was big enough to cover up his frustration.
-   	“It never worked with me before, why would you ever think it’ll work today? You didn’t tell her anything, did you?”
-   	“What is up with you people today?! Can’t we just be happy about your news?”
-   	“No, I like watching you be miserable. It makes me happy to finally be the one who has her shit together while you are, well, this.”
He couldn’t help chuckling a little. He really did miss her, and he was so proud of how far she’d come.
She hugged him and told him it’ll be ok. He wanted to believe her more than anything.
***
It rained when their mom passed away, but it was sunny at her funeral. The kids were holding their father’s hands tight. Lily let go of her father’s hand and walked over to Dylon to hold his hand. She told him their mom is still here, but she’s a good spirit.
-   	“Like a good ghost?”
-   	“Of course! Mom would never be a scary one. She’ll help us all the time and drive away all the bad ghosts.” Lily told him with absolute certainty. Adam hugged them both.
The most puzzling part for the kids was why they had to put the box with their mom’s body inside a hole in the ground. Lily explained that it was because her body would turn into beautiful flowers and trees. Dylon asked if all the flowers were really the bodies of dead people, but Lily said that not all of them. He always believed what she said. She was the wisest, he always thought so when they were kids.
A while later, their dad took them and went to visit their mom’s grave. There were different, colorful flowers around her gravestone. Dylon kissed each of them.
Adult Dylon in the background of little Dylon’s head was weeping.
***
-   	“Why did you leave?”
-   	“Mira, I didn’t leave. I was always here.”
-   	“Lies! You left. You were avoiding me. Why didn’t you say something? Anything! Why didn’t you just tell me?” her voice was breaking, but she wouldn’t let her tears touch her cheek.
-   	“I couldn’t afford losing you.”
-   	“But you did! You always dodged me!”
-   	“I did. I’m sorry. I just couldn’t.”
-   	“I was right there! You could have told me not to do it!”
-   	“You looked so happy, Mira. It broke me”
She suddenly stormed out. Dylon hesitated for a moment, then went after her. He found her standing outside. He stood next to her. Neither of them said a word.
***
-   	“I think I’ll quit my job.” Dylon was sitting next to Mirabel at a silent little corner they always liked to hang out at whenever they needed a little peace.
-   	“About time!” she shoved him lightly and smiled.
-   	“I’ll start working on making my own cartoon.”
-   	“What will it be about?”
-   	Dylon paused for a few moments, then finally faced her, “I’m not sure yet, but I’ll make sure it’s a great story.”
-   	“You could use one of the stories I read for the kids”
-   	“Maybe. Yeah, maybe.”
***
Mirabel disliked almost everyone at the office, except for Dylon. Even though he was the gloomiest, she always thought there was something about him. She had no idea why she felt this way, or why she was certain he was something else, but she just knew it. There were so many times when she almost spoke to him, but stopped herself at the last minute. The time wasn’t right, she always told herself.
When she finally gathered up the courage to speak, she was taken aback at how steady and cool she was. She felt like she’s practiced the lines for days and perfected them. His reaction encouraged her to carry on, and from then on, she never stopped talking to him.
She loved how they just clicked. There was definite fire there, but she couldn’t understand why he never made a move. His eyes said it all. Every time he saw her, she could almost see little hearts popping out of his eyes, but he never did anything.
-   	“You look different. Is it your shirt? You almost tucked it in your pants today.” She eyed him closely, with an exaggerated serious expression of concern.
-   	“You finally noticed! Thank you!”
-   	“Guess what?”
-   	“I don’t know. You know I hate the guessing game, so just tell me and end my boredom”
She loved how easily he made her giggle like a little kid. There! she thought. That look that said everything.
-   	She looked around to make sure no one was around then whispered, “I got the job!”
-   	“What? You… what? That’s amazing!” he whispered back. That was all he said.
Even his hug said so much more than that, but he never said anything. This was her last attempt. She’d started seeing a nice man who seemed to like her a lot, and after this last attempt, she decided to introduce him to Dylon. Hope was killing her, so she had to kill it.
***
No one could ever ask for better kids, Adam always thought and told everyone that. He was eternally grateful for how amazing they were. They had no idea how much they helped him after his wife passed away.
-   	“Like a good ghost?”
-   	“Of course! Mom would never be a scary one. She’ll help us all the time and drive away all the bad ghosts.” Lily told him with absolute certainty. Adam hugged them both.
As time went by, he became more certain they were right.
***
-   	“Why does everyone lie, dad?” Dylon asked Adam. The pain and anger in Dylon’s voice brought back so many things he wasn’t ready to face.
-   	“Because they’re hoping it’s true.”
-   	“But they’re wrong! They’re so wrong!”
-   	“They are wrong, indeed. Hope makes you hold on to things sometimes.”
***
He had never heard Mirabel’s voice so torn and broken. She called Dylon and asked to meet him. He’d been avoiding her since she got engaged.
-   	“I couldn’t do it.”
-   	“I’m sorry, Mira.” He went to hug her, but she pushed him away.
-   	“You’ve been avoiding me.”
-   	He was silent for longer than he should. “I’m sorry”
-   	“Why? I don’t get it! If you couldn’t take it, why didn’t you say anything?”
-   	“I couldn’t afford losing you.”
***
Sometimes being strong and keeping it together is exhausting. There were so many times when Lily felt drained. She barely remembered their mom. When she passed, Lily and Dylon were still too little to understand what it meant to lose her. It felt sometimes that she took it the hardest, but then again, she’d see how broken their dad was sometimes and think maybe not.
Dylon always knew what he wanted to do, and as much as she was so happy for him, she hoped she could be the same. After checking out the classes she’d be taking in university in many majors, she decided to go with psychology. It made a lot of sense.
Psychology led her to music, and music was her home.
***
-   	“Time doesn’t heal, you’re right. At the beginning, the pain is still new, so you need to process what happened.” Lily explained.
-   	“‘Next, there’s a mixture of sorrow and anger, and you don’t understand why you feel them, and you’re not sure which is an impulse and which is the one that stays with you for a while.” She continued.
-   	“They say time heals, but that’s not true. As it passes, you get used to this pain, and it becomes part of who you are. You and your pain become one.”
-   	“Time doesn’t heal. If it did, then it should take you back and undo what caused this pain, but time doesn’t take you back. It keeps moving forward, crushing whatever it crushes, and you only get used to the pain, but time doesn’t heal it.” Dylon finally spoke. He continued, “I’m not afraid to confront Time with the truth about the healing illusion. Time doesn’t heal anything. In fact, time can’t do anything other than keep moving forward. Time is a hoax.”
 
Lily’s heart broke for him. All she could do was hold him and tell him it would be ok.

