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Do you find this amusing?

Most of my fellow citizens don’t have a clue
that you exist. They wander about, drinking their coffee, doing
their jobs, living their daily lives, and call that reality. They
are totally unaware of you.

I wish I could say the same.

I spent the first few years of my life with
your voices in my head, telling me to do things, to perform acts
for no discernible reason. After you told me to burn Mary’s
dollhouse – I don’t know what you were thinking, but I was only
six, didn’t really have the concept down that other parts of her
room would catch fire, too - I held you responsible for that, and
told my parents about how you told me to do it, and they told the
counselor, and he talked about my over active imagination.

Then came Dr. Thompson; she was a lot like
you, but couldn’t get inside my head in the same way. She put me in
a room and watched me play in hour-long sessions, and filled out
reports, and declared that it would be better for everyone if
something were done to quiet the inner voices I thought I was
hearing so I could get on with living a ‘normal’ life.

Then came the pills; they made it harder to
hear you, and the therapists spent a lot of time convincing me that
the voices were nothing more than echoes of my own thoughts; I just
needed to control them, and if I ever started hearing you again, we
could always increase my dosage, or find a better drug to help me
ignore you. They had me convinced until tenth-grade, when I decided
I didn’t like walking around mind-numbed, and didn’t want to be an
accountant. I wanted to be in that play, and I couldn’t perform in
a haze, so I stopped taking the pills and things got a lot
clearer.

Funny – seems like other people have to take
drugs to act like someone else. I had to stop mine. I have to be
clear-headed to be someone I’m not, whether it’s characters on the
stage, or the character everyone else wants me to be. I couldn’t
pull it off with the pills; once they were gone I could, but I
could also hear you again.

That’s when I knew you weren’t just in my
head; you’re real. All of you. How else would I have known how to
act? I’d never lived those lives; those feelings weren’t mine.

How many other minds have you visited? How
many other eyes have you looked out of to be able to tell me how to
be? Who to be?

Mom and Dad were afraid of the change in my
career path, that I was losing touch with reality, and might get in
with the wrong people and the drugs that they took, but Dr
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