
	 

	THE OTHER PATIENT

	A Novel

	─────────────────────────

	"Memory is the diary we all carry about with us."

	— Oscar Wilde

	 


Chapter One: First Session

	The man across the table did not look like someone who had killed anyone.

	Nadia had been doing this long enough to know that this observation was meaningless. Killers looked like everything — like accountants, like teachers, like the neighbor who shoveled your walk without being asked. The ones who looked like killers were usually not the most dangerous. The dangerous ones looked like Callum Vray: mid-thirties, slight build, the kind of unremarkable face that slipped from memory as soon as you looked away, sitting with his hands folded on the table as though he were waiting for a bus.

	"Dr. Osei," he said. Not a greeting. A confirmation.

	"Mr. Vray." She set her recorder on the table between them. "You understand why you're here."

	"I'm here because the court wants someone to determine whether I'm competent to stand trial, or alternatively whether I was legally insane at the time of the alleged offense." He said this without inflection, as though reading from a procedural document. "You'll conduct a series of sessions, administer standardized assessments, review the case materials, and form a professional opinion."

	"That's correct."

	"And your opinion will carry significant weight in determining what happens to me."

	"It will be one input among several."

	He looked at her with pale gray eyes that were more attentive than his posture suggested. "You've already read the file."

	"I have."

	"Then you think I did it."

	Nadia kept her expression neutral — not the forced neutrality of suppression, but the genuine professional composure she had spent fifteen years developing. "My role isn't to determine guilt or innocence. That's the court's function. My role is to assess your psychological state."

	"That's a careful answer."

	"It's an accurate one."

	He looked at her for a moment. Then he looked at the recorder. "You can ask me whatever you need to ask. I want to be helpful."

	"I'll start with the night of October 14th. Tell me what you remember."

	A pause that was neither evasive nor theatrical — just the pause of someone genuinely searching.

	"Nothing," he said. "I remember being in my apartment at approximately nine p.m. I remember making coffee. After that — nothing, until I was standing in the parking structure on Albrecht Street and there were police officers."

	"Nothing between nine p.m. and approximately two a.m."

	"Nothing."

	"This is consistent with what you told the arresting officers."

	"Yes."

	"Mr. Vray — in your experience prior to October 14th, had you ever experienced memory loss of this kind?"

	Something moved in his expression. Not evasion. Something more like recognition.

	"Once," he said. "Three years ago. A period of approximately six hours that I can't account for."

	This was not in the file.

	Nadia wrote it down.

	 


Chapter Two: The File

	The case against Callum Vray was, on paper, strong.

	Marcus Hale, 41, had been found in the parking structure on Albrecht Street at 1:58 a.m. on October 15th, deceased from blunt force trauma. Vray had been found at the scene, standing approximately four meters from the body, with no coherent explanation for his presence. Forensic evidence placed him at the scene definitively: fibers, a partial print, trace evidence of his DNA on the victim's jacket that the prosecution's expert had described as consistent with close contact.

	No weapon had been recovered.

	No motive had been established, which was unusual. Marcus Hale had no documented connection to Callum Vray. They did not share employers, neighborhoods, social circles, or any traceable point of intersection. The prosecution's theory was opportunistic violence — a random encounter that had escalated. The defense's theory was that Vray had been present at the scene but had not committed the act: that he had found the body, or had been brought to the scene in a state of incapacity.

	What neither theory adequately addressed, in Nadia's assessment, was the memory loss.

	She had seen claimed memory loss many times. It was a common defense strategy — plausible enough to be difficult to disprove, familiar enough to be viewed skeptically by courts. She had become skilled at distinguishing genuine amnesia from performance, at identifying the specific markers of real dissociation versus the theatrical version.

	Callum Vray did not perform his memory loss. He reported it with the flat, slightly frustrated quality of someone describing a factual deficit — the way a person described not knowing where they'd left their keys, not the way a person described something they wanted you to believe.

	This was one data point. She had learned not to weight single data points too heavily.

	She read the file again that evening in her office, making notes in the margin of her printed copy. She had been doing forensic assessments for fifteen years. She had worked with murderers, with people who had committed acts she could not, in her private moments, fully comprehend. She was good at this work precisely because she had never stopped finding it difficult.

	At 9:47 p.m. she looked up from the file.

	She had a note in the margin she didn't remember writing.

	It said: HE'S TELLING THE TRUTH.

	Her handwriting. Her pen. She recognized both.

	She did not remember writing it.

	She looked at it for a long time. Then she turned the page and continued reading.

	She told herself she must have written it and not registered it, the kind of automatic notation the hand made while the mind was engaged elsewhere. She had done this before. It was not unusual.

	She did not look at the note again.

	 


Chapter Three: Second Session

	"Tell me about the first time," Nadia said. "Three years ago. The six hours."

	Callum had been thinking about this, she could tell. The question was not unexpected.

	"I woke up in my car," he said. "In a car park near my flat. It was morning — I'd gone to bed the night before and then I was in my car. I had no memory of leaving the flat or getting into the car. I'd driven there — the mileage was consistent with the distance. I had driven somewhere and returned and I had no memory of it."

	"Did you report this?"

	"To whom?"

	"A doctor. A therapist."

	"I saw my GP. She ran standard tests — blood work, a brief neurological assessment. Nothing showed. She suggested stress, possible alcohol involvement. I don't drink, but she suggested it." A pause. "I didn't see anyone else about it."

	"Why not?"

	He looked at her steadily. "Because I was frightened of what someone might find."

	Nadia made a note. "What did you think they might find?"

	"I didn't know. Something wrong. Something I'd done." He said this quietly. "I've thought about that period a great deal since October. I've tried to remember what I was doing in the weeks before that first episode. Whether there was something. Someone."

