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Mind Tricks

Curtis had a problem.

He was still alive. 

Where do we go from here? 

That was the only thing he wondered as he laid on the floor of the parking garage, blood dripping from his ear, his right eye caved into his skull. He was sure both his legs were broken and possibly his left arm. He could still move his right arm which he used to try to crawl out of the puddle of blood that was slowly forming under him. 

He was sure it must have been enough height. Three stories of acceleration into concrete were more than enough to kill him, or should have been. But they weren't, and now he was splattered on the floor, and was going to die anyway, but in a much slower way. If he had wanted to die in a much slower and painful way, he might as well just stayed were he was before he jumped.

Where do we go from here? 

Curtis could hear the sirens getting close.  He hadn't heard anyone scream in terror for his action, yet he knew that there must have been a momentary period of numbness that didn't allow him to perceive the world around at its fullest. And so, he concluded, that he was about to be picked up by a first responder who would, completely unintentionally, make his life a million times worse, even as he laid half dead on the concrete. At least on the concrete he would have died, eventually. 

How would they lift him off the floor, he wondered. The most logical way he could think of would be with a giant spatula, so that they didn't have to lift any of his broken limbs individually and potentially make his life even more miserable. 

But Curtis passed out right before the ambulance arrived. Upon awakening, he found himself inside the vehicle, lying on  a stretcher. 

His right arm twitched as he tried to call for someone's attention. There was no way to know how much time had passed since he arrived at wherever he was staying, but he felt it had been hours. He couldn't move, but he could still feel everything, even more now in his paralysis, hyperaware of ever little hair on his arm, every particle of oxygen going in and out of his nose, all the fluids running through his veins and bubbling inside his stomach. He could feel the electricity running through the nerves of his right arm, and how they hit a bump right in the middle before the elbow, where the whole used to be and now there was only a horrible scar.

He turned his eyes to his other limbs to see they were immobilized with those strange planks they use at hospitals. His feet and left arm were purple, looking stages away from succumbing to gangrene. He couldn't feel them at all, not like the rest of his body, especially his right arm. His right arm, that usually felt like it was absent, now was the strongest connection his mind had with the rest of his body.

It wasn't until a nurse appeared in front of him that he realized he couldn't hear anything, except for his own breathing. The nurse's face was blurred, and he felt the vibrations of her voice around his body, but he couldn't hear what she was saying, nor answer to whatever it was she was asking, if anything. He felt a burning pinch in his right arm, and turned his eyes to see there was a needle in it. Soon enough, he started drifting away, doing everything he could to fight it, to resist falling asleep, because falling asleep was the very reason why he had jumped off that parking complex. He hadn't dreamt anything between his jump and then, but he was sure he would now, and he didn't want to. He couldn't. He had to resist.

He failed.

Curtis couldn't see.

Not like he was suddenly blind, but rather there was no light whatsoever where he was. Pitch black, everywhere he went. He felt how his eyes were still functional, yet there was nothing to illuminate his path. It was also very cold, and his right arm was twitching.

He squeezed his right arm. "Stop it," he called out loud, allowing him to feel the freezing air going through his throat. As his left fingers pushed into his right arm, his hyper awareness kicked in, feeling every single nerve ending being crushed under his skin, but unable to stop. His left hand was locked; he couldn't open it.

Curtis screamed, making the cold air burn his larynx and tongue in the process. His hand wouldn't budge, until it suddenly did, releasing his right arm and leaving it with a huge hole just below the elbow. His hyperawareness let him know that there were millions and millions of bacteria entering his open wound, like tiny animals eating away at his flesh and bone and drinking his dripping blood. He walked around, trying to mend his wound with his shirt, unable to see how it looked, but feeling the worst.

Then he stopped. He couldn't keep walking. His legs would not respond and he had to stand there, still trying to tend to hole in his right arm. Then, his left arm started going number and number, until he couldn't feel it anymore. As he ripped his shirt to cover his open wound, his left arm stopped responding. Cold air breezed through him, making the hole feel like it was freezing up, forming ice crystals around it, burning like fire. The freezing cold created the sensation that his skin was being punctured by millions of the thinnest needles in the known universe, each covering one of his pores and pushing in slowly, so thin they wouldn't even draw out blood, just suffocate each millimeter of dermis with the burning sensation that he couldn't fight.

He wanted to use his breath to unfreeze it. He raised his right arm to his mouth and blew out what he thought would be hot air, but it didn't work. There was no heat left in his body, and soon his torso also stopped responding, not due to numbness or pain but due to the cold. His torso froze slowly as he stood there, paralyzed, in the dark. His raised arm now unable to be lowered, frozen in place. The last thing to go was his neck, as Curtis transformed into a statue that could only move his eyes, which burned with the cold breeze that blew every once in a while in the dark room he was in.

Regular dreams don't last actual hours, but his do. He didn't wake up with a jolt or switched scenarios. He remained frozen where he was, with his limbs numb and the insides of his chest burning in contact with the ice, unable to move, for hours, feeling every single second of it. The hole in his arm, though frozen, was the only point in his skin where he could still feel.

Curtis opened his eyes.

He was not at the hospital anymore, though still on the stretcher. Or maybe still at the hospital, just not in the same room. The room he was in was clean and polished. He still couldn't move his neck, so he turned his eyes to see that his limbs were still immobilized, except for his right arm. His right arm palpitated, so fast, you could probably interpret Morse code from it. But Curtis never learned Morse code, partly because of fear that the palpitations actually meant something.

His vision was much better now. He knew this because he could identify the face of the nurse that came in through the door. She didn't smile, but didn't look hostile. She asked him how he was feeling, but he couldn't tell her the pain he was drowning in, nor did he have enough coordination in his eyes to blink on cue. Still, after all that time, he was unable to communicate. Chit-chat here and there, until two words flew into his ears and struck him hard in the brain: John George. He was at John George Psychiatric Hospital.

His immobilization now made a little bit more sense. It wasn't just that he had broken his limbs, but that they wanted to keep him from escaping. Sounds logical for them to intern him in a psychiatric hospital after trying to jump off a parking complex. He would've interned himself if he knew he thought just three floors of height would've been enough to kill him. Stupid.

As the nurse left him be for a few more hours, he drifted into thought. Where do we go from here, he wondered again. But also another, more pertinent question. How did we get here?

Curtis was eleven years old.

His parents had just made him move to Oakland for their work and Curtis was not having it. He made sure to let them know, through actions and words, that he was very unhappy with their decision, and that he would've rather stayed in Denver than to be dragged to the shithole that was Oakland, California. He thought he was doing a pretty excellent job.

His latest efforts had taken him to form a friendly relationship with a kid that lived two blocks from his house, Tommy. Tommy was two years older than Curtis, but spoke and acted as if he was much older, and had a group of friends that did likewise, to Curtis's amazement. Soon, Curtis was skipping school to hang out with these kids, learning to smoke cigarettes, betting on stray cat fights, and adding some very questionable words to his vocabulary.

Along with his new friends came a group of what Curtis liked to think of as new enemies. A group of similarly aged kids from the other side of the neighborhood, who wore no distinctive characteristics to differentiate them from Curtis's group; if you mixed all of them into one big group, they would look perfectly in match with one another. Curtis's group of six friends (including him) usually collided verbally with the other group of six friends, but apart from that, nothing ever happened between them. Their enmity's stakes were too low to let anything else happen.

Until one of the bigger kids in the other group pushed Tommy, making him trip and fall on the floor. That's when things escalated way too quickly for anybody's sake, and when Curtis's imagination started flourishing out of nowhere. Between yells and accusations and insults, there were words thrown to the air about the groups organizing a fistfight between their leaders, as to determine who had the right to call themselves the baddest. After arranging time and place, that's when Curtis's bright idea came forward, and where the answer to his future self's question begins.

Curtis drifted into sleep as he lay on the stretcher.

"Deep sleep" was a redundant term when talking about Curtis sleeping, as there was no other kind of sleep for him anymore. "Rest" was simply inaccurate, as there was no kind of rest whenever Curtis complied to the physiological need for sleep that his body asked of him every sixteen hours or so. He had tried to repress it, but eventually it became too hard, and soon enough just drifting into a momentary moment of slumber usually resulted in sliding headfirst into deeper stasis.

This time, Curtis was in an extremely bright room. He had to squint in order for the light not to burn his eyes off. It was like a stereotypical sanatorium room, straightjacket and everything. He struggled to release his body from the binds, but only his right arm was responding. He sat down on the floor in the corner of the room, as far from the door as he could, though he didn't know why he was so afraid of the door. His legs felt numb, but they were responding to
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