“Time for you to go home my boy.”

The familiar grumpy voice said. But I knew it wasn’t time yet. I was waiting for my friend’s signal. It had to come any moment from now. I sharpened my ears as I punched the card given by the grumpy voice on the machine. My work for today was over but I couldn’t move, not until my friend asked me to.

“Autistic”. That’s what they said I was and used it as an excuse to shut me out of their lives. I had watched colours go by me. There were a lot of voices around me. Some were filled with sympathy and kindness but most had a tone of sheer hatred and contempt. I never paid attention to any. All I cared for was my friend.

The voice they said was my mother had given him to me one day.

“ This is your friend Mr. Time,” she had said.

“ Always listen to your friend” her weak voice had said one day.

I never heard her voice again.

From that day Mr. Time was my friend. I carried him with me always. He reminded me of everything I had to do, from getting up in the morning, ringing the bell for the maid, till it was time for me to sleep.

After my mother was gone some voices took me to a place they said was my home. I didn’t like the place. It was devoid of any colours and always had the smell of cats.

The place only had a little bed for me, a closet to keep my things and a table for my friend Mr. Time.

From then on every morning a kind voice would come to me and help me get ready. The voice fed me, bathed me and finally took me to a place where I had to work.

I worked in a place having white colour all around me. Occasionally a blot of dark colour would come and hand me a card. I was supposed to keep the card on a stand and press a button. It was called punching. It was a very difficult job and had taken me months to learn. But the kind voice and my friend were always with me. They never got tired teaching me. In the evenings I was led home by some voices. Then the kind voice would come again and get me ready for bed.

This was my life.

My life went on with the help of two things, my friend and the kind voice.

My mother had told me stories of angels when she was still with me. An angel who would come one day and cure me, an angel who would take me to a land filled with bright colours and kind voices. Sometimes I felt the kind voice was the angel I had heard about in the stories.

“Whirrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr”

Finally it had come. My friends sign for me to go home. I had to go now. I gently took my friend and deposited him in my coat pocket. As usual a voice took me by the hand. I could feel the warm slender fingers of the sweet voice. This sweet voice had come one day to my table and had taken my hand. She said something to me. I felt like I was hearing the voice of another angel. Suddenly the grumpy voice came and took her away.

From then on every morning and evening the sweet voice would take me from the bus to my chair and back to the bus. I liked the voice for its warmth and the smell it gave. It was always talking. I felt a strange sensation whenever it came near me.

The bus had reached the place for me to get down. As usual the kind voice was there. On reaching my room she removed my coat and put Mr. Time on the table.

“Stay here for a minute my child”

The voice sounded different as it laid me down on the bed. I could hear it breathing heavily. For a moment I heard nothing then there was a thud.

I called for the kind voice, it didn’t answer.

I lay there waiting but the kind voice never came. 

My friend was still there. I could hear him serenading the room with his music. The music filled my heart and my heart was content. I felt happy.

Suddenly he stopped.

I tried to look around. But the world around me had no colour. I couldn’t hear the kind voice. I tried to call someone. My friend, the kind voice where were they.

I lay there waiting.
