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ƭƻƻƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŜƊΦ ƴƻǿ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ƛǘϥǎ ƳŀǝƴƎ ǎŜŀǎƻƴ ŀƊŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ 
ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎΦ ŀƊŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ƳŜƴǘŀƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŘŜǇǊƛǾŜŘΣ 
ŘƛǎƘŜǾŜƭŜŘΣ ŘƛǎŎƻƴŎŜǊǘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǘŀƛƴŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘ ƻŦ ƛŎȅ ŎƻƭŘ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ 
ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀ ǎǇŀǊƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŬŜƭŘ ŀǇǇŜŀǊǎΦ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǊǳǎǘƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 
ōǳǎƘŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎǳōǘƭŜ 
ŎǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ ƅƻǿŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǎƻƴ ōŜƎƛƴ ǘƻ ǳƴǘǿƛǎǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
ŦƻǊƳǎΦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ {ǇǊƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘϥǎ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǘŜƭ ŬǊŜǿƻǊƪǎ 
ŜǊǳǇǝƴƎ ƻƴ ōƭƻƻƳƛƴƎ ǘǊŜŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘϥǎ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŎƪƭŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ 
ōȅ Ǌŀƛƴ ƘƛǩƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ŀƛǊ ŎƻƴŘƛǝƻƴƛƴƎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ǳƴƛǘΦ ǎǇǊƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƎƎ 
ŎǊŀŎƪƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǎƭƻǿ ŎǊǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǝƳŜƭƛƴŜ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ 
ŜƎƎ ƘŀǘŎƘŜǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ȅƻǳ ŬƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳϥǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΣ ŀ ȊƛƴŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ 
ƭƻŎŀƭƭȅ ŎǳǊŀǘŜŘ ŀǊǝǎǝŎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ ŀƴŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ǌǳƴƴȅ ȅƻƭƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜƎƎ ǎŜŜǇǎ 
ƛƴǘƻ ǝƴȅ ǿŜŜŘ ƅƻǿŜǊ ŘŀƛǎƛŜǎ ƭƛǧŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŬŜƭŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ȊƛƴŜ ōŜƎƛƴ 
ǘƻ ǳƴŦƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŎǳǊƭ ƛƴǘƻ ōǊƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŎƻƭƻǊŜŘ ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǇƻŜǘǊȅΣ Ǿƛǎǳŀƭ ŀǊǘΣ 
ǇǊƻǎŜΣ ǇƘƻǘƻƎǊŀǇƘȅΣ ŎƻƭƭŀƎŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΣ ǇǊŀȅŜǊǎΣ ƭƻǾŜΣ ǎŜȄΣ ŀƴŘ Ŭƴŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ 
ȅŜŀǊ Ŏŀƴ ōŜƎƛƴ ŀƴŜǿΦ ŀƴŘ ŜƳōƻƭŘŜƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǾƛƴŜ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŀǝƻƴ 
ōŜǎǘƻǿŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘƛǎ ǇǳōƭƛŎŀǝƻƴΣ ǿŜ ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƴǝƴǳŜ ǘƻ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ 
ǊƛŎƘ ǎƻƛƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ ƴŜǿƴŜǎǎΣ ŦǊŜǎƘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎǎΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ 
ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘƭȅ ƭƛŦŜΗ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƘŜ ōǳƎǎ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘƛǎ ǝƳŜ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊΦ   
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watch. You donôt have to know. But 

you want to know. Shards rattle be-

neath the doorframe with each pulse 

of the bassline, and the overturned 

lamp casts a flicker of light through 

the slivers of broken glass. As two 

silhouetted figures dance in the fluo-

rescent glareðpunching walls, 

overturning furniture, they scream. 

And scream. Always screaming. 

You press your palms so hard 

against your ears that they start to 

ache, and the songôs melody sounds 

like a muffled and jagged lullaby. 

Please stop. Please. Daddy.  

You clench your eyes shut. 

Again. 

From your closet, Nocturnes 

whisper. Grabbing your birthday 

gift, you slip inside, making sure to 

keep the door cracked just enough to 

let in a little light. You fluff the now 

chocolate milk-stained, white 

cheeks of that stuffed rabbit and 

clutch it to your chest. Squeezing it 

tight, you hear a click and hear your 

motherôs voice crackle through the 

seams saying: I love youðI love 

youðI love you. I love you too.  

The Sound of People Falling Out of Love 



 

 

Quiet is a beast that lies in 

wait. At first, it moves like a shad-

owðsoft, gentle, so subtle. Unap-

parent. Depending on the light of 

day, you might even mistake it for 

peace. But then the opening notes 

of an REO Speedwagon song bel-

lows through the house, and that 

shadow you rarely see at dinnerð

let alone at father-daughter danc-

esðmorphs into something con-

create, something unrelenting. 

Your mother tells you to go to 

your roomðyour safe spaceðand 

close the door behind you.  

You do as youôre told. 

Always do. 

You sit with your back 

against the bunk bed your older 

brother is forced to share and wait. 

And wait. Always waiting for 

something to happen. Pressing 

your knees tightly against your 

chest, you listen as the framed, 

fictitious family photos tremble 

against the walls of the hallway. 

Each reverberation of the hum-

ming strings riffs, rattles, and 

shakes the constitution of the 

house, as if itôs trying to disinte-

grate each pillar that holds up its 

weight. And as the walls wail in 

pain from the bones of a happy 

home crumbling down, you close 

your eyes. Far away. Yes. You 

imagine yourself somewhere far 

away.  

A garden.  

Yes.  

A garden. 

Where a sparrow sits wea-

rily perched, waiting for a second 

wind to hit, like the first chorus of 

the songðor the glass cup that 

shatters against myðno, yourð

bedroom door. You can still smell 

the remnants of the Nesquikðyou 

didnôt finish it. And you left the 

table. No wonder heôs mad.  

And Iôm gonna keep on 

loving youé 

You gasp. Open your eyes. 

Donôt. Slowly.  

éI donôt want to sleep; I 

just want to keep oné 

You wonôt open the door. 

Not until Mommy comes to kiss 

you goodnight. You donôt have to 

The Sound of People Falling Out of Love

By Maggie Sanchez 

 

 


