I miss the sound of nothing. I miss lying in bed with only your thoughts for company. I miss walking down the street and hearing only the cracks of leaves underfoot or birdcalls in the bushes.
It’s been six months since the noise started. As each month went on, the noise changed, it got louder. First it was like a campfire, wood and grass crackling in a distant grove of pines. Then it was different, sounding more like an avalanche of rocks and water than anything else. 
In the third month I thought it had stopped, but occasionally it would sound like… stars. Burning, fading stars. By the fourth month people had started to notice: the noise had become so strong that you could feel it. Your eyes would tighten whenever it groaned and the hairs on your arms would quiver.
Last month was by far the worst. The buzzing, the constant buzzing. While others had started to notice it, no-one could stop it. The news reported on it and the government made a statement, but they could not stop the noise. This month’s noise is different, a lot calmer but still there. It sounds like horses, riding across the plains like you’d see in a Western. The thumping noise echoes on the walls of our apartment, shaking the windows in their frames.
I dread to think what next month’s noise will be, but I hope they will be over soon.
I was one of the first to hear the noise, but no-one believed me. I tried to talk to my parents about it, but they could hear… nothing. That sweet nothing. They said it was tinnitus, or that I was going deaf, or even that I was imagining it. 
After the first few weeks they took me to see a doctor. We did hearing tests, we did internal examinations, we did external examinations. But they couldn’t find anything wrong with my hearing. No deafness, no tinnitus. I was perfectly fine.
My parents still can’t hear it. Six months in and they’re still able to sit peacefully, without the constant awareness of that ever-loudening sound. Sometimes I wish they could hear it, so that they could feel how crazy it makes you feel, how it burrows into your mind and distracts you every second of the day. Other times I wish I could be like them, totally oblivious to any of the chaos and aching that it inspires. Totally at peace.
I’ve heard rumours about what it could really be, something more than just a random noise in the background of our lives, but nobody is sure at all. The internet is tearing itself apart over the “trumpets” with each person having a different idea or hope or theory. 
Some say that the noise is the effect of a weapon created by some hostile government, brainwashing us or seeping radiation into our homes. Others claim it to be the result or cause of climate change, like a giant weather balloon sent into the atmosphere to control the planet’s temperature. 
I don’t know what the truth is, but I also don’t know what I want to be true. All I know is that people want something to put their trust in, an answer to the questions so they can go back to their normal lives and ignore the madness.
[bookmark: _GoBack]The scientists on the television say we will learn to ignore it eventually, that it will just become part of our lives like the unnoticed sound of cars driving down a distant road. But ignoring the noise, is not the same as the noise stopping. It will still be there. And we will still be oblivious to its meaning.
