LENNY is crazy. He’s lived in various mental facilities for half of his thirty years. This means nothing to him and his cyclic amnesia. Every three months, he forgets everything he’s learnt in that time. Every three months, he’s fifteen again, standing at the door of his parents’ bedroom, watching his father crush his mother’s skull with a wooden baseball bat.

Lenny repeats history without ever having had any say in the matter. It wasn’t his choice for his father to go irrevocably insane. The bat was Lenny’s but it wasn’t he who bashed her head in. It wasn’t Lenny who, in an alcohol-fueled psychotic haze, turned his pretty little suburban three-bedroom home into a firetrap for his mother and sister.

It was Lenny, though, who found his father curled up in a sobbing ball on the front lawn, baseball bat in hand.

It was Lenny whose foot found its way through the thin bone of his father’s temple, there on the front lawn of his mother’s funeral pyre.

Lenny’s life up to this point had its ups and downs. Now, though, he was a flat line. The police and firefighters came to the burning house, they found the fifteen year old son of the owner of the house, standing over the crushed head of said owner. They took him to the hospital (he was obviously in shock). He didn’t leave that hospital for five years.

For five years he was catatonic. No stimulus would stimulate. The doctors resigned him to his fate; the events of that hellish night drove Lenny out of Lenny, leaving only enough there to keep him breathing.

Lenny left that hospital under circumstances just as violent as those he went there under. One day during breakfast (in which one orderly pried one’s mouth open while another one shoved food down his throat), Lenny violently broke out of his catatonia. Violently, because the first thing he did was throw himself out of his bed onto one of the orderlies and bite out his esophagus.

