The Long Long Road


Oh Gabriel, why did this have to happen? I’ve suffered so much I have forgotten how long I’ve been here.  But I remember when this nightmare, this never ending acursed nightmare, began.  I had just turned eighteen when “they” found out I had grown up into a man and was too old to stay within the safety of the sanctury.  It was then, I was told, that they went through my history while I was at the sanctury.  They examined by behavior, conduct, and how hard I worked while I was there.  

(Yes Gabriel, I had to work very hard while I was there to ensure that they wouldn’t send me out into the cruel world to survive on my own.  I heard many the tale about men and women who didn’t work hard and were cast out into the blistering cold to fend for themselves without the sanctury’s protection.  Many of them died in holes, boxes and dumpsters as they were unable to protect themselves from the evils of the world.)


After the masters had taken many weeks to examine all that I had done or hadn’t done they came to a verdict and my day of judgement came.  I prayed the day would had never come.  I was marched into the great hall of the sanctury;  large pillars held the building up as tapestries garnished the walls.  Between the tapestries were giant stainglass windows which had been made in Paris before my great grandfather’s time.  They depicted many holy events such as Jesus’s birth and the creation of the world.  I often spent many days looking at them as the noon day sun glared through them.  We were all seated in wooden chairs in lines of ten in front of everyone at the sanctary.  


When we were all seated, the judge came in and began to speak.  He talked on and on for what seemed to be hours.  He dwelled upon the statement “that not everyone will be sent out”.  None of us listened to his boring sermon about what would happen to those who were sent out with the guidance of the sanctary.  

(I think he did it on purpose Gabriel.  He knew fully well that all we wanted to know was who was being sent out and who could stay behind and claim another year of safety and youth without the worries and cares of the outisde world.  The judge always got a kick out of seeing people suffer in those itchy wooden seats awaiting his judgements which he would enventually pass.)

After some time had passed and he knew that we were almost killing ourselves with the knives of fear and anticipation, he announced that he was going to start calling names.  This was the moment we were all waiting for, to see who was going to be cast out into the world and who could remain in the sanctary.  I listened very closely for what seemed forever.  I heard many of my friend’s names called out and as they were called most of them found out they were to be cast out and were handed the paper that made it so.  Then the judge came to my name.

I shook as if ice cold water had be poured over me for hours upon hours.  I waited hoping that I wouldn’t be cast out.  That I could stay with my remaining friends and be happy for at least another year.  To live safely within the sanctary and not fear the outside world.  Then the judge said the words I wished he would never say, that I was to be sent out along with the others because of all the hard work I had done at the sanctary over the years.  The judge tried to make everything seem justified by saying that they had to make room for others to come to the sanctary and be safe.  Trying to make us feel like martyrs, going out into the merciless world and surviving away from the sanctury.

The cermony soon ended and men took me by the arms and lead be out of the great hall while the organist played “Nearer my God to Thee”.  The music was so sweet it almost took away some of the pain and sorrow I felt that day.  For I knew, even though I and my friends were being cast out of the sanctary, we would be sent to different places in the world and would probably never see each other again.  

(Sometimes I wish I could hear such sweet music again Gabriel.  I don’t hear such music here in the cell as you probably know.  Music makes me feel that there is hope in this hell that I live in.  Someday I’ll be free Gabriel but I need to know when.  Oh how I wish you could tell me when Gabriel.)

As I was shown out of the great hall I was greeted by a counselor which the sanctuary had sent for.  She told me of all the places that I could go after I was sent out.  Frankly, I didn’t care where I was sent; that was my biggest mistake.  I didn’t know that some places were very much like the sanctuary and that I could regain some of what I lost from being cast out.  But me being angry at the time let the counselor choose whichever one she wanted me to go to since they all seemed to be the same to me.


I forget which one she chose, all I knew is that she chose one.  I got a call a few days later from the place saying that they would pick me up in a few weeks and take me to the place they called “The Camp”.  The weeks flew by quickly and when the bus came to get me I hoped that something would happen to save me.  A phonecall, a letter from the governor, anything to stop me from going to “The Camp”.  Of course, nothing happened and I got on the silver bus and was wisked away.  I wasn’t allowed to take many possessions with me since room was limited at “The Camp” and they expected me to work hard and not have much of any fun while I was there.


The bus stopped and I got off and stood on the curb, preparing myslef for the worst.  Some people around me age, all dressed in red, greeted me and took all of my things and every scarp of money they could find on me.  They then took me and did horrible things to me.  

(They yelled at me, called me names, covered me in disgusting things the likes of which I had never seen before.  I was  embarassed and humiliated in front of hundreds of people Gabriel.  I suppose that is part of my sentence when I am cast out of the sanctuary.)

When they were finished with me I was thrown into this cell with my belongings and locked up until the next day.  From that day onward I have been worked for hours every day without a rest.  They have abused me in everyway they could, trying to prepare me for what lies ahead.  I don’t know what they keep feeding me but I can barely stomach it.  It’s nothing like what I used to eat at the sanctuary, that was real food not like this gruel they feed us.


Sometimes it’s hard to think of a reason to go on living from day to day.  The work keeps getting harder as the years pass and the mental torture that they subject us to haunts me every night.  Sometimes I wake up in the night screaming from the nightmares that my poor over-worked mind produce.  I don’t have much hope left Gabriel,  each day gets harder but I know someday I’ll be free of this wretched place.  It’s a long road you’ve laid before me Gabriel and I know that you wouldn’t of put me on it if you had any doubts that I couldn’t make it to the end. I know that without a degree I won’t get anywhere in the world Gabriel and I know that others before me have gotten a degree or two.  It just seems sometimes Gabriel that the end seems so far away and the road feels long.  When will it end?

