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[The narrator is in the elevator going up.]

When I turned 10, I went to the mental hospital. It was that 
time of age dad thought I should go and see where he works. Dad got 
a promotion and he became the headmaster of the staff on that 
floor. I guess he's promotion could have something to do with my 
visit to the mental hospital, but then again, dad tries to take me 
everywhere  with  him.  He  thinks  these  new  places  would  be 
educational for me and give me enough experience to cross over my 
naïve phase .. though, I don't think I'm naïve ..

Mother isn't with us because she's stupid. If it was up to me, 
I'd throw her in the loony bin myself! She divorced dad when I was 
8, and that's why I live with him and hate her. She left us to 
marry a rich man while Dad never remarried. He says he want nothing 
in life other than his daughter and his job.

“Mr. Basic!”

As we got off from the elevator and onto dad's floor, a man 
called him out loud. He was a big dark man – in fact, he was so 
big, one of his arms is as big as dad himself! Not to imply that 
dad  was  short  or  anything.  Anyways,  Chris'  head  and  chin  were 
shaved. From the white cloth he was wearing and the way he spoke to 
dad, I knew that he was one of the men who worked for dad.

“Morning Chris,” dad replied, “what is it?”

“Come here a sec.”

“Sure.” Before going, Dad crouched down in front of me and 
gave me directions: “Honey, listen, Daddy needs to talk to this 
man, so I need you to go all the way down the hall and wait for me 
in daddy's office. It's the big room at the end of the hallway with 
daddy's name on it, okay?”

“Okay daddy.”

“Good girl. Now listen, this is very important. The people 
locked up behind the doors are ill and not well in their heads. 
Don't talk to any of them, don't listen to what they have to say 
and, most importantly of all, stay away from the doors.”

His  words  darkened  the  lighted  lobby.  He  thought  he  was 
instructing me, but little did he know, he was scaring the living 
daylights out of me! I started walking and trembling as I went 
alone through the terrifying white, quiet, and clean hallway. As I 
walked by, the crazy people locked up in their rooms saw me and 
tried reaching out. Although I knew that as long as I remain in the 
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center no one could touch me, it still gave me a scary feeling. As 
they reached  out with  their fingers  through their  small barred 
door-windows towards me, they started making noises, spilling out 
their beliefs:

“Hey! Little girl, listen! I don't have much time, you gotta 
open the door! I'm not crazy, I swear! But unless I get out and 
warn the people, the dolphins are going to surface and take over! 
We're all gonna die unless you unlock this door! Hey! Come back!”

Then another,

“Please, you gotta help me! I don't belong here! I don't mean 
this  asylum,  I  mean  this  world!  I  came  from  another  world,  a 
parallel world! Please, I know you think I'm crazy, but I'm not! 
You've gotta help me get back! Hurry up, open this door so I can 
return to my people! Well? You do want me to go home, don't you?”

And another,

“Don't listen  to them,  they're all  nuts! They  belong here 
alright, but I don't! You see, I'm a scientist, and I have studied 
the logic of gravity, and now I know how to defy it! I can fly like 
a bird. I've discovered that we as humans actually can fly! Just 
open the door and I'll show you!”

And so on and so forth. I've always known that nuthouses would 
be full of cuckoo heads, but I had no idea they'd be so convincing. 
As  I  heard  them  crying  out  for  a  helping  hand,  I  was  most 
definitely  moved.  However,  as  convincing  as  they  might  be,  I 
ignored them all. That was until I passed next to a quite room. Its 
oddness grabbed my attention as it had a person locked up inside 
it, but he was so calm. His calmness and my curiosity drew me 
closer to his room.

He  was  sitting  on  the  bed  watching  the  birds  outside  his 
barred window. He was so motionless that the branch outside his 
barred window was moving more than he was. He was watching the 
birds with his ears as his eyes were wrapped by a bandage. And so 
that he wouldn't be able to remove the bandage, he was placed in a 
straitjacket. That day, I knew how cruel and inhumane dad's work 
was.

Then, he noticed me. Although his eyes were wrapped rendering 
him  blind,  he  got  up  and  walked  towards  me.  He  must've  been 
deprived of seeing for so long that he got used to seeing things 
through his sharp ears. Once we were only separated by the door, he 
spoke.

“Hello.”
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It was the most calm and simple hello I've ever heard. There 
was no pleading like the others; no moving up and down like an 
untamed gorilla; no reaching out through the barred door-window. He 
was so soft and gentle that I couldn't resist replying back.

“Hello.”

I replied back with confusion of the situation. I was puzzled 
to why a polite and sane boy was locked up in a cuckoo's nest.

“Don't you wanna get out of here?” I asked out of curiosity.

“Yes, I would love that.”

His calm reply added more wood to my fire of empuzzlement. At 
that point I thought I was going to lose my mind! I had no choice 
but to fire away the questions which ranked top in my mind:

“How come you're so calm?”

“.. Why shouldn't I be?” He wondered in a soft tone, “I've got 
no  where  to  go,  nothing  to  do.  The  least  I  can  do  is  relax. 
Besides,  Chris  and  the  other  guys  give  sedative  shots  to  the 
patients who're stormy, and I don't want those shots anymore ..”

“.. Why are you locked up in here?”

With that question fired, my mind was half way at ease. Now, 
all that remained was to hear his answer. However, just as quickly 
he opened his mouth, he closed it. As a huge shadow hovered over 
me, the boy ran back to his bed facing the ground. I myself was 
terrified and speechless as I saw the huge shadow falling on me 
from something over my back. As I turned around slowly with a 
rapidly-pounding heartbeat, two hands fell down on my shoulders.

“Ah!” I shrieked.

“Sabrina! I told you not to talk to any of them!”

My excitement was exterminated once I saw that it was only 
dad. Boy, was he mad at me or what! While grabbing and squeezing my 
wrist, he took me away towards his office. As I was dragged away, I 
looked back at the boy's room. I'm not exactly sure why, but I 
started to cry.

“But daddy ..” I complained as dad dragged me away.

“No buts!”

“He's not one of them daddy!”

“You're right, he's worst! Now shut up and get inside!”
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It's like telling me to wear a raincoat on a sunny day! Dad's 
words made no sense to me. I know that insanity isn't linked to 
age, but he was just a boy. Maybe a couple of years older than me, 
but he was just a kid. What could've he possibly done to deserve to 
be locked up in this madhouse.

A shout in the face along with a warning was the only reply I 
ever got when I talked to dad about him. I wanted to know his name, 
his illness and, most importantly of all, why dad refused to say 
anything about him. What I saw behind that door was a sane person, 
or so I thought he was. This was 7 years ago, and since then, I 
haven't seen him .. so I'm not so sure anymore.

I  almost  forgot  about  him,  but  I  guess  coming  here  again 
must've  jogged  my  memory.  I  was  in  dad's  office  where  he  was 
lectured me about getting better grades after scolding me. To be 
honest, at that age I was rude, impulsive and had drunk a huge mug 
of attitude. As I chewed bubblegum I scanned the magazines on the 
small coffee table to see if he had anything of my interest.

“Are you listening to me young lady?”

“Huh? Oh, yeah .. hanging on your every word!”

I was barley listening to a word he was saying. After he 
finished his lecture, he told me to wait in my chair until his 
shift is over. Whatever! Since none of the magazines were up to 
date, and boring in general, I looked on his desk viewing some 
documentations regarding some of his patients. 

“What?! He's still here?!”

I freaked out when I knew that for the past 7 years, the boy 
was still locked up in this funny house! I saw his picture on one 
of the folders and identified him immediately. In spite of the fact 
that I've only spoken to him once 7 years ago, seeing one glimpse 
of one photo brought back everything.

“He's still here?!”

“He's still crazy.”

“What? What has he done? Who is he?”

Dad took off his glasses then said: “Sabrina, stay away from 
him.”

Taking off his glasses meant that he wasn't playing around. On 
top of knowing that I'm against all kinds of imprisonment of any 
living creature, he saw that I was still interested in the boy 
after all these years.
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“Dad, I'm not a child anymore! I'm 17!”

I stood my ground, showing him that I was serious as well!

“Sabrina, I told you to stay away from him and that's final!”

“Oh, That's final! Guess that finishes the discussion and I 
should shut up now! .. Bet that's why mom left you!”

I stormed out. I went to a vending machine and got a pop soda, 
then grabbed a seat in the hallway. That's when my head tilted 
towards a certain room. The sight of his room was visible from 
where I sat. I got up and started walking towards his room to see 
what has changed and what remained the same, but mostly just to say 
hi, see if he remembers me, and if he had another visitor since me.

“Chris!”

Bam! Just like that 8 feet tall muscleman Chris was in my way 
just like dad always seemed to be in my throat.

“Sorry, Miss, but I can't let you get any closer to Vessy's 
room than this. Your father's orders.”

“Figures.”

Seeing that I couldn't even steal a peak, I disappointedly 
turned the other way hoping that Chris would cave .. but he didn't. 
Just before I walked away, I asked:

“Can you tell me something, Chris? .. who is he?”

“He's  bad  news,  miss,  if  I  were  you,  I'd  stick  to  your 
father's advice.”

I said nothing, but I put on my determination look and held my 
position with my arms crossed.

“He's name is Markus Vessy. He's been here since 1998.”

“Seriously?! 12 years? What have he done to deserve this life-
time imprisonment?!”

“Well .. he sees things.”

“Sees things? Like what? Visions? As in: the end of the world 
is in 2012? or sees things as in dead people?”

“..  No,  he  sees  things  in  a  twisted  way,  things  that, 
strangely enough,  come true  ..” After  seeing the  disbelief and 
wanting-more-info  look  in  my  eyes,  Chris  added:  “Look,  I  said 
enough as it is, now get outta here before your father hears me 
talking and cans me!” 
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Sorry Chris, but I can't possibly buy that! Locking a man up 
and ruining his life because of visions! Luther King had a vision, 
didn't see anyone locking him up! No, this was absolute madness. 
Crazy! How dad agreed to lock him up all that time is beyond me. 
But then again, if Vessy's truly been in there since 98, then that 
means dad wasn't the one who gave the order to lock him up as he 
wasn't the big boy at that time. He's previous boss must've done it 
and convinced dad to keep him in there until he rots.

I was cool with this as a burning man would be cool being 
burned alive! I'm against lockups, but this is something else! I 
couldn't just complain about it and protest, I had to react. I had 
to get rid of this problem; I had to do something; I had to set him 
free!  But  first,  I  had  to  make  sure  that  I  wasn't  making  the 
mistake of releasing a maniac into the society.

When it stroke 12, I broke in the madhouse. I couldn't go any 
sooner as dad usually sleeps around 11. I had to be sure. I took 
the stairway and snook all the way to Vessy's room. The place 
looked so much different and scarier at nighttime. Still, this was 
the best time to break Vessy out. The night-shift was around, but 
to lazy to make laps so they just sat on the chairs drinking coffee 
and chatting.

Within minutes, I stood in front of boy wonder's door. I made 
it without being spotted thanks to the chatterboxes. I stood up and 
peaked inside, and there he was sitting on his bed like the last 
time I saw him 7 years ago. When does he sleep?! I took out dad's 
keys from my pocket and unlocked his door and walked in.

“Psst! Hey!”

My whispering got his attention.

“Listen, I gotta ask you something .. are you a sicko?”

.. It's probably nutty to ask a nut that, but there's no 
better why of finding out other than asking the patient himself!

“I'm in a straitjacket locked up in a mental institute, how 
strong and reliable could my word possibly be?”

“.. You sound sane, You passed the test! Get up,” I issued an 
order, “I'm bailing you out!”

Maybe I'm drawn to Vessy because I'm tempted by the forbidden 
fruit, or maybe I'm doing this because its the right thing to do. 
Whatever my motivation was, I could not rest until he's out. Before 
we made our escape, I tried to remove the bandage off his head.

“No!” He shouted.
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I freaked, freezing in my actions.

“.. Just leave it, it's just that .. I've worn it so long that 
I've gotten used to it.”

Close call. Good thing the guards' chatter and laughter was 
louder  than  his  shout  or  we'll  all  be  thrown  behind  bars.  I 
realized that this was no time to argue so I just got him up from 
the bed and guided him out the door. Before we left, I locked the 
doors and took with me the keys. After that, we moused our way out.

Finally, at long last, the boy was out. We hid behind the 
bushes just outside the psychiatric institute. As we caught our 
breath, I laughed.

“What's so funny?!”

“.. Ah, nothing.”

It was nothing really. I guess it was a laugh out of relief 
and freedom. One of the many things I have to teach him. As I 
looked at him, I noticed that he was clueless. I got up to rid him 
of the unknown that he has lived in for the last 12 years.

“No, just leave it!” He argued again.

“Come on, don't be such a wuss, my old man's not here!”

“I'm serious, just leave it on!”

Although  he  struggled  like  his  life  depended  on  it,  I 
proceeded. I thought that he was only scared because he's been 
living  behind  it  for  so  long.  Anyways,  his  resistance  made  me 
smile. Since he was still in a straitjacket, he's resistance was 
that of a baby resisting a diaper change. As I removed it, my hands 
shivered as the bandage fell completely off, revealing the secret 
and the reason to why he was locked up for all this time.

My hands abandoned everything as they jumped to cover my mouth 
in horror. My jaw fell down as my eyes grew bigger in a scare. As 
my  heart  pounded  faster,  I  fell  on  my  back  from  the  worst 
imaginable, not to mention impossible, scene ever.

“You fool! What've you done?!”

“I'm sorry! I …”

“I wish I never escaped the asylum!”

***
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