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Serving the Master

by~ Tormonyf 1V gy

Part 1 — My Turn to Tell

“When I stepped out into the bright sunlight from
the darkness of the movie house, I had...” Suddenly,
my eyes stopped moving—a gruesome vision of my
severed spine flashed repeatedly through my head. I
was paralysed. I could not move. Panic mode set in.

My anxiety was not so much from the pain of my
severed spinal cord, but from the consequences of
paralysis. My athletic career was over. Certainly, I
would be in a wheelchair for life, and my family
would have to move to a new house to accommodate
it. I would never get behind the wheel of a car. I
would never feel a woman. These thoughts crushed
me. I closed my eyes and silently screamed in
distress.

As all of life’s dreams were evaporating before my
eyes, my master came and offered to save me. He
said that all I had to do was reread the sentence. All
I had to do—yeah, right. He had been doing this for
years: showing up with the key to my freedom only
to return soon thereafter in a more sinister way. But
just as I had done for the past four years, I followed
his directions and moved my eyes to the beginning
of the sentence. I silently screamed in misery.

“When I stepped out into the bright sunlight
from the darkness of the movie house, I had...”
Again, I couldn’t read on. Visions of being pushed
around in a wheelchair took over my mind. I did not
know what to do. The effects of being a paraplegic
for life flooded my thoughts. As my life continued to
crash down before my eyes, my master’s voice called
out again. All I had to do was reread the sentence he
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said. I complied. I would do anything to be spared. I
silently screamed in anguish.

“When I stepped out into the bright sunlight
from the darkness of the movie house, I had only
two things...” Bam—visions seized my mind once
more: my mom feeding me, dressing me, and
brushing my teeth. I started to twitch—moving my
arms, legs, head, and shoulders, trying to flush these
visions out of my system. All my dreams and desires
vanished. As I drifted further and further into
despair, my master arrived with another reprieve.
All T had to do was read the sentence a fourth time. I
knew this battle could continue for ages, but I had
to fight. I did not want to be paralyzed. I silently
screamed in outrage.

“When I stepped out into the bright sunlight
from the darkness of the movie house, I had only
two things on my mind: Paul Newman and a...”
Horrid visions swarmed my mind a fourth time. I
knew that five was a good number and that if I read
the sentence a fifth time, my master might let me go
—let me walk away under my own faculties and live
the life I desperately dreamed. He might also let me
keep reading. I silently screamed in defiance.

“When I stepped out into the bright sunlight
from the darkness of the movie house, I had only
two things on my mind: Paul Newman and a ride
home.” T paused after reading the last word and
waited for awful visions to come roaring back into
my mind, but none did.

My master had let me go. I had read a complete
sentence. I breathed a deep sigh of relief. I was free.

I silently screamed in joy. I read on.
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“I'was wishing I looked like Paul Newman——he
looks tough and I don’t——but I guess my own looks
aren't so bad. I have light-brown, almost—red
hair...” Suddenly, my eyes drifted from the page and
moved towards my lower right leg. I begged them
not to move across my tibia and fibula, but I was not
in control. I heard a snap. My skin ripped apart, and
the bones broke out at odd angles. I closed my eyes
and silently screamed in despair.

Immediately, in an almost catatonic state, I
started counting my good numbers: 1, 3, 5, 7, 9,13,
14, 17, 19, 22, 25, 30, 31, 32, 34, 43, 49, 54, 72,
94,95,103,104.1,3, 5,7,9,13, 14, 17, 19, 22, 25,
30, 31, 32, 34, 43, 49, 54, 72, 94, 95, 103, 105. 1,
3,5,7,9,13, 14, 17, 19, 22, 25, 30, 31, 32, 34, 43,
49, 54,72,94,95,103,106. 1, 3,5,7,9,13, 14,17,
19, 22, 25, 30, 31, 32, 34, 43, 49, 54, 72, 94, 95,
103,110.1, 3,5,7,9,13, 14,17, 19, 22, 25, 30, 31,
32, 34, 43, 49, 54, 72, 94, 95, 103, 116. The
numbers finally slowed and then came to a stop at
116. 116 is a good number because 1+1+6 = 8, and
since this was my fifth time through the set, the
numbers added together equal 13. Also, when you
separate 1 and 3 and then add them together, you
get 4, which is a great number—an almost perfect
sequencing. In the midst of my counting, my master
abruptly vanished and my leg immediately returned
to its ordinary shape; I was safe. I went back to the
start of the sentence.

“T have light-brown, almost-red hair and
greenish-gray...” My eyes once again drifted
towards my right leg. I closed them and tried to gain
control of their movement, but I was no match for
my master’s powers. He swiftly guided my eyes
across my right leg, and images of it snapping again
flickered through my head. I had to fight. 1, 3, 5, 7,
9,13,14,17, 19, 22, 25, 30, 31, 32, 34, 43, 49, 54,
72,94,95,103,104. 1, 3,5,7,9,13, 14,17, 19, 22,
25, 30, 31, 32, 34, 43, 49, 54, 72, 94, 95, 103, 104.
105. 1,3,5,7,9,13,14,17,19, 22, 25, 30, 31, 32,

34,43, 49, 54, 72, 94, 95, 103, 104. 105. Finally, a
good number, 105, on the third set. 1+5 =6 + 3 =
9, one of my favorite numbers. My leg went back to
its normal shape. My athletic career was back on
track. I was free.

Too exhausted to read on, I closed the book and
silently screamed in solitude.

Part Two — Your Turn to Feel

It's impossible for anyone else to feel the acute
anxiety my obsessions cause. If I told you that your
mom was going to die if you did not turn on and off
the light in your bedroom five times, you might say,
“Well, that is stupid; they have nothing to do with
each other.” Compulsions, on the other hand, are
somewhat easier to experience. Below is an excerpt
from Ernest Hemingway’s The Old Man and the
Sea. While reading the passage, follow the italicized
directions that are given in parentheses.

“He was an old man who fished alone in a skiff in
the Gulf Stream and he had gone eighty-four days
now without taking a fish. In the first forty days a
boy had been with him. But after forty days...

(Stand up and sit back down, and then go back
to the start of the paragraph and reread the
passage up to the word “days” three times. After
the third time, you can skip this set of instructions
and keep reading)

...without a fish the boy’s parents had told him
that the old man was now definitely and finally
salao, which is the worst form of unlucky, and the
boy had gone...

(Move your right foot forward two inches and
then move your left foot forward one inch. Then
move your right foot back two inches and your left
foot back one inch. Repeat this nine times. After the
ninth time, go back to the start of the paragraph



and start reading again. As you read from the
start this time, you can skip all prior italicized
directions and keep reading from the end of this
parenthesis.)

...at their orders in another boat which caught
three good fish the first week. It made the boy...

(Reread the words at the start of this sentence
like this - boy, boy, boy, it made the boy, it made the
boy, it made the boy, boy, boy, boy, it made the boy,
it made the boy, it made the boy, boy, boy, boy, it
made the boy, it made the boy. Now go to the
beginning of the sentence and keep reading
through, skipping all of the italicized directions.)

...sad to see the old man come in each day with
his skiff empty and he always went down to help
him carry either the coiled lines or the gaff and
harpoon and the sail that was furled around the
mast. The sail was patched with flour...

(Flex your right pectoral muscle, then your left,
then your right twice, then your left, then your
right, then your left, then your right, then your left,
then your right twice, then your left, then your
right, then your left. As you continue moving your
pectorals, start counting 1, 3, 5, 7, 9, 13, 14, 17,
25, 31, 34, 59, 72, 95, 1, 3, 9, 13, 17, 25, 32, 62,
90. Now take your right hand and move it over
onto your thigh, then hold it out to your side so that
no body parts are below your hand, then touch
your thigh again and move it away again—do this
five more times. When you are done, go back to the
start of the sentence “The sail was patched...” and
keep reading through, skipping these italicized
directions.)

Thon & Bloom

...sacks and, furled, it looked like the flag of...

(Start counting 1,3,5,7,9,13,14,17, 21, 25,
31, 32,34, 59,72,95, 1, 3,5,7,9,13, 17, 25, 32,
34, 43, 94, 97, 99. Now go back to the start of the
sentence, “The sail was ...” and continue to the end
of the sentence.)

...permanent defeat.”
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