
At the edge of his bed he sat looking into nothingness.  The lights were out.  The room 

was still and pitch black.  His long black hair covered the right half of his face.  The other person 

in the room had no clue as to his solitary wakeful silence.  Twelve year old Uchiha Sasuke slept 

sound asleep in his bed nestled up in the warmth and comfort of a neatly tucked fetal ball with 

the covers wrapped snuggly around his little body.  Were he to have awaked he would have seen 

incandescent red eyes glaring directly at him.  He would have seen his older brother, Itachi, 

looking at him from behind those glowing ember like eyes with headphones on.  He would have 

noticed him slowly begin to sway to the bass filled electronic beats of ODESZA.  His head 

swaying back and forth and glowing eyes weaving light trails in the darkness.  He would have 

noticed his older brother, Itachi, stand up and dance as if possessed.  Moving to the rhythms and 

rocking to the sound of the music.  And for long moments he would have seen those glowing 

eyes disappear as Itachi closed his eyes in the melodious embrace of the sounds streaming into 

his ears.  Unaware, young Sasuke slept with no knowledge of this odd display.  Sleeping so 

soundly, he never saw the long wood handled kitchen knife that Itachi held in his hand.  He was 

blissfully ignorant of how close Itachi came to his bedside with that long kitchen cutlery in his 

hand.  He was supremely lucky not to know that his brother, Itachi was just inches from his 

throat with the blade of that knife hovering close under his tucked chin.  Better to wake up never 

knowing, but dangerous to sleep so unaware.  

This night Sasuke lived.  Like so many other nights, Itachi could not fully commit to 

murdering his little brother.  He continued to listen to his music playlist and returned to just 

staring into the night.  He redirected the knife elsewhere and put it to other use.  The loud 

thumping bass and electronic beats sent a black kaleidoscope of strange shapes and images 

flashing in his mind.  It was as if they were real.  He felt that he could touch them.  Another 



sleepless night spent chasing shapes until even that would not keep the other more troubling 

images away.  And then he would reach into his book bag and take out something more powerful 

that would give him rest for another night.   

 

Saturday morning came and Sasuke was already out of the door playing with the kids in 

the neighborhood when Itachi finally awoke.  He arrived groggy to consciousness.  He welcomed 

the fog.  It was a good sign.  He lie in bed for a while relishing in the quiet.  Sure, Saturday 

morning in the Uchiha household was not quiet.  His father was outside cutting the grass and he 

could hear the faint rattling of metal in the kitchen but the loud he usually experienced was 

something else.  It was sensory overload on a magnitude that made everything else seem quiet, in 

slow motion.  He looked around and lie there some more not wanting to move too much like 

someone who had experienced a broken leg fearing re-aggravating the injury.  Those eyes were 

an injury to his mind and soul and so he feared more than anything their re-aggravation.   

 

He slept long into the day.  Off and on, he drifted into sleep and wakefulness.  That is 

until Sasuke stormed into the room begging Itachi to take him and his friends to the gym to play 

basketball.  “Mom and Dad said that they have somewhere to go.” Sasuke whined.  Itachi figured 

that he was lying.  His mother and father rarely had plans during the weekend.  At the most, they 

might invite some people over but for the most part they relaxed on Saturday afternoons.  Sasuke 

just liked playing sports with Itachi and showing him off to his friends.  Any younger brother 

would want to show off the fact that they were Itachi’s younger brother.  Itachi was a star athlete 

in the area.  He was the star of the high school football team, the top point guard in the school’s 



division for basketball and the best player on the soccer team.  He lettered in three of the 

school’s major sports.  This likely had a deep connection to those eyes and his odd 

condition.  Everything was so clear to him when he played any sport.  Although he had only 

slightly above average sprinting speed, no one could touch him because he could see, hear and 

feel their movements.  He could anticipate the movements of defenders even when he couldn’t 

see them.  He would slash and cut through defenders leaving them eating chunks of grass as they 

reached for him certain that they would tackle him only to grasp nothing but air in the place from 

which he had suddenly vanished.  The football coach played him at every single skill position on 

both sides of the ball.  As a quarterback he threw tight spirals with laser accuracy.  As a receiver 

he could follow the flight of the ball so skillfully that he often stole passes from his own 

teammates.  On defense that very skill made him an all region defensive back.  In soccer he was 

equally amazing.  His dribbling skill was legendary.  He could do all of the famous dribbling 

skills and often did them in-game to the excitement of people in the stands.  If he was anywhere 

within 30 meters of the goal on a free kick it was almost a sure thing that he would score.  But, it 

was in basketball that his inordinate talents were most notable.  He could dribble around players 

like they were standing still.  Opposing teams fouled him hard because they felt he was toying 

with them.  He handled the ball with the mastery of an elite NBA player and shot even 

better.  There would be long stretches of games when he seemed unable to miss and when scores 

became too one sided his coach would bench him.  Defensively, he could steal the ball from 

opposing players at will.  His reflexes were laser sharp and instantaneous.  And they were always 

correct.  He often felt as though his body moved on an intuition that was more calculation than 

feeling but he could not explain the calculations.  The calculations were unattainable to his 

conscious mind but he could follow them.  And his eyes often seemed to show events in the 



future.  He could literally see the wind moving around the ball as it spun backwards traveling 

through the air on the way to the basket.  He often imagined that he heard, or no, perhaps saw the 

very thoughts of players as they moved down the court. It was apparent to everyone who saw, 

that he had a talent. 

 

He was proud of his athletic talents and loved playing sports until he connected those 

natural talents to his eyes and his synesthesia.  And when he finally did make that connection, he 

lost his competitiveness.  He lost his love for sports and so many other things.  He began to dial 

himself back in games.  He tried to take it easy on other players relegating his talents to just 

making crisp passes on the court instead of dropping ridiculous point totals and steals on 

opposing teams.  He did his best to play within a framework of diluted passion but he could no 

longer do that when those red eyes started to appear more frequently.  At first they only appeared 

at times when he was most focused or disturbed. And appearances were infrequent and highly 

predictable.  But over the past year they started to emerge more often.  And he feared being 

unable to hide them.  But, even beyond that, those incandescent red eyes hurt.  They hurt him in 

every conceivable way.  They hurt him physically, emotionally and even spiritually.  They were 

pain incarnate to his being and he wanted so badly for them to stay away from him.  They were 

an affliction that he wished to be cured of.   So, over the past school year he decided not to play 

basketball, football or soccer at all, much to the disappointment and dismay of his coaches and 

teammates.  He left sports behind. 

 More than that.  He tried to leave everything behind that could trigger the change 

in his eyes which then triggered an intense change in his perception of his physical 



environment.  That seemed to work for a time.  He succeeded in lowering the frequency of his 

episodes for a short period but then it seemed that his plan had backfired and now the episodes 

were more frequent than ever.  Everything now seemed to be a possible trigger.  So he gave up 

trying to completely avoid all of the known triggers but he still didn’t return to sports.   

And here was Sasuke, begging him to take him and his friends to play basketball.  Itachi 

knew that Sasuke just wanted to play basketball with his older brother.  He knew that he looked 

up to him.  He was lovingly fond of his little brother as well.  He could see how they were so 

similar.  The brotherly bond between the two was strong and now Itachi found it hard.  It was 

hard for him to continue to show his brother love while also deeply yearning to separate himself 

from the little boy so like himself.  But eventually he would have to find a way. 


