Shades of Insanity





     Hide-and-seek. That was what I was playing. Hide-and-seek with a friend. Or, I think it was a friend. This friend was sometimes not a friend. And other times too friendly. But their name was Insanity, and they were hiding under my bed. 


     He (Insanity) wasn't a very good hider—I could hear his tail knocking down some of the trinkets down there. Clank clank. If there were trinkets down there, I mean. Ha ha. Clank clank. Come out now, Insanity. I hear you quite clearly. Clank clank.


     Insanity used to be small, before. When I was a child, he used to be bees. He'd buzz up to me while I was walking home from school and working in class, buzzing so loud I could barely hear what the other kids were saying. Or my own thoughts. Bzzz bzzz. The buzzing was persistent. Bzzzzz. I heard it more than pop music on the radio. Bzzz bzzz. It was the new backdrop to my life. 


     While I ruminated over the past, Insanity peered out from under my bed, eyes gleaming. Eyes wide and curious, staring into every nook and cranny and crease in my room. His extended eyes kissed the walls, leaving marks that no one could see. Then he slithered up to my bed and under my covers. After a moment's hesitation, a tongue crept up to my feet and licked it.


     And then he matured. No longer was he a group of inferior insects—now he was a pool. A pool of water, the nicest blue. I liked swimming in that pool. It was just the right temperature. The water splashed over my body, and left me feeling cool. It was a pool I had swam in many times. The pool was familiar. It was a friend.


     But then my friends and family would grab my head and dunk me into the water.


     It was a little too cold, then.


    A laugh bubbled up inside of me. It was always that same laugh that tried breaking free in all the wrong moments. Like while my head was submerged, my mouth cracked open and I gurgled a laugh. But one shouldn't laugh underwater. That was bad. The water was mean, it killed you. But it seemed like a friend, too. Was it a friend? Bzzz.


    Insanity yelped, I lurched. He jumped onto me, his nose an inch away from my own, the blanket draping over us like shawl. Another attempt at making me laugh. Or startle me. They're basically the same things. They're basically more buzzes that I have to ignore.


     But Insanity was a being of action. One wasn't satisfied by small, meager tricks. One was satisfied by acts of great bravery that left people slack-jawed and dumbfounded. He jumped onto my wall, clinging to the pictures of me with an iron grip. His tail trailed behind it like a rainbow made out of cloth. Or was it clay. No, it was cloth. Red. Blue. Green. Red. Blue. Green. The colours of the rainbow slithered down my bed. It also slithered down my throat once. I can't tell you about that, though. I forgot.


     The door creaked open a crack. Light spilled out onto the floor. It stained my carpet.


     One of my baby dolls wanted to play hide-and-seek, too. It crawled across the floor boards. Its oversized clothes made it trip many times. It couldn't climb up on the bed. That didn't stop it from looking up at me with dull eyes; one of them was beginning to fade. 


     “Hey hey slut, let me up.” I said nothing. “Slut take me up. I wanna play. Slut. Hey, take care of me. Guess who died? Hey!”


    “Guess who died, guess who died!” Insanity repeated. He crawled down from its perch, scooping up the baby and placing it next to me in bed. Immediately it grabbed my hand and played with my fingers. My thumb got a hard yank before I shook its hand away. My other hand found its way to its head, stroking it. Smooth cold plastic. Colder than ice cold water, and snow, and that numbness that seeps through your body when you attend the funeral of someone you know. Or when your friends and family dunk your head underwater.


     Insanity pulled the baby out of my grasp. He wanted to play more. I tried reaching out—he really was being a pain now—but he danced out of my reach, the baby cradled in his arms.


     The door opening widened.


     A bird stood there. My room was now a nest. A nest of birds! Big birds, small birds, baby birds, too. They were all going to follow this bird. The queen bird. Was she the queen bird? Why indeed she was.


     Now that I think about it, maybe it was a vulture. Vultures weren't very queen-ly. No, she. It was a she. Wow, a she! What a lovely she. 


     She stained the carpet more than the light did, with her shadow spilling into the light. She moved towards me slowly, deliberately, her wings hugging her body like a cloak. Small eyes glittered from a haggard face.


     The bird changed halfway across the room. She became vaguely like my mother, her long hair tied in a loose bun. A coat clung to her thin frame—she was going to go outside. I think. And she seemed, for a second, to be worried. My heart constricted in my chest. I opened my mouth to say something, but I didn't know what I said.


    She opened her mouth too. She said some other things. Bzzzz. I couldn't understand her.


     Insanity crept up behind her. He grabbed her shoulders with scaled hands, but she didn't seem to notice. My mouth nearly uttered a scream of delight. Grab her! I thought. This could be a fun little game--Grab-The-Mom! Hide-and-seek got boring, anyways. Hey Mom, try looking behind you!


    “What's gotten into you?” Her voice sounded sluggish. Could voices sound sluggish? Oh yeah, they could. And hers did. 


     Insanity didn't like Mom. So he stopped playing the new game, and started playing the old one. He hid, and he hid by seeping into my walls. That wasn't fair. I couldn't seep into the walls. I couldn't dance in the shadows like he did. 


     The baby fell. It fell and then ended up on a shelf. It was dead. Dead! A final “Guess who died!” followed. A laugh. You did, silly.


     She reached her hand out. That same hand dunked my head underwater. The pressure on my head increased. The laugh gurgled out. Red blue green red blue green. “Red blue green.” Where did that come from?


     Everything hurt. I was suddenly alone.


     When I resurfaced, I looked at my mother, who was still confused. I understood her. She told me I was being lazy. I was to wake up. What was I doing? Everything got fuzzy around the edges again. I'm sorry.


     My head dunked underwater.


     I didn't mean to, but I screamed.


     1173 words.
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