
Insanity in a Nutshell. 

 

It is not a difficult task to convince you, reader, that the world has gone mad. From the mess in Brussels to the 

Benidorm ice caps, not to mention our combover President, you’ve just about seen it all. 

 

I’ve realised that when people use abstract titles like “the world” or “people”, they often seek to separate 

themselves from blame. We are quick to use phrases like “the world’s gone mad” as planet wide translations for 

“it wasn’t me” or “I didn’t do it”, but trust me when I say you did.  The blame is on us and we are the zealots behind 

this religious revolution. In fact, the true difficulty lies in persuading you, reader, that every human being on this 

forsaken pile of mud and dust who has a pocket size deity on their person at all times, has not only contributed to 

this mess, but is mentally unstable and hopelessly controlled. 

 

 But here’s my best attempt; I think I’ll start with a true story that I made up. 

 

A sane man walks into a madhouse and asks a patient what insanity looks like, the patient thinks for a moment, 

then stands to his feet, walks to a corner of the room and smashes his head several times on the cushioned walls. 

The patient returns to his seat, fixes his hair and says to the man, “madness is that part of you that wants to die of 

laughter”. The sane man left the asylum with a baseline understanding that maybe the “sanest” of us might not be 

as together as they thought. Checks phone. Parables such as these breed questions, like “are we all quietly and 

unnoticeably mad?” The answer is “of course not”, like “of course you don’t look huge in those size 6 Levis 

darling”. The answers to such queries aren’t important; the question that holds significance is “does my 

touchscreen babe really make me as unstable as the patient?” 

 

The time I spent pretending to volunteer at Cygnet 3 years ago prints the answer in block capitals for me; the 

difference between sane people and insane people, is the decision to embrace or reject the dormant madness 

within us all. Or, in other words, the decision whether or not to put your god back in your pocket. Checks screen 

usage for the last 24 hours. 

 

Let’s widen the scope. To an eight year old, insanity looks like a screaming guy in a straight jacket who is angry 

and is coming to get you, to a high schooler, it’s an emotionless socially awkward kid, who likes to watch frogs and 

keeps crickets as pets. To an adult you do not use “insane” because it is not politically correct and ‘human 

resources’, is watching. To a racist, it is a person who shares your race but not your views, to a misogynist it is a 

woman who is smarter, stronger, wealthier or holds more influence than yourself, and to a marxist it is an 

advocate for the, dubbed, scourge that is capitalism. But to myself, on a practical level without faction or creed, 

insanity looks like the 21st century human who is infatuated with the dog filter. Reluctantly looks at DM from 

Offcial_Alfee.  

 

The emergence of the media age has taught us a great many things about humanity; we have been shown our 

unprecedented capacity for assimilation. Historic civilisations, famous dictators and colonisers hold no cards that 

can trump the pull  that our new benevolent gods have over our hearts; we sit with our legs crossed, comfortably 



powerless as sexy technology enthrals us, hopeless romantics in a quietly toxic relationship. But poetry is boring, 

and I am aware that I’m running out of time, I love our short attention spans.  

 

Greater study into the human mind has made the definition of madness less black and white; we’ve seen this in 

history and science. Before Pythagoras and Aristotle it was widely accepted that the world was flat - those who 

challenged this idea were christened village idiots; mad and stupid. Going against the status quo has always had 

ugly consequences for popularity and sanity. But what happens when the status quo is itself, mad. How do you 

challenge the worldwide web worship without coming off as a bit of a technophobe? Sheepishly turns WiFi off.  

 

We all need to realise that whatever is normal now is usually revealed to sound madenning later. In a thousand 

years, when we are either all dead or living in caves or at a school trip on Saturn, and we look to our beloved 

ancestors we will see a generation governed by something called the internet, who spent their lives following 

people around and watching what they did all day, who walked with their heads down, and seemed to be prone to 

disease because every other day something had gone viral, whatever that means, and who always had wires on 

them just in case their god needed it, and who had evolved to communicate through thumbs, and who always 

knew what was happening because their god told them, and who had some weird obsession with a blue bird, 

yellowish ghost and reddish camera-like thingy.  Gets frantic SMS from Alfie then turns Airplane mode on. 

 

The mental instability lies not in the fact that we are latched on to our arsenal of devices, it sits in the idea that 

severing this bond is more than impossible. Great regimes and empires have fallen, brotherhoods disbanded, 

religions persecuted, countries torn apart because they all had an enemy, they all had a war to fight for their 

existence. But we as humans are unified in our aim to advance this creature that we have accidentally fallen in 

love with. We  will not  regress. It is bigger than religion, it has no enemies and won't be fought. We cannot 

regress. When faced with a hopeless battle and an unbeatable foe they say you should join them; you would be 

mad to unsubscribe. Turns Airplane mode off. 
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