Snakebit

.“…Yer job here is real simple, just follow the lead of the other guys and learn the ropes from them. Ah’ll one of ‘em work with ya until yuh’ve caught on. There really ain’t much to it, yuh’ll start on the night shift, a’course… all  the patients’ll be sleepin, all doped up. Most of ‘em’re harmless anyway…” The head orderly droned on and on, giving the new hire a quick tour of the psyche ward to help get him oriented.

 
They were walking briskly down the long, white corridor when the man who was speaking stopped short. They were standing in front of a door that was distinctly different from all the others which lined the corridor. There were stains and blemishes beneath the whitewash and ground into the finish of the floor suggestive of violent struggles and occasional flows of blood surrounding this door. Instead of the flimsy mock wood paneling of which the other doors were composed, this one was made of steel and bore scars and bumps from being bashed outward. 

Gesturing toward its little, barred window the head orderly began to speak again…”this is the only one ya need to be careful around, go ahead, take a look, he’s out cold now, if he wun’t, trust me…we woulda knowed by now. He sure is a biggun, ain’t he….”

**Inside**
 
The boy’s overwhelming terror is driving me mad. That poor boy; he’s screaming his head off. He is terrified and the doctors and nurses can’t seem to help him. They don’t understand his horror.

I can help him if I can just get out of my room and talk to him.

I can hear him screaming…

” Snakes, snakes everywhere, get them off me, Help, they’re biting me, They’re crawling all over me…HELP!!!!”

…over and over; He is so scared. They don’t know how to help him. I can hear them trying to talk to him; a confusing mass of fumbling words…

”Here son look out the window, there’s snow all over the ground, snakes can’t survive in this weather, they’d freeze to death…..is that needle ready yet nurse, we have to get this boy sedated…it’s okay, stay calm son, we’ll help you”…

They are doctors. They’re supposed to be smart; supposed to help people like him; people like me. But they just can’t see. They don’t understand. They cannot see the snakes so they cannot relate to the sheer terror they bring.

 Living with the snakes is like dying a thousand screaming deaths every day, the fear cannot be described. The drugs don’t help. Sedation does not get rid of the snakes; it only makes us helpless against them and so intensifies our fear. 

 
They have terrorized me most of my life. But now I can beat them.

I can help that boy. If only I can free myself, break my chains, get out of my room and reach his side. The chains on my legs won’t let me move far beyond my bed. I have to break free and help that boy. 

They can’t help him..I must…I MUST.

 
The snakes are all varieties of Cobras; Kings, Indians, even deadly little Asps. There are no Rattlers or any other kind of snakes, just the quiet Cobras. 

They weren’t always there, these snakes.

They first started appearing when I was just little, around four, I think. In the beginning, they only showed up in my nightmares and would leave when Dad and Mom woke me up. As time passed they would terrorize me more and more often. My parents did all that they could to help me. 

My Dad even went so far as to take me outside in the middle of the night and shoot off a whole box of shells through his pistol. I was horrified that night. He shot every snake that I pointed at though, and it made me feel a bit better to see so many of them die.

 But they were everywhere, far too many to shoot.

 
Over the next year or so, I think, the snakes began to terrorize me even in consciousness. 

They would creep over my entire body when I lay down. When I stood, sat, or ran they would entwine themselves around my ankles and legs and slither up around the trunk of my body; coiling around my arms, neck, and head, biting me, always biting me; chewing on my flesh as they writhed about me and covered everything and everyone around me.

…A deadly, squirming, slithering, perpetually hissing mass of unspeakable horror that grew to blot out all else…


I still don’t know where they came from or why they came. I never knew when they would come or how long they would stay when they did. I could not run from them; there was no escape. 

The fear was so overwhelming that I wanted only to die.


I have vague memories of trying to save my parents and my friends from the snakes.

 Doctors and nurses and other people talk about it sometimes.

They say it was my sixth birthday party, but I am not really sure. They say that I killed my parents and friends with a cake knife, but that’s not true. I was killing the snakes.

They had crept up and suddenly attacked everyone; they were biting and biting; I had to stop them. 

I grabbed a knife that was on the table and started stabbing the snakes. They were killing the people I loved. I tried to stop them but they were too many and I could not get them all. For each snake that I killed, hundreds took its place. They swarmed over everything, even me. I stabbed and sliced and kicked and bit and stomped but I could not stop them.

They killed everyone there but left me to suffer in terror and anguish.


The police cars and ambulances with flashing lights came and the men dragged me away screaming. 

They told me they would take me someplace where I could get fixed and be safe.

The snakes had hidden when these men showed up.

I could see all the cuts on my hands, arms, and legs where they had bitten me.

They had chewed on everyone else so violently that they could not even be recognized. They all lay dead, pieces of their chewed flesh hanging grotesquely from their mutilated bodies.

 Why wouldn’t the snakes just kill me? I did not want to live, not with them haunting me, terrifying me…WHY!!!?


After that day, my life was unrelenting terror. 

Every moment of every day and every night was completely engulfed by the snakes. 

The doctors restrained me here in this room and loaded me with drugs. I laid here helpless, a sacrifice staked out for the snakes, defenseless against them. Unable to move, barely able to scream.

I laid here fighting my bonds and praying that I could just die.

My only defense against the snakes was to bite them back when they were careless enough to approach my face. I killed hundreds of them that way, but it was futile, they were so many.


Doctors and nurses would come in to try to help me but I could not even see them beneath all of the snakes.

People tried to comfort me but they could not. They did not see the snakes. They did not believe they were real.

 I know they’re real. I felt them slithering over me, biting me; I saw them kill.

 They were smart. They wouldn’t hurt anyone here because then people would know about them and find some way to destroy them.


No one could help me. No one could understand.

I was alone. I was alone until the day I met Sunshine.


I was lying in bed; hell, I was strapped down tightly to my bed. I had been here for years, drowning in a drug-induced haze, perpetually terrified by the evil, creeping mass of snakes that haunted my every breath. A new nurse came into my room.

The snakes cleared a path for her…! 

They shied away from her as if they feared her. As she walked across my room, the terrible sea of slithering green parted to allow her safe passage.

 I had never seen them do that before. They had always engulfed everything and everyone around me.

 For the first time since the snakes took over my life, I was able to look upon another human being.

She was beautiful. She was somewhat small and slender, with a milky white complexion. Her hair was a fair shining blond and her eyes were the cheery blue of a carefree midsummer sky.

The long forgotten sensation of a smile was beginning to tug at the corners of my mouth.

She smiled back at me.

 The blend of her smile, her sparkling blue eyes, and her shining hair created a vision like that of a perfect summer sunrise I could vaguely remember from days on the mountain lake where dad used to bring mom and me camping.

I lost my fears in her eyes. I suddenly felt safe.

As she said hello and touched my hand, the snakes that had been covering me hastily left my bed and hissed from a safe distance.

She was talking to me but I could not hear a word she was saying. I just lay there and wept with joy.

It did not matter to me what her name was; to me she would always be Sunshine.


I had not spoken anything other than horrified screams for years and nearly choked on the forming words but I had to know if she could see the snakes and how she was able to force them away. 

Sunny just smiled at me and raised her foot up onto my bed.

She pointed to a small plastic bandage on her thigh. The bandage was sky blue and had a picture on it. A cartoon sun was in the middle of it, smiling broadly. He had bright blue eyes but only one could be seen, the other was closed in a cheerful wink. Behind the sun was a brilliant rainbow and a few small, puffy clouds.

I guess that the snakes could not bear happiness and would flee from those without worry or fear. They could not face her or her happy bandage.

She did not fear them but she knew how terrifying they were to those like me who did not know how to fight them. She understood my fear and she helped me learn to beat the snakes.


Sunny came to see me every day; we began spending more and more time together. She gave me my own box of sunshine bandages. Together we painted the picture from them on my wall.

When we were together, the snakes fled. The bandage I wore, the picture on my wall, and thoughts of Sunny gradually helped to keep the snakes away even when the two of us were apart.

We talked for hours each day. 

She told me that I was now fifteen years old and had been restrained in my room here for nine years. She taught me to read and write. She convinced the doctors to remove my restraints and to gradually reduce my medications until I was nearly free of the mind numbing drugs they had been feeding me.

After nearly three years with her, I was very close to being released from this sterile white box.

I planned on leaving this place with her on my eighteenth birthday and getting out into the world. Disaster struck before that day could arrive.


I fell deeply in love with Sunny shortly after we met. In the space of a month, I could no longer contain myself and confessed my love to her.

When I told her, she held me tightly and we shared a deep, lingering kiss.

As her face came back into focus, I saw tears rolling down her cheeks but her eyes didn’t look sad and she was smiling.

I was not sure what to think of this display of emotion. I had never kissed a girl before and thought perhaps I had done it wrong somehow.

I was beginning to worry. I could see that a few of the slithering green bastards were working up the nerve to swarm us.

Sunny threw her arms around me and squeezed. In my ear she softly whispered, “ I love you too”.

The snakes that had been so near to attacking beat a hasty retreat at her words.

I was sure that the horrible, hissing nightmares would be gone forever.


Not long after that day, Sunny began sneaking into my room at night.

She introduced me to the wonders of woman. I could not believe that anything could feel so good or make me so happy as our many nights together did.

 After making love, we would lie awake holding each other for hours. Planning for our life together after my eighteenth birthday and my emergence from this hellhole. She even had a job waiting for me. Her father was a foreman for a construction company in the city. She told me that, with my size and strength, he would have no qualms about putting me to work.


I had never thought of myself as large or strong. I had felt small and weak and afraid throughout my life, until I met her.

I had been at the mercy of the snakes, powerless. 

She, however, constantly marveled at how large and strong I was.

I began to notice that people, no longer covered by snakes, were no threat to me. In fact, most were much smaller than me and all acted as though they feared me.

I thought that was kind of funny, others being afraid of me; I would never hurt anyone.


Finally free of the snakes and out of the baffling fog of too much sedation, I came to view myself as a normal man. I grew hungry to leave this sterile place and taste real life.

I felt great and smiled a lot.


One day, shortly before my eighteenth birthday, Sunny came to see me like always, but there was something wrong.

She looked like she had been crying. She was really upset and even looked a little scared. 

She told me that rumors of our affair had circulated to the point that the hospital’s board of directors had decided to intervene.

The cold bastards didn’t even bother to get the facts straight; they never asked me anything.

They did not care that Sunny had cured me; they told her that she could not possibly have done that. 

She was no doctor, merely a nurse. She had given me no new treatments or medications; the drugs that their doctors had been feeding me for all these years had finally taken effect, that was all. They told her that her involvement with me was detrimental. 

She told me that they had forced her to leave her job here. If she ever returned, even to visit me, they would take away her nursing license and she would face criminal charges for raping me. 

They did not care that we were in love.


Sunny kissed me and smiled bravely. 

She told me that I must also be brave. 

She said she would be waiting for me.

As soon as I got out of here, we would live the life we had planned over our many happy nights together.

She again smiled reassuringly at me and told me not to worry. She said she would write to me every day. She told me that I would have to be alright without her for a little while; I had to remember her and our happiness to keep the snakes away or I would never be allowed to leave here.


Strangely enough, I felt sure that I would be alright. I had only fifteen days to go until I was eighteen and would have a shot at leaving the hospital’s “care”. Sunny had made a man of me and her assurances strengthened me further. I had faith in our love. I was confident that the snakes had been driven from my life forever.

I kissed her and smiled. I told her not to worry, that she had cured me and that the snakes would never haunt me again. 

She gave me her telephone number and told me to call her as soon as I was released so that she could come get me. Watching her walk out of my room made me very sad but the thought of being free to live my life with her soon cast some cheery light on the gloom of her departure.


I awoke with a start from nightmares of the snakes devouring Sunny and saw that they had returned while I slept.

I burst free from my bed and sprang to my door to flee. 

The uncontrollable fear came crashing back over me; I had to escape from the seething blob of hissing, slithering death.

I crashed through my door and raced down the corridor, screaming in terror. 

The snakes crept ever closer, hungry to devour me once more. 

Orderlies and security guards tried tackling me from all directions. They were slowing me down. 

The snakes had caught up with me. 

As I was wrestled to the floor, I could feel them biting me again but when I looked, there were no snakes, only needles. 

The cobras had fled and I was being sedated.


When I awoke, my arms were cramped.

I was back in restraints; at least I wasn’t strapped down to my bed. I don’t know if I could handle that again. 

I rolled out of bed and stood up to have a look through the small window in my door. 

Halfway across the room, my feet stopped and I pitched forward on my face. Looking behind me, I saw the chain cuffed around my ankle and bolted to the wall near my bed. 

With some difficulty, I struggled back to my feet. It’s hard to stand up when you can’t move your arms; straight jackets really suck.


I sat on the edge of my bed and thought about Sunny, wishing she were here to make sure the snakes stayed away. 

The idea that I must find my own strength, my own power over the snakes, nagged at me and would not leave me in peace with my thoughts of Sunny. 

In the midst of my hazy confusion, a singular bit of clarity was beginning to break through. 

I felt myself understanding and began to feel my own resolve building.

I had fought the snakes throughout most of my life. With Sunny’s help, I had beaten them temporarily. 

It wasn’t right for me to hide behind Sunny. She was not a shield; she was the woman I loved.

I was no longer the defenseless child that the snakes had terrified and conquered.

I had become a man, powerful, strong and brave. I would fear the snakes no longer.

I had seen them run in fear, seen them beaten. They were not all-powerful, as I had thought they were. They fed and thrived on fear and ignorance. I no longer feared them and knew them for the cowards that they were. 

All of the doctors, shrinks, and scientists in the world together could not beat the snakes. They could not see the snakes, did not believe that they were real. They tried to tell me not to fear the snakes because they were not real, only a figment of my imagination. 

They are not imaginary; they’re very, very real. 

Denying their existence would not get rid of them. Facing them without fear, the way that Sunny did, would be the only way to drive them out of my life forever.

I could show them no fear; I must face them bravely.


I could feel my own strength rushing through me like a drug. Let the snakes come if they dared; I was eager to face them. 

They had tortured me for fourteen years and still I lived. I had become stronger than them and was now ready to destroy them, to drive them out of existence.


I sat waiting for the snakes to appear. The hours passed and still they did not come.

 Were they afraid of me?

I grew tired and began to doze. 

Between the flutters of my eyelids, I could see them slowly beginning to creep into my room. 

They advanced cautiously, staying clear of me, lining the floor along the walls. 

It was as if they were filling an arena.

They were spectators filing into the stadium that was my room, leaving an empty space of about ten feet square beside my bed, roughly the size of the boundaries afforded me by my chain. 

They began to settle, as if in anticipation of some sort of show. Their hissing and slithering ceased and an eerie silence came over the room.


The heating vent in my wall was being bumped gradually open as an immense cobra was forcing his way out of it and into my room. 

I had never seen this snake before. 

He was at least fifteen feet long and nearly as big around as my leg. 

He made his way opposite of me in the makeshift ring. He slowly coiled his considerable length and raised his ugly head; his spread hood was more than a foot wide.

His black eyes now gleamed red and venom dripped from his fanged mouth as his evil black tongue darted swiftly about. His reared height was all of six feet. He swayed arrogantly back and forth in striking position, challenging me, daring me to step forward.


In the straight jacket, I stood no chance against him. I had to get out of that thing.

Rage began to boil within me and I could feel a strength I had never known. 

I slowly stood and heaved my arms and shoulders against the binding straps of the jacket. They gave and tore under the force and I was free in a matter of seconds. 

I stepped to face the monster without fear. Win or lose, this would at last mark the end of my struggle with these snakes. 

Their minions had failed to break me, now I must face their gruesome king. 

He merely continued to sway about, neither attacking nor retreating. 

Was he trying to intimidate me, or was he himself afraid?

 It did not matter to me; I had had enough.

 If this face-off were to be the end then I was not about to let it drag on any longer than was necessary. 

With every ounce of strength that I had, driven by years of anger, frustration and hatred, I drove my fist in an upward arc at the point just below his fanged mouth. 

My action must have been a surprise to him; he never had a chance to avoid the blow. 

I felt his head become jelly on my knuckles and thrilled to see the bloody pulp that had been the monster plop lifelessly to the floor. 

The silence at that moment was deafening. The snakes all stared in disbelief as their king died.

I watched in amazement as, first the monster, then the others, turned to ash and blew away to nothingness.


I sat back on my bed and rejoiced in the moment. The snakes would now be gone forever; I had crushed them completely.

I was now whole. 

I had only to show the doctors that I was fully recovered, completely cured. I would soon be free to join Sunny and live out my days in bliss with her. I wished that there was a doctor or nurse or anyone here to share my happiness with, to talk to. 

How long had I been under? What time is it now? What day is it now? How long would I have to wait to see someone? 

I had no clock in my room. I could not reach my door to peer out that window. I would simply have to wait now. 

If I just went to sleep, someone would wake me up eventually; then I could share my joyous news. I drifted peacefully off to dream of my fast approaching new life………




Why can’t they help that poor kid?!?!?! He is still screaming…it’s like his mouth is right next to my ear…so loud I think my ears might start bleeding. If I can just fight my way to him I can ease his fear…I can kill his snakes…then his ceaseless screams will stop…I have to get out of this room…Oh shit, snakes…back again…no they can’t be…why can’t I move…how can I fight them now…Sunny, Where’s Sunny…Mom, Dad…somebody…anybody…Help Me!!…where is everyone…why do they always leave me alone…alone with these snakes…strapped down…I can’t move…biting me…HELP ME…slithering all over me…all alone always alone…Sunny…Dad…Mom…HELP…STILL BITNG ME…KILL MEKILLMEPLEASEGOD…KILL ME!!!!!
**Outside**
…” so anyway, young fella, waddya think uh that guy? Sure, he looks kinda scary, but he’s all kinda tied down and pumped fulla sedatives that’d drop a elephant. He’s mostly harmless. 

Ya oughta hear the stories they tell about him though. Folks say he killed his whole family and a bunch of his friends when he was only six. Now I don’t know nuthin’ ‘bout that, but he did tear one pretty young nurse right tuh pieces a bunch a’ years back. It was a ungodly mess, looked like some wild animal had got ahold of her, pieces everywhere. 

I just started here muhself not long afore that. It didn’t make no sense to none of us. He seemed nice enough then; him and that nurse was mighty close too, if ya know what I mean. 

Oh well, I guess there ain’t no knowin’ what goes on inside a head like his. We figured he was goin to the chair after that happened but they never even had a trial. The D.A. took a look at his file and tried to innurview im and said there wunt no way no judge’d ever let im stand trial, said he was the hospital’s prollem. Pretty well sucks for him though, poor bastard’d probly be better off dead…”
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