
It was months after he finally felt somewhat normal again. The kaleidoscope was still bright in 

his eyes, his life was still filled with a perception he knew was so unlike that of others but over 

the past two years he had come to accept this constant influx of information as the cost of 

spectacular talents.  But in time he had learned to focus that perception into other useful pursuits. 

Itachi would read entire novels in mere quick flicks through pages and then sit and wait for his 

mind to organize the information and form a beautiful movie in his mind, that played out in mere 

instants. He would grab textbooks and thumb through them to find that he had learned all of the 

information in perfect detail.  He could search his mind to recount, with picturesque exactness, 

what was on each individual page. He found that those spectacular moments of fleeting brilliance 

on the field and the court could be routine for him. He dominated athletics; becoming a multi-

sport phenom at his high school. And in the arts... In the arts he was magnificent. He painted and 

drew as though his hands were laser printers for his soul. Beautiful works that were as emotive as 

they were perfect in execution. Seven different instruments he could make sing masterfully in 

any style he could imagine. Whatever pain severe synesthesia could bring was at the very least 

equaled by the talents it bestowed upon him. And with very few manic episodes of which to 

speak, he felt more the gifts than the curse. That was until one summer morning cast a spell on 

him resulting in a manifold increase in the curse. 

Red eyes first raptured the young man's soul in the summer of the previous year, approximately 

two years after being diagnosed with synesthesia.   On a morning when too much energy 

congregated in one spot. So much focused in one instance that black eyes flooded with emotion 

and were stained in red. Itachi, like any boy of sixteen years had developed a crush. A crush that 

he knew was returned. But also a crush that he knew was shared. Itachi held a mutual attraction 

with an older girl named Scarlett Dysmas.  A girl of average height with long dark wavy hair that 



was always left free to fall haphazardly down her back. Scarlett's eyes were amber with little 

flecks of orange in them. Itachi had memorized each singular fleck and if asked to draw them, 

could place each one perfectly in her big shiny eyes. He had done this without being asked plenty 

of times. Not one, but two of his art books could be her photo albums. She and Itachi spent 

considerable time together in the Art room of the high school playfully enjoying each other's 

presence. Drawing and painting together. Talking together and flirting just enough to make their 

mutual attraction evident but never admitting openly that they liked each other. But still no need 

for the power of Itachi's perceptive capabilities. No secret was even attempted to be kept that she 

liked him. In his eyes she glowed a lovely vermillion; a mix of red and orange. Happy, playful, 

joyful, cheerful orange combined with the passionate intensity of a bright red.  Beautiful, but 

unnecessary was his vision of Scarlett. And Itachi couldn't hide his feelings for her either. His 

senses were overwhelmed in her presence and it was all that he could do to stop from yelling her 

name on sight. On feeling. On hearing the sound of her voice. On smelling the floral perfumed 

scent that infected the air when she walked in a room. At the feel of her hand on his back when 

she tapped him to wake him from one of his trance like spells of sketching in art class, he would 

jerk to reality at his station focusing only on her soft palm. 

But young love is always complicated; lacking in calm rationality and fueled in newly 

experienced passions. Too many pure, undiluted emotions involved. What unspoken favor each 

held for the other was always held to simmer although cooking from a young fire underneath. 

Never being allowed to boil because of a awkward chronology. Scarlett had dated, Steven 

Wahremorgen, a senior who was the center on the basketball team. A teammate and friend of 

Itachi. Steven and Scarlett had been broken up for a while but Itachi knew that his friend still 

held strong feelings for her. He could see it as clear as day. And in respect to that, both he and 



Scarlett danced a flirty romantic jig around their feelings. They had never explicitly spoken 

about it but there was a tacit understanding between them that they would make no move until 

Steven had left for college. 

Being all in the same circle of friends they often all hung out together. Scarlett handled being all 

together fairly well. But it was torture for Itachi. When they were all together he had trouble 

dealing with all of the different emotions that emanated from the other two in the triangle. 

Scarlett's colors were ever changing in Steven's presence. One second she would be blue and 

distant in interaction with Steven and then he would do something that must have reminded her 

of their good times or his good points and then for a time she would sit orange in his presence. 

Slight flashes of a that similar vermillion, skin of the persimmon hue that he saw on her when 

she was with him would appear on her face. And Steven; a constant white hot color that kept a 

strong maroon tint. It drove Itachi crazy. And so he always tried to minimize direct interaction 

with the two simultaneously. He either talked to Scarlett or to Steven at any one time. 

But on a hot summer night, at a birthday birthday party for Terrance, the same boy from his 

basketball team, all emotions were white hot. The crew of the basketball team, mainly Steven, 

had gotten their hands on a couple of cases of beer. He was going off to college soon so his 

parent's were more comfortable with the idea of him drinking. They bought him a case and then 

he got another from a friend who worked at Wal-Mart. The kids drank and had their good time in 

the glow of the fire pit in Terrance's backyard sitting on lawn chairs and wicker seats on the 

concrete patio. His parent's let it go as well thinking it was better for the kids to drink a little in 

the safety of a friend's home than to drink a lot out and about where they could get into 

trouble.  They had also purposefully planned a weekend getaway so as not to be in the way of the 

party.  And everything went fine until Steven made a sudden statement about his college future. 



Looking right at Scarlett with eyelids hanging low from the weight of a few beers, Steven stated 

matter-of-factly "Yeah. I'll be in the dorms my first year... But, in my sophomore year, I'll get a 

house. And then me and Scarlett will live together when she comes." Everyone laughed knowing 

that they were not together and also somewhat aware of the flirtations between Scarlett and 

Itachi. Scarlett laughed at the statement as well and no one thought anything of it but in Itachi's 

eyes, there was a vortex rainbow of undulating hues, none of which pleased him. Scarlett 

laughed it off, but changes in colors showed just how torn she was. She must have been slightly 

flattered, somewhat pondering such a thought and somewhat annoyed by such a thing having 

been said. But it wasn't clear which she was the most. Steven's colors were so duplicitous. Two 

colors melded together but both of them in extremes. White intensity best characterized the two 

emotions within him. Itachi looked on uneasy. He sat quietly; taking a sip from his beer can. 

Steven walked over to Scarlett and grabbed her. The other kids sitting around took it as all in fun 

but bright lights in Itachi's eyes told him it was so much more. "Yeah, baby. You just finish this 

next year up and come on to college with The Big Opa." Big Opa was how Steven was 

affectionately called as he was six feet five inches tall, easily weighing 250 lbs and as his last 

named suggested, of some far off German stock. She pushed away from his embrace but only to 

a certain extent. She smiled awkwardly in his arms saying "Shut up. Shut up. Nobody is gonna 

be living with you." Itachi watched in utter displeasure until he couldn't watch anymore. He got 

up and walked away as inconspicuous as possible but he could feel everyone watching him. 

He found a quiet, comfortable spot at the edge of the yard, near the line of trees that acted as a 

border for the cul de sac. He stood there and looked up at the few stars that could be seen in the 

night sky, intermittently taking sips from the can. He would return to this moment over and over 

again thinking that if he had just put that beer down and went home then he might have been able 



to live a normal life but then he would realize that if it hadn't happened that night then it would 

have been another, And if not the other night he couldn't imagine then another night would have 

had the same effect, causing those ember-ish eyes to emerge. These were his eyes and they 

would have found him eventually one way or another. 

Terrance, a few beers dangling from his right hand in a plastic six pack rings, walked over to 

Itachi. "Bruh. What you doing out here by yourself?..." Itachi, still looking up at the sky only 

shook his head. "You Okay?" asked Terrance. The tone of his question pulled Itachi's gaze 

downward so that he looked at Terrance. In his eyes were tears. "Bruh. What's wrong for real 

though?" Terrance got closer to him and handed him another beer. Itachi told him how he felt 

seeing them together but Terrance could not possibly understand why Itachi's reaction would be 

so strong. Itachi could not explain reds, oranges, persimmon peel vermilion, and white hot 

emotion. He could not describe humming electricity in their embrace. He couldn't describe the 

throbbing in his heart and the emanation of nauseating smells lingering in his nose as they 

touched. He could see Terrance doing his best to feign a level of sympathy matching his own 

obvious distress but he could never grasp it. No one could. No one else could see the situation 

the way he did and no one could feel emotions as strongly and completely as he. In this world he 

was a man underwater with fish. And so no one could comprehend that he was drowning. 

Itachi finished the beer he had been holding and dropped it to the ground. He cracked open the 

one Terrance handed him. He drank that as he and Terrance talked. Then he grabbed another 

from the plastic six pack ring and drank that one. The colors dulled, and the feelings were less 

coherent. He could still see those shining colors but they were jumbled all together like a pack of 

crayons melted in the back seat of a car on a summer's day. The feelings were there as well but 

he could not differentiate between them so well. His visions was blurry cloud of colors. He had 



never drank this much before. Only had he ever had one or two. This felt good. He discarded 

another empty can and reached for another and drank that. His eyes were clear and looked to 

have forgotten the salty tears that once stood in them. Another beer down. In need of another, he 

walked back stumbling with Terrance to the patio where everyone else was. Itachi grabbed 

another beer and sat down in one of the wicker seats around the fire pit. The lights were too 

jumbled for him to care what they meant now.  He experienced a type of peace that he had never 

known. He didn't talk. He drank. And he enjoyed the party. 

The beers built up in his stomach and he felt the urge to pee. He got up and in his first step 

realized that he wasn't quite normal. His friend's realized the same. Ryan and Terrance got up to 

help steady him. Itachi laughed and brushed them off. "You Okay?" they asked. "Yo. I'm fine. 

I'm fine... You two are the best you know that?...And Terrance" said Itachi as he walked away. 

"You guys are so shiny and beautiful. Always in orange and gold. Always..." The boys looked at 

each other confused and then burst into laughter. They ran to the other side of the circular fire pit 

and exclaimed "Your boy Itachi is fucked up. He is drunk off his ass." Scarlett, with the least 

humored expression on her face in the group asked in earnest "How much has he had to drink?". 

Terrance answered with what must then have been the second least humored expression of the 

group. "He had like three with me over there. And he had at least one or two more when he was 

sitting over there". Speaking with a smirk on his face Ryan mentioned that Itachi was at least two 

beers in, before he walked over to the woods. Scarlett walked to the other side of the fire and saw 

Itachi clumsily walking toward the corner of the house. She started to walk toward him but 

Terrance stopped her saying that it would be better if he checked on Itachi instead. And then she 

got it. It was somehow because of her. 



A sudden, seemingly needless introspective reexamining of the night ran through her mind. She 

hadn't done anything to upset him and he couldn't possibly have taken Steven's comments 

seriously.  They hadn't been talking. In her mind, she held no lingering feelings for him. She 

without question had no intention of ever moving in with him. She wasn't even going to the same 

college. And Steven even pulled her to the side and said that he was just joking. He took it so far 

as to apologize just in case what he said was awkward in any way. There was nothing any longer 

between them. How could Itachi be so upset about something like that? She questioned 

everything she did that night and she could find no reason for him to be upset. But how could she 

know. She was a fish as well, oblivious to how simple water could drown another creature. 

Itachi urinated in the woods off to the side of Terrance's house. Terrance stood behind him. 

Watching and listening to him as he whisper-sang the strangest words. 

"Pretty, gorgeous, wondrous lights. 

All the light they cannot see. 

I see stars in the daytime. 

Never even leaving when I have to pee." 

Chuckling at Itachi, Terrance interrupted the quiet singing. "What the hell are you singing 

dude?" "What..? Huh?... Itachi was surprised. Itachi was never surprised. People couldn't sneak 

up on him even in his sleep. This much alcohol had a definite inhibiting effect on his senses. 

"What are you singing bruh?" Itachi finished and zipped up. "I wasn't singing." Terrance 

snickered. "What were you whispering then." Itachi turned around almost falling. "Ughhh. If I 

was whispering, then I obviously didn't want anyone to hear it." "Fair enough" replied Terrance. 



He asked Itachi how he was feeling and Itachi told him that he was feeling just fine. Two steps 

later and he fell backward into the lush and soft, freshly cut grass of the lawn. The itchy grass 

tickled his dull senses. He lie there giggling and twitching as he looked up at the stars. He 

repeated his line from before. "All the lights they cannot see...." Terrance laughed. It was the first 

time he had ever seen Itachi drunk. 

Terrance's sheets were not soft cotton like all of Itachi's had to be. His parents learned long ago 

that certain fabrics would irritate him. Every piece of fabric on his bed was pure cotton. The 

fabric, whatever it was, bothered his skin sending a hot and cold scratching sensation through his 

body. The feel of the sheets woke him up and we he opened his eyes he was forced to shut them 

immediately. His head throbbed and he felt nauseous. Whatever dulling effect the alcohol he 

found drinking to have, he found the morning after consequence, a hangover, to be the exact 

antithesis. It somehow heightened his faculties making them more sensitive than he had ever 

experienced before. He tried to reopen his eyes to check whether they could adjust. The little 

light shining in through a partially closed curtain was still too much for him. It was blinding. 

And this odd feeling around him. What was it? A chunk of flesh with the rancid scent of old beer 

oozing out of it. He recognized the aura. It was Terrance. Terrance lie beside him still asleep. 

And then he felt another aura and another. Six people were in the room, strewn about the bed, 

floor and sofa in the corner of the room, near the window whose light he could see even through 

shuttered eyes. Luckily they were sleep. The room was loud enough with his eyes closed and 

them asleep. The throbbing pain grew stronger and stronger in his head and his stomach churned 

like a broken ice cream maker. He rolled from the bed with his eyes still closed. His foot landed 

on big Steven who lie on the floor and he rolled onto the boy. Steven jostled awake. He saw 

Itachi struggling to get off of him. His hand firm on his mouth. His long loose hair, drooped over 



his face. Steven got up and grabbed Itachi to help him too the bathroom. At first, Itachi took his 

help but as they moved down the hall he felt this bright swarm of colorful emotion begin to make 

itself visible and palpable in Steven's aura. It felt monstrous and Itachi could not take it. He 

jerked away from the boy and hurried the rest of the way himself. He slammed the door to the 

bathroom shut, locked the door and hurled violently into the toilet. He could taste every bit of old, 

used beer, nachos and stomach acid. Vomiting was excruciating for him. Every taste too strong. 

Disgusting and also too vivid. The vomiting was harsh but the taste, smell, feel and sight were 

overpowering. He left the lights off but he could still see everything. He wrapped his arms under 

his stomach, leaving his dangling hair to catch bits of the debris spewing from his mouth. When 

he had emptied his stomach enough for a least a brief respite from that, he sat on the floor in 

front of the toilet with his back to the wall. 

He sat there on the floor of the bathroom. He stomach hurt, his chest hurt, his head hurt. His 

throat was now sore. But all he could focus on was that vermillion light that emanated from 

Scarlett in the arms of Steven. He senses were heightened now. Last night he had managed to 

deal with it, although not well. But now he wouldn't be able to take it. Not like this. And the last 

people he wanted to be around right now were Scarlett and Steven. But just outside the door they 

stood together with Terrance waiting for him to come out. He waited and waited. He vomited 

and waited. He thought and waited. Then he asked Terrance to drive him home. He couldn't stay 

here with all of them. Sure, his parent's would scold him. They would yell at him and punish him 

for drinking. And drinking so much. But it was better to have trouble at home than to be 

tormented here. Terrance went to get the keys. Itachi sat listening for the best time to go. He 

could see the colors of the people outside of the door. Scarlett and Steven's colors most 



distinguishable at the time. They stood beside each other. He wanted the least amount of 

interaction possible with him. 

Itachi opened the door and walked by briskly, holding his mouth as if still on the verge of 

vomiting again. Scarlett grabbed his arm and held onto him, walking with him as if he were a 

patient in a hospital. Steven walked behind them, his hulking frame towering over both of them. 

Their feel was nauseating. Overpowering. Too many emotions running through them all at one 

time. Scarlett was obviously truly concerned and so was Steven. Scarlett's touch was warm and 

soft but it stung his arm.  Steven was focused on Scarlett. Although he was genuinely concerned 

for his friend there was this miasma about him likely due to what Scarlett had told him last night 

after Itachi had fallen asleep. She told Steven for the first time how she truly how she felt about 

Itachi. She told him for the last time that she didn't have any feelings for him that way anymore. 

Steven understood. He accepted her words. But there was this piece of him. This deep visceral 

mass that was inflamed by the words. And that flame had not gone out over one short night. And 

the smoke from that flame was choking Itachi. He didn't know what it was but he felt it. In a way 

he say it. It was so strange and new to be clear. But it was there and outstanding. And Scarlett's 

concern. And her grabbing his arm. And her vermillion glow. And the awkward pitch of her 

voice. And the unsteady, unsure, slightly quivering grip she had on his arm. And her heartbeat. It 

was all too much. And then when they walked outside to the black Nissan Altima parked on the 

curb...the bright sun of the morning. The sound of the cars on the all the nearby roads. The feel 

of the wind against his skin. The sound of birds chirping. The sound of children playing in the 

neighborhood. The large yellow lab running up to him. It's heavy smell. The heavy liquid left on 

his hand from the kind lick it gave him. It overwhelmed him. He was lost in his senses and 

confounded. He became utterly disoriented and suddenly went into a panic attack. He pushed 



Scarlett off of his arm. She contributed too much to this sensory overload.  He looked up into the 

sky blinded by the light and panted heavily with his mouth wide open. He spun around stumbling, 

seemingly attempting to go in all directions at once. Nothing made sense. Scarlett grabbed at him 

again and somehow he managed to dodge her. Terrance threw his arms around him and with 

tremendous force he showed Terrance a good ten feet away. Terrance got up immediately and 

ran back to him knowing from before that Itachi had issues with panic attacks in the past. He 

motioned for Steven to help him tackle Itachi and wrestle him to the ground but no matter how 

disoriented he was he would not allow Steven to get near him. Steven would try to grab him but 

Itachi would always stumble awkwardly away. Terrance and Scarlett continued to try and corral 

him but every time he was able to slip through their fingers. They yelled for everyone to come 

out of the house and help. They all ran out onto the lawn to see Terrance, Scarlett and Steven 

chasing after an oddly elusive zombie. Itachi cried out "It's too much. It's too much. I need to go 

home." He walked to the end of the lawn and into the street. Scarlett and Terrance followed him. 

Terrance was able to grab his shirt and Scarlett wrapped her arms around his neck just when a 

black SUV came speedily around a curve and into the neighborhood. When the driver saw the 

three kids, it was too late for him to stop. He swerved and slammed on the breaks. The car slid 

sideways straight at them screeching as the tires slid across the rough asphalt. Terrance caught a 

flash of the car out of the corner of his eyes before shutting them tight. Scarlett, grabbing onto 

Itachi's neck gritted her teeth and closed her eyes.  She pressed her face into Itachi's hair. For 

Itachi, time seemed to slow. He saw the hand of the driver pulling the steering wheel back to the 

left. He saw the position of each tire as they slid across the asphalt. He felt the weight of Scarlett 

on his back. He saw the position of Terrance's body as he pulled on his sleeve. All in an instant 

that lingered. And in that instant what he should do was so clear that his body didn't need his 



mind to react. Itachi put his left foot up in the air at the perfect pitch to land flat against the side 

of the car sliding at them. He lifted the other foot from the ground. He bent his back and turned 

his torso so that Scarlett would be pushed squarely into his back. He yanked Terrance into his 

body. The very moment the SUV made contact with the soul of his left shoe, Itachi bent his knee 

to absorb the shock and then rode the momentum of the car until the pressure on his foot started 

to change in vector. Then, with one solid push from his left leg, the same left leg that made him 

the most explosive dunker on the team, he sent them flying back in the air easily thirty feet. He 

spotted the landing and maneuvered so that Scarlett would stay on his back and Terrance would 

land separately on his own two feet, still holding Itachi's hand. The car spun halfway around and 

rocked to a halt in the lawn of one of Terrance's neighbors.  Itachi stood up, careful not to let 

Scarlett fall from his back.  Terrance's knees went weak and he dropped to the street on his 

butt.  Itachi looked up to the sky.  Blood dripped from his face onto his white t-shirt.   

 


