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Second Voice  – a short story 
by Ömürcan Türkoğlu* 

  
I always wonder about others‟ inner voices. As I cannot see or touch it, I cannot realize 

the other people. Thinking through their minds always drove me crazy, like I hope to open 

their skulls to see what is inside. Do they have an inner voice like me? What if they cannot 

control their inner voices as I do? Not be able to control my inner voice, sometimes caused 

problems for me; not physically, but mentally. 

It all began when I was sixteen. I was just a little boy who was interested in thoughts 

and ideas of my friends. I did not want to speak. I was always the listener in the crowd. I 

always thought that if I speak, I will make more mistakes in life. It was just a repeating. At 

the age of eighteen, I felt that I should not be alone but, I had no friends around. It could get 

behind such a cover to guarantee my future. Later on, at the same age, I started to talk to 

myself and question everything I observe. I was even able to give exact answers to my own 

questions. It was like having an argument, but there was nobody around. I was talking to my 

inner voice. In the beginning, I felt weird; even more than I have ever felt. Up to time, I did 

not have any friends because I had never felt alone. It was the greatest thing that ever 

happened to me. One night, as I was lying down on my bed and trying to sleep, my inner 

voice started to burble. It was quite disturbing. I tried to be calm and think of nothing; it was 

not possible at the time there were plenty of thoughts in my mind. After a long struggle, 

however, I managed to sleep. In my dream, in the middle of that night, I saw something 

colourful in the shape of a brain. I could even see the veins and the blood flow. It was 

reacting to something, just like the human brain when it is thinking. The next day, I found out 

that I cannot control my inner voice anymore. There was someone in my mind who was 

whispering, but I did not want to hear. It was also giving me pieces of advice about 

everything, most of the time. 

At the age of twenty, I locked myself into my room. Thinking that if I told someone 

about this very situation, they would overreact. That‟s why I didn‟t want to go outside for a 

while just not to make myself weirder in the eyes of other people. I knew they would judge 

me and that is the way society works. While staying at home, within a small wardrobe, which 

was gifted to me by my mother, I told her that I wanted to live on my own. I tamed the voice 

inside my head like an animal. I taught it like a teacher who was trying to teach numbers to a 
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child. I called the second voice inside my head in misery as „Someone,‟ but not me. Those 

ideas did not belong to me. During the time, I learned a lot about that Someone. It was like 

having met a new person and trying to learn his behaviours, ideas, and next moves.  

At the age of twenty-two, after two years of struggling with myself—while  I looked as 

an observer—I found the courage to go outside and live a life like an average person. I met 

lots of people. I wanted to gain all the time I wasted in my home, the times when I tried to 

teach the other one. I contacted a university, and surprisingly they called me back after a 

week. I was accepted. The excitement was all over my body and „his‟ body, of course. They 

told me that I could take my first courses in the upcoming summer. By that time, I was 

waiting to start university to have conversation with another one. I set some rules for him, 

and he put only one rule for myself. The first and most important rule was that he was never 

going to interrupt me while I talk to someone. Moreover, in school, he could not array his 

absurd and strange ideas! Restating them was enough for me to look weird in the classes. The 

last rule was to never have violent imagines about the persons I meet. He also set a rule for 

me that I would not even want to talk about it. 

Finally, summer arrived. I left my house to take the very first lesson at university. He 

did obey my rules; so, I did obey his rule, either. The first lesson was math, and our teacher 

was a pretty woman. I could hear other one‟s burbling about her, and I repeated the third rule 

silently. He even helped me with some problems I had in the classes. The first day, there was 

nothing weird about us. I got my backpack and left the university. My home was close to the 

university; so, I didn‟t take a bus. On my way to home, he started to do opposite of the rules I 

set up for him. I warned him, but he insistently said “You said I couldn‟t interrupt you while 

you were talking to somebody. You are not talking to somebody right now. You said I could 

not talk about absurd ideas in school. You are not in school. You said....” I had to interrupt 

him. He was right. He continued until I got into my bed. Next day he did the same and the 

other days followed. I spent most of my time in classes and at the library of the school. The 

school was the only place I could take some rest. I graduated from the university by spending 

most of the time in its hallways. After this decision, he helped me with my courses, as there 

was nothing else for him to do.  

At the age of twenty-six, I didn‟t know what to do with him. Now there was nothing to 

prevent him from being silly, stupid and violent with his absurd thoughts. Although he helped 

me to graduate from university, I was still hateful towards him. He never left me alone since 
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the day I graduated and got my diploma. Being graduated, gave him time to get the control. It 

was his achievements which helped me to get good grades. Later, I realized that he helped 

me, not because he liked me, but because he wanted to finish university as fast as possible by 

helping me. He was getting smarter every year. University helped him to learn more. 

I was hopelessly trying to do something. I tried to apply for jobs, but no one called me 

back. Day by day, he became smarter and started to identify people‟s personality by 

considering their way of walking, talking, looking and acting. I was speechless against him. 

Whenever I wanted to go and talk to someone, he always talked to me before I even reached 

them, just not to violate the first rule. The things he said to me about them was frightening. I 

didn‟t know if those were just lies or truths, but they were so real that I always considered as 

if the bad things he said were truths. I had to withhold myself. One time, I was in a pub and 

looking around while drinking my beverage. He wanted me to look left, and so, I did. He 

said, “That woman in a white dress who is wearing white court shoes is divorced and looking 

for attention. She is looking for a guy who can carry her to her home. Don‟t get excited. She 

is a psycho. Look at her wrists full of wounds and cracks. Wounds look like just been cut 

yesterday?” And continued, “Look at the guy standing right in front of the door. His clothes 

say too much about him. He is not looking for a partner from any gender. He is most 

probably rich. He is not here for young women. Maybe younger ones?!” After learning 

everyone‟s life in the pub, thanks to him, I left. I was sure that I couldn‟t bear it any longer. 

I was sitting home and thinking about my miserable life. Every second I thought about 

it, I got scared more. Another day, I suddenly passed out while thinking. It was dark, and I 

could hear the sounds nearby. He said, “How does it feel?” and I answered, “Frightening.” 

He said, “That is how exactly I felt for years, with an exception. I could also see from your 

eyes.” I suddenly awakened from that horrible dream. When I woke up, although I could hear 

him, this time he was not there. Surprisingly, after that horrible dream, he was more polite 

and relaxed. It gave me a piece of hope to grab on tightly. He gently asked, “Why don‟t you 

meet your parents?” I said, “With you? there is no way! I am the only child they own, and I 

am not going to drop a doubt about myself into their minds.” It was the only time I heard his 

sad voice. He said, “I thought there was hope about me. It is not only you who is trying to get 

a grip on the hope!”  

The next day I invited my parents for dinner. I didn‟t know how to cook, but he 

promised me to call everything I need. I read recipes, and he kept it all in mind. We did a 
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great job of cooking together while I gradually feeling a bit free of him. My parents came, 

and when they found the dinner table, their jaws dropped. They knew I was not good at 

cooking. I lied to them that I took cooking courses. We all took our places at the table. The 

conversation was going on while eating was amazingly fun. Just after I cleaned my plate, the 

shiny plate reflected light into my eyes. I went into deep thoughts again. There was only 

darkness, just like before. I could only hear voices coming from four directions while I heard 

the screams of my mother that I have never heard a sound like that from my mom. I heard my 

dad was running upstairs while my mother was screaming in front of me. I thought I was 

dreaming again, but I was not. When I got control of myself, I saw my mother‟s skull opened. 

Her brain was in front of me. My hands were full of her blood. My mother‟s brain looked so 

much like the brain I saw in my dream when I was sixteen. I got up with great horror, and I 

found my dad, who was standing behind me. He had a gun in his hand pointing at me. While 

looking inside the barrel of the gun, my other side said “Do you remember the only rule I 

have put for you? Let me repeat it; When the time comes, I will take over control in 30 

seconds.” I never thought he could take control of my whole body. I only thought that he 

could only change my ideas as usual. It was that particular brain he wanted. 

 

* Ömürcan Türkoğlu is a Junior student studying English Language and Literature in Girne 

American University, Kyrenia, Cyprus.  
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