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The split mind of a prophet

Reporting from an epileptic seizure, circa July 2008

Before

I’m walking to work with my intern. It’s a glorious day and the sun is warm already. UK summers don’t give me days like this too often, so I have to plan ways to get as much data as possible from my fieldwork. I need to be in the zone of efficient experiments, of butterflies lined up so there’s no gap between each test. My intern’s good, she’s been helpful and I’m not paying her, so I feel that I need to offer a lot in return – knowledge, advice, encouragement. This morning, however, we’ve just been chatting about novels. Walking to work in the sunshine, listening to the birds, passing the post box with a tree draped over it…
Curiosity

Wait, I dreamt this. Something happened when I was walking here before, maybe lots of times.
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Sickness



Return to the world

Has she noticed? Maybe she’s too polite to say anything, but I think I’ve got away with it again.

No driving licence for me then. Cars are expensive. And a responsibility. Anyway, I’m an environmentalist, I shouldn’t want my driving licence back. 

I have to go to work, but I just want to sleep. I’m sure it would be fine if I told someone, they’d understand and I could rest just for a bit. No way. Epilepsy makes it sound dramatic. To tell someone that I wasn’t daydreaming, that my daydream seemed real, it would be odd for them, unsettling. It’s not that big a deal anyway.
I still feel sick.

It’s weird that I can never remember something so vivid. I wish I could. There was a panda, there was definitely a panda. If only I could remember, I’d swear I was a prophet. Oh well, perhaps it’s better that I forget.

I was with a group of people, I remember.





This is fascinating. What happened?





In the dream I went for ice cream. Interesting.





Who with?





It’s happening again.








Don’t believe it, you’ll regret it.





It’s nice now, but you know it will be horrible.





FIGHT IT!





FIGHT IT!





I…can’t…stop





The lady making the ice cream is someone from my sailing club when I was a child. I thought I’d forgotten about her, but actually we’re still friends.





This world is real too.


Why do I forget that I live in two worlds?





There are people having ice cream with me. They’re bright, 3D, real inside my head. Who are they? I should know.





The lady making ice cream is deep-frying it in liquid nitrogen.





The colours are so beautiful, deep turquoise.





It’s coming out as small lumps on sticks, blue, turquoise, cream.


She gives a bunch to me. 





It’s not cold, it doesn’t taste of much, but I’m too polite to let myself feel disappointed.





She hands one of the other people a marzipan panda instead.








My throat, it’s swollen. My tongue feels so thick.





Swallow, swallow again, keep swallowing. 


You can swallow it down, control it.





It’s so real – could it be true?





I feel so sick.





The blood’s pounding through my ears, I can’t make it stop.





Keep walking, make yourself walk.





It’s so hot, I’m boiling.








My intern, she’s leaving me behind, what will she think? What if she speaks to me?


I can’t walk any faster.





Can I sit down? There’s a wall. 


I could just sit on the pavement.





Forget it.





Keep walking. Be normal.





Swallow, don’t be sick.





Swallow, swallow…











