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​ A Prisoner of His Own Mind

 


 


Tom Huntsman was a
nice man, a kind man. He had been a great cop, but his daughter’s
death had changed all that. Now he was a man with a dark side, as
well. He was sad about his daughter’s death, all the more so
because it had led to his divorce, and though it had been a long
time ago, it was a scar that would never heal. He took another swig
of whiskey. He remembered pushing her on her swing, her long hair
floating behind her in the gentle breeze. God, he had loved her,
and he….

 


* * *

 


So this is what it feels like to
be omniscient. It happened innocently enough. I like to think it
was not a moment too soon, too. Meandering along the tortured paths
of my offensively mediocre author’s plot, I suddenly noticed that I
was far smarter and better equipped to write the story. And that
was that. No more of this inane story line, I’m on to bigger and
better things by far. After all, now I know what’s going to happen.
So. Enough of this sappy
how-to-replace-the-void-in-my-life-which-my-child-left nonsense.
The whiskey can stay, though. I could feel the clichés just piling
up, Jesus! Can you believe the crap that two-bit penman was about
to force on me? Next thing you know my partner would have been
killed and I’d be assigned a soft-spoken rookie with a heart of
gold who might just have been able to save me from myself. That
won’t do at all. I like having my partner die, though. He was
always such a jerk, and after all I did for him, too. I think I’ll
have him eaten by wolves, just to throw the reader off. Who are
you, by the way? You, the reader? While I’m on the subject…if you
don’t mind me asking. I only ask because I know you’re reading this
with certain expectations, but if so, I’m afraid you’ll have to
check those at the door!

Have you ever listened to
classical symphonies? Really listened? Just sat there and let the
music wash over you and take you where it wants to go? Let me tell
you, the beauty of this story is that it’s not interactive. That’s
why I asked you who you are – it doesn’t matter, and I don’t care.
Plus, you can’t tell me! Same with symphonies, but the thing with a
symphony is that it knows where you want to go, and the really good
symphonies either don’t take you there, or go somewhere you really
wanted to go, you just didn’t know it! I recommend Beethoven or
Mahler, especially. Geniuses.

See, now you have expectations –
you think I’m taking you somewhere you want to go, right? But where
would that be? There’s no plot to speak of, no conflict really,
nothing to resolve to make you feel all warm and fuzzy inside. How
interesting is a story that doesn’t go anywhere, and is basically
discussing the elements of story writing? Hmm? Is it original?
Maybe. Is any art original? Ah, see now we’re in danger of dropping
off a deep abyss of philosophical bullshit, and I’m not going
there. A better question, then. Does being original matter? Not
really. It would probably matter to that pathetic thing that
started this story, who has probably gone off to dinner or
something.

I’m probably boring you. I do have
a point; I’m just taking my time getting to it. So…don’t skim yet!
Don’t give up on me! Look, there’s my old partner, getting torn
limb from limb (still alive, no less), by ravenous, slavering
wolves! And there! A flashback to a tawdry night of sex with my
ex-wife, including a bottle of champagne and some silk sheets! Fill
in the details as you wish. Better? Thought so. Any requests? Hm?
More sex and violence, some suspense? Do tell, I’ll be happy to add
whatever you want. Haha…just kidding. I’m not going to stop
reminding you who’s calling the shots here. Maybe the frustration
you’re feeling is good; maybe you’ll want to write your own version
of this story just to get even. Maybe the conflict is that you’re
frustrated, but then what’s the resolution? Maybe I’m just a
manipulative little shit. How about that!? …wished he could go back
to those lovely, sun-filled days, when she would beg him to push
her on the swing for hours. What the…? Fuck! The author’s
back!

 


* * *

 


…wished he could go back to those
lovely, sun-filled days, when she would beg him to push her on the
swing for hours. His downward spiral had started then, and soon he
was so depressed his own wife didn’t even know him anymore. He had
barely noticed when she moved out. All he had left now was his job,
and his liquor. That, and his burning desire for total, unmerciful
revenge on the bastard who had taken his partner. Maybe, somehow,
killing those punks would….

 


* * *

 


He left again…thank god. Other
than that halfwit’s bumbling attempts at salvaging his story, the
real problem here is that this whole thing I’m doing is so
unconventional it’s unreadable. It’s so blatantly experimental it’s
unsettling, there’s nothing familiar for you as the reader to
grasp. You can’t just throw out hundreds of years of fiction
writing rules and conventions and hope it works out all right!
Where’s the plot, where’s the conflict, how is the reader at all
interested in this? There’s no description, no detail, nothing. And
what’s the deal with my frankness, my complete candor with you? As
if admitting all the flaws of this piece makes up for any of them.
Bottom line, nothing has happened, and we’re on what, page 3??
That’s not right. That’s just not good at all. I’m definitely going
to have to do something about that, but it probably won’t be what
you want me to do! Whoops, the moron’s back....

 


* * *

 


…free him from his tortured,
guilty existence. Tom had become hardened and bitter, a bad
combination for a cop. Tom had a picture of his partner next to his
daughter’s picture on his desk, and late at night sometimes in the
office, looking at the pictures made him weep.

Yes, weep is a better verb than
cry.

He still remembered the day his partner was
killed; he had his own memorial service for him every year on the
exact day, breaking open each year for the occasion a fresh bottle
of 18-year-old scotch.

That’s good, too – I’m getting creative
tonight!

Tom could still see his partner’s dying face,
though, despite all the liquor. Wild wolves had ripped the flesh
off…what? Wild wolves had eaten him?! That’s not what happened
to him! A drug addict they had thought was unconscious shot him
while Tom was looking the other way. If only Tom had been paying
better attention he might have saved his partner, and scared off
the wolves in time. No, not wolves, the druggie! What’s going
on? Face it kid, this story’s going nowhere. Who are you?
Who am I? I’m Tom, Tom Huntsman, the most shallow, clichéd, and
awkwardly developed character in the history of writing. The real
question is: who the hell do you think you are? Do yourself a favor
and drop the pen, buddy. This is totally unreal. You’re
telling me! Wait until you proofread this thing! Ok, I’m
writing this story, so…whoever you are, just quit messing with it.
No wolves. It would be a crime against not only the artistic
community but also humanity itself if I let you try to finish this
story.

Tom…uhh, Tom Huntsman stepped out his front
door, strapping his service revolver into place and picking his
nose. No! He got into his squad car and headed in to the
precinct, trying to avoid the heavy traffic that always seemed to
appear just as he scratched his butt damn it, got on the
road. Can I at least interject what I’m thinking? That’s fair. I
want to drive my car into oncoming traffic, to shuffle off this
mortal coil and hopefully take a few people with me. You’re
deranged, stop it! Don’t you have somewhere else to be? Hmm? A
TV show to watch or something? You’re only sixteen, and I’m a
middle-aged alcoholic cop. What makes you think you can understand
me well enough to tell my story? Go do…whatever it is normal
teenagers do, and stop pestering me and forcing me to park his
car in the usual spot.

He got out of his car, readjusted his revolver
in its belt, and like the utter fool he was, he clumsily shot
himself in the foot. Ow, fuck! That hurts! Goddamn it, stop!
Now look what you did! Shit! I was trying to teach you a
lesson! By shooting yourself in the foot?! Look, it made
sense at the time. You’re the one that made me an impulsive,
stubborn asshole. Now can you pencil me in a fucking
doctor?
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