“She had one again,”’ mother said or rather showed to father as he faded in. “I thought they’d stopped.” Father growled as he started mumbling under his breath. “She is too old to carry on with this!’ She tried her best to remain hidden. Father kept roaring out each insult as if all of his problems were caused by her. “She’s your problem, not even a whisper to be heard from her!’ Mother had such a fiery hateful comeback. ‘Not my problem dearest, she isn’t an image either!” Calming they felt her presence, stop; I know this is my fault for having the realities, I’m trying to stop. It’s just easier for the others they are becoming like you father, or you mother.  Father laughed most cruelly “you won’t be going out tomorrow, you are to stay here your brother will go.’ Father please! ‘Don’t you dare use that word, leave us!’ With that final blow she faded away, but not before hearing her brother ask why they bothered keeping her. 
Fading back into existence she felt her siblings mocking her. Some teased her with sketches of death, others with screams and moans of what they knew to be pain. She went as far as she could from them until they were faint outlines of themselves. She found this place eerie; she could feel some other outlines of something. She was not allowed beyond this point.  Though she did not know this other side, it felt better than what awaited her at home. As her siblings started to go one by one she knew she must return. Returning she began to fade when father yelled out for her. She returned and went beside him. Yes father? His voice dropping to a whisper, ‘Mother is out, now you will make sound,’ with that he let out a horrifying combination of sound. Father, you know I can’t. “You will try!’ She tried what she thought you should do. No sound was produced. “Again!” she tried with all her might, no sound came. Growling and cursing father finally stopped long enough to mutter, ‘leave.’ And she left. 
Back into existence she started toward the eerie place before the others arrived. She felt mother and stopped.  Mother wanted her to try and show something, mother was showing horrible monsters and death. She tried, nothing came, she tried harder still nothing came. For a long time this would be her routine, while her siblings surpassed her and new ones replaced them. Father and Mother shifted with each passing. She always found herself drawn back to that eerie place. One day she felt many more outlines from the other side, so even after her siblings had begun to fade she stayed, perhaps too long. Only three of her siblings remained when she started back, only one by the time she got there. 
She faded away as normal, but when she returned both Mother and Father were there, her siblings had returned then left. “They are not to go with us.’ Father said in a deep raspy voice. “You will take us to the place you waste your time.’ She began to protest, but in the end led them there. I haven’t been wasting my time Father, been practicing like the others, she lied. “Don’t lie to me!” Father shouted. Mother showed pure rage. I’m not lying father, she lied again. “Then prove it!” She tried hard to make a sound, and she did. It was a beautiful chirping noise. Father moved away from her. “Revolting, try like this!” he made a cawing noise. She tried again but the sound only became more beautiful. Mother showed her some of the worst images that were available to her. She tried to copy them but where mother had gotten a Venus fly trap, she got a bouquet of roses. “There see the thorns!” Father boasted. She did not feel as though that was what the image was about. Father was screeching with delight. Though Mother knew otherwise. Father told mother to lead the way. Mother led the way back. Father followed, she was the last to go, not understanding what she had just done, or what it meant.

Father let her fade away before her siblings arrived so she may show them herself. When she arrived again they were all there waiting, some began teasing again, one roar from Father stopped that. Mother was farther away from the rest of them. She tried her hardest to create the sound and image from before but nothing came. Fathers delight soon became tainted with rage and hurt. “After all this you can’t even make a whisper!” Mother showed no sign of anger, more of knowing than anger. She was feeling hurt herself, wanting to please her father and mother and to feel whatever it was that she had before.

She went back to the eerie place. She tried once there and she could again. She could make noise and make images, grand images. Images and sounds her siblings could never have imagined. When she went back home she heard and felt Mother and Father arguing. “Who does she think she is, Shes a Nightmare same as us! What does she want to be an idea a dream?!” She quickly faded away, thinking a nightmare is that what I am?

