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  Sleep. Blessed sleep. Forgetfulness, rest, relief. Marc would do anything, give anything for just one night of sweet, uninterrupted sleep. Hell, he’d do anything for just two hours of sleep. Dreamless, painless sleep.




  It hadn’t always been like this. For there was a time where Marc could sleep, a time that sleep was so normal, so much a part of the natural order of things, that he didn’t even think about it. Why should he have? Sleep was just another part of life, as normal and unremarkable as getting up, showering, brushing his teeth in the morning and in the evening, flossing — in the evening only, shaving — in the morning only, going to bed, sleeping. To think about sleep, reflect about it, would’ve been as absurd as meditating in depth about the brand of cereal he had for breakfast or the breed of orange he squeezed into juice every morning. Sleep was just there. Until it wasn’t.




  He didn’t even know how it had started. Sometime after he moved into Century Courts Apartments, that was all he knew. But otherwise, it had begun unremarkably and unnoticed, like all things that would eventually be of enormous importance. Insomnia had just crept into his life, gradually eroding his nights, stealing away minute after minute, hour after hour of sleep.




  Initially, Marc had blamed his sleeplessness on the new apartment and its unfamiliar sounds. He’d blamed the leaking tap, the hissing radiator, the noisy air conditioning unit. Once all those little problems had been fixed and he’d settled in, he’d be able to sleep again. However, it didn’t happen that way. For though Sam, the janitor, had finally carried out all the desired repairs — not without a lot of grumbling — and Marc became used to his new apartment, sleep continued to elude him.




  At first Marc didn’t even mind. Less sleep meant more time. Time to work, time to cook, time to watch TV, time to surf the net, time to play videogames, time to work out, time to live, time to love. For a while, his energy was without limits. He was never weary, never tired, never ill. There was nothing he couldn’t do. It was as if he’d been granted whole a new lifetime, to spend at will. And it was great.




  But then, creeping and gradually, things changed. He was still full of energy, but now there was too much of it. He was like a spring that had been wound up too tight, constantly on, never relaxed, never off. He was like one of those eternally drumming toy bunnies from the old TV commercials, soldiering on, playing his song, forever drumming, unable to stop until the batteries ran out. And it seemed that he had gotten one of the super extra long lasting ultra energy batteries from the commercial, the ones that kept some poor little bunny drumming on and on when all others had long since dropped dead from depletion. But even batteries did run down, eventually. Marc never did. He was always on, as if a twenty thousand volt live wire had been connected to the back of his neck.




  One night Marc lay in bed, while a thunderstorm raged outside. He’d gone to bed at one — as was his custom since he’d become affected by the surfeit of energy — and he had to get up again at half past six to get to the office early and catch the closing of the Asian markets. By rights, he should be tired, deadly tired. By rights, he should sleep. But try as he might, he just couldn’t.




  He just lay there in bed and watched the lightning drench his bedroom in blindingly bright light for the fracture of a second. Watched and counted the seconds till the thunderclap that followed. Counted the seconds and calculated how far he was from the lightning strike and the centre of the thunderstorm. He lay awake, watched, counted and listened, as the storm approached, passed directly over Century Courts Apartments and moved on again. Watched and listened as it stalled and began to move back. Watched and listened and remembered how his grandmother had always said that thunderstorms could cross rivers only with great difficulty. And so the storms would often turn around at the river and retrace their previous path. Marc had always thought it was all bunk. But the distance to the river matched the distance at which the thunderstorm began to turn back.




  At first, Marc had blamed his complete inability to sleep that night on the storm. After all, who could possibly sleep with a thunderstorm raging overhead for three hours at least? But the next night, the skies were clear and there was no storm at all. And still Marc lay awake, staring at the patterns that moonlight and shadows painted on the ceiling, watching them change and shift with the passage of the moon and the ticking of the clock. That had been the first time he noticed that something was wrong with him, that his newfound energy wasn’t just a freak gift of heaven.




  So he went to the doctor, like you did whenever you had a physical problem. The doctor had poked and probed him, prescribed little white pills and little red pills and even sent him to a sleep lab, where they attached wires to his head and chest to monitor his sleep or rather the lack of it. But no one ever found anything and the pills he’d been given only provided a day or two of relief at most.
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