One Way
By Leon Phease
Hello, is anyone there? I wouldn’t want to do this for nothing. There should be someway for us to communicate in a two-way direction, you know like the streets downtown where there are cars going in both directions, but there isn’t. It is a one way communication between us that I am not even sure it’s communication because no one might be there. 

  Now that I think about it though, I suppose that wherever there is a one-way street in town, there is another one way street going the opposite direction. I hadn’t thought about that until I just then. If that is true with this bit of one-way communication then there must be a different way that you are communicating with me. Let me sit here for a while, so I can figure out what it is.

I have figured out the answer now. It is a clever answer too. I doubt that anyone else would have thought about it. I suppose that being different like me has its advantages. I suppose that when you become a genius like I am then you will know how it feels, but at the moment I am different from everyone else so whoever you are you must not be quite as genius as me. Or you could be more of a genius than me, I suppose it is quite possible. But then you probably wouldn’t be reading this so it is all right. I think I can quite justifiably say that anyone who is at the other end of this bit of communication is not as much of a genius as I am. 

  Why was I talking about myself as a genius again? I think it had something to do with driving down a one-way street. What is there that is genius about driving down a one-way street? I can’t quite remember. Maybe I am not as much of a genius as I thought. I think that I came to the conclusion that anyone who was at the other end of this communication was not as much of a genius as I was. If that is still true then considering how much of a genius I actually am, not in my fantasies but in actual real life, in reality, then I don’t suppose that anyone is at the other end of this communication. If that also is true then I am doing this for nothing, which was what I feared in the first place. In other words I am wasting my time and for people like me my time is very precious. I have to therefore halt my communication and do something else. Goodbye!

I’m back again and I wanted to say how I had a dream. I’m still not sure whether there are any people at the other end of this communication. I think that there is even though you are in the future and you will not even know that I ever existed until you read this. If that is the case then the whole point of writing this is so that in the future people will know that I existed and they will also know all about me. I might become famous after I die. That would be good. I would like that.

  Anyway, I was going to talk about my dream. It was a strange dream, even for me. At first I was in an aeroplane. Maybe the people in the future won’t know what aeroplanes are so I will explain what they are for the people in the future. Aeroplanes are big cars that can fly. They have engines on their wings so that they can fly and they carry lots of people for long distances. The aeroplane I was on was going to someplace that I can’t remember and I can’t remember why I was on the aeroplane but I think that I can sort of remember what went on in the aeroplane. There was a sporting team on board and they joking with each other and having fun. I can remember being jealous of them because of this, I never have fun and I doubt I ever will. Anyway I was scared of them and I didn’t want them to see me but they did and they were mean to me. They stopped the aeroplane in the middle of the ocean and kicked me out after being mean to me. Then the aeroplane flew away and I was left there, alone. 

  What that dream means, I have no idea but since I am a genius I will try to work it out. Perhaps I should start with the fact that aeroplanes can’t land in the middle of the ocean. Aeroplanes land on solid ground and they need a runway to take off and land and as far as I can remember, the ocean is not a runway. So why would this sporting team go on an aeroplane make the aeroplane land in the ocean? Maybe they didn’t and I was thrown out of the aeroplane while it was still in the air. But I didn’t do anything to them. I was trying to keep out of their way. Maybe the purpose of the dream is to tell the people about how some people can behave in our world in this time. Or maybe there is no purpose of the dream, maybe you are getting bored and that is not at all what I want because it is my destiny to tell the future generations of humans that reside on this planet the lifestyle of humans at the present. I can’t do that if you get bored and stop reading.

So, I’ve been thinking about what this thing really means and I have decided that it is a way for me to let all my emotions and stuff out onto the paper. I read about it on the Internet. It’s called a diary what I am writing and plenty of people write them. They are good for you to write because sometimes they can make you feel better about yourself and they can help you make decisions about your life. This also proves how much of a genius I am. There is something that is good for me (the diary) and so I do it even though no one tells that it is good. There must be some inner voice inside me that is telling my brain, not telling me because I never knew until I read the report on the Internet, that writing diaries is good. So that means that this communication is for me. I originally thought that I was communicating with some unknown person out in the world. Then I thought that I was communicating with some unknown person in the future, but then I, with all my genius, realised that neither of these could be. So some inner voice tells my brain that the solution is on the Internet. I have no idea why this inner voice is not telling me, only my brain. Anyway so I go on the Internet and now I have the whole solution. I doubt anyone would have figured out what I had figured out because I no one else has my genius. I am too intelligent for my own good.

I have been thinking about my intelligence and I have been wondering. I suppose that if I was really intelligent then I would be able to be like everyone else. I don’t know whether I am unlike the other people that live in my town because I am more intelligent than they are or less intelligent than they are. I just know that I am very different from everyone else. I suppose that being like everyone else is an advantage. They all have fun and friends and other things that I am jealous of them for but for some reason I am incapable of these sorts of things. I wouldn’t call myself crazy, and I wouldn’t call myself a loony like they call me. But that’s all stupid like the stupidest thing that I have ever heard and I hate this like it’s the last thing to hate and I should hate it with all the hate that I can muster. I’m mad about it but I can’t express myself about it like other people seem to be able to. 

  So the fact that I want to be like the others is a fact that points towards the fact that I am less intelligent that others are. They all have fun by going out to various places and I have fun by writing in this diary. I suppose that a diary doesn’t really compare with these other ways to have fun but I can’t go out because I can’t face up to the fact that I am different.

I have worked out why I am different. It’s because I must be from a different planet. As a baby, I suppose that my spaceship that I was travelling on was flying past Saturn when the enemy Zyroud’s attacked. The battle lasted long and was ferocious but finally the enemy was victorious. One lucky shot managed to hit the power generator on the bottom of the ship and the shield came down. Knowing that there were only minutes to live, they threw me into the last emergency capsule and I was flung out into space seconds before an enemy laser beam hit the ship and it exploded into a million pieces. The emergency space capsule landed a few minutes later on the planet earth where I was found by the two earth beings that became my foster parents.

  I had better go and ask them whether this is true but I am sure what they will say. They will deny it and then that will be that. I will just not believe it when they say this.

My parents say that they are sure that they had me and they are my true parents. They said that the story that I had come up with is silly and I should just forget it. I would have carried on believing it though if I hadn’t thought of another solution. I have come up with the idea that there is no earth. There is no world, there is no me.

  That may sound strange but I’ll try to explain it to you and then if it still sounds strange then I’ll try to explain it more thoroughly but no matter whether you understand my idea or not I believe that I have hit the nail right on the head. I believe that there is no world etc because it is all a trick. At first it was watching a movie called the Matrix that gave me this idea. Then the idea of an inner voice speaking to my brain, not me reinforced the idea. I should be my brain and my brain should be me so if something was speaking to my brain without me knowing it then something would have to be totally and horribly wrong.

  Then something occurred to me. I remembered that everything I could see and hear and feel and smell etc was transferred through my brain so I could be aware of it. What if my brain was corrupted? What if the stuff that I could see and hear and smell and feel etc were not the stuff that was actually happening? What if what I could see was what someone else was making me see? What if what I could hear was what someone else was making me hear? What if the whole world was absolutely different from what I thought it was? Then I would have no idea about it.

  Then I realised that I must have hit the truth. I was different only because I thought I was different. I was different only because someone wanted me to think that I was different. Someone who had hacked into all my senses and changed them all so I saw a strange world where everyone was different from what I had originally thought was reality and everyone was nicer than this reality. That meant that lots of things might not exist. How could I be sure that my parents existed? They might just be a part of this conspiracy. It would be easy enough for the someone who was doing this to do that. Just make me see and hear them and I would believe that they were actually there. It had amazing simplicity.

  Thousands of possibilities then flowed through my head. Maybe I was an experiment to see whether this sort of thing could work, possibly for warfare purposes. Maybe I was a prisoner of the Zyroud’s and they didn’t want me to cause a rebellion so they kept me imprisoned like this or perhaps… the possibilities were infinite. All the possibilities however had me in a position where I was a prisoner. I don’t like the idea of being a prisoner. I wish to be free from this prison. Let me free. I want freedom. LET ME FREE!

Since no one let me free by that afternoon I decided to let myself out. It would take work I knew but how much work I didn’t know. But what I did know was how much I wanted to be like everyone else. I knew that getting out of the prison was going to be a step toward being like everyone else because I wouldn’t be laughed at and I wouldn’t be scoffed at and it wouldn’t be made know to me just how totally different the rest of the world was to me. I was called mad and crazy and stupid and insane and a number of other different words that I didn’t like and I wanted it to stop. This was my chance to use my intellect to attempt to get myself free. 

  Since it was my senses that were the components of my imprisonment I decided that I would have to turn them off. This I found hard. I tried to walk around with huge earmuffs on and my eyes shut firmly but this didn’t work because I kept bumping into things and this was no good because it meant that I was feeling things that weren’t there. It was the only plan I had so I decided to carry on with it all afternoon to see if anything was changed. I got my scarf and wrapped it over my eyes so I wouldn’t see even if I accidentally opened them. Then I went outside.

  Going outside like that was a mistake. I should have known how it was never going to work. All I did was become the laughing stock of the entire neighbourhood as I attempted to walk around the block dressed like that. It was like I had a sign on me saying laugh at me and everyone was only too happy to oblige. It would have been all right if they hadn’t taken my earmuffs and scarf off to make sure that I knew they were laughing at me. In a way I had a victory though. I found out that even though they were laughing at me I didn’t know it while I was attempting to free myself. I was oblivious to the hilarity that I was apparently causing and as they say, ignorance is bliss. Maybe I should use the ignorance factor more often.

The only way I could shut down my nerve system was to break my back. What ran through my mind as I decided to do this was nothing. I felt nothing telling me not to do it, I felt nothing telling me of the pain that might be associated with it, I felt no emotion over what I was about to do. It was an attempt to get free and so I would do it whatever anyone else said. 

  That was a month ago. In hospital the news came finally which told me how I was a danger to those around me and to myself and even though I had a broken back I was capable of doing harm to those that I was a danger to. They sent me to a place where I had never been before which turned out to be a room which had soft stuff on the walls and had the door was locked all day and all night. I was in a prison within a prison and this was crazy. My attempt to free myself from a prison only created another prison within that prison which I would have to reside. It is all crazy and I want to be free of it. I’m not a danger to myself, or those around me. I can’t even move from the hips down. The whole prison routine is stupid and I hate it with the fury of a thousand suns. I have decided that if anyone then everyone else is crazy. I’m not. Its only natural to want to free myself from a prison is it not?

This is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid this is stupid.

I stand here by the cliff now and I look down. I cannot see the bottom. I escaped from the first prison and now I am to escape from the second. Another crawl brings me closer to falling over the side of the edge and a clumsy swing of my arm causes the wheelchair to go crashing over the side. I can see the searchers in the distance, I think that one of them has seen me. I have no time to waste. I am going to free myself from this prison. I am going to gain freedom. Goodbye.

