The Room Without Hate

In the depths of our mind, we all have a door that we will not open.  Each door is different, just as every mind is different.  In the mind of Nashiro Kakos, the door is a flimsy plastic door that does not close completely.  A crack between the door and the floor always lets a little light out, letting him know that the room is occupied.  It is a familiar door, one he remembers from his childhood, but in his mind, the room is labelled “Room 101”.

If you were to open the door, which Kakos never would, you would find a young woman with kind eyes, soft skin and a soothing voice, holding a small child to her breast and rocking back and forth.  The child has a shock of jet black hair and is fast asleep.  The room practically glows with love and affection.  There is no darkness in this room.  No hate. Nothing that makes Nashiro Kakos what he is today.

It is his weakness.

It is his hope.

It is the only good left in him.

It is a memory that Nashiro Kakos has buried deep into his subconscious, locked behind the door of Room 101.  
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