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VIOLET. 

I was in one of the blackest moods as I made my way to the 

cafeteria. My face was set in stone and my body was literally 

radiating hostility. It was rolling off me in huge waves. Everywhere 

I walked, people gave me a wide berth. It is this thing called 

instinct that leads you away from things that could harm you if you 

get too close. And in that moment, I was a threat to everyone 

around me. It wouldn’t take much to set me off. It was as if I was 

waiting for that perfect moment, for someone to approach me in 

just a hint of the wrong way, so that whichever insult I 

spontaneously generated would slide off my tongue and verbally 

slap them senseless. I wanted to get in a fight, to throw a punch at 

someone. 

My phone buzzed. I ignored it. 

I shouldn’t have left my room at all – in this state, I was far 

too combustible – but I was really hungry and neither my mood 

nor any other facet of my general wellbeing would benefit if I 

starved myself. As soon as I got my food, I planned to carry it to 

my room and lock myself in there for as long as necessary, until it 

was relatively safe for me to be around human beings again. 

My phone buzzed a second time. I ignored it once more. 

There were illogical amounts of distance in the self-serve 

line between myself, the person ahead of me, and the person 
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behind me. Although I wasn’t looking directly at the person behind 

me, I was very familiar with the conflict she was internally dealing 

with. She was teetering, shifting her weight from leg to leg in 

hesitation, wondering if she really wanted to be in this line, 

whether she wouldn’t like the food somewhere else a little better. 

The longer she stayed, the stronger her doubt that she truly wanted 

to be here grew. Normally, I’d be self-conscious enough that it 

would dampen the Darkness a bit, then the space would decrease, 

the internal doubts would diminish, and her feet would start to 

find balance in sharing bodily weight equally again. Today, though, 

I was too far into the Darkness to care much about other people. 

In a few seconds, I felt the sudden vacancy of energy. I 

didn’t have to look back to know that the woman who had been 

behind me was now gone. 

The sea of people trying to get fed naturally parted for me 

as I made my way out of the door and stalked angrily towards my 

room, irritation at everything and nothing still bubbling in the pit 

of my gut. The buzzing of my phone restarted, but this time it 

didn’t stop after a second. It was incessant, and too agitating to 

ignore. Rage rose within me as I laid my food down on a nearby 

bench and snatched my phone out of my pocket, fully intending to 

terminate the call. I couldn’t press the reject button before I saw 
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the ID of the caller, but I already knew it couldn’t possibly have 

been anyone other than Mario. 

I abruptly changed my mind about terminating the call and 

decided to pick up the phone and blast him instead. 

I pressed the answer button, and without saying “hello” or 

giving him a chance to speak, I yelled, “I don’t fucking want to talk 

to you on the fucking phone, and if you have anything to say, grow 

the damn balls to come and say it to me in person!” Then I 

terminated it. 

The yelling hadn’t made me feel better in the least. In fact, 

if possible, my mood grew even blacker. The repulsive waves 

rolling off me increased in amplitude. I tried to pick up the food I’d 

set down, but somehow, I knocked the bowl with my elbow and 

half the food went spilling out of the takeout bowl onto the ground. 

The rage flared even higher, and a poor innocent biker approached 

fast enough that, attacked suddenly by my repulsive force, his 

smooth cruise swiftly turned into him inexplicably careening into 

the curb’s slight elevation. The man went flying off the bike onto 

the cement in such a surreal fashion, it could have been a scene 

straight out of a movie. 

Just like that, the Darkness melted away, only to be quickly 

replaced with concern and guilt. It was a Sunday afternoon, the 
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Gold campus basically looked deserted, and I was the accident’s 

only witness – and, of course, its cause. 

I rushed over and was dismayed to find that he’d scraped 

his knee and was bleeding from the wound. Shit.  

I held my breath, riddled with anxiety. He didn’t look like 

he was in pain, even though I knew he must be. Instead, his face 

reflected simple confusion and irritation, though neither was 

directed at me. His stoicism was admirable, but it made me feel 

worse. I wished he would glare at me, blast me, slap me, do 

anything to convict me of my terrible culpability. To give me the 

punishment I deserved. 

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” I kept rambling to him 

as he dusted himself off and reached to right his twisted bike. 

“Don’t worry,” he said as he glanced at me briefly. “It’s not 

your fault.” 

“It really is, though, it is!” I wailed. I was too deep in 

emotion to be concerned with how much I was making a fool of 

myself, whining like a half-crazed seven-year-old.  

“Ah, come on, don’t be silly,” he said. “I’ll be fine. I have a 

first-aid kit in my room, and I’ve been through worse. Thanks a lot 

for your concern, but I’m really fine.” Then he got on his bike and 

rode away. 
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Overcome by a wave of sadness, I dropped down onto the 

bare ground, with flecks of the biker’s blood on one side of me and 

spilled food on the other. I picked up my phone and saw my last 

unread text glaring at me from my screen: The hell you mean come 

and say it to you in person. You know very well I can’t get within 

20 feet of you when you’re like this. Please just talk to me! 

Depressed and resigned, I called Mario back, and as soon as 

he said, “Hey, querida,” I began to weep. 

Mario sighed, but it was a familiar sigh. He was completely 

used to this, maybe even bored by it. “Tell me where you are, and 

I’ll be there in two minutes.” I could already hear him jogging 

down the stairs of his Gold apartment, his keys jingling in his 

hand. 

“Between Buildings Eight and Nine,” I sobbed. 

“On my way.” 

In approximately two minutes, a car pulled up in front of 

me, and a lanky, caramel-skinned man came out of the driver’s 

side and walked towards me, brushing his long, black, wavy hair 

away from his forehead. I was still sitting on the ground, hugging 

my knees to my chest and crying silent tears. Mario bent down 

until his almond-shaped eyes were on level with mine, looking at 

me from beneath his extremely thick eyebrows. 

“Violet.” 
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He stretched his hands toward me, and I hesitated, my gaze 

involuntarily shifting to the spilled food on the ground and the 

takeout box at my side. He followed my gaze and consolidated the 

visual data. Then he picked up the box, cleaned up the food from 

the ground as best as he could without using his bare hands to 

touch it, and threw the box into the nearest trash can. When he 

returned, he didn’t extend his hands again, but lifted me by the 

waist and led me towards his car. 

“Cafeteria food is shit anyway. Come on, I’ll take you out, 

and we’ll go and get food that actually tastes like it has seasoning,” 

he said. 

If I hadn’t been so upset, I would have laughed at that. 

Mario was constantly complaining about the blandness of the 

cafeteria food. Although Gold had begun in Ghana, ever since it 

had become almost a tech monopoly across Africa, and a global 

superpower, even the Ghana-based employee body had begun to 

grow very obviously pan-African – evidence of the international 

“Gold vs. Silicon” ethnic tech war. Africans in Silicon Valley were 

called anything from “unlucky” to “traitorous.” The East African 

population in our Accra office had grown until their voiced 

complaints about the cuisine in staff dining halls being 

outrageously hot could no longer be ignored by management. The 

new policies had led the cafeteria staff to try to accommodate for 
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“all tastes,” which Mario insisted was simply code for “no taste.” 

He was comparatively passionate about food. He claimed that his 

mother had fallen in love with his father when he’d cooked for her 

in Puerto Rico, and that his father finally proposed to his mother 

after she cooked for him back in Ghana. Mario himself liked to 

believe that he’d been conceived on full stomachs. It was all very 

ironic to me, because the guy himself never seemed to get any 

thicker than a broomstick.  

“But I don’t want to be around people,” I complained 

wearily, as I settled into the passenger seat. 

“Cool. Then I’ll go in, get food for us, and we can eat in the 

car. No more objections.” 

Mario left music playing in the car for me as he went in to 

order. I exhaled, leaned my head against the window and closed 

my eyes, beginning to cry some more noiseless tears. The playlist 

I was listening to from his phone was one he had created 

specifically for me and especially for moments like this. It had my 

specially hand-picked songs on it, featuring some of my favorites 

from several years ago. Cina Soul’s “Lovers’ Tiff” came on a second 

after Mario’s body disappeared from my sight. This playlist had 

songs that most people considered highly emotional – mostly 

about unrequited love, bereavement and heartbreak, but I loved 

them because they improved my mood, even helping me calm 
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down when my emotions were a raging storm. Most people start 

out fine, listen to these songs and then feel like crying. I would 

usually start out crying, listen to these songs, and then stop. There 

was something about the cadence, the melody, the emotion with 

which the drawn-out lyrics were lamented that just seemed to suck 

the agitation right out of my veins. Draining me, that’s what the 

music did; it didn’t fill me – there was no space left for anything to 

fill – but emptied me, freeing up space and increasing my capacity 

to perform as an ordinary human being once more. 

By the time Mario returned, my breathing was even, my 

eyes were dry, and I could speak without an inhibiting lump in my 

throat. He put the bags of food in the back seat, and the scent of 

waakye, kelewele and shito promptly filled the car. Because the 

streets were so empty on Sundays, it wasn’t at all difficult for Mario 

to find some deserted road to park at the side of. Once he stopped 

the car, we opened the doors, got out our waakye, and ate without 

sharing a word. I finished my food only a few minutes after he did, 

and when I was done – and sweating from the hotness of the shito 

– he promptly handed me a Gold-branded bottle of water. 

“Feeling better?” he inquired as I drank. 

I nodded. 

“Great. Now you want to tell me what got you so fired up 

today?” 
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I sank lower in my seat, knowing how absurdly, stupidly 

ridiculous this was going to sound as my reason for getting so upset 

that I made an innocent biker bleed. “I got a phone call last night.” 

“Last night?” Mario repeated, with his right eyebrow 

cocked. It looked like a caterpillar mid-crawl whenever he did that. 

“Yes, last night,” I replied, feeling even more awful. “I 

thought it hadn’t bothered me that much, but I woke up this 

morning in an intolerable mood that just grew and grew until I felt 

I was going mad and wanted to kill everyone. I couldn’t figure out 

what had upset me so drastically, but, well…the last thing that 

could have done it was the phone call.” 

Mario didn’t seem convinced. “I see. And from whom was 

this call, if I may ask?” 

My tone soured, the self-pity and shame spontaneously 

disappearing for venom to take their places. “My brother,” I told 

him. 

Mario’s face broke out into a smile. “Ah, dear brother 

Saffron.” 

I couldn’t help it; I burst out laughing. 

By the time my brother Saffron was ten years old, he’d 

convinced everyone to start calling him Ron, and he’d wasted no 

time in getting his name officially changed to Ronald as soon as he 

was powerful enough to bully our parents into doing it. I was one 
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of the few people who still knew that his original birth certificate 

would forever read Saffron Fiifi Osei. Our parents had thought it 

would be cute or something to name both of their children after 

flowers since their names were Rosa and Lawrence. But of all the 

names, Saffron, for a Ghanaian boy? 

The tension between Mario and my brother went deeper 

than Mario’s insistence on using his birth name, though. Saffron 

had a power called Charisma, and it was frustrating for me how 

very few people seemed to pick up on it. I’d have thought people 

would at least be suspicious about why he seemed so compelling 

in their eyes when physically present, and not even likeable when 

moments with him were replayed in their memories. But human 

brains can convince themselves of anything, including the 

conclusive lie that they did, apparently, genuinely like Ron. What 

an absurd thing to believe! Because of how slick he was, how crisp 

he looked, how confidently he held himself in public, people rarely 

suspected the evil that lay beneath. But I saw through him always, 

and was as impervious to him as he was to me. Mario was in a way 

impervious too. It was why Ron hated him; because he couldn’t get 

Mario to worship him the way he could get everyone else to. Mario 

wasn’t like either of us, but he had a natural gift of resistance. 
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“What did Saffron say to you during this call, Violet?” Mario 

asked. 

I growled, “He said he was coming to Accra. As an Alaka rep 

for some new collaboration something-something with Gold. 

Mtchew. I don’t get it. Why can’t he just stay far away in Abuja and 

be happy with his own life? Why does he always have to chase me 

down just to prove himself better than me all the time? I’m sure he 

forced himself into whatever committee this whole distin is about. 

Just so he can come and worry my life in person. I don’t want to 

see him, Mario!” 

“Yes, querida, I know you don’t want to see him. And I’m 

sure he knows you don’t want to see him. Even so…” He paused, 

looking not directly at me but at a spot right beside me. “This your 

anger. Erm…Don’t you think…I don’t know, do you suppose it 

might be…something else? I mean, you weren’t in a rage like this 

last night when you went to bed, right? And this call doesn’t seem 

like a strong enough catalyst for the kind of Darkness I felt from 

you today.” 

I tensed cautiously. “What are you saying?” 

Instead of answering me, he directed his next question at 

his car’s artificial intelligence system. “Lubelihle, what’s today’s 

date?” Mario asked. 
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The large screen on the dashboard lit up into activity as 

soon as Mario said the car’s name. With the voice of an eloquent 

Zimbabwean woman, the car replied, “It is the twenty-second day 

of April, Mr. Santana. Is there anything else you or Ms. Osei would 

like to know?” 

“No, that’s all. Gracias, Lubelihle.” 

Mario, technology aficionado that he was, would never have 

settled for anything less than what was now one of the world’s 

leading smart-cars, the Lubelihle make from Zimbabwe. There 

were a bunch of things it could do but personally, my favorite 

feature of Lubelihle was that it had the only AI system I knew that 

had default African name pronunciation programmed into it, and 

nearly always twisted the commonest European and Biblical 

names just a bit off the mark. Its developers certainly had a sense 

of humor. But its perfect pronunciation of my last name was not 

my concern right then. 

I stared at Mario stonily. “Why did you ask her the date?” 

Mario sighed patiently. “Violet, I think it’s obvious you’re 

PMS-ing.” 

I felt anger rising up in me like a vengeful tornado. “Stop 

blaming everything I do on my period!” I yelled. 
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“Well, I’m not blaming everything, but you have to admit, 

there is a part of your emotional overreaction that can be 

attributed to…” 

“I am not overreacting!” 

“You kind of are, though. But it’s okay, it’s just PMS and…” 

“STOP BLAMING EVERYTHING I DO ON MY PERIOD!” I 

screamed, feeling the car fill up with my invisible, repellent 

Darkness. 

With lightning-fast reflexes, Mario flicked the switch to lock 

the doors, then placed his hands firmly and tightly on the steering 

wheel. His eyelids were squeezed so tightly shut, I feared they 

would never part again, and from the visible strain on his knuckles 

and the bulging veins in his neck, you’d think he was fighting for 

his life. He was only resisting the urge to leave the car.  

I realized what I was doing a second later and exhaled – and 

like a stretched rubber band gently released, the Darkness in the 

car faded out, and Mario’s body began to slowly and visibly relax. 

I felt horrible immediately for what I’d just done. My throat began 

to choke up again. 

“Don’t you dare cry, corazón,” Mario warned, but he 

himself was still in defense mode – he hadn’t opened his eyes yet.  

“I almost drove you out of your own car!” I wailed. 
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“Yeah, boo. Not for the first time, and not for the last. I’m 

not mad, and neither is my car.” 

“I’m so sorry,” I whispered, and closed my eyes again, 

letting the fresh tears fall through the lightly shut lids. 

“I forgive you, and so does Lubelihle.” 

“I forgive you, Ms. Osei,” the car’s AI said promptly. “Would 

you like a tissue?” 

“Yes, please,” I said in a small voice. 

The glove compartment opened itself up, and a tissue 

sprung up from a hole. I plucked it, blew my nose and wiped my 

tears, and the glove compartment clicked itself shut. 

For a few minutes, the interior of the car was silent. 

“I think you’re right,” I finally said, in a barely audible voice. 

“About what, querida?” 

“I’m like this because my period is coming. Saffron pisses 

me off, but not in a make-an-innocent-biker-crash-and-bleed kind 

of way.” 

“Yeah, I know.” 

After a couple more minutes of silence, Mario clicked a 

button and the driving stick between us folded in and disappeared 

from view. From the floor behind us, a cushioned structure rose, 

filling the gap between the passenger’s and the driver’s seat backs, 

and then a similarly cushiony compartment emerged to fill the gap 
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between the seats themselves, closing up over where the driving 

stick had been and everything in between. Now, Mario and I were 

sitting on the extreme sides of what was basically a couch. 

“Come here,” he said, with his right hand outstretched, 

inviting me to close the space between us and nestle my head 

between his shoulder and his chest. He held me there protectively, 

as if under his care, no danger could ever reach me. Mario tended 

to act like he could shield me from the world. The problem was, 

though, that I was the great danger, and it was the world that 

needed to be shielded from me. 

Even he needed to be shielded from me. 

I hated myself. I wished I could do something about who I 

was, what I was. 

It was hard to understand, describe, define what I was. For 

someone like Saffron, it was easy to explain. Charisma, heightened 

almost to the level of a superpower. An air about him that made 

people feel at ease, feel drawn to him, ready to heed his every word. 

But me? 

What do you call a person who feels things so hard, she 

physically cannot contain it, and can’t help making others around 

her feel what she’s feeling too? What do you call a person whose 

emotions are so intense, they have the power to manifest 

physically? Hyperphysically? What do you call someone who is a 
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danger to herself and everyone around her, who cannot help but 

physically repel people with her bioelectricity whenever she’s in a 

bad mood? What do you call someone who is cursed forever with 

a brand of solitude she literally cannot bear alone?  

I was a hyper-empath, and sick of it. I wished I could kill my 

feelings. Never experience a single emotion ever again. My heart 

was wearier than all the hearts of everyone I knew combined. Too 

many things had the power to uproot me, to break me, to throw 

me completely over the edge. No single person should have to bear 

five people’s worth of feelings. I had to get rid of them somehow. 

Stop them from entering or being generated by me. If I could kill 

my feelings, imagine how lightly I could move through life… 

“Stop it,” Mario rebuked, his stern chastisement ironically 

contradicting the gentle, reassuring strokes of his fingers along my 

forearm. 

“Stop what?” 

“Thinking about murdering yourself. Your breaths become 

quick and shallow every time you ideate. I know you better than 

anyone. I can tell when you’re thinking about killing yourself.” 

“Mario, I just want to kill my emotions. You’re talking like 

I’m contemplating suicide.” 

“Same difference, querida. Violet without the intensity of 

Violet’s emotions isn’t Violet. When you’re happy, you brighten up 
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every room that you walk into, because your joy is sunshine and 

everyone around you gets touched by the rays. We’re not going to 

pretend that you never feel anything negative, because that’s 

absurd – but think about your capacity to love.” He paused. “When 

you let yourself love. If you let yourself love.” 

I already knew where this was going. My face fell. 

“I do love you, Mario. I really do. You’re the best, best friend 

I could possibly have, and I mean that from the bottom of my 

heart.” 

His arm stopped stroking me and his chest became still and 

stony under my head. He was withdrawing. “Yeah, I know. World’s 

best best-friend. The perfect best-friend. The only one who gets 

you. The only one who can stand to be around you. The sweetest, 

smartest boy you’ve ever known.” 

“Mario…” 

Suddenly, he pulled away and twisted towards me so that 

he was looking me directly in the face, his eyes burning with a quiet 

ferocity, and a sense of depth so strong it made me feel like I was 

in danger of drowning. My heart began to race, and I didn’t know 

why. Probably another illogical overreaction. Probably PMS. 

“No, Violet, don’t say anything. This isn’t about whatever 

you’re going to say it’s about. Because your biggest problem isn’t 

that you feel too deeply; it is that you fear too much. When will you 
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stop clinging to fear and allow yourself to just be, uninhibited? 

When will you learn to love the way you’re made?” 

My eyes began to well with tears, and my voice was barely a 

whisper as I said, “When I feel, people get hurt. My fear is not 

irrational. I could hurt you.” 

“Don’t be stupid. The only thing that could hurt me is losing 

you as you are. I like you – I love you – as you are.” 

“Please stop…” 

“I’ll stop if you stop pretending it’s me you’re afraid for, 

rather than yourself. I’ve never had my heart broken, but you have. 

Twice.” 

That was true. The first one was eight years ago. Here’s the 

thing about being in love at fourteen: you believe so hard in every 

“forever” you proclaim. You believe, despite the one-in-a-million 

or whatever statistics, that your teenage love is going to last 

forever – or at least until marriage. You believe you are the one in 

that million. And then your world comes crashing down because 

the first love you thought was your true love reveals that you were 

only the temporary second choice because the first, your other 

friend, seemed more unattainable. But now that she’s proven 

herself available and interested, he might as well get what he had 

always wanted in the first place. Or however else heartbreak 

stories go. 
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Heartbreaker Number Two had his sights set on money, 

and as for me, I was an amusing detour on the way to greater 

wealth. It had taken me a long time to see that the corporate world 

was his wife, and I was only a concubine. I had poured everything 

into him like the idiotic, infatuated college student that I was. The 

fact that I felt so strongly never ever helped matters. The greater 

the investment, the greater the pain when it all came crashing 

down – and moderation was not woven into my emotional 

makeup. But by the time Number Two happened, I was already 

friends with Mario. I’d found my way back to sanity while being 

taken care of by him. 

Mario and I had met in college, at the Kuukua Annan 

Institute of Mechanics and Technology, which was called AI for 

short so often that there were people who really thought students 

of Annan Institute attended a university called Artificial 

Intelligence. Mario was a Software Maintenance major and I was 

a Digital Security major. We met in a core class and hit it off fast 

when we were made partners for one of our very first pair projects. 

Mario was the skinny, yellow-skinned kid of an unusual 

ethnic combination, whose speech alone threw people off guard. 

His Ghanaian-accented English was peppered with Spanish words 

and phrases he’d picked up naturally from his father. He wasn’t at 

all fluent in Spanish, but that wasn’t obvious until you got to know 
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him and realized that he could go completely through his Spanish 

vocabulary repertoire three times in just two weeks. He enjoyed 

cooking just a little more than watching football, and only a little 

less than coding. People looked at him once and immediately 

assumed he was queer. That didn’t bother him, but my consistent 

refusal to engage romantically with him did.  

During Heartbreak Number Two, I’d spent at least as much 

time in Mario’s dorm room as my own. He’d pampered me, done 

homework with me, brought me unhealthy amounts of ice cream, 

and cooked for me like I’d hired him as a personal chef. But I 

obviously hadn’t been looking for romance then, and was not ready 

for romance now. As long as I existed the way I did, I was never 

going to be. 

Everyone back in college, everyone at Gold, everyone in the 

world seemed to believe in our romantic relationship but me. 

Mario was the last person I wanted to drag deeper into my mess. 

I was silent for several minutes. The atmosphere in the car 

became uncertain; I knew that although the Lubelihle was 

stationary with the engine off, Mario was experiencing sensations 

in the pit of his stomach reminiscent of what it felt like to be in a 

lurching car, his gut bearing the brunt of my rushing, confused 

emotions. He stayed inside, though. His face was straight and 

controlled. His mind once again dominated over his feelings. 
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Mario was my best friend because he was the most wicked 

smart, self-controlled person I had ever known. These weren’t just 

compliments. They were essential to our friendship. Nobody who 

didn’t have this insane level of control would have been able to 

survive around my intensity as often as Mario was around me. 

Before him, almost all I could recall was loneliness. He 

was…different. His brain power was the only force stronger than 

my emotional power. Not only could he detect when I was being 

an irrational emotional influence on him, but he could make 

himself resist it too, something I’d never seen anyone other than 

Saffron do. He used logic, mathematics and rhythm to ground 

himself. Sometimes, he’d recite the Fibonacci sequence in his 

head, sometimes, he would concentrate on recalling a rap verse, or 

doing long division, or trying to solve exponential equations.  

His brilliant mind and natural gifts had landed him this job 

as a developer for Gold software. As for me, I’d landed at Gold 

because there had been almost nowhere else for me to end up. I’d 

been raised being encouraged to pursue a life with technology – 

because it was a hundred percent certain that machines wouldn’t 

be inclined to burst into tears or hysterical laughter once I walked 

into a room, unlike easily-influenced human beings. I’d spent all 

the time I was not allowed to spend with people with phones, 

computers, tablets and code. Whether or not I was naturally 
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talented technologically, I was certainly great at it by forced 

experience.  

When I’d finally, fully opened up about my condition to 

Mario, he’d insisted that machines would never completely curb 

the loneliness, that he would know, that he had tried it. Very early 

on, he promised me his friendship. Even so, I’d expected him to 

leave. Not only had he stayed, but he’d gone ahead and fallen in 

love with me while at it.  

I tried to calm down, relaxed once more against Mario’s 

chest. 

“What do you want me to do, Mario?” 

“Give me permission to love you,” he whispered. 

“I couldn’t stop you from doing that if I tried.” 

“Give yourself permission to love me.” 

“Mmm, that’s the difficult one.” 

“Violet.” 

I intended to turn my head upwards so I could meet his 

eyes, but he was one step ahead of me, and his lips came down to 

meet mine instead. 

I didn’t have the energy to ease him off me, and I wasn’t, at 

that moment, interested in trying to generate it. So I let him kiss 

me, and before I knew it, I was kissing him back. 
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I generally spent most of my time at work trying to hack into 

the barriers I myself had created and fortified – because if I could 

hack through Gold’s security, Gold wasn’t secure. Today in 

particular, I tried to throw myself wholly into obsessively trying as 

hard as I could to get past my virtual walls and penetrate into 

restricted areas. Me tapping aggressively on my laser keyboard 

must have looked like I was having an intense shadowboxing 

session. If I concentrated hard enough on this task, I wouldn’t have 

to think about my feelings, or Mario, or my feelings about Mario, 

or what my feelings could do to Mario, or what I’d already done to 

and with Mario, or what I wanted to do to and with Mario, or just, 

you know…Mario. And then my superiors ruined my day.  

Gold managers had a horrible habit of assigning first year 

employees tasks that had nothing to do with their actual positions. 

A coworker showed up at my cubicle, handed me a set of 

instructions that involved having to hold a brief hologram meeting 

with an Alaka representative, and provide a summarized report to 

my manager by the end of the day. Of all the people to choose for 

this project! Although Gold had had a long, healthy relationship 

with Alaka for a few years now, the idea that a company I worked 

for was collaborating with a company Ron worked for made me 



If I Could Kill My Feelings… 

 

24 
 

upset. I didn’t want to talk to any Alaka employees. But then, I 

didn’t really have a choice.  

I made my way to the conference room with my tablet and 

stylus in hand. I was caught off guard meeting Mario already there 

in the otherwise empty room, setting up the projector in the 

opening at the center of the conference table.  

“What are you doing here?” I asked. 

“Getting ready for our virtual meeting with Alaka. What 

again?” 

“Why you, though?” 

“Boss said he needed two people. You were one of them. I 

volunteered to be the other.” 

I bit my retort down. Volunteered, he’d said. I knew what 

that word meant. 

Group tasks at school had nearly always been a nightmare. 

I had a long history of assigned project partners staying behind 

after class to beg teachers to give them another option. “Violet is 

too strange,” I imagined them saying. “I don’t feel nice around her. 

I won’t be able to do good work if I’m in her group.” I imagined 

what went on in the teachers’ minds when they heard this, how 

they would think about how they’d usually pay no attention to such 

requests but… this was Violet. They’d experienced my presence for 

themselves. They’d felt how unsettling I was in a way they couldn’t 
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put a finger on. Considering all this, they’d grant the switch, if only 

a volunteer could be found to take the place of my assigned 

partner. That was what “volunteer” meant. That was why Mario 

was here: because nobody else wanted to be. 

“I think I might just call in sick next week, oo,” I told Mario.  

“You know that won’t work, love. He’s just going to show up 

at your front door or something.” 

“I’ll just crash with you, then.” 

“As much as I’d love that, we both know he knows how to 

find me.” 

The room suddenly became several times brighter; the 

projector had finally come on, and an inverted cone of pixels was 

beginning to form in the center of the room. About halfway down 

to the apex, the words “Establishing Connection with Alaka Media 

House” appeared. A few seconds later, a torso materialized within 

the pixels, and it belonged to the one person I was the most 

uninterested in speaking to. 

“Nyɔŋmɔ wa mi1,” I muttered. 

Saffron seemed elated to see me, the exact opposite of my 

reaction to him, even though he spoke with disdain. 

“Eish, Violet. When did you become important enough to 

conduct interviews? Don’t your employers know better than to 

                                                             
1 Ga language: “God help me.” 
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make you interact with other human beings? And I see the 

ɔbaabarima2 is with you as usual,” he said. 

“Nice to see you again too, Flower-Boy,” said Mario, not 

offended in the least.  

“My name is Ronald and I have nothing to do with flowe…” 

“You know, for someone who questions my masculinity so 

frequently, you always seem quite dangerously insecure about 

yours.” 

“Herh! What are you trying to say?” 

“Exactly what I said.” 

“Ron,” I cut in, “What the hell are you doing on this call? 

Aren’t you supposed to be doing stuff off-camera?” 

“I’ll have you know, my tasks are many and diverse. After 

all, in crucial matters of interaction, you need a person with 

charisma, wouldn’t you agree?” 

Unlike Mario, I was easily provoked. 

“Ah, so after all this time, your employers haven’t barbed 

that when it comes to technology, the odiousness of your 

personality begins to show clear as day? I’m surprised they haven’t 

realized you never pick up their phone calls. But you, let’s get on 

with this so I can go and continue with my life.” 

                                                             
2 Twi language: literally “girl-boy”; refers to a man considered overly feminine. 
Usually derogatory. 
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“Little sister, don’t forget that I’m older than you, ehn? You 

can’t just be ordering me around. And you must learn to control 

that temper of yours.” 

My blood pressure started rising irrationally. I felt my body 

getting dangerously warm, even though I knew that Saffron wasn’t 

even trying yet. Besides, I shouldn’t even be reacting so strongly. 

I mean, we’d been through this a million times before. I should be 

used to it by now.  

Ever since childhood, he had always tried to use his 

Charisma against me, to refocus attention back to himself. If 

anything about my life or achievements called for celebration, it 

was almost guaranteed to go south or end up forgotten, because 

everyone would be too busy fussing over Ron, who would 

deliberately have done something to attract their attention – even 

if it involved hurting himself. Ron was currently twenty-seven 

years old, and acting no less petty than he had at eleven. 

On my sixth birthday, my father’s seven siblings were in 

Ghana at the same time – a rare occurrence, since they all lived in 

different countries. It was the perfect opportunity to host a 

reunion, and my birthday was a convenient excuse for one. Our 

dining room had been overcrowded, with everyone and their 

spouse and their kids. The adults could barely keep track of 

themselves, much less the children, so no one made a big deal 
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about how Saffron and some of my cousins weren’t at the table for 

the cake-cutting. I had just picked up the knife and was about to 

lower it to the icing when cousin Nii Amaa screamed from the next 

room. The smiling and singing stopped, and my little six-year-old 

hand froze in mid-air. “Mɛni sane nɛ?”3 asked Uncle Ash, and 

before I knew it, all the adults were filing into the next room to 

address the emergency: apparently, Saffron had poisoned himself. 

He had ingested toxic paint and needed to be rushed to the ER. 

Everyone freaked out, and for a long time, the cake went forgotten. 

The celebration of my birthday was no longer important. He would 

claim for years and years that it had been an accident, but ofainɛ, 

how do you accidentally swallow so much paint? 

This Alaka thing was just the latest Piss-Violet-Off scheme, 

and I should have reacted with nothing stronger than bored, 

passive irritation, but for the life of me, I couldn’t calm myself 

down. Today was just one of those days when I was doomed to be 

aggravated by any and everything. Saffron just happened to be a 

worse exacerbator than most.  

“Saffron!” I yelled. “This is not our house that we’re in, 

okay? We are both employed adults, and I wish you’d finally start 

acting like it, so we can do what we came to this meeting to fucking 

do!” 

                                                             
3 Ga language: “What is going on?” 
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My anger was my weakness, and Ron knew how to take 

advantage of that; the more agitated I got, the more relaxed an air 

he wore – and his calmness only served to further vex me. I could 

never win. 

To my right, I noticed that Mario was breathing loudly. Not 

heavily, but just loud enough to hear his breaths coming in and out 

in a steady rhythm; he was probably reciting multiplication tables 

or something to counteract what I was doing to his bioelectricity. 

“It seems to me, little sister,” Ron said, “that you may be the 

one acting immaturely here. Raising your voice, using foul 

language, generally being quite over-dramatic and…how do I put 

it? Undiplomatic. You should probably consider working on your 

attitude towards people if you plan to advance your career…” 

“Saffron, I swear if you don’t get to the point right now…” 

“Mɛni obaafee?4 Eh? You’ll do what?” 

As my anger escalated and became more uncontrollable, I 

tried to keep one thought in my mind: 

Deflect your energy from Mario. 

Deflect your energy from Mario. 

Deflect your energy from Mario. 

The hologram of Saffron flickered as I squeezed my stylus 

so hard it nearly broke. Then… 

                                                             
4 Ga language: “What will you do?” 
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BLAM!  

Saffron’s 3-D image disappeared completely with the 

terrifyingly loud and sudden sound, and I started smelling smoke. 

The atmosphere that had only a moment ago felt choking, 

like hands closing tightly around a larynx, promptly released its 

hold. Mario exhaled. So did I. 

“Holy shit, the projector exploded!” Mario exclaimed. “Shit, 

Violet, was that you?” 

“Oh my goodness.” I was dumbfounded. “Oh my goodness.” 

While I remained incapable of saying anything more 

intelligent than “Oh my goodness,” Mario processed his shock in 

the most irritating way possible: laughter. “Holy shit, you actually 

broke the projector!” he kept repeating. “Incredible! Ha! In-cre-

di-ble.” 

For a minute, I remained mentally and emotionally 

incapacitated. Then, still emotionally numb, I stood up and walked 

out. 

For an hour, I returned to work on my virtual walls without 

really thinking about what I was doing, like I was on autopilot. 

Then my body interrupted with an unwelcome reminder of my 

humanness, and I found myself in a bathroom stall listening to a 

conversation that seemed particularly designed to ignite my 

Darkness. 
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“Abi you hear say that Violet girl do somtin wey e make the 

first floor conference room projector explode?” 

“Hmm. That one. There is something wrong with her that I 

don’t know. But I can feel it.” 

“Hoh. Over-sabi girl. The way she sits there, refusing to 

mind anybody. She will see whether she will get far in this 

company if she continues to act like she is better than all of us who 

have been here for three years now.” 

“What I’m still wondering is why she decided to break a 

projector. Très bizarre, n’est-ce pas? I would really like to know.” 

“Then go and ask her, eh?” 

“Eh? Moi? To approach and have a conversation with 

Violet? I am not that brave.” 

“Aahn, if you don’t want to know, you...” 

The Darkness inflated abruptly, and the bang of the 

bathroom door after the two girls had swiftly run out jarred even 

me. After they left, the waves only grew.  

Without informing a soul, I shut down my computer and 

left. Nobody who saw me tried to stop me. 

 

As I drove to Tranquility Counselling and Psychological 

Services, I had depressing music on loud enough to incite a driver 

in a lane beside me to throw a dozen insults my way, had my car 
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not been soundproof. I needed the noise. Because if I could hear 

myself think, I would be listening to the voice in my head 

reminding me over and over again that I had broken a machine. A 

machine. The one thing that was supposed to be impervious to my 

powers. The voice would be telling me that if I couldn’t deal with 

people or machines, there was ultimately no way for me to exist 

without being a catastrophe everywhere I stepped. That I was a 

walking disaster. That the animate didn’t like my presence, and the 

inanimate couldn’t exist in the midst of it. That my most 

trustworthy companion throughout my life, technology, had 

finally joined the chorus and abandoned me too. 

I thought I felt the ghost of a cramp in the car. By the time 

I pulled into the parking lot of Tranquility, it had disappeared. 

“Do you have an appointment?” asked the disinterested 

receptionist without looking at me. 

I didn’t have time to now be going through stupid routine. I 

needed help immediately.  

“Listen, naanyo5, this is an emergency. Do you understand? 

An emergency. I need to see Dr. Boakye right now. Is she 

occupied?” 

The receptionist met my eyes, and in hers I could see 

intense fear and even greater anxiety. I knew these emotions were 

                                                             
5 Ga language: “friend” 
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actually mine, not hers, but she didn’t. If only she would just let 

me pass, once I was out of the room, her bioelelctricity would 

revert back to normal levels, and all the bad feeling would 

spontaneously disappear. But for now, the fear was useful; it made 

her act. It made her believe me when I said this was an emergency. 

“Kindly wait one moment while I phone her,” she told me. 

“Oyiwala dɔŋ.”6 

Five minutes later, I was safe in Dr. Boakye’s office and the 

poor receptionist was free from my spell. 

Dr. Boakye was a short, serious woman with long 

dreadlocks that she usually wore pushed back from her forehead 

with a headband, and small, rectangular spectacles with clear-

colored frames. Her office was almost entirely black and white – 

everything from the pillows to the couches to the curtains to her 

sleek black desk and matching swivel chair. Stepping into her 

office gave me the sense of having stepped into a different 

universe, every single time. Non-grayscale colors came exclusively 

from the persons in the room: our brown skin and whatever we 

happened to be wearing at the time. When I’d first come here, 

when I was nine, she’d told me why it was this way: “When you feel 

like you’ve stepped into another world, where the one you came 

from doesn’t matter so much, you become freer and more relaxed. 

                                                             
6 Ga language: “thank you” 
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The pressure of society goes away, and honesty and surrealism 

take its place. Then, my patients are more at ease to talk through 

the truth.” 

Dr. Sarah Boakye had been my therapist for more than half 

of my life. When my primary school teachers had begun to suggest 

to my parents that my interaction – or lack thereof – with other 

students suggested that I suffered from some kind of dissociative 

disorder, they had brought me to Tranquility Counselling and 

Psychological Center, although not without first sending me to a 

pastor to be prayed over.  

Here, I’d met Dr. Boakye, who had a commendable 

reputation for dealing specifically with children. She was the first 

to identify and properly explain my powers – but only because 

she’d known what to look for; Dr. Sarah Boakye was one of only 

three hyper-physicists in Ghana. She’d used a full day to 

administer a series of tests on me. We’d gone through the motions 

of standard testing in her office, for my parents’ sake. Then she’d 

taken me to the private lab in her house, where’s she’d made me 

stand in a contraption much like the security puffer machines 

commonly used in airport security checks. She’d recorded graphic 

and numeric data on her computers for hours, and analyzed all of 

it on the spot. I’d watched her do it and had understood nothing. 
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Nearly every time a graph of results printed, it came out looking 

far different from the previous one. 

“Tell me about the last time someone really upset you,” Dr. 

Boakye would say as I stood in the machine.  

As I would tell her about an infuriating incident, usually a 

story involving Saffron, the machine would start to beep, the 

amplitudes of the recorded waves would increase, and the rest of 

the incomprehensible variables would start going haywire, values 

becoming incredibly unstable. The same thing happened when she 

asked me to tell her about something that had significantly excited 

me. 

The next time I came over to her normal office, she had told 

me all that she could: “I don’t know how to easily explain this, 

Violet, but you… feel more. Your emotions are stronger than most 

people’s. More intense. That’s the root of it, but not the entire 

explanation for what you are and what you can do. You see, there’s 

this thing called bioelectricity that all human beings have. And this 

is what the bioelectricity that most people exude would look like if 

it had to be visualized.” 

She pulled up an image on the computer that looked like a 

squiggly line on a graph. It was as if an arthritic person with highly 

unstable hands had tried to re-trace the x-axis. The line was 

extremely wobbly, but you could tell it was meant to be flat. She’d 



If I Could Kill My Feelings… 

 

36 
 

explained, “The more variation there is, the stronger a person’s 

bioelectricity affects another’s bioelectricity, you see. So where 

there are crests, one’s bioelectricity tends to constructively 

interfere with another’s, and that person becomes…how do I put 

it? Positively influenced. It’s like what happens when you meet a 

pleasant person and you feel like they brighten up your day. What 

is basically happening is that their significantly high crests are 

making your crests rise as well – positively influencing you. And it 

happens in the opposite directions too. The troughs. Somebody’s 

low levels tend to cause more profound depressions in other 

people’s bioelectricity as well. That’s how someone can say that a 

person who is in a very bad temper can spoil their own mood. 

Everyone’s bioelectricity is interfering with everyone else’s around 

them, in much the same way as Newton proposed the gravitational 

influence between all bodies. 

“But what is a bit peculiar is that some special people, for as 

yet inexplicable reasons, exude greater bioelectrical waves than 

others. They have the same effects, but to significantly greater 

degrees – both on oneself and on others. And they also have 

greater capacity to unintentionally tap into other people’s 

emotions. And you are one of these people.” She’d paused her 

explanations to ask me, “Violet, do you know what an empath is?” 

I didn’t. She told me.  
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“There is the common physics of the world, and 

bioelectricity is part of that. But when things start to interfere with 

what we know common physics to be, we call that hyperphysics. 

So there are empaths, and there are hyper-empaths. You are the 

latter, and people like you occur very, very rarely. I never even 

expected to meet one within my lifetime.” 

As much as she could, my nine-year-old self tried to 

understand: when I was sad, I was really sad. And people around 

me would suddenly become really sad too. When I was happy, I 

was elated, and everyone around me would find their spirits lifted. 

But as I’d grown older, my powers had started to manifest 

more like magnetism. I attracted – physically – in my crests, and 

repelled likewise in my troughs. It was a phenomenon Dr. Boakye 

said she’d never heard of before, even in all the hyper-empaths 

studied throughout history. Dr. Boakye was the one who had 

suggested to my parents that I be raised predominantly with 

technology, as we continued regular therapy to see how best I 

could learn self-control – something that, for some reason, 

Saffron, whom she’d diagnosed with a different, mostly non-

threatening brand of hyperphysical power, was already naturally 

masterful at. 

Personally, I thought Saffron was a sociopath and had 

probably always been at least as much in need of therapy as me, 
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but, chale, whatever. I’d been the one attending regular sessions 

throughout my primary and even high school life, but neither Dr. 

Boakye nor I had ever been able to see significant progress in my 

self-control. And now I’d really lost it, so obviously, all thirteen 

years of therapy had been completely useless.  

I was off the edge; I didn’t even give Dr. Boakye a chance to 

lead with the Mario-like, cool-headed, pragmatic approach. 

Before I even sat down, I burst out, “I want to turn it off. All 

of it.” 

“All of what, Violet?” 

“My feelings!” I screamed. “My feelings! I want to kill all of 

them!” 

Dr. Boakye pressed her lips together and furrowed her 

brows, clearly trying to find rational ways to resist the external 

influence on her bioelectricity. 

“Violet, are you close to your period?” 

“That has nothing to do with anything.” 

“You haven’t answered the question.” 

“Yes.” 

“I think you may want to wait perhaps a couple of weeks 

before you start making any hasty decisions.” 
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I bristled. “At no point in my life have I ever exploded a 

technological device, whether during PMS, ovulation, 

menstruation or otherwise. I am not just overreacting.” 

“Exploded a what, now? Let’s try to address this rationally, 

eh? What exactly happened to make you want to take such an 

extreme action?” 

“I broke a projector! I was on a hologram call with my 

brother for a meeting at work, and he provoked me so much that 

my anger made the projector explode. There was a loud bang and 

then there was smoke, and imagine what would have happened if 

I had released the energy onto Mario instead of the projector! 

What if he had exploded? What if…” 

“Violet. You’re talking too fast. Please sit down, take a few 

deep breaths, ground yourself, so I can understand you properly.” 

“Nothing I’m saying is confusing, la! I. Broke. A. Projector! 

Do you get me? I’ve never been powerful enough to even affect cell 

phone service, much less make a technological device blow up! My 

feelings are out of control, and I need to kill them before they kill 

someone! I even made someone scrape the skin off his knee. If you 

tell me I’m not a danger to society, it’s only lying that you’re lying. 

I need to be fixed, and I need to be fixed immediately!” 

Dr. Boakye rose, retrieved a bottle of cold water (not Gold-

branded) from the fridge in her office, and told me to simply drink. 
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She maintained the silence for five more minutes, and then told 

me to speak very slowly, telling her everything that had occurred 

since yesterday. I told her all of it except the parts about making 

out with Mario and the conversation that immediately preceded it.  

When I had finished, she was silent for a few moments. 

Then she said, “I can only surmise that your intensity has been 

increasing inexplicably for some time now. Perhaps there is a 

trigger. Is your life at Gold treating you well? Are you under 

noticeable duress?” 

“My life at Gold is treating me the same way my life 

everywhere has treated me. People don’t like me. I make them 

uncomfortable. Only code is my friend. And Mario.” 

“Mmm. Well. Do you mind if we go back to my house and 

run some tests?” 

“I don’t want to run any tests, Doctor. I want to flatline my 

bioelectricity. Eliminate the problem entirely.” 

Dr. Boakye looked stressed at that. “I’m sure you know that 

the Global Hyperphysics Coalition has still never managed to 

develop a safe, effective and established method of stabilizing 

hyper-empaths. Every experiment has ended nearly disastrously, 

and our research team is hard at work in Cuba trying to get greater 

insight on making methods safer.” 
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“When you say making methods safer, that means there are 

methods in the first place, or?” Because if there were, I was going 

to discover them with or without Dr. Boakye’s cooperation. 

“Violet, even in hyperphysical practice, we respect the 

dangers to patients when it comes to provisional…” 

“But you’d have my consent. I’m legal! No one else can 

speak for me when I say I want an operation done.” 

“You don’t seem to understand the gravity of what you are 

requesting.” She seemed pained as she tried to continue: “We 

literally have no idea what could happen to anyone who tries this 

at all. Worst case scenario, it could…” 

“Say it eh? I’m not afraid to hear it. It could kill me? I know 

that’s what you’ve meant all along. Do I look like I’m afraid of 

death? What is the use in being afraid of death when I don’t even 

seem to have a chance at life? See, ehn? If I can’t do people and I 

can’t do technology, I can’t do anything. It’s not twenty-seventeen 

anymore, oo. We live in an almost completely technological, 

extremely populated world. I have nothing to lose if I die.” 

“Nothing?” Dr. Boakye gave me a knowing look.  

His name hung in the air, in the silence, where neither of us 

dared speak it. 

“He’s not something I have to lose, Dr. Boakye. He’s 

everything I have to gain.” 
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MARIO. 

Her desire was so strong, I felt it as soon as she stepped out 

of the elevator – and the elevator was all the way down the hall, at 

least twelve doors down. I couldn’t tell what was greater: my relief 

that she was still here, still alive, or my bioelectrical reaction to her 

presence. 

She was almost at my door, and Dios mio, I could sense her 

desperation. It washed over me like a great wave, and I hadn’t even 

had a chance to ready myself to swim against the tide. What else 

could I do but swim with it? I leaped off my bed, had the door open 

for her even before she reached it. 

Violet was always most problematic for me when she was 

horny. Everything else, I could handle. I could mentally fight 

against the influence of all her emotions until they had no power 

over me. I stored the awareness of them in the back of my mind 

and tried to carry on as I was before. Her blackest Darkness, her 

impassable physical repulsion, was the only thing that could keep 

me away from her when her powers were active. But every time she 

exuded an attracting force, especially of the sexual kind, I knew I 

was in deep mierda. Feelings that I don’t share are easy to strip of 

their power. But I was never not already wanting Violet – so when 

she was wanting me back, dear Lord, she drew me in like iron 

filings to a magnet, and I was very nearly powerless to resist. 
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There was no hello. There was no explanation for where 

she’d been all day. There were no words wasted. She simply 

wrapped her arms around my neck and began to kiss me. 

Aggressively. I lost it the moment her lips touched mine. I pulled 

her in and shut the door without breaking that kiss for even a 

second. 

My hands had minds of their own. They started from the 

top, getting tangled in her braids, and then they moved on to her 

neck, her chest, her back, her waist. Kissing Violet always felt like 

generating electricity – not that I did it often, not like I ever tried 

to take advantage of her – but today’s electricity was slightly off. 

Like a functional machine with a wire in the wrong port. A piece of 

my mind came back when I noticed it, but then it got lost again as 

my lips traced her jawline. My palms danced around her hips as I 

kissed her neck like I needed the taste of her skin to survive. 

Ah, something was really off, though. Imbalanced. My head 

began pounding with the confusion of rationality trying to break 

through the sexual urgency. Something was wrong with Violet. 

Something had been wrong with Violet for days now. I had to 

process. Address it.  

She bit my ear and I lost my train of thought. Both of us 

were at least forty percent more naked than we had been two 

minutes ago. 
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The sense of malfunction returned. Something had 

happened today. I couldn’t remember what it was. Just five 

minutes ago, I had been wracked with anxiety about Violet, but five 

minutes ago, Violet hadn’t been kissing my collarbone like she 

wanted to devour me and wow, something was wrong and I 

needed to address it with logical thoughts… but logic seemed a 

strange, abstract, unattainable concept when I had Violet’s breasts 

pressed against my bare chest and such loud pounding in my ears 

and blood rushing to my… My mind…my mind is stronger than 

my penis. My brain tried to talk to itself, to my emotions, to my 

body. 

Mario, your mind is stronger than your penis. 

Your mind is stronger than your... 

Her skin was feverish, and if she kept attracting me, 

someone was going to need a fucking scalpel to tear us apart, and 

something about this really wasn’t right, and… 

Your mind is stronger than your penis, Mario. 

Was it? 

Pick a Diophantine equation, differential equation, hell, 

calculate the cube root of…of…Erection. 

Mario Kofi Santana! Your mind. Is stronger. Than your 

goddamn penis! 
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“Violet!” I roared, pushing her away from me so forcefully, 

she almost lost her balance and tumbled backwards. I was gasping 

wildly. “What the fuck is wrong with you? Dios mio! Are you trying 

to kill me? Shit. Shit! Put your shirt back on, goddamnit.” 

Without waiting for a response, I stalked over to my 

bathroom, shut the door, and took a quick, cold shower. 

 

A few minutes later, when I came back out, she was sitting 

on the floor, silent tears rolling down her face relentlessly. She 

looked so helpless and pathetic that the last of my anger melted 

away. 

“Violet,” I said, and my voice nearly cracked. I sat beside her 

and gathered her in my arms. “Where have you been all day? I was 

going crazy.” Going crazy imagining her already dead. 

The thought of it could send me into Darkness, and I wasn’t 

even a normal empath. I just knew that if any one of Violet’s 

previous suicide attempts had succeeded, devastation would be a 

grossly inadequate word to describe how I’d feel. She’d told me 

about high school, when she’d mashed pills together – pills that 

promised to restore chemical balance to the brain – and liquefied 

them, then injected the concoction into her arm with a syringe. 

She’d been in the hospital for a month. If her parents had waited 

two minutes, she’d have been dead on arrival. Every time I thought 
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about how close the possibility had been that I’d never meet her, 

my heart threatened to stop.  

And then there had been college, at AI, where she’d been 

this close to electrocuting herself. I’d walked in on her trying to 

touch live wires with wet hands. The day before, I’d accidentally 

left my laptop in the Virtual Tech lab after class, and urgently 

needed it for an assignment due before 6 a.m. It was 2 a.m. when 

I walked in and saw Violet, mere seconds short of possibly having 

come to find her charred body instead. Memories of that day still 

gave me fucking nightmares. 

She justified both times by saying she hadn’t been trying to 

kill herself; she’d been trying to kill her feelings. Fix her emotions, 

or her electricity, or whatever the hell she claimed was wrong with 

her. But on which goddamn planet is electrocution exclusively 

fatal to feelings?  

I didn’t know if I’d be able to deal with another suicide 

attempt. By necessity, I’d become friends with her therapist, the 

secret hyper-physicist woman. Sarah Boakye. I’d made her 

promise me she’d do everything in her power to keep Violet alive 

as she was. I was not convinced – especially in light of previous 

methods of attempt – that it was at all possible to “fix” Violet 

hyper-emotionally without literally murdering the girl herself. 
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Earlier that afternoon, when Violet had disappeared, I’d 

called Dr. Boakye. I was mad at myself that it had taken me hours 

to even realize that that’s obviously where she might have gone. 

Violet thought I was the smartest boy she’d ever met, but honestly, 

I was so damn gyimie7 sometimes. 

“Dr. B, hi. It’s Mario. Have you seen Violet? Tell me you 

have. Is she with you right now?” 

“She’s not. If she were, I would not have been able to answer 

the phone.” 

“Okay but has she been there?” 

Dr. B. sighed. “Mario, you know that I’m not allowed to go 

around talking about my patients’ business – even if they are 

special patients. You must know that if Violet hasn’t told you 

herself, it is impossible to confirm or deny if she has been to my 

office.” 

“You know what, Dr. B? It’s the middle of the day, a 

working day, a fucking Monday, and we’ve just been through an 

electronic catastrophe, and my girl has disappeared. And you and 

I both know she sure as hell didn’t just go off somewhere to cry in 

private. We both know that there is every possibility of her being a 

danger to herself at this very moment, and if there is even one tiny 

chance I can stop the worst from happening, I’ll move heaven, 

                                                             
7 Twi language: “idiotic” 
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earth and hell to do it. So, Dr. Boakye, has Violet Osei been to your 

office or not?” 

Dr. Boakye sighed again. “I’m afraid I can’t give you this 

information.” 

“In which case, I’ll assume the answer is a ‘yes.’ Fine. If you 

can’t tell me, don’t. But I want you to promise me that if she asks 

you how to do anything suicidal, you will refuse to give her the 

information she wants.” 

“Mario, I know how deeply you care. And I appreciate how 

integral you’ve been in maintaining her health and social 

integration. But I regret to tell you, your friend is of age to make 

her own decisions and that ultimately, affairs between her and 

myself are strictly confidential.” 

“I am going to hang up this call. But I want you to know that 

if something irreversible happens to Violet and you are complicit, 

I will probably never forgive you.” 

But now she was here. In my arms. I wished she’d stay here. 

I was terrified of what might happen if I ever released her again. I 

began to worry that I was squeezing her too tightly. 

“I’m okay, Mario,” Violet said to me. “But I don’t want to 

talk. I don’t want to do anything. I just want to sleep.” 

“Okay, my love. Sleep. But we will talk.” 

“Sure.” 
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I scooped her up from the floor, carried her over, and laid 

her on my bed. 

“I love you,” I told her. 

“I love you too,” she said, exhausted, burnt out and almost 

already asleep. “I love you like you’re all my life is worth.” 

What the fuck was that supposed to mean? 

 

 

VIOLET. 

These things, you have to do them fast. If you don’t, you’ll 

lose your nerve, and you’ll end up stuck in cycle with no way out. 

You’ll keep wondering why life doesn’t get better, and 

remembering that it’s because you didn’t take the chance when you 

had it, to escape, to deviate, to draw a new shape. Well. This is me 

taking my chance. 

All of this has been almost too easy. So much so that I keep 

wondering if I’m being pranked. Breaking in and hacking are like 

child’s play for me.  For goodness’ sake, I graduated from Annan 

Institute with a specialty in Security! I make virtual barriers for a 

living. It would have been a shame if I couldn’t find my way 

through someone else’s. 

I’d felt awful about hacking into Dr. Boakye’s Cloud, but I 

knew she would never have given me the information I needed 
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willingly. I’d searched and searched until I’d found all relevant 

manuals and reports of progress with the Hyper-Empath Project. 

I’d needed to know, first of all, if there was a way I could get fixed 

in Ghana. I wouldn’t have given up if I’d found out I’d need to fly 

to Cuba or something – I was a Gold employee, I could afford the 

trip – but the closer the equipment, the faster I could be fixed and 

move on with my life. Because I would live.  

I’d had more than enough opportunity throughout my life 

to develop the skills of being a fast reader and a fast learner. For 

hours, I absorbed and memorized all the information I could on 

the hyperelectrovariation chamber. By the time I showed up in 

Mario’s room, I knew almost exactly what I was going to do, that 

very night. But just in case, just in case something didn’t go as 

planned, I just wanted to see Mario again. Not to say goodbye. 

When he wakes up, if he’s not awake already, he might think it was 

a goodbye. 

But it wasn’t. I’ll live. And we can spend our whole lives 

together when I’m fixed, when I’m no longer “too much” of a 

person, when I’m normal and in no danger of blowing his brain 

right out of his head with this stupid curse. Once I’m fixed, life is 

going to be great. And he’ll finally realize the fixed me will be so 

much more lovable than this version, that the fixed Violet is the 

Violet he has always really wanted.  
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I’ll live. I am convinced that I will live. 

Akosombo. One of the experimental plants is right in 

Akosombo – only two hours’ drive from home. 

There’s no one manning it. Why would there be? There are 

three hyperphyscists in the country. I just hacked one of them. The 

others are in the north. No human guard can do a better job at 

protecting this place than technology – and I’ve already bypassed 

the latter. 

It’s 3 a.m. or so. Nobody knows where I am. Everything is 

set. The system appears to be functioning normally. I’ve put all the 

switches on the Control Panel where the manual suggested. All 

that’s left to do is climb into the hyperelectrovariation chamber 

and close the door. I’ve set the process to start in sixty seconds. I’m 

going to kill my feelings in sixty seconds. There is no time to 

hesitate. I step into the chamber and close the door. 

Ten seconds until I’m pummeled with energy waves at 

astounding frequencies, all I can think of is how this is the sanest, 

calmest, most equilibrated I have ever felt in my life. And when I 

step out of this machine, I will be as powerless as a demagnetized 

magnet. 

The digital screen above the control panel blinks: 

00:03…00:02…00:01. 

The pressure knocks me out nearly instantly. 
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MARIO. 

Dr. Boakye woke me up at 5 a.m. with a phone call, 

panicking about how she had received notifications that her Cloud 

had been hacked. Even before she told me what kind of 

information the hacker had likely accessed, I was nearly 

asphyxiating. Violet must have been in a hurry; she hadn’t even 

bothered to properly cover her tracks. 

The whole drive to Akosombo, I’m on the verge of insanity, 

frequently forgetting to breathe. 

But imagine, maybe Violet isn’t even there. Inhale. Exhale. 

Repeat. 

Why isn’t she answering my phone calls, though? What if 

she can’t answer my phone calls because she’s… Alive. She’s alive. 

She must be. Inhale. Exhale. Repeat. 

And if she isn’t? If I’m too late to save her this time? If this 

car isn’t going fast enough? If the machine malfunctions, is 

malfunctioning, has malfunctioned?  

Asphyxiating. Inhale. Exhale. Repeat. 

But what if… Nope, she’s fine. Inhale. Exhale. Repeat. 

It’s 9 a.m. when we get to the plant in Akosombo. Violet’s 

skin is a strange color when Dr. Boakye opens the door of the 

chamber and carries her unconscious body out. Her skin… Violet’s 

skin… Mierda. Shitshitshitshitshit. At least everywhere it’s visible, 
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it’s covered with a sheet of deep purple. Violet is violet. I know I’m 

hysterical when I start laughing and can’t seem to stop. I am not 

amused. But I’m laughing so hard, tears are streaming down my 

face.  

“She’s not breathing,” Dr. Boakye says, panicked. “And I 

can’t detect a pulse or a heartbeat.” 

But her voice sounds like it’s coming from another planet. 

I’m already far, far away, in a Violet-less world. And in the moment 

right before my consciousness gives in, I know deep down that I’ve 

finally gone completely mad. 

I black out. 
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