                      Too Many Days In One Lifetime

                         & Nothing Really at All


I was falling, plummeting into darkness. There was nothing to grab a hold of, there was nothing to land on and there was nothing to look up to. I was just falling into nothingness.  No one was even there to hear me if I had been screaming. I was not screaming. You only scream if your scared, or when you’re a child and you want something like a piece of candy.  I was not scared, nor  a little child.  Falling had never hurt anyone, it was always the landing that hurt people. But, as I had stated before, there was nothing to land on. I just kept on falling into the blackness.  Suddenly my eyes flashed open and my hands, as if they had minds of their own darted to my eyes and cleared the sleep  away from them.  I bent my body upward in the bed, and realized that I was sweating, and my palms were moist. I wiped some perspiration way from my forehead with a hand full of blanket. When my eyes finally adjusted to the chamber around me, I realized I had just experienced another one of those odd dreams my counselors had asked me about. I was  no idiot,  Mathius Kader is no idiot! That’s my name, Mathius Kader.  Most people call me Matt, or Kader.  As I was saying, I’m no idiot, I never tell my counselors the truth. You think I want be locked up in some crazy institution where they put you in those white jackets? I’ve heard those jackets are quite warm in the winter time, and they feed you good. I wouldn’t want to go there though. I always lie to my shrinks. They don’t like you to call them “shrinks”.  They give you those psychiatric evaluation forums to fill out, I never  put the right answer.  I remember when I took one just a few months ago. They asked me if I had ever thought about killing someone, and I put Never.  The choices had been All the time, Sometimes, or Never.   I guess if I had told the truth I would have put Sometimes.   I’m not some homicidal maniac, but people really annoy me sometimes and I just want hit them in their stupid head with a pick ax. I’d never do it though, I haven’t got the guts to do it. Besides they’d stick  me in one of those institutions.  I hear those jackets they put you in are pretty warm in the winter and they serve you good food, but I think I already told you that, didn’t I?  Oh well, it doesn’t matter, I’m  never going to one anyway. I couldn’t stand the thought of being in a cell without something to do. I have to have something to do, or just get bored. I can be really sadistic when I get bored. I don’t know why, guess I’m just a bit crazy. Not crazy enough to end up in of those damned cells though.  Those cinder  block cells. The white, creamy blocks. Those celings with the dull colors that remind you of dog puke. Those hard cots they make you sleep on, that are as horrible  to sleep on as the room looks.  The doors that only have a little peek hole with bars over it. They keep that peek hole closed unless one of the wardens wants to tease you.  The rooms that you just wish you could kill yourself to have something to do. Yet there is nothing to kill yourself with. No knives, no ropes, no broom stick. That’s how old Jeffery got it in the big house. Someone put a broken brooom stick in his back.  Poor guy, I mean he shouldn’ve been eating people in the first place.  That’s a different subject though. As I was saying, you couldn’t even hang yourself with the sheets on that horrible cot, cause there was nothing to tie it  to. Maybe you  could just grow your fingernails out really long and cut your wrist apart with them? 

Those rooms, they just give me the creeps. They don’t even have windows in them. I don’t like windows anyway.  I just realized that  one of those dark, wavy, blue curtains over  one of my windows was ajar. One of the sun’s stray strands of sunlight had escaped into the my room and scared the silent darkness away.  Sunlight was just too loud for me, it was too cheerful.  I don’t know why people liked it so much, it made me miserable. Everytime I go outside in the day, it makes my skin crawl. It gives me these horrid sun burns and blisters. I think I’m allergic to the sunlight. Old Vlad  became allergic to the sunlight after he spent a year in a dungeon.  He finally got released and was so accustomed to the dark that  he  developed an allergy to the sun.  I think maybe I’ve spent to much time in this dungeon of mine. I created this solitude chamber over the years. I don’t even know if the bulb in my celing light even works, I hardly ever turn it on.  The light hurts my eyes and I don’t like have to look at things in the clearness of the luminous light.  I guess I’m just a little different.  I also hate the damn sunlight cause of the relationship it has with happiness.  You always see those symbols of the sun in the shades, and drinking lemonade. People are always so cheerful when it’s so sunny.  I can’t stand the sun, I would rather everyday it rain and be cloudy. Even longer nights would suit me fine. I really can’t stand light. It just annoys me.  That evaluation my counselor gave me asked if I liked the outdoors. I put Yes, very much indeed.  I can’t stand it! I am not an idiot though. I don’t want to end up in  one of those cells I told you about. Didn’t  I tell you about those cells?  Oh well, it doesn’t really matter, I’m not going ot be in one anyway.  Those  evaluations were kind of fun though. I liked the questions they asked. You  know what I’m talking about. Do you play with matches? Do you find yourself talking to someone who is not real? Do you ever bang your head on a wall? Or punch walls when you are frustrated?  Do you enjoy things now as much as you did a year ago?  Stuff like that, it’s all very interesting to me.  I always lie  on those though.  I love to play with lighters, and set things on fire. I  hardly ever talk to myself though, just when I’m alone. I get lonely and sometimes I just chat with myself.  Nothing really exiting. Just ask myself how my day was, and then listen to myself complain about how miserable it was. I really can’t say I have ever had a good day.  I don’t know why I can’t seem   to have at least one good day every once in awhile. I finally pushed my legs out from under the grey bed covers and set them on the floor. I didn’t see any reason to get up out of this bed today. My school was full of a bunch of teachers that didn’t know what they were talking about. Most of them were just idiots that had bring dragged off the streets I think.  Take my first block teacher for example. He was suppose to be teaching me about America’s government. All he ever did though was walk in and tell the class to read a few chapters out of our text book. Probally didn’t have anything to teach us, so he just makes us learn it on our own.  It’s realy   horrible that we have to pay for someone like this guy to supposely teach us students. I mean some of the teachers actaully know what the hell they are doing. Some teachers don’t even use notes to teach an entire class!  They just know the stuff by heart. I even checked the information that some of those teachers gave me, and it’s corect. I like teachers like that, those that really know what their teaching. Not some bum that was just dragged off the streets.   Some of the classes we have to take though I think are kind of pointless. Even some of the standard test we take. I bet the government just wants the students to fail that those test so  that it keeps those idiots out of society for a bit longer. Nah, that’s not how I would do it.  If someone is an idiot and can’t past those test, just don’t give them some high tech job.  You don’t want an idiot working in a missile silo who mistakes the ‘launch’ button for ‘lunch’ button do you?  I wouldn’t eitheir.  I’m no idiot,  I’m really not. I always tell people who ask, that I’m  smart enoght to act dumb. But dumb people aren’t smart enough to act smart.  I do feel sorry for those kids who are doomed to be nothing more than a high school drop out or even just a high school graduate.  Most of them are just raised by idiotic parents who know nothing and care to teach their children the essentials of the power of education.  I really hate   parents and other authority figures who are idiots and won’t admit it. If there is one thing I can’t stand it’s an idiot in denial.  I know lots of people who are idiots and they admit to being  one, so I’m cool with that. Their not fake like those idiots in denial.  




I ended up in the kitchen somehow. Guess that’s just where my feet wanted to take me. Sometimes my feet have a mind of their own and just go places I never asked them to go.   I opened up the fridge and realized there wasn’t a single coke.  I was really ticked off now, I had to have a coke. I’m a cafine junkie.  The only thing there was a jug of milk. I don’t like milk. It disgust me.  It comes from the utters of a cow for God’s sakes!  Same things goes for eggs. I hate to eat eggs. I always think I’m eating a liquid form of a chicken.  I know it’s just the embryo, but still that’s enough to make me not want to eat them.  I will eat them if they are in other foods. Like cookies and cakes and deserts. I don’t mind that, that’s just fine with me.  As long as I can’t actaully see the egg.  My eyes began to scan the icebox as though they were search lights looking for  an escaped  prisoner.  They just moved up and down, to the left and right over the shelves.  They landed on something that caught my attention. It was an old bottle of one of those sport’s drinks. It was cherry or strawberry. I’m not real sure, it just looked like blood.   I always think red stuff looks like blood. I don’t really know why, I just do.  So I pull the bottle of fruit drink out and pop off the top.  I take a few swigs of this bloody red liquid and then spat it all over the floor.  It wasn’t a fruit juice at all. It was that nasty bird water that my mother  makes to feed humming birds.  I always tell her that the damn birds can find their own water. I’m not really sure what’s in this stuff. It may just be sugar and water, I don’t really know.  I hate to drink something when I think it’s something else and it ends  up being something else entirely different.  It just  makes me want to kill someone.   I always want to kill somone when I’m mad. I don’t know why. Guess I’m just a sadistic person.  I am pretty sadistic. I don’t mean to be, it just  happens. Sometimes I get knives and just go cutting up things for the fun off it.  One time I caught this wasp. It was quite funny, see here’s what happen.  I was in my room and heard this buzzing and realized it was a wasp. So I got up and grabbed this big dagger that was hanging on my wall.  I went over to where I heard this wasp buzzing.  I got him to land on the dagger. I was just going to smash him up and get rid of him, but then the old sadistic gears in my head got to grinding around.  What I did, is  dropped this dagger and kind of turned my wrist  so that the dagger flipped over and landed with the wasp underneath it.  He  came crawling out from under the leather scabbard.   I went wild, I’d wounded it! I went and dug a lighter out of my closet, then a needle.  I got some paper and went back over  to this wasp.  I started probing at him with this long needle I had. He wasn’t able to fly, so that was good.  What I did next was lit some balls of paper and started dropping it on him and watch him  run out from under it and drop another piece on him.  To make a long story short, I finally ended up putting a melting , plastic straw to him and the straw melted around his abdomen.   I had enjoyed that for about forty-five minutes. 


I shut the  refrigerator door and my legs began to carry me somewhere else.  I ended up in the bathroom. I didn’t feel like showering right now, so I just went to the sink.  I turned the hot water on.  I hated cold water, it was just to miserable to ennoy. I liked the water so hot that it would  burn the flesh red.  I’m not one who is a stranger to self-inflicted injuries. I’m quite sadistic,  and sometimes when I’m bore I just start to wonder how sharp that razor realy is.  Maybe how hot that lighter can really get.  How sharp can the edge of a piece of paper really be?  In this case, it was how hot can the water really get.  I found that it could get really hot. A little too hot for my own good.  So I decided I had washed enough. My face was red from where I had splashed it onto my cheek and chin.  



I walked out of the bathroom, this time I had full controll over my legs. I knew where I was going.  I went to the phone and called the school.  I told them I wasn’t going to be able to make it today.  I made up some excuse that I had been horribly burned by a freak chemical accident this morning.  They  bought it too. It was really funny.  I didn’t laugh though. It wasn’t that funny.  I trotted off back to my bedroom.  I just collapsed onto my bed. I then remembered that annoying curtain that had came  open. I got up and went over to the window to shut it. As I went to pull it across the glass, I took look out the second story window.  It wasn’t that high, but I just wondered.  I was always wondering things.  I just wondered if you fell out of the window, would it kill you?  I looked out.  That sun was really bothering me. I was getting tired of that sun. It just wouldn’t go away.  I pushed open the glass.  I did’t really do it, my hands just took up on themselves to do it.  I looked out the window. There were these thorn bushed down below that hugged the white lining of the house.  I looked up. There  it was, in his fullest form.  That sun! it just sat up in the sky looking at me.  I saw it raise those cool, black shades up and kind fo give me the evil eye.  I had enough of that sun!  I  just jumped out after it, reaching and grabbing for it.  I was going to rip it right out of the sky!  Unfortunately I had not thought about it long enogh, and realized a second to later that I could not fly.  I ended up falling.  This time, there was a landing.  But in that few secons that I fell, I looked up.  There was something to look up to…..but I couldn’t grab a hold of it….

Chapter 2

           Well, I had not broken any bones, nor had I died.  I had merely landed in those damned thorn bushes I told you about earlier.  If you really want to know the truth, I was quite disappointed.  Nothing angered me more than when I walked away from an accident with  not even a scratch. It all been for nothing!  I just fell out of a two-story window and not even a scratch. Well, I did have a few scratches.  It was just from the thorns though. I pulled a few out of my arms and watched as the blood trickled down my arm.  It was stil disappointing though. I mean you would think if you fell from a two-story window that you would atleast get a broken arm, or leg, maybe even a cranium injury.  Not me, my luck was just  horrible.  Everything was always going wrong  for me.   I was about tired of all this crap.  It was really getting old,  I mean it!  I mean maybe I would have better luck in  one of those freakin’ cells, witht the ceilings that looked like dog vomit and the beds that were as horrible to sleep on as the room looked.  Where you couldn’t even kill yourself if you wanted to, because there was not a single thing to snuff yourself with.  I don’t know, I guess I wouldn’t want to be in one of those old places after all. Sometimes I think maybe I would though, I hear those jackets they put you in can be quite warm during the winter.   Maybe they would get hot during the summer though?  I really don’t know, guess I really  don’t care either. I will never end up in one of those damn cells, with the ceilings that look like dog vomit.  So here I lie, covered in thorns from my head to my toes.  Buried up to my shoulders in these bushes.  I trheaded out of the thick, green,  clinging bushes.  I was on the front lawn now and looked  out at the world.  I didn’t much care for the world, but in return it didn'’ much care for me either.  So we just sat there and stared at each other as though we were having a staring contest.  I guess the world won as allways ‘cause I got bored and turned my back on it.  I went to the front door of my  house and grabbed the door knob with a hand that had a little line of blood  on the palm.  I turned the  silver looking knob but it didn’t open.  Oh no! The door was locked,  This was horrible!  “Horrible” that had to be one of my most used words.  I stood there on the edge of a nervous breakdown. I was here at my front door in a extra large sleep shirt, and my boxers. I slammed my fist into the door a few times untill my knuckles ached like hell. I looked at them, and they were blood splotched and  the skin was torn. He sighed, it was useless the door was going to give in and open up, He shook his head in disbelief and walked to his car in the drive way.  He had some keys in it, a key ring that would have a house key on it. He grasped the car door’s handle and pulled. It didn’t open. He pulled again. It didn’t open. He began to think he not pulled it enough, or it was jammed. He pulled again.  It did not open.   

                            My world went  black, nothing was as it seen. Everything was just spinning and everything was screaming out at me. I slammed my fist, my blood splotched knuckles into the car window. Again, again, again, and again…..then  right when my fist was about to explode in pain, the window crashed in. A splash of glass shards rained down on the sidewalk, and into the car.  I reached in and  unlocked the door.

Chapter 3

                                    THE END 

