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Prologue
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Are people interested in other people’s lives? Do they wonder how some people get to be president or prime minister and others become murderers? I’m betting that most people do wonder. Is morality ambiguous or is it clearly laid out and an easy path to follow?

Like...whatever happened to the girl who thought her name was ‘Honey’ because that’s what her parents always called her. I only knew her as Honey. Honey this, Honey that... she was always wanting to show me her privates. Dumbfounded, at six years old, I said, “How do you pee with that. There’s nothing there.”

“Well”, she said, “Let me see yours. Mine’s probably better.” So. I showed her mine and she said “How do you get one of those dangly things. I never got one.” “I don’t know,” I replied. “Ask your mom.”

Or...whatever happened to Raymond? Raymond did not have any brothers or sisters and was lonely. So...he showed up at our window every day looking for someone to play with. Mom, generally a very patient person, was not  patient with Raymond. “Will someone please go and tell Raymond to go home?” Mom demands. “It’s just Raymond,” we would say, “he just wants to walk to school with us.”

“OK, but please tell him to stop peering into our front window. It’s creepy.”

Then there was Linda. I think. I can’t remember for sure. She hated my eyeglasses. She was always grabbing them off my face. “They don’t belong there, stupid.” Sometimes, she wouldn’t give them back and Mom would have to retrieve them at Linda’s house.

In one “Selected”story, we follow how one young man becomes a drug dealer while trying to obtain his university degree. In another, we follow the progress of a retired police detective with a serious sleep disorder. In this story, “Nos Compos Mentis”, the narrator confronts the possibility of his own fractured culpability. Many of the characters in these stories hover between self-awareness and denial-trapped in the gap between knowledge and perception.

“There’s a gap between what I remember and what I know. I live in that gap.”

— Nos Compos Mentis

Welcome to the spaces in between.

––––––––
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— R.T.

NOS COMPOS MENTIS
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CHAPTER 1



[image: ]


Sleep Disorder

Millwater Sleep Clinic, Millwater City

––––––––
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WHEN MEMORY FALTERS, the story takes over.

––––––––
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John McRory sat in the waiting room, his foot tapping nervously against the linoleum floor.

This sleep clinic was situated in  the city's industrial district. A number of plants and warehouses lined the same street, and the rumble of machines and trucks echoed up and down the lanes. Despite the bustling environment, the clinic offered a stark contrast with its calm and quiet ambiance. Patients and staff seemed unfazed by the noise outside, focusing instead on the care and services provided within. The juxtaposition of the hectic industrial surroundings and the serene interior of the clinic highlighted its role as a haven of health and healing amidst the clamor and bustle of the city's industrial life.

There had been little to no effort to make the clinic feel home-like, although there was a lounge where patients could relax and wind down before being wired up to the monitors that would check their vitals while they slept.

There were about ten patients being monitored on the night John McRory had his polysomnograph. John was a reluctant patient and had to be convinced by his wife, Janice, to register, as she was tired of his constant thrashing about during the night.

In fact, they had been sleeping separately for the last few months because she had become concerned for her safety. His safety was also a concern because he had fallen asleep while driving on one of their trips to their cottage in Muskoka. He, of course, denied that he'd nodded off, saying that he had missed a curve, which was what led him into the median of the highway.

Despite his protestations, neither his neurologist nor Janice was convinced that he had driven into the median because he missed a curve in the road. Hence, the neurologist made a referral to the sleep clinic within weeks of his mishap on the highway. Actually, the neurologist had indicated that she had some patients for whom she had to arrange a medical assessment by the Department of Transport. Under the threat of a driving medical assessment, John reluctantly agreed to attend the sleep clinic the following week.

When he arrived at the clinic, he was assigned a room that, with its linoleum floors and dirty yellow walls, reminded him of a sterile hospital room or prison cell. He threw his bag on the bed and found his way to the lounge area. He wondered how he could even fall asleep for a nap in such a cold environment. His bedroom at home offered a much more comfortable environment for sleeping. As it turned out, he did fall asleep; despite the beeps of the monitor and occasional disturbances by the technician, he slept until 6 AM, when all patients were to shower and be ready to leave within the hour. Janice was picking him up at 7 AM.

By the time she arrived, he was pacing the hallways of the clinic. His first words to Janice upon jumping in the car were, "Hi, honey. Get me out of here." As they drove away, John couldn't shake the feeling of unease that had settled in him since the test. The drive felt longer than usual, each mile dragging into the next.
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