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TETRIS

Seth Cohen
The alarm goes off, playing the Tetris theme music, and I pick up my Gameboy from its charger and get a game in while I am brushing my teeth. I cover my Gameboy in protective plastic so that I can play it while showering. I dry myself off and pause the game temporarily to put on some clothes, and then remove the plastic and resume the game while eating a breakfast bar.

My mother asks if I’m ready to leave, and I grab my backpack with my free hand and tell her yes. Counting the paces, I walk to the garage and then get into the car. Walking is no longer the distraction that it used to be because I have simply remembered the number of paces it takes to get to the places I usually have to go, allowing me to walk anywhere without looking up from my Gameboy.

Arriving promptly at eight o’clock, I walk into my first period class and take a seat. My Gameboy is put away, only to be replaced by my Palm Pilot, which offers a Palm version of Tetris. This way I can play without worrying about having my device confiscated as a Palm Pilot is allowed due to its note-taking capacity.

Everything goes fine—playing Tetris in class and counting paces to each class in the hallway—until it is time for 5th period: PE. PE is the worst class of the day. I can’t play Tetris here. I have to suffer 45 Tetris-free minutes until it is finally time for next period. It is hard to stand, but just makes it all the much sweeter when I continue playing during 6th period. In case you couldn’t tell, I don’t really have any friends. But who needs friends when you can play Tetris?

The rest of the day goes by like this until the bus ride home where I play Gameboy until I disembark. Dinner is fine with my gameboy under the table, but after that it is time for homework. The only way that I can tolerate this activity is by watching videos of me playing Tetris recorded from the Tetris games that play through the TV. After this, I play until I fall asleep.

One day, while playing Tetris, I overheard a commercial for a mini TV screen that could fit anywhere, even in the lens of an eyeglass. This got me to thinking. I went to the store and bought the screen, and connected it to my palm pilot. I fitted the screen in my eyeglass and put the palm pilot in my pocket. I had done it! I could play Tetris from my palm pilot and no one would ever know because when they looked at the screen all they would see is my glasses. I could now play during PE. It was perfect.

 Life was good. PE class was no longer the downer that it once was. I felt righteous. I felt so good that I suddenly no longer cared about doing my homework. Rather than work while I watched Tetris on TV, I just played Tetris instead. But who needs school when you can play Tetris?

The next day, on the way home from school, something strange happened. Rather than drop me off at the end of the intersection, as the bus usually did, it dropped me off at the beginning. I began walking to my house, not looking up but just counting paces. The distance seemed longer than usual and I realized that I was in the middle of the street, not the sidewalk. I continued playing and walking when suddenly the game shut off and I was in bed.

I woke up and began to play, but a glance at the bed sheets informed me that I was not in my room. I started to get up to see where I was but I found that I couldn’t. I heard my mother’s voice. She was asking if I felt OK. I told her no, I wasn’t, and I asked her where I was and I wanted to know why I couldn’t get up.

“You were hit by a car. Your legs were amputated.”

I couldn’t believe it. But it did explain why I couldn’t get up, and not someone to argue with logic, I accepted this and resumed my game. My mother put her head down on the bed and cried, and I began to cry too, more as an act of attempted empathy than of sadness. I was not sad. I still had my hands. Who needs legs when you can play Tetris?

I was awarded a few days off from school so that I could recuperate enough to be able to use my wheelchair and everything. It was just like a Saturday, a wonderful Saturday. I sat in my room all day playing Tetris, and I had my mother bring my food to my room. This continued for the next few days until my mother thought that it was time I should leave my rooms. I told her I was not ready to leave my room and she pleaded but still I refused. She told me that the world was waiting for me outside of my door, and I told her that it would still be there when I was ready.

She tried to get me out of my room for the next few days, but I was not about to abandon this glorious life of no distractions: just Tetris and breakfast bars. The knocking at the door to get me out became more frequent, but still I felt thathere was no reason to leave my room. She told me that if my father were here he would set me straight, and I reminded her that he was dead and there was nothing she could do. She was breaking my concentration.

I had been in my room for a week, living off of a large box of breakfast bars I kept under my bed. I heard flies buzzing near me, and it occurred to me that I had not showered in quite a few days. This fact did not bother me and I resumed my game. My mother was pounding on the door but it was locked so there was nothing she could do. She wanted me to at least shower, but that was not going to happen if I could help it. While she was screaming it all faded out because I noticed a stinging in my head, a biting feeling. I had lice.

I could feel the lice crawling through my hair and eating my skin. I knew that they were laying eggs in my hair. I scratched at it and scratched at it but to no avail. Life was the same for the next week, Tetris-eat-Tetris-sleep-Tetris. But then my untreated lice infestation developed into its next phase. This only happens if it goes untreated for too long, and the fact that I had ceased to shower pleased them.

The next phase of lice happens when they leave your hair and progress down to your face. It started out slowly, but within a few days my face was covered with lice-bites. They were itching and stinging and burning and they were making it harder to play Tetris, but they, like everything else, soon just faded out and became another part of the background.

Then the worst thing that could happen happened. The power went out. My Gameboy battery was low and needed charging, but there was no power. My room went dark and I called down to my mother for more batteries, but she did not respond. A few minutes later, the battery died. I couldn’t take it.

My vision was blurry and distorted due to all of the Tetris playing, and when I tried to grab the wheels to move to the door, I rushed forward too far with my body and turned the wheel wrong, and the chair fell over, trapping me under it. I tried to jump or right myself or just get the chair off of me but I couldn’t. I couldn’t get to the door because I couldn’t do anything at all because I didn’t have any fucking legs and there wasn’t any fucking power.

I needed Tetris. Not knowing what to do, I hummed the Tetris song while I thought. If only the power would come back, I would be OK. I screamed for my mother but heard nothing still. Why wouldn’t she answer me? I could hear the television on downstairs and I knew she was home. Wait. Television? There was no power but she was watching television.

I screamed for her help and she finally responded that I wasn’t going to play any of that damn Tetris anymore. I began to cry, really cry. The tears streamed down my cheeks and they burned my face as they seeped into my lice bites. I screamed that I needed help for my face and that I was ready to leave, but she just turned the television up louder.

My vision got blurry and I could see faded images of moving Tetris blocks in front of me. I tried to grab them but they were out of reach and I could not move. I flailed and tried to reach but could not. I started to panic when I realized how long it had been until I had last played and I fell over and my face hit the floor. My face began to burn and I couldn’t handle it. I wasn’t playing Tetris anymore and so my concentration became to drift to my face and I again began to truly feel my lice bites. The pain was too much and the mix of emotions caused by my lack of Tetris caused me to pound my head to the floor.

I pounded and pounded and finally I could hear footsteps and I knew my mother was coming and I kept pounding and pounding and I could taste the blood coming from my face and my head and I could see Tetris blocks and they were bleeding and I pounded and pounded and my head hurt but I could no longer feel the bites so I continued to pound and the footsteps grew faster and I kept pounding and the door opened and the light burned my eyes and I kept pounding and the blood kept flowing the blocks kept stacking and bleeding and my mother was crying and she grabbed my head and tried to make me stop pounding but she couldn’t so she gave up and pulled the wheelchair off of me and started to explain herself she was so sorry for what she had done she said she turned the power off because it was the only way she thought I would stop without her having to physically fight me to take away the game and she couldn’t fight with her little baby and she was so sorry and I yelled about my face and I kept pounding and pounding and she called 911 and she went to the medicine cabinet and I kept crying and yelling and pounding and the pain in my face was coming back and so I pounded harder and harder until I just stopped. My mother and two men rushed in and she was screaming and she said they had to save her baby she was so sorry she said I could play Tetris all I wanted and then I couldn’t hear anymore and I could only feel blood trickling from my ear and then I could no longer feel and the men grew more distant and my face hit the floor and I couldn’t see and my eyes rolled into my head and I knew that it was game over.

