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    To My Friend Nick. Rest well old friend.
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Into The Madness
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Itch In The Mind

Anything that has a beginning and end is an illusion. 

By

Donald Harry Roberts

A Rather Lengthy Preamble

What you are about to read is a collection of excerpts of a chimerical version of my life. A madness that  pursed my sanity from the first moment I realized my sentience and the dreamscape that comes with it.

A chain only exists because of its links and each link in the chain has a purpose. This exploration of madness is akin to a chain, its parts, and pieces all linking together to form a tale, however insanely it does so. 

That Which Causes an Itch can not always be scratched satisfactorily and may shift from place to place, from dark to light and depth of realism and surrealism.
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The Deposition

Deposition: A written testimony taken under oath.

A Deposition Of Fact And Truth
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Not all things make sense though they are integrally attached to the theme and plot of the entire body of this work.

I have long come to the conclusion that there is no one in this living, corporeal world that understands me, at least no one I am acquainted with, with the exception of my best friend. Thus I am and always have been, alone among the crowds. 

I have also always believed I do not belong here. Because of my belief that I should have spent a very short time in this version of existence I should have passed back into the spirit world when I was five weeks of age, having accomplished what my spirit came here to experience.

However, I had not counted on the random factor and thus, through tangibility of flesh and blood by means of technology, my living body was ‘saved’ from expiration, no one being aware that they were intervening/interfering upon my own plans, my spiritual plans.

So I was kidnapped into the flesh and blood world by knife and tube via the skilled hands of a surgeon. But that surgeon was unable to keep my spirit from disassociating itself from single minded consciousness of humanity. Thus my mind has been divided into many realities, the conscious, the subconscious, superconscious, quantum conscious and omni-conscious.

I have managed throughout my conscious life to function in a random fashion never settling until I was too physically old to be random. But by then there were those who believed I had grown mentally old as well, given that I do spend a great deal of time still exploring the reality of my other consciousnesses.

What you are about to read is my deposition to defend myself against those wishing to incarcerate me in an institution for the addle minded, the senile or alzheimeric.
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Warning
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I looked in the junk drawer of saved alter-realities, themes, plots and scattered orphaned debris discovering the body of a deposition I have been summoned to produce in defense of my freedom. However if you are prone to understanding only linear, and organized reading and thought, but not the junk drawer collection compiled into bits, pieces, and parts, even though it all gets sorted out in the end, but can’t follow the twisted road of madness, you may want to go off elsewhere and read something predictable. Be my guest.

If you can wrap your mind around the contents of the junk drawer and are willing to delve bravely into the insane then I suggest you take the journey through the pages of Into The Madness. It will leave you...well...

Be aware as well, this is not a brief undertaking.
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Dedicated To

The Mad Harlequin Of Second Avenue

Who Helped Me Understand Me

A Passage Of Elliptical Events
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Dare I reveal his name, even after these many decades gone by and him being likely, long in the grave, given that he was my age in 1990 that I am here in 2021. No. I dare not, save to appoint him the honorary identity of The Mad Harlequin Of Second Avenue, such place being in the town of Owen Sound.

It was he, in his madness who inspired the tale you are about to be exposed to and I must admit I have incorporated certain aspects of him and the mental state of schizophrenia into the weave. I have also included certain aspects of his conversations with the entities of his mind.

He truly resembled my version of a harlequin in his top hat and multi-coloured patch work tux coat and trousers. 

He walked about with a hand carved walking stick brought back from his lengthy adventure in India, Mumbai I seem to recall. 

He always went with a little dance in his step.

His madness was evident in his lengthy conversations with entities that were not there to us, but as clearly there in his own mind as the person sitting or standing next to you would be. He was most often in conversation while strolling alone, hither and tither on his way to nowhere except for some destination in his mind. 

I must say that when in conversation with me he was focused and attentive though we were seldom alone. His extra-curricular guest of course never interrupted or interjected but they were there, in the back of the mad Harlequin’s mind. 

It was on a cold night in late autumn that I saw him last, the night in the only state of rage I had ever seen him in. It was bitterly humourous and I wonder if I should not have intervene before it came to full bloom, yet, in the end I think the madness would have consumed him to a state of dire harm.

I came by chance to where he stood arguing viciously with a phone booth beating upon it with his walking stick and wailing out something about innocence and some devilish book that might ruin the world and beasts with black teeth.

I understood the innocent essay, but of the book and teeth I knew only that it would bring havoc to the world. It was a book he had spoken of but never described or even named.

The police came that night and took him away, I learned later, to the psychiatric ward of the local hospital. Though I tried to intervene he looked at me with one flash of lucidity and said, “Let them take me. I am broken.”

I never saw him again but he has never been far from my conscious mind and sometimes I can hear him whispering, “I was and I am Innocent.” Which he was. This referred to an incident long ago that cast him at last into the realm of madness.

Said the Mad Harlequin as he faded into oblivion, “Never assume you are who you are. Doing so will drive you beyond the madness into a place from which there is no return, but cling to the madness for it embraces all the facets of consciousness. 
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Preamblaric Absurdities
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I suspect I am utterly, irreversibly, and categorically insane yet wise enough to recognize it. This said, I am stable within myself and that is all that matters. Time is irrelevant. The rich dark matter of the coffee is.

Under the covers in the darkness of night, alone with the creatures of the shadows, when and where truths collide, realities conflict and the madness hovers in the mind like a cast of rich dark storm clouds reaching out beyond all horizons

This is a story about and of madness. And madness is an accepted state of mind  though  not acceptable in the practical reality.

Lexington Pratt.

*** 
[image: image]


WHAT IS REALITY AND truth but that which a majority of minds agree upon yet even then it is just a theory while another majority of minds believe in a separate creed of truths and realities and then yet another and another into infinity. 

Truth and Reality are colloquial. They are cultural, religion and geographically based. Seldom do they agree.

There is, most often, two sides to every story, but sometimes there are three  and four and more...a lot more.
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Said The Psychiatrist to the Parents
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I am confounded. There is nothing I can do. I suggest he may suffer from two individual but synchronized disorders, Paranoid Schizophrenia and Multiple Personality Disorder, or possibly, just a very over active imagination. The boy will grow out of it or he won’t.

The boy never did. His body became a vehicle for his imagination where he lived in those majority of hours throughout his life. But even in his body mind, the conscious world of accepted form, he lived the dreams of childhood simply to sustain the body in a state of existence necessary to relate the adventures he experienced in the uninhibited expanse of his imagination. Into The Madness

Read this deposition with Madness in Mind. 

Lexington Pratt
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A Pre-thought
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I am home now, safe, or as safe as I can be after what I can only suggest was an adventure worthy of the classics down the avenues of time. From the security and comfort of my writing place I put down the events of the aforementioned, the order of which is compromised by the radical progress of madness.

As you peruse through this Treatise and find you are becoming confused simply remind yourself that it is about madness and madness can and will  rear its existence in a state of confusion. Just keep reading. I promise it will resolve itself like the enigma encompassing a Gordian Knot.

Lexington Pratt

Thus ends the preamble

And here it begins...Into The Madness. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Gerald Muldock’s Terrifying Adventure

1

Gerald
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It had been a half dozen years since last I saw my friend Gerald Muldock. I was much disturbed when I received a letter from the Midoaks Sanitorium that Gerald had requested a visit from his oldest and dearest friend Lexington Pratt. Such being myself.

Midoaks was one of those nearly forgotten private hospices whose inmates were recovering from some mental, wretched malady that did not require police or other official attention. Most of the inmates had admitted themselves or had agreed to be admitted by family. I learned, upon my visit, Gerald had wandered in late one night in a frightful state of mental agitation, gaunt as a cadaver and unable to speak above the application of hisses, babbles, and whines. It took six months before he was able to articulate sufficiently to request my presence.

When I arrived and was escorted to his room he offered me a smile that startled me. I could never have imagined a human’s teeth to be the colour of coal enclosed by lips as pale as salt and lined vertically with deep cracks that look like they should have been bleeding.

He said, “My dearest Lexington. Thank you for coming. You must listen to me and believe me or there will be no stopping the menace I have encountered and failed to defeat.” 

Aside from his teeth and lips, in describing Gerald Muldock, I would have to defer to your imagination and offer a suggestion. Imagine if you will a caricature of a mortician decked out in a black tux with tails and a top hat. The top hat removed would reveal a head of hair the colour of fire and splayed out like someone who had just received a cartoon version of an electric shock. His eyes were filmed, like the dead. I could hardly believe there was actually life inside him. I exaggerate not.

Of his character certain words fit perfectly. Words like, nervous, suspicious, wary, defensive, all of which adds up to aggressive in a confrontation sometimes over even trivial matters in which he feels he is being subordinated, according to the attending psychiatrist.

But he wasn’t always like that which I have just revealed. Once he was the most vibrant, courageous, and daring adventurer I had ever met.

The attendant who had escorted me to Gerald’s room stared at him in amazement. “He has not spoken like this since he arrived. Not even under the best stimulants.”

I shrugged my shoulders, arresting an explosion of responses to the attendants revelation deciding it would serve no purpose. I found a chair and sat before my friend who was  wrapped in a wool blanket and shivering.

Said I in the most inviting best and caring friend’s voice, “My friend. What ever have you gotten into?!”

“Something vaguely resembling a smile stretched Gerald’s lips so that the cracks in them opened even wider. He said, “Something terrible. More horrible than your worst nightmare and as real as the air we breath and the sun we see, and...” He stopped and shivered then added, “and the death we all meet. Some before what we think is our time, and some who find it, but refuse to accept it.”

“I expect I will not understand any of this without a full explanation Gerald, though your condition suggest something horrendous has infected you.” I replied.

“I will tell you the whole story, but after I have finished you must promise me you will help me. I must go back and put an end to this thing or the whole wide world will suffer.”

I asked, remembering our last visit, “Does this have anything to do with that book of yours, you wrote me about? The one you claimed could save the world from itself.”

“It has everything to do with it and I still believe it can save the world, but I did not realize that it would also open a portal into a place I can only describe as hell. Only, I think, much worse.”

“You were going off to someplace in Africa.” I said.

“That was my first thought when I began researching the book, but after, I discovered my destination was much further to the north and east and but a speck on the global map, with barely a mark to displace it. It is called Taraza Village, though it was more of a hamlet lost deep in the Transylvanian Alps.”

I interrupted. “Good lord man. You don’t mean you are about to tell me you have found a nest of vampires.” I nearly laughed.

“Vampires, shmampires. There is no such thing.” Gerald responded angrily and I think if he could have he would have wagged a fist in my face. But he calmed as quickly as he flared, whimpered an apology of sorts, and said, “What I found is far more evil than any vampire could be if there were such creatures.”

“Very well.” I apologize. “I will not make another stupid outburst. I will listen, but please, leave nothing out.” I said.

For a long time Gerald sat there, staring into oblivion. I thought he might have fallen asleep with his filmy eyes wide open, but then the oddest thing happened. His eyes cleared and became the most delightful emerald, green I remembered. Then his lips healed before my eyes and when he spoke again his voice was his own. He said, frankly. “I am possessed Lexington but you have given me the fortitude to fight off the demon.”

I nodded unable to doubt my own eyes. I said, “Tell me everything.”

Gerald said? “You will recall I discovered that book in the bowels of the museum at which I had been installed as the temporary Curator, when I was exploring for new artifacts to put on display. And you will remember me telling you that it predated any tome man has devised. How it survived these thousands of year is told in the gist of my adventure. It is old but new after a fashion...or should I say renewed periodically.”

“Yes I remember. We devoured three bottles of expensive wine celebrating your discovery.” I put in. “That was the last time I saw you until now, six years later.”
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2

Gerald’s Journey Stage 1
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Gerald Began his narration with, “I should start at the very beginning, which is the day I was rooting about the museum storage rooms in the cellar. I knew there were artifacts that the curator had intended for display but a malady took him away and I was acting in his stead. It never occurred to me at the time that he would never return and that I would have been installed permanently in his place. But in retrospect I never expected the discovery of that book to lead me off on what turned out to be a horrifying adventure that nearly brought death to my doorstep. Or take me away for nearly six years.”

“You were on this adventure the whole time?!” I demanded.

“Except for that which I have spent here recuperating and fighting off the demon that has lodged itself in my...soul...or spirit, what ever you want to call it.” Gerald replied then shrugged his shoulders and went on.

He said insistently, “I will continue now but please try not to interrupt. I will respond promptly to any enquiries when I am done.”

He glanced at me, smiled warmly, and set off on the most amazing dissertation concerning adventures and hellish things that I have ever heard or ever will hear again.

“The book was not openly visible and I would have missed it completely except for my clumsiness. I was moving a box and did not notice a cord on the floor which I tripped over and fell into another pile of boxes filled with bric-a-brac. In doing so I also knocked over a wooden container which sprang open and out fell a small chest like affair onto the floor. 

I could hardly believe my eyes. But my eyes did not deceive me. The chest was made of gold, very pure gold I might add.

It was about six inches deep, with a landscape rectangular shape and measured in at sixteen by twelve inches. It stood on four ornate legs. 

It had fallen upside down and I spied a key fitted into a slot in the bottom panel.

Quickly, rather excitedly actually I snatched the key out of the slot and opened the box. Inside was the book, leathern bound embossed with gold which I assumed was the title of the book, but I did not recognized the writing. 

I should have at that point served it to an authority for examination but even in those earliest minutes something was working on my mind, though I thought at the time it was my own desire to be the founder of some profound work and I suppose that was true in someway and the vehicle for my possession. 

I took the book home, case and all and took a picture of the cover, then secreted the thing away for safe keeping until I determined what language I was confronted with. Thank god for computers otherwise it might have taken months or years to sort it out but it took me but three days to discover the language was Tamil, suggested to be among the oldest languages in the world. The script that I discovered dated back to the third millennium BCE.

I choked upon discovering its identity. The title read Iṟantavarkaḷiṉ Puttalam, The Book Of The Dead.”

I couldn’t help myself. I stopped Gerald with a sharp, “Wait. Wait just a minute. Even I know The Book Of the Dead is Egyptian.”

“Indeed there is such a book, but it is not the only one. If my research is correct there are several and, well, they are not earthly, as we imagine earthly to be.” Gerald snapped angrily and would not speak again for some time. Not in fact until I apologized for interrupting again and promised I would not commit another infraction. During those few minutes, his face began to revert to its deathly aura. 

I apologized and things got set aright and Gerald continued.

“This Book of The Dead was nothing like the Egyptian version and as I discovered had nothing to do with the Tamil. The author had simply chosen that language. The author by the way refers to the plural. Though it was all written in the same language the hand writing varied as did the text itself.

With such excitement I raced about preparing to go exploring for I believed at first that my journey would settle me in Sri Lanka. You did not see me after our wine party but I was nearly maniacal in my enthusiasm and was pricked with annoyance when I had to wait for anything. It was fortunate that I already had a passport or I would have gone stark raving mad before I even left my apartment. I was anxious even as I boarded the plane and wished every mile of the way the pilot would go faster. I did not realize I was being reeled in by the nature, the evil nature of the book and I will tell you now, the moment I showed this book to an authority on the matter I was run off, but not until I was told that the book had actually originated in a village called Taraza, high in the Transylvanian Alps. My mentor on the subject offered me a brief tale of a great migration north. I looked into that and, well, lets just say the Tzigane are rooted in India and those parts. I believe that great migration may have even been inspired by the book.

Frustration took hold of me and I cursed my mentor which was the actual reason I was banished and forthwith escorted, luggage book and all to the next boat leaving the island.

The Captain of the boat was not informed of my infraction or I think I would have been tossed over board long before they dumped me on the beach near Dhanush Kodi Beach Road. They gave me some bread and a leather of
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