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Descent into Madness


               
A Tryst with Lunacy by C. A. Stommel

 

 

 

 

INTRODUCTION

This book is a collection of stories meant to make you shudder
or gasp or think or all three.  Each has a slightly different
“flavor”, but every one of them is what you could call mad or crazy
or insane.  Many of them also seem like they refer to one
thing when in actuality they refer to another and when you discover
that particular piece of the puzzle it makes “A Descent into
Madness” seem almost normal.  So come along on this little
ride I’ve created.  Grab a cup of coffee or a mug of hot
tea…and be sure to bring along some breadcrumbs because you’ll
definitely want to be able to find your way back after we’re
finished.  Unless you feel more comfortable here—then, by all
means, join our modest club.  I’m sure I’ve got another tin
foil hat somewhere.

 

 

 

 

“Eyes”

The woman I love is so beautiful.  Her hair falls so
gracefully down her back, it falls almost to her waist.  Her
eyes are so wonderful, so deep, so piercing—almost a window into my
soul.  I’m not sure if she loves, but I know that I love
her.  I have loved her from the very first time I saw her
walking down the street.  I loved the way she said, “Hello”
the next time I saw her walking down the street.  You see,
after that first meeting we had I never missed a morning when I
knew I could see my love.  She’d be on her way to work and I’d
just be waiting…waiting for her.  I loved her more each and
every time I saw her.  Eventually we introduced
ourselves.  After that she’d say “Good morning Harold” when
she saw me and I’d say “Good morning to you too” and I’d be on my
way, muttering under my breath, “I love you with all of the blood
in my heart.”

I love that woman.  I love her piercing eyes, her silky
hair.  I love her slender wrists and I loved the way her
breasts rose and fell with each breath.  I even loved the
sound her neck made when I broke it and I loved the way her body
slumped against me afterwards.  I love looking at her
now.  It’s been almost twenty years and we haven’t had a day
apart.  There was a time when she began to rot and I still
loved her then, but the neighbors began to complain about the smell
coming from my house.  I’m not an unintelligent man; I’m just
a little crazy.  I knew the police would eventually come
around if I didn’t take care of the smell.  So I took a few
taxidermy classes.  I made her look even more beautiful than
before.  I can look into her eyes for hours now.  They
might be just glass, but the look so like my lover’s eyes used to,
so deep, so piercing…just like yours.  And your hair, it looks
so silky…may I touch it?

 

 

 

 

“Children”

My wife and I divorced not too long ago and everything seems to
have changed so much already.  Everything was wonderful for so
many years.  We were in love, we had great jobs, and even
bought a beautiful house with a little white picket fence out
front.  We were lovers and we were in love.  We had two
beautiful children, a boy and a girl.  Jeremiah was born first
and he grew like a weed.  He was fifteen when my wife divorced
me.  And there was sweet little Alexandria; she was only
eleven when my wife left.  Our whole lives seemed to go wrong
after that trip to Paris.

My wife came back from shopping one night and seemed a
completely different person.  I thought she was just angry
with me, but it turned out that she really was a completely
different person, an evil person.  I had heard stories about
evil twins before, doppelgangers the call them, but I never really
believed it.  At least, not until I looked into what I thought
were my wife’s eyes and saw only hate.  The love I had once
seen in my wife’s eyes had disappeared.  The love I had once
seen was not replaced by pure unadulterated hate.  This was
not the woman I had married and I doubted I would ever see my true
wife again.  That’s why I left—I took the children and
left.  But those children, I just couldn’t get over the way
they constantly watched me; with those curious looks and
questioning glances between each other.  I knew that thing
pretending to be their mother would come after them.  Turn
them into doppelgangers if they weren’t already. Then they’d come
after me. 

I came to this realization at about two in the morning lying in
bed and fearing for my life.  So I did what any sane and
rational person would have done in my situation.  I killed my
children.  I felt no pity in what I did—it needed to be
done.  I was saving the most precious of human lives…on my
own.  After all, self-preservation above all else is the
cardinal rule of life.

 

 

 

 

“My Sanity”

Sane?  I was sane once.  But now they keep within
these walls and it drives me crazy.  Crazy.  Crazy, I
tell you.  But it’s only a matter of time before they
learn.  Before they learn what they must already know. 
Oh yes, it’s only a matter of time.  In fact, I can see it
now.  Their fate is clear, oh so very clear. 

While I sit in this darkness, this terrible horrible; terribly
horrible darkness the future is laid out before me by some divine
spirit.  But it taunts me, calls out my name in the darkness;
appears and disappears, then reappears again.  I HATE
IT!  And yet…it lies out before me what others would not
know.  They would not know unless I told them.  But those
I try to tell shy away from me.  They do not listen. 
They think I’m insane, oh so insane, but I’m not.  It’s all
what he sets before you, what it tells you to do and see and
think.

The mind is evil—your mind, his mind, her mind, and all
minds…but mine.  I have no mind.  THEY took it from
me.  Not a very large piece, just the evil piece.  It’s
gone and now I can see everything so clearly, oh so clearly.

I sit here, inn this spot, every night with the lights turned
out.  No light, but the moon, shining in through the
bars.  I see no reason why they need bars on the windows
except maybe to keep the insane people out.  There are so many
crazy people out there—odd, crazy people who see unreal visions out
in the night.  Those people are crazy, but not I, no, not
I.  I am the only sane one.  THEY are the crazy
ones.  But I am protected from them.  That’s why those
bars are there and that’s why my room is soft.  The padding
will let me know if someone enters my room.  Yes, that
it!  It’s all for my own safety.  They protect me. 
They love me because I tell them the future, but if only, if only
they would listen to me. 

Monstrous creatures are out there, gathering—gathering
themselves.  They are preparing to storm the walls. 
HELP! I can see them.  They’re coming for me.  And then,
there’s a sound like clapping thunder and part of the wall opens;
just a small piece, right in the middle.  But it gapes open
ready to swallow me whole.

“No,” I yell, “I won’t go with you!  I won’t tell you
anything!”

And then, a shadowy figure steps into the room.

“Hector,” it calls, “Hector, it’s me.  I’ve come.”

“No,” I shout, “You won’t have my visions.  I’d rather die
first.”

And I throw myself at the figure, but I don’t judge the distance
well and land at its feet. 

“No, I won’t see visions for you!” I scream at the demon who
continues to call my name.

And I begin to claw at my face.  I feel the blood, warm
blood flowing down my face as the demonic figure reaches out for me
and shoves its protruding, stinging finger into my arm.

“No,” I wail as the darkness wraps around me, envelops me, and I
fall; a fall that seems to last an eternity.

And when I awake I see moonlight streaming through the window
and I feel myself drenched in sweat.  I throw the covers off
and climb out of bed.  Then softly pad into the next room, the
soft room.  I sit in the corner looking at the barred window
and being mumbling to myself:

Sane?  I was sane once…

 

 

 

 

“Genius”

I have a wonderful life.  My IQ is off the charts—I was
valedictorian at my high school and at every college I
attended.  I’m on the fast track.  Right now I’m working
for the government; can’t say much about that though—it’s
classified information.  I have my own secret lab that even
they don’t the exact location.  And I have a
beautiful wife too. 

My wife—oh, my wife—she’s so beautiful and she loves me with all
of her heart.  And she’s a vixen in the bedroom too. 
I’ve also got two strapping young lads and they’re twins at
that.  They’ll be off to Harvard in the fall.  Then
there’s my little girl.  Well, she’s not so little
anymore—just graduated valedictorian from her high school. 
She’s taking a year off, like her brothers did.  It will be
good for her to perhaps backpack across Europe or ski in the Swiss
Alps.  She’ll break some hearts during her trip though, I’m
sure of that. 

I’ll be having dinner with all of them tonight, but first I have
to finish up this last project.  There’s not much left to do;
only the final touches.  I’ve already written the directions
of where to pick up this experiment.  The information just
needs to be sent.  I’ll have to remember to do that before I
leave.

As I’m going through the routines of this last check I can’t
help but think this is all so familiar.  “Deja vou,” I think
to myself and let out a little chuckle.  It sounds hollow in
this big room and I glance towards my final work, one of my
greatest accomplishments.  It’s a Virtual Reality Machine (VR
for short).  The military wants to use it for training. 
It’s fully immersive and interactive; you wouldn’t even know you
were in the program unless you could pick out some telltale
signs.  I thought flashes through my mind: “Didn’t I test this
the other day?”  I wanted to make sure the safety features
were working correctly.  I figured if they didn’t work
properly the people picking up the experiment could bring me out
manually.  I left detailed instructions…on the table by the
door!  I never sent them!  What if I am still strapped
into this machine?  I could be wasting away…

Another thought flashes through my mind: “I’m not
married.”  I never found the time for it with all the work I
was doing.  I created one program for myself though to make it
for those things I never did—a program that was fully interactive,
completely immersive, one that never ends.  There’s a pain in
my stomach.  A hunger pain I realize as I look over at the
large pizza I finished not more than ten minutes ago.  My
mouth is so dry, but any water I drink won’t end this almost
unbearable thirst.

The dread begins to set in as I realize I’m dying.  But I
might as well make the best of this, I think to myself.  Home
to the children I don’t really have and the beautiful wife that
doesn’t really exist.  I’ll send the children out
tonight.  At least I had the genius to create a machine that
allows your body to feel what you’re going through while you’re
inside the program.  Wife the wife I have, I can die a happy
man.  She is, after all, a vixen in the bedroom.

 

 

 

 

“Crazy”

Mad?  You say I’m mad?  Oh, how very right you
are.  But then just mad am I?  Am I truly terribly
mad?  For there are degrees of madness you know.  A
person could be crazy, but still perfectly sane.  It’s all a
matter of the mind when time after time after time you’re going
crazy.  But why am I tell you this?  Ignorance can be
such bliss and if that were true then wisdom would only be for
fools.  No sense, no sense—I’m making no sense.  Perhaps
I need to clarify myself, make it easier for you to
understand?  Is that it?  Oh, my muse, where can you have
gone?  I must truly be crazy.  This is all so
insane.  But then insanity can be such a calming issue. 
Yes, it’s all beginning to come together now.  At least, to me
it is.

You believe I’m crazy which I know myself to be, but if I know
that I am crazy, am I truly mad?  Oh, there I go again. 
I’ve confused you as well as myself.  Time, I need time. 
If I had more time then I could explain this more thoroughly. 
But, He’s coming for me.  It is almost too late.  I can
see him in the mirror.  He is ready to pounce down upon
me.  I know he watches me with every tick of time, each second
his ever-sweeping eyes catch everything I do.  I him with such
amazing passion!

“Go back where you came from you filthy little beast!” I scream
with all my voice.

But He just sits there, those eyes eyeing me and that smug smile
painted on his face.  I hate him, silently counting the hours
until my doom.

 

 

 

 

“People”

Why do people give me such strange looks?  I’m not
crazy.  All I do is sit here, day after day and play with my
feces.  Occasionally I’ll throw it at someone.  It’s not
a crazy thing; it’s just funny.  But all I hear from them is
gibberish and laughter.  I despise that laughter.  They
laugh and throw food at me as I play with my feces.  It’s such
a calming feeling, running my hands through that warm stool. 
It’s a part of me, or rather, was a part of me.  Ad you all
think I’m crazy, your laughter, and your strange words.  I’m
not the tone that can’t understand; you are!  You are all
insane and no nothing of speech.  I am the sane one, the calm
one.  I am safe; here behind my barred window that some would
call a cell.  I call it home.  I’m not imprisoned; I’m
safe.  So let me be, allow me my soft, warm life.  Allow
me to do what I want within my home.  Let me relax in
peace!  Otherwise, you may find yourself strangely sick…

 

 

 

 

“Stalker”

I like to watch…no one in particular, but I like to watch. 
Right outside the window, just out in the shadows; where no one can
see me.  And I love it when he comes into your home.  You
two are so decisive in what you want.

Many women are startled at the sharp slam of the door, even
you.  Your soul must know my eyes are on you.  But when
you see him your heart stops beating so quickly and begins its more
rhythmic pulsing.  You know what’s coming and how exquisite it
is.  He’s been here once before, you me him the other night,
and he made your body feel like it wasn’t yours and you loved every
minute of it.  You gave yourself over to the pleasure he was
capable of making you feel.  But tonight, as he explores your
body and you give yourself to him gratefully, there’s something
more.  You see, my brother has a price for the pleasure he
gives.  And you can only pay with your life.  It seems
like a knife buried in the chest must be excruciating.  But I
wouldn’t know…

I only watch.

 

 

 

 

“Voices”

When will these voices end?  Sometimes they are yelling,
screaming, crying, softly whispering, but always going on and on
and on, never stopping, never resting.  Why won’t they get out
of my head?  They tell me to do all sorts of different
things…always contradicting.  I never know which to listen to,
which voice to follow, which are my own thoughts running around in
my head.  Should I go to the store or join the army or take
those classes or buy that gun that I ned up on the news doing
things I’d never really dreamed of doing, but those voices, oh so
many voices telling me to do an infinite number of things, all of
which I’d never think of myself, but the voices are in my
head so I must be thinking them, shouldn’t I?  Why won’t they
stop, give me some rest, some peace?  The only comfort I have
in these voices I wouldn’t really call comfort.  But the only
comfort is that all these voices keep my ears oh so warm with their
spongy orange suggestions especially on those cold winter nights as
I walk along the streets I’ve walked so many times before. 
Listening, trying not to listen to all the voices bouncing around
in my head.  I haven’t given in to what a single voice has
told me to do.  But tonight is different.  Tonight I stop
in front f that store, the one on a quiet side street right off of
Main.  I can see my reflection in the window as a scene plays
out in my head and I silently smile to myself.  I go inside
the store and pick up the package I purchased weeks ago. 
Perhaps if I listen to one voice it will make the rest of them
stop, it can silence all the others.  The bundle under my arms
feels solid, heavy and cold.  The people around me give me
curious looks as I hurry past them.  I try to give them a
reassuring smile and nod letting them know the voices in my head
will soon end, but they only shy away.  I try to make it the
perfect place, but I cannot wait any longer.  The voices are
too much for one person to take.  I yank the bundle out from
its paper bag and the people around me start to scream as I point
the gun at my target and pull the trigger.  Silence. 
Ah, sweet peace.

 

 

 

 

“Choices”

Too many choices, too many choices, and too many choices—I
always have to choose.  Why do I always have to choose? 
One after another jumps out at me from those dark shadowy
places.  Choosing, choosing, choosing—too many to chose
from.  Why must I do it?  I won’t do it anymore! 
But my mind begins to cry out begging me to continue with my
choosing.  “Perhaps you’re going crazy,” my mind says to me
and I find that notion ridiculous though I wonder if hearing your
mind speak to you is crazy.  It shouldn’t be.  After all,
you must hear your own thoughts.  And then the choosing begins
again.

I walk along between those shadowy places where no one can see
me, but all can see me.  “Chosen, chosen, chosen, done, done,
done,” I mutter to myself.  I’ve chosen some, but those are
all in the past.  It must be new choices today.  New,
new, new—I will not have any old choices today.  I come to the
end of the shadowy places and step out into the bright buzzing
lights, a sigh of relief about to escape my lips, but I scream out
frustration instead for I must still make a choice.  I startle
all those around me as I begin to rant and rave.  I am
wrestled to the floor repeating “Just one, just one, just
one.”  But I am denied any choices as I’m taken back through
the shadowy places, the adventures, the horrors, the romances and
tragedies all become comedy: laughing at me, this puny little
person who couldn’t make a choice.  And I’m thrust out into
the public, told I’m banned and the double doors shut with a soft
click, the guard standing just inside of them.  I look the to
the right, to the left, and scream in frustration once again.

 

 

 

 

“Watcher”

I’m a little crazy.  I admit it.  You have to be a
little crazy to enjoy what I enjoy.  The darkness just before
they switch on the light is so peaceful, so comforting.  I can
see perfectly from my quiet little paradise.  I watch as a new
traveler comes into the room.  She checks behind the shower
curtain first.  So many people have the same irrational fear
of a thing lurking just behind that curtain, especially
when on vacation, staying at some roadside motel.  I smile
because even I do that.  I hear the water turn on as she
begins the shower, her robe sliding softly against her legs. 
She walks over to the sink, to the irror, standing so closely I
could touch her—my mind telling me to reach out and caress her, my
heart telling me to wait.  I can hear as she picks up her
hairbrush and runs it through her hair; just a few times to get the
knots out before she steps into the warm water.  She turns and
drops her robe to the floor while stepping into the shower.  I
risk a more open glance in her direction as I reach out of my
hiding place and grab the hairbrush she left teetering so
precariously near the edge of the sink.  Then I retreat into
my comforting darkness holding the hair bush just inches from my
face, inhaling deeply of her essence.  I can smell the shampoo
she used so early this morning as I watched her ready herself for
her work.  She wondered where her brush had gone to
then.  I knew…I was still holding it as she had stepped,
dripping wet from the shower.  I was mesmerized by the sight
of her—the smell of her clean body so close to my face.  She
seemed confused as she looked for that brush, but could find it so
when she went into the bedroom I carefully replaced it.  She
seemed almost startled when she returned and saw the hair brush
resting in its proper place.  I could have been caught that
time so I must be more careful this time.  I replace the brush
while the water is still running, risking a peek at the curvy
silhouette as I do so.  I must make sure I am not
caught.  I retreat into my hiding place.  There’s no need
to worry.  As long as I’m careful I’ll never be found. 
Almost everyone looks behind the shower curtain, but no one ever
thinks to look under the sink.
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Life Bared (2010)
A teddy bear describes moments in his life: From beginning to
end. While offering insight into a little girl growing up.
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