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Kindness is the language
by liionne

Summary

Leonard was infatuated with Jim and he damn well knew it. He made sure he was there
before Jim, and he felt nervous as he waited, wondering if he was going to show up today.
Whenever he was in the room he couldn’t look away from him, and then when he left, he
watched him right up until he couldn’t see him anymore, and then he would frown at the
table top, wishing he would come back.

Notes

Based on the prompt from the lovely Lucy: Bones is deaf and shy and Jim learns sign
language to woo him.

The title is from the quote: "Kindness is the language which the deaf can hear and the blind
can see." from Mark Twain.

See the end of the work for more notes

http://archiveofourown.org/users/liionne/pseuds/liionne


Chapter 1

Leonard had been deaf his whole life. Not that he cared, really. How could he miss the noise
if all he’d ever known was silence? So maybe when he was younger he was angry that he
couldn’t hear his mother’s voice, or his family as they sang him happy birthday or later, much
later, the soft moans that Jocelyn would breath into his skin. He could feel her breath hot
against his face, but that was all it was. And for a while, it had made him angry.

But eventually he’d given up caring. There was no use fighting it. There was nothing anyone
could do for him, so he decided not to care.

He was sat in the Enterprise again, at the table in the corner, the one that Chekov never even
bothered to set up unless he knew Leo was coming in for a coffee. Leonard was the type of
person to latch onto a place once he found it agreeable, and he really did find the Enterprise
to be agreeable. Especially since when he’d first walked in and read Nyota’s lips, she’d
picked up on it almost immediately and began speaking in sign language, which Leonard was
eternally grateful for.

It got even better when she taught Chekov the basics so he could talk to him too, without
Leonard having to watch his lips with a close concentration and pause for twenty seconds
before he could respond.

And it was even better still because they both just left him to sit in the corner, by himself, for
as long as he needed.

He was reading a new book, a collection of medical journals that his mom had found in the
attic whilst she was cleaning out. They were published by his father, a Otolaryngologist who
worked for fifteen years trying to cure Leonard’s disability, right up until the day he died.
Leonard had told him countless times that it didn’t matter, that his dad should move on to
better projects, but David McCoy was about as stubborn as his son.

The door to the café dinged - the only clue Leonard got that someone was entering was the
blast of cold air that hit his face, as the new customer allowed a little bit of the blizzard that
raged outside to follow him in. Leo cast his eyes upward, watching as that same tall-ish guy
in a dark coat and beanie walk up to the counter. Leonard hadn’t seen the beanie before; it
was a good look.

Jim came in every day around this time, and Leonard assumed that he either came in for a
coffee on his way to work or during his break or something, but he could never be sure
because he never stayed for the same length of time.

Leonard was infatuated with Jim and he damn well knew it. He made sure he was there
before Jim, and he felt nervous as he waited, wondering if he was going to show up today.
Whenever he was in the room he couldn’t look away from him, and then when he left, he
watched him right up until he couldn’t see him anymore, and then he would frown at the
table top, wishing he would come back.



He would do something about it, but he was way too shy. He didn’t know if Jim knew sign
language, and he would go up and talk to him, but he’d never heard his own voice, so he tried
not to use it if he could. It was the first time he had allowed his disability to hold him back.

Leo watched as Nyota pursed her lips, but it was obvious that she was only pretending to be
annoyed, seeing as the corners of her lips were twitching upward. She was fighting back a
smile. Leonard watched as she said, “You again.”

Jim gave a nod, said something that Leo couldn’t see.

Nyota chuckled. “What’re you having, Jim?”

Jim’s face was turned away from him enough that he couldn’t see his lips. He didn’t know
what he responded, but Nyota turned away, grabbing a cup and scribbling his name on it
before getting his order for him.

Jim seemed to wait patiently, although he shifted his weight from one foot to the other a lot.
Leo had noticed just how much he squirmed, how he’d change positions ten times in his seat,
never settling. He looked around the room, bright blue eyes flicking from the book shelves
with the Russian Doll bookends to the wall that Nyota had hand painted in various patterns
and colours, and then over to Leonard, a small smile curving his lips upwards as he caught
his gaze.

Leonard dropped his gaze so quickly it made him dizzy. He pretended to read the journal as
his cheeks burned.

He carefully, slowly, looked back up, but found Jim facing the counter again, talking to
Nyota. He was turned far enough away that his lips were hidden, but he could see Nyota
smirking a little. Her eyes flicked to Leonard, who looked away quickly. When he looked
back, he tried his best to catch up with their conversation.

“- likes to be on his own. He’s not one for conversation.”

Jim said something else, and Nyota’s smile quickly faded. She looked over to Leonard again,
knowing that he was watching. When Leonard didn’t look away this time, she pressed her
lips into a thin line.

She leaned down, setting her elbows on the counter and moving back far enough that she was
hidden behind the coffee machine. Damn her.

Maybe he’d be able to get it out of her later.

His eyes fell on Jim now, watching as his small smirk fade just slightly. He looked over to
Leonard again, his face a strange mixture of determination and defiance and what Leo
thought might be sorrow. Not that he had much time to analyse it; he suddenly became very
interested in the rim of his coffee cup.

He was still running a finger round it when he felt cold air hit his face again. He looked up,
startled to find that Jim had left.



And Leonard hadn’t even been able to watch him go.

~*~

Jim didn’t come into the café the next day. Leonard spent the best part of three hours waiting
for him. Chekov came over to sit with him during his breaking, asking him if something was
wrong, signing the words with his hands. He was getting good, too. Nyota had only really
taught him the basics about a month ago, but already Chekov had learned almost as much as
Leonard had. The kid was a genius.

“I’m fine.” Leonard had responded with a smile that was supposed to be reassuring.

Chekov left looking unconvinced. He told him to just wave if he needed anything, and
Leonard nodded. They both knew he wouldn’t, but that didn’t matter.

He didn’t come in the day after, either. For a rare change, it was Carol the manager who was
in running the place. She saw how upset Leonard looked and gave him free pastries for the
whole four hours he sat there. Leonard asked if she were trying to fatten him up, and she just
kissed the top of his head before returning to the counter.

By the tenth day, Leonard had all but given up. He sat down low in his seat, an empty mug of
coffee and a neglected paper back in front of him. He shuffled in his seat, deciding he might
as well go because apparently Jim wasn’t coming back, when he felt a hand touch his
shoulder.

He looked up to see Jim standing over him, snowflakes melting into his hair, his cheeks and
nose flushed a little from the cold. He gave Leonard a friendly smile, before signing “Mind if
I sit down?”

Leonard almost hugged him. Firstly for coming back, and secondly for learning sign
language. Because Leonard knew that he didn’t know it - Nyota had told him when Leonard
had blushed five shades darker than his usual skin tone and asked if she knew anything about
Jim. He nodded, kicking the chair out a little with his foot, trying to contain the grin that
threatened to present itself.

Jim took a seat and set his coffee down on the table. Leonard moved his things closer to him,
allowing him more room.

“I’m Jim,” He signed, after taking a sip from the cup.

“I know.” Leonard replied, allowing him a small smile. “I’m Leonard.”

“I know.” Jim returned.

The grinned at each other, and Jim gave a small laugh. Leonard looked down at the table,
biting his bottom lip a little.

He looked up at Jim, pausing before raising his hands to say, “I didn’t know you knew sign
language.”



“I didn’t.” Jim answered, after what felt like an age of deliberating whether or not to tell him.
“I just finished learning. Nyota helped some, but I pretty much taught myself.”

“You taught yourself sign language? In ten days?” Leonard raised his eyebrows.

Jim smirked a little. “How did you know it was ten days?”

Leo’s cheeks flushed a beetroot red. He dropped his gaze to the table. He was still staring at
the wood when he felt a hand on his, fingertips gently brushing the back of his hand. He
looked up, and Jim was looking at him intently. He opened his mouth as if to speak, before he
corrected himself. He gave Leonard’s hands a squeeze and signed, “I wanted to talk to you,
so I learned.”

“I can read lips.” Leonard shrugged. He didn’t mention how much harder it was than signing,
though. Nor did he mention how glad he was that Jim had learned to sign. Or how ecstatic he
was that Jim actually wanted to talk to him.

Jim paused, as if not knowing what to say to that. He gave a soft smile. “I like this way
better.”

Leonard wanted to tell him how much he liked this way too. But he was very conscious of
how red his cheeks were, and that was what was holding him back.

He looked up at Jim, and they held each other’s gaze for a long time. It didn’t feel weird,
either, or strange, or too fast. Leonard had spent a lot of time looking at Jim’s eyes across a
crowded café. It was nice to finally see them up close.

“Would you like to go for drinks tonight?” Jim signed, after a little while.

Leonard blinked once, twice, and then a third time. He hadn’t been expecting that. He hadn’t
been expecting Jim to ask him out, as much as he wanted him too. And damn did he want
him to.

He gave a small smile, and reached his hand across the table, lacing his fingers with Jim.
“Yes.” He said, voice as clear as he could possibly make it.

It was worth it to see the smile on Jim’s face.



silence is a true friend

Chapter Summary

Jim was very good at sneaking up on him.

Chapter Notes

A few people asked for another part of this, and with the recent story I saw on the news,
I thought I'd give it a try!

See the end of the chapter for more notes

Jim was very good at sneaking up on him.

Leonard stood making their breakfast at the bench, frying the bacon, laying the bread out for
sandwiches. He liked cooking. Cooking was one of those activities that he could do without
needing to read lips or watch someone’s hand movements. With cooking, he could follow the
recipe and end up with a good result, and it took about as much effort as breathing.

Bacon sandwiches weren’t even a problem. He could fry bacon. He’d learned, through a
heightened sense of smell, to tell when the bacon was just perfect. He could have their
breakfast made in no time.

His original plan was for him to surprise Jim with breakfast in bed. What actually happened
was something of the reverse.

Leonard flinched at first when Jim wrapped his arms around him from behind, before
immediately settling into his embrace. Jim knew that Leonard would always flinch if and
when Jim grabbed him from behind; he couldn’t hear him coming, after all. But Jim also
knew that Leonard would always relax into him as soon as he recognised his familiar warmth
and scent.

Leonard was getting used to talking for Jim’s benefit. When he set one hand over Jim’s, he
said, “Morning.”

Simple maybe, but he knew Jim appreciated it. He got a soft kiss to the crook of his neck in
return, causing him to smile.

He took the bacon off the heat, Jim’s hands still pressed to his stomach. Leonard felt the
vibration of his stomach rumbling, and knew Jim had felt it too when he recognised the short,
fast breaths of a chuckle against his skin.



They sat at the small kitchen table, in silence for a moment. Jim scrolled on his phone for
something, and then turned the screen towards Leonard.

He scanned it quickly, immediately frowning.

“Deaf woman's emotional reaction to hearing sound reinforces the triumph of cochlear
implants” the headline read.

Leonard looked up at Jim, his lips turned downward in a frown.

She was deaf from birth.  Jim signed, his breakfast forgotten. Like you.

Wouldn’t work. Leonard signed back. And I wouldn’t be eligible.

Not for the bilateral. Jim answered, but he had trouble with the last word. He spelled it out,
waiting for a nod from Leonard to make sure he had understood before he continued. But for
the regular procedure you would.

Leonard knew he wouldn’t. Why would his father spend fifty years of his life looking for a
cure if Leonard could be near-enough fixed with one procedure?

I’m not doing it.

Leonard watched his face drop, and his chest deflate in a sigh, and then suddenly he was
angry. He knew that this couldn’t be easy for Jim- living with a deaf boyfriend. There were so
many things he couldn’t do now. How silent must their apartment have been to Jim? They
had the TV, sure, but it was hardly the same as a conversation. And sometimes Leonard
would ask him to just speak so he could practise speaking back, he knew it wasn’t the same.
His replies were always delayed, stunted. It wasn’t as spontaneous as the average
conversation.

But still- Jim had spent ten days learning sign language so that he could talk to Leonard. Why
did he bother if he what he really wanted was Leonard to be able to get over his disability?

I just thought it’d make our lives better. Jim signed, a little more slowly than before.

Leonard scowled. “Whether or not I can hear shouldn’t have any effect on our lives. You
signed up for this, remember?”

He said it out loud without even thinking; he couldn’t hear his words, but he could tell the
impact they’d had by Jim’s expression. Leonard didn’t have time to stop though. He was still
angry. He turned on his heel and headed for the bedroom. He wasn’t going to go anywhere
else. The only other place he could go was Enterprise, and Jim would find him there so
easily.

He went instead to their bedroom, slamming the door behind him. It made no difference to
him, but he knew Jim would hear it.

Maybe that made it worse.



He sat on the window ledge, watching the people and the cars go by beneath them. When Jim
had first moved in, he’d had trouble sleeping. The apartment was right next to a main road, so
it’d been cheap but noisy, but of course Leonard hadn’t even thought about that when he’d
moved in. But as he’d held an unimaginably restless Jim for that first week or so, he’d
wished he had of. Although, it didn’t take Jim long to figure out that by burying his head in
Leonard’s neck, he could block out a lot of the noise.

He wouldn’t have heard the door open even if he hadn’t been deaf. Jim crept in so quietly it
would have surprised anyone, let alone the deaf kid. Leonard jumped when Jim touched him,
but he didn’t turn to look at him, and he didn’t relax. Jim paused, before sitting on the other
edge of the window ledge.

I’m sorry. He signed. Leonard pretended that he hadn’t saw. I didn’t show you it because I
want you to change. I love you just the way you are. I thought you might want to see it.

Leonard gave him a glance before he looked away; he had caught all of that of course, but he
wasn’t going to say anything.

Jim reached across, his face close to Leonard’s. He took his hand, and gave it a gentle
squeeze.

“I love you.” he said, but he didn’t say it. Leonard could tell by the lack of breath hitting
against his face. Jim had mouthed the words.

He wondered how often Jim had done that before, when they’d been sat further away from
each other. He wondered just how accustomed to the silence Jim really was.

He paused, before he crumbled. “I love you too.” He said aloud, taking great comfort in the
grin that stretched across Jim’s face.

He leaned forward to kiss him, and Leonard forgot about the mouthing thing. He’d have to
ask Jim about it later. For now he was lost in Jim’s hands as they held him, the soft warmth of
skin on skin, and the sweet taste of his lips as they kissed.

Chapter End Notes

Basically I have no new inspiration for fics, especially not with my exams just six weeks
away, so I was wondering if there were any fics in particular that people wanted me to
revisit? If not I might just pick some at random, but I'd love a few suggestions!



End Notes

I apologise for any typos. Honestly, just let me know if they're in there.

And as usual, I'm always up for more prompts and things!

Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://archiveofourown.org/works/930635/comments/new
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