Happy Noise Maker Short Story: SIA

I open my eyes to the roaring sound of a gushing river, confused, disoriented and scared.
Confused because everywhere I look, it is dark and I can’t see a thing. Disoriented because I’m lying on my back listening to the river sound that seems to be coming from somewhere inside my head. Scared because I’m supposed to be in bed right now, fast asleep. 
I try to get up but my body seems to be weighted by a thousand rocks and I can’t move a single bone. 
The seconds keep ticking by as various thoughts flash through my mind; is this really the end for me? Is this how I’m going to die? Have my village people finally located me or is it the Mami Waters that got to me first?
I suppose there are worse ways a girl my age could die, but isn’t twenty-one too young to pass on? I mean, I’m barely into my twenties for goodness sake. Why not give me two years to celebrate the accomplishment of my second decade, another two years for posterity’s sake and then one more for Grace. Twenty-five! If they decide to take me away at twenty-five I won’t even be angry. Wait, who am I talking to and why am I negotiating my life like I’m at a market square? I don’t want to die, not at this age and not at twenty-five either. What am I doing? Not today Satan, you picked the wrong day and wrong person to target. I start to ramble every single prayer for protection I can remember.
 “As I lay me down to sleep, I pray the lord my soul to keep. See me safely through the night and wake me up with morning light.”
 “The lord is my shepherd, I shall not want, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I shall fear no evil. For thou art with me, thy rod and thy staff comfort me.”
 “The lord is my light and my salvation, of whom shall I be afraid.” 
Of the pitch blackness is who! The pitch blackness that is going to swallow me whole and the gushing river that’s about to plummet me to my death. 
As the dreadful reply I came up with registered in my mind, I really start to panic and tears come streaming down my face. No no, this is not how I want my story to end. I scream a loud NO! Immediately my body eased its tension. My fingers twitch and I can see the faint light of the moon shining through my bedroom window. 
I scurry out of bed to turn on the light switch. The influx of bright light blinded me for a second. As my eyes adjust to the brightness I scan my room with hawk eyes searching for traces of running water or heavy rocks, but there is nothing unusual present. There is just my bed against the wall, my dressing table and mirror next to it and a large wardrobe by the corner. Absolutely nothing is out of place except the sound of my heart beating out of my chest and my ragged breathing.
There is no way I could go back to bed now, so I resign myself to yet another sleepless night of counting the hours until dawn. I decide to make myself a cup of tea to help me keep this night vigil. As I make my way to the kitchen, I realize this is the fourth night in a row that I’ve had these strange “dreams”. I don’t know if I can call them dreams because I’m quite aware when they happen, so they don’t exactly qualify as dreams for the most part. But if they aren’t dreams, what are they?
 What if they are dreams and I’m not as lucid as I think I am when they occur? I’m not sure what to think of any of this. Since the “dreams” started I’ve been having a difficult time telling what’s real and what’s not.
I put a kettle on the stove and pull out a stool to sit on. As I wait for it to boil, I rest my head in my palms and recollect the night-time incidents I’ve had this week, contemplating the chances that I might finally be losing my mind. The whistle of the boiling kettle brings me out of my reverie and I get up to make some tea.  The warmth of the tea cup in my hands and the soothing fragrance of raspberry and chamomile wafting up my nose calms my nerves a bit. As I sit sipping my hot tea, my mind drifts back to the events of the past week.

The very first time I had one of the “dreams”, it was in the early hours of a Monday morning, just before sunrise. I was in that groggy state between sleep and wakefulness when I heard a sharp high-pitched ringing noise that was followed closely by the feeling of something splitting my skull in two halves and pouring some hot liquid-like substance into my brain. The hot liquid emptied into my head and flowed down my spine until it reached the base of my tailbone and then started to shoot out into every nerve of my body. 
To say the experience was excruciatingly painful is understating it. My body was wracked with spasms as whatever substance that was flowing inside of me, kept jerking me about. By the time the hot liquid was well distributed throughout my body and I had stopped convulsing, I felt charged up like a high voltage wire. I was feeling so invigorated that I got up right after to clean up, do chores, make breakfast, iron enough outfits for an entire week, and get ready for my lectures of the day.
As weird as it all was to me, it was not the weirdest part of the day. By the time I had gotten to my university’s gate, random strangers had walked up to me to say hello, a middle aged woman had tried to hug me and a puppy followed me right up to the security check point where it was turned away by the school guards. 
A few moments later, as I took a seat in the lecture hall, it seemed everyone in my class wanted to talk to me or touch me. When school was over for that day, I found myself spent. The day that started so energetic ended with me feeling the most exhausted I’ve ever been in my life. As soon as I got back home to my rented apartment, I went straight to bed and didn’t wake up until the next morning.
The second incident wasn’t as alarming as the first but it still left me thoroughly shaken up. I saw myself walking towards a busy road and as I was about to cross it, an accident happened. The victims involved all survived but were injured badly except for a skinny boy wearing a jersey shirt, who didn’t have a single scratch on him. He just laid on the road motionless with his eyes moving back and forth as people rushed to attend to the injured passengers. I moved closer to him and noticed that his mouth was moving. I crouched down next to his lying body and bent over to hear what he was trying to say. He was repeating some numbers over and over again, 23, 35, 23, 35, 23, 35, 23, 35. He kept going on and on until somebody pulled on my arms. I turned my face up to stare blankly at a frowning man asking me what I was doing. “I’m trying to hear what he’s saying”, I replied. The man looked at me like I was crazy, “You want to hear what a dead body is saying?” What dead body? What is he talking about? I turn to look at the boy and found myself staring at a pallid face with dead eyes staring up into the heavens. It was at that moment I woke up drenched in my own sweat, panting.
After school that day on my way to my apartment, a ghastly accident happened that killed everyone involved on the spot. Among the victims was a skinny boy wearing a jersey shirt with the number 23 written on it. I cried the rest of the way home. 

The third night approaching filled me with so much dread and anguish, I was determined to stay awake through it. I drank coffee cup after coffee cup and my plan was going well until the stroke of midnight when my body started to shut down from sleep deprivation despite my best efforts to keep it awake. I couldn’t help nodding off and dozing because I’ve had little to no sleep for the past two days. I tried so hard to keep my eyes open but it was a losing battle as the sweet lull of drowsiness insisted on taking me away. Before I blanked out, I vaguely detected a moving presence next to my bedside. It resembled a lady in a flowing gown, singing to me in the sweetest voice I’ve ever heard. She sang her song directly into my left ear, and as I listened to the melody, I couldn’t help repeating after her. She sang a verse and waited for me to repeat it before singing another verse. At the end of the song, she started mumbling some numbers almost inaudibly. 23, 35, 23 35, as the darkness of sleep took me away.
When I woke up the next morning, the anxiety of what to expect during the day was almost crippling, but to my immense relief nothing happened. 
Which brings us back to the current moment, day four.
I look down at my empty teacup on the verge of tears, wondering what will be in store for me as the day got brighter. Am I going to drown? Is somebody I know going to drown? Why am I seeing all these things? Have I been possessed by evil spirits? Why do I keep seeing 23, 35? Will I die by 23 or 35?  
I am so frazzled that I don’t think I can go to school today. I consider calling my parents for help, but I don’t want to make them worried or scared. I decide to take a walk instead, perhaps the fresh air will clear my head.

The bite of the crisp morning air against my tea-warmed face feels refreshing, and the motion of moving my feet redirects the nervous energy away from my frenzied mind. Spurred by the new found serenity I was beginning to feel, I walked on in a daze. I was strolling by so absentmindedly, I didn’t realize I had ventured into a neighbourhood I didn’t recognize. I look around me and notice I am on a street lined with shops and kiosks of varying size. Most of them were closed and still locked up as only a few early birds had their lights on and doors open for business. I admit that I am lost and don’t know where to go from here. The best course of action will be to find some shop owner and ask for directions. I walk past one shop after another, looking for one that has its lights on when something prods me to look down the road. At the very end of the street is an odd looking bungalow with a round green house-number stuck on the wall. 235, the number says. Before I can think about what I’m doing, my feet has ushered me to the front of the house, and I’m knocking on the huge black gate.
An old lady with a head full of greying long hair opened the gate straightaway, as if she had been standing on the other side waiting for me to knock. I was taken by the surprise and the swiftness of the opened gate that I started to stutter, but the old woman just stood there staring intently into my eyes. Her hypnotic gaze pinned me to the spot and made me stop talking until a full minute had passed on in silence. She must have decided on whatever appraisal she was making as she said “Well come in child, don’t just stand there”. 
As if on command, I crossed the threshold into this stranger’s house like it was the most natural thing to do.
We sat down in a living room that had the strong aroma of so many spices, some of which I could identify and some I couldn’t. I detected the unmistakable smell of ginger roots and cloves, there was also an undertone of cinnamon and something sweet and flowery and finally a musky tangy smell I didn’t know the origin of. My attention is brought back to the old woman sitting across from me, smiling sweetly. She looks like she is waiting for me to say something, but my mouth remained shut and I seem to have lost my voice.  
“Are you alright child?” she asks me in a sing-song voice, and the flood gates rushed open. I bawl my eyes out, narrating everything that has happened to me lately as she sits gracefully listening to me with an unreadable expression. When I had told it all, I looked at her expecting the worst admonition. Perhaps she will call me crazy and say it’s all in my head, or better still, ask me to leave and never come back. Instead she dispels my fear by shaking her head ever so slightly, “oh my dear child” she says, “you have opened up to the other side.”
“What other side, what do you mean?” “You have somehow managed to unlock the dormant sensors in you, dear.”
 I look at her bewildered, puzzled by everything she has just said. Dormant sensors, other side and opening locks! I am more confused than I was before she started speaking. “I don’t know what you’re talking about Ma.” She chuckles a little, “I’d be more surprised if you did. What is your name, child?” “Sia, ma’am.” “Aahhh, of course. You are a seer.” “Excuse me?” She looks directly into my eyes again, but this time, every trace of the humour that was once present on her face was gone. “Listen child, you have abilities that come to very few people alive today. Perceptive abilities, clairvoyant abilities. Do you understand what I’ve just said?” I stare wide eyed at the implication of what she’s telling me. She takes my silence as a signal to go on, “Your life is about to take twists and turns you can’t possibly imagine.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]I begin to feel the anxiety slowly creep in as it dawns on me that my life will never be the same again. “Am I going to die?” I ask with a tremble in my voice.  She reaches across to cup my face in her hands “Oh my sweet Sia, we are all going to die, some sooner than others. That isn't very reassuring I know, but look on the bright side. From now on you are going to See.”
