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        For those who feel broken

        Keep going

        I’m proof that shattered pieces can mend
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        For Stella

        Who was such a good girl
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      There’s an unofficial categorization tool at psychiatric hospitals, whispered among the shrinks: Mad, Broke, Cold. If outsiders knew about it, they’d gnash their teeth and rant about the political incorrectness of it all, but they’ve never purposefully surrounded themselves with those who’d like to stab their eyes out. Sure, we’ve all met at least one person who has considered how our skin might look stretched over a fashionable armchair, but that’s beside the point. Stories like this one can’t go forward without transparency.

      So… Mad, Broke, Cold.

      Mad, so named for the Mad Hatters. Severe, persistent conditions do not respond to the kind of therapy that twentysomethings reference on social media in quips that start with “OMFG, my therapist said.” The Mad require medications and monitoring, while dementia or schizophrenia eat holes in their gray matter. They’ll leave this world as insane as the day they were admitted to Ice Island—formerly Iverson Estate, then Iverson Sanatorium, more recently Iverson Psychiatric Hospital, though they might as well call it “Nothing Left to Lose Manor.” Welcome home, sick-os.

      But I digress, as my father warned me I’ve a tendency to do. This is only one reason I spent much of my childhood locked away, where he did not need to listen to the grating tone of my voice or endure my long-winded nonsense.

      Speaking of, I’d rather not prove him right.

      Onward.

      Broke, despite the moniker, has nothing to do with money. Trauma has severed the Broke from their old life, leaving them clawing at the walls as if they might unearth who they used to be before “it happened.” There’s help for the Broke—the Broken if you want to be pedantic about it. Pharmaceuticals, therapy, EMDR, shock treatment, oh, yes, there is hope for the Broke.

      Of course, so long as there’s hope, it’s easy to believe that the problem is you. I always thought that if I just worked harder, I could figure out what I was doing wrong—that I could chase my demons away and be like the “normal folks” flaunting their “normal lives” like an endless parade of my own failings.

      But demons don’t go easy. They burrow into your soul and violently resist exorcism. So long as you have hope, you have pain. I learned to cope over the years—I’m a bit of an asshole, but a rather well-adjusted, even likable one, if I do say so myself—but most are not so lucky. I’ve come to believe that unrequited hope, or hope for an impossible “normal” life, is a fate worse than death. Especially for those locked up here.

      On Ice Island, Mad and Broke mean the same as the terms tossed around in mainland hospitals.

      Cold is a different matter.

      On the mainland, the Cold are looking for “three hots and a cot”—psychiatric admissions that peak in early February before the ground thaws. These are the people no one notices on the street except to skirt their outstretched palms. Veterans, useless to the government once they’ve given up a limb to the cause; those with no access to medications or therapy until they open their wrists and force too-brief emergency room treatment; lonely chaps with no loved ones to notice when they lose touch with reality. But losing one’s grasp on reality doesn’t necessarily make one dangerous.

      Keyword: necessarily.

      I should clarify this up front: “psychopath” is not equivalent to “murderer.” Antisocial personality disorder ups the chances for homicide, the warrior gene trips aggressive tendencies into overdrive, but it’s childhood trauma that flips the—forgive me—“kill” switch. Either the Mad, Broke, or Cold might be triggered to bathe in your blood. Convince any person that they can’t survive unless they do awful things, and they’ll pick up a blade. If you’re lucky, they’ll use it on themselves.

      If you’re not so lucky? Well.

      No one on Ice Island is literally cold, and this is for the greater good. The Cold want your skin stretched over that armchair, your entrails braided into a delicate pull cord, your fat used to fuel the fire in their hearth. Barring this, you’re as useless to them as the homeless are to you—those you ignore because “he might spend it on liquor” or whatever moral justification helps you sleep. The Cold have similar justifications for the things they’d like to do to you, and neither of you is more right—or wrong—than the other. Perspective is a funny thing, is it not?

      Anyway.

      If you inadvertently meet someone Cold on the mainland, you might be fine. We all know at least one person we’d call a “psycho,” and half of us are probably right. But on the mainland, most Cold have learned to behave. They can flip their “kill switch” off; they care about consequences. They still have things to lose.

      But unlike you, clomping down the street in your snow boots, pretending no one else exists, the Cold on Ice Island don’t skirt outstretched palms. They’ll grab your hand, yank you into whatever hell they deem fit. You’ll never see them coming—never see them go, either, unless they screw up.

      Which is why they’re here.

      Make no mistake: despite whatever error got them caught, those locked up on Ice Island are viciously smart. Smart enough that the powers that be refuse to lock them in prisons due to risks to other murderers, refuse to put them anywhere they might escape. And an island off the coast of Alaska is as close as it gets to inescapable, as it was designed to be—as Alcott Iverson’s family ensured it was.

      But dear Alcott is a story for another time, as are the stories of the patients who reside here. Their case files, histories, police reports, hospital records—I have them all. I’ll transcribe them for you, word for word, as they become relevant. It’s interesting stuff, I assure you, without a single embellishment. Every person in this facility has an agenda, some understandable, some endearing, some convoluted, some downright sadistic. I’ll tell you all about them later…

      If we make it that long.
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      This story begins, as all stories do, at the beginning. Over six months ago, but it feels like a lifetime. Picture me with a flashlight aimed under my chin campfire-style. I think it helps to set the mood.

      It smelled of lavender in the doctor’s conference room.

      The white coats all sat around a large mahogany table, circular to facilitate teamwork during patient meetings. They could have called those meetings “Shrink Sync” or “Freud and Friends,” even “The Brainy Bunch.” Instead, they deemed them “Roundtables,” aggressively unimaginative, as if the years of puttering about in people’s heads had broken their funny bones. Today, said “Rorschach Roundtable”—See how easy that is?—only forced them to look into one another’s tense eyes.

      Well, mostly tense. Dr. Zachary Miller, his white coat hanging low on his lanky frame, was strangely cheery that morning. I’ve always thought of him as “The Piano Man” for reasons that will soon become apparent. Cheeriness is a positive trait for a shrink under normal circumstances, but the doctors in that room didn’t need cheery. Nor did they need Sydney Thompson—AKA “Bitch Ariel”—leaking salt all over her sky-blue sweater, the same hue as her eyes.

      No, they did not need cheeriness or tears. The doctors around that table needed strength.

      Their hospital was under attack.

      Dr. Benjamin Bennett cut his gray eyes toward the window—“Dr. Ben,” if you’re nasty and old enough to remember Janet Jackson. On any normal day, you could see snow-capped mountains spearing the heavens in stark relief against the pewter sky, the dark water speckled with floating ice. Today, the only thing beyond those panes was pure white. The storm hadn’t so much rolled in as it had smashed into the island like the Kool-Aid Man, and it had since held us all hostage.

      But I’ve always felt a bit like a prisoner. I’m not a patient—I swear, I’d tell you if I was—but humans rarely need barred cells to feel trapped. Some of us are born this way, stuck inside our own heads. Especially those of us who started life trapped in a dark room.

      There’s that long-winded tone again. My apologies.

      “So, Dr. Bennett,” Dr. Miller purred—one of his incisors was chipped. “I’m trying to be optimistic, but I have concerns. As I imagine we all do.”

      “Damn right we do,” snapped a voice from the back side of the table. The wan gray light cast the scars that covered half of Luther Carter’s face into stark relief, pits and crevasses that no one would use to upholster furniture. Dr. Luther Carter—“Unsexy Deadpool”—and his mountain range of craggy flesh was proof that the Broke didn’t need to be Cold to hurt you.

      “We’re outnumbered,” Dr. Thompson whined. She swiped her red curls from her face along with the salt on her cheeks. “I just want to go home.”

      Dr. Ben Bennett kept his gaze on the window to ensure she couldn’t see him roll his eyes—did she think the rest of them didn’t want to go home? He was in charge, the head of this damn hospital, but he could be the king of Ice Island, and it wouldn’t matter. The power outage had locked the building down, trapping patients and doctors alike within its walls.

      The Iversons had been smart. When the hounds unearthed a pile of bodies behind their Juneau estate, they didn’t turn their eldest son—dear Alcott Iverson—over to the police. No, the horrors of that house were only discovered after the estate sold, which I suppose is the way it goes when you’re rolling in big oil money.

      No one knows precisely where the Iversons got the money to invest in oil in the first place, but they used it well, building Alcott a grand stone castle on this pile of rock. You can say they did it for “public safety,” but I think only so many housekeepers can vanish before the law comes knocking, and however they made their money, it wasn’t by being stupid.

      But I digress, as I’m sure you’ve noticed I’m prone to do. The point is that when Jacob Iverson built this house for his son, he did it with captivity in mind. And as the years went on, as Iverson Estate became Iverson Sanatorium and then Iverson Psychiatric Hospital, security evolved with it.

      Hence, the problem for the head of a castle turned asylum turned prison for the criminally insane. From its inception, the stone walls were built to keep people in. If safety protocols were disrupted, not even the staff could escape. The governmental bodies who regulate such things would rather sacrifice a few doctors than allow the residents of Ice Island free rein. You might be thinking something saccharine like “even one innocent life is one too many,” but you’d be wrong.

      Would it change your mind to know that at the time of that meeting, only a fifth of those who had begun the storm with breath in their body remained breathing? They’d lost the majority of the staff. There were no more guards.

      And ten patients were more than enough to overpower the five nervous white coats in that conference room.

      So, as Dr. Ben stared out at the storm, he pondered their options—was there a way to get out of that building? But like Alcott, who had tried to escape hundreds of times in his day, Dr. Benjamin Bennett came up with nothing. The only way out was a set of two keys turned simultaneously, keys possessed by two different staff members, a failsafe that might have worked in a perfect world—in a world where those in this room possessed the keys.

      Alas, they did not. Both keys were missing. One had been taken from the desk drawer in his office, the other yanked from the body of the first doctor to succumb when the lights went out.

      Dr. Ben swallowed hard, belly churning, seeing Dr. Aliza Cunningham as she’d been yesterday at the bottom of the stairs, throat gaping like a second mouth, a chasm of ripped tendon glistening in the glow of the frosty skylight. Evelyn had been lying on the floor beside her, head surrounded by blood. He’d thought Evelyn was dead, too, until he heard the gurgling hiss of her breath.

      Ben finally turned, blinking, the room dim after the blinding white of the snow. “We’re not outnumbered on the main floor,” he said. “And Lincoln has been cackling for three hours. I don’t think he’s going to attack from his wheelchair.”

      “He’s probably laughing at us mere mortals, stuck here like fish in a barrel,” Dr. Carter said in a voice like gravel, those angry vocal cords another gift from the flames that had stolen his beauty. They’d all met patients who believed themselves to be gods or Jesus, kings or Hitler, even Joan of Arc. A self-proclaimed “God of Fire” was responsible for Dr. Carter’s face. Delusions of grandeur are dangerous—unchecked power always is.

      “I don’t trust him,” Dr. Carter finished.

      Dr. Ben nodded slowly, taking in the redheaded Dr. Thomson, leaning against the wall, sobbing quietly; skinny, bald Dr. Miller, worrying a raw spot behind his left ear; Dr. Carter around the back of the table. And the last doctor, the biggest among them, standing just behind Burning Man.

      “You’re right,” Ben said. “I’ll increase Lincoln’s meds. We don’t need him upsetting the rest.”

      They needed all the help they could get. They were in trouble. Big trouble. Broke-Cold trouble.

      “This isn’t how this facility is supposed to function,” Dr. Thompson whispered. She sucked snot back into her throat.

      “Well, we can’t put everyone in the basement,” Dr. Sharp snarled from his place at the far side of the table, finally joining the conversation.

      If you crossed an American flag, a military-grade assault rifle, and a walrus mustache, you’d get Dr. Raymond Sharp, and he’d been irritable since the power went out. You could tell what he was thinking by the set of his jaw: He should be banging the redhead in his office right now, or—less appealing—having a Valentine’s dinner with his bitch wife, maybe even vacationing somewhere that wouldn’t freeze his balls off. But under no circumstances should he be stuck on this godforsaken island. His gaze dropped to Sydney’s breasts, then back to her tear-streaked face. Maybe he could talk her into a stress-relief fuck.

      “We just have to convince the patients to cooperate. One of them has the keys,” The Piano Man said, running a hand over his shorn head with a grating bristly sound.

      That much was true—the keys were their only hope. The phones were dead, like the electricity. By design, there had never been cell service on Ice Island, but not all designs have a positive end. And that was precisely what the Mad, Broke, and Cold were counting on.

      Ben frowned when he caught Dr. Sharp shooting bayonets from his eyeballs squarely at The Piano Man. It wasn’t Dr. Miller’s fault. He hadn’t given Evelyn those keys.

      But someone had. Evelyn Hawthorn was manipulative with a capital M. Ben knew as much from experience. Plus, she’d been here longer than anyone else, save three—long before Ben himself.

      Though the others didn’t know it, Evelyn was the reason Dr. Bennett had come to Ice Island in the first place. And now he was stuck here.

      He didn’t want to die here.

      “Evelyn knows how they escaped last time,” Dr. Thompson said, swiping her fingers beneath her puffy eyes. “She has to.”

      Those patients had made it out of the building, but most had frozen in the icy water. Evelyn hadn’t set foot in the water, of course; whether she was smart enough to get out of the building, her sister had drowned when they were children—she even refused to take baths.

      “There has to be a way,” Dr. “Ariel” Thompson finished. “Evelyn knows how to get out.”

      “She’s dangerous, but we need her if we want to get off this island alive,” Dr. “Deadpool” Carter agreed.

      “Maybe a few hours in a rubber room will help,” Raymond Sharp said.

      Dr. Ben was already shaking his head—introspection would not help Evelyn, not after what had happened yesterday—but Dr. Thompson interrupted, “Quiet Rooms.”

      Dr. Sharp turned that dagger glare her way. Why did Sydney have to keep talking, softening his hard-on? They all knew the nomenclature. Quiet Rooms. Personal Safety Rooms. Whatever they called them, it did not make them any less Solitary Confinement.

      “Most of those rooms are full because of Edward,” Dr. “Piano Man” Miller said, then, in a lower murmur, “That psycho.”

      “They’re hunting us,” Dr. Thompson whimpered. “And if we can’t figure out where they hid those keys…”

      Dr. Thompson was not hysterical, despite the way Raymond Sharp was glaring at her tear-streaked face. There were no tears in war, and Dr. Sharp was sure that Ice Island was now a war zone. None of them had anticipated this when they’d woken yesterday morning to the storm.

      The room went black, the generator blinking off.

      A scream cut the ozone, bloody and shrill.

      The room vibrated with thunder, every one of them feeling the tension like the cracking of ice on water—snap, crackle and pop, pop, pop. The jaundiced lights flickered back.

      Dr. Benjamin Bennett looked around the room at his colleagues, their eyes hollow above their white coats. They were scared. The razor’s edge tension in the room might explode into hysteria with a single wrong word—Dr. Thompson was already leaning that way. It was up to him to keep the peace, to get them out alive.

      But would he succeed?

      I was rooting for him. He was on the side of right—had good intentions. That hadn’t always been the case, but who among us is perfect?

      Everyone has good in them when the world is good and right and just. When life goes bad, any human can go bad. And that day, every single person on Ice Island was vulnerable. They had already suffered horrific losses. The food stores would not last the week. And this carefully calibrated escape plan put into motion by a group of villainous patients included a guaranteed lack of assistance from the mainland.

      Those on this island would not wait for the storm to break—the Mad, Broke, and Cold did not want to be rescued.

      They wanted blood.

      Dr. Thompson was right: those in that room were being hunted. They had four days at the very most. Four days to find a way out, or they were all dead.

      And without the most dangerous woman in the compound and the information she had locked inside her brain, none of them would escape Ice Island.

      Without Evelyn, a woman who couldn’t remember her own name until four hours ago.
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        “Show me a sane man and I will cure him for you.”

        ~Carl Gustav Jung
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      You’ve never been good at much, Evelyn, her mother had always said, but Evelyn Hawthorn was an excellent screamer. The sound echoed along the walls, vibrated the bars on the windows, slammed against the floor. She could almost see it, red and raw, unspooling through the air like ribbon, doubling back, wrapping itself around her throat.

      She could not breathe.

      “You’re going to hurt yourself, dear.”

      The voice brought her back to her body, and she shot to seated, gasping, blinking, sucking in her surroundings like a sponge. There was a single window to the left behind her head, dingy gray linoleum, walls of beige and taupe stones, an arch that opened on a metal toilet—a bathroom with no door and no privacy. A half-circle vent glared above a heavy metal door that led to a hallway, now partially blocked by a short, stout woman with white curls that matched the daisies on her scrubs. A black bag sat against Evelyn’s feet beside a slender calico cat, mostly orange, black over one half of his face like a bruise. When Evelyn met his green eyes, he yawned, stretched, and rubbed his ears against her heel.

      Evelyn shifted her hips and leaned her back against the wall behind the bed. No headboard, just a hard mattress, the frame bolted to the floor. A thin sheet covered her from toes to ribs—damp with sweat despite the chill in the air. “Where am I?”

      “On Ice Island, dear.” Grace could have said Iverson Psychiatric, or even Iverson State Hospital, but she didn’t want to use the word “psychiatric” or “hospital” around Evelyn, didn’t want to upset her, not now.

      No, definitely not now.

      Besides, Grace liked the nickname, had always thought ice beautiful, the way it shimmered in the sun, as if to remind you of all the glorious things God had created. Unlike Ben or Raymond, the nurse chose not to consider what the ice might be hiding or, more specifically, who.

      Yes, the Iverson family had locked Alcott away to protect the public, but people still paddled their way to the island. Curiosity kills cats and teenage lookie-loos who tread where they don’t belong. Had Alcott found a way to slake his bloodlust while residing on this frozen rock? Didn’t matter—Grace only saw the glittering blanket of frost.

      I liked that about her.

      Evelyn winced, a stabbing pain slicing through her brain. Ice Island. Ice Island. A creepy name if you asked her—it sounded like the kind of isolated place that might spawn a horror movie.

      Evelyn didn’t know then how close that assessment was. With only the stormy light from outside, I doubt she could see the smear of dried blood on her doorjamb.

      She wiggled her feet, rubbing the cat’s head with her pinky toe. “What’s your name, you sweet little thing?”

      “That’s Cheshire,” Grace said.

      Evelyn smiled at him, though it made her face hurt, especially around the eyebrows. “Well, I might not remember everything,” she said to the calico, “but I remember how much I like you, Cheshire.”

      Grace patted Evelyn's hand—maternal, a kindly Mrs. Claus. But the only gifts Grace brought were pills in a paper cup, a matching cup of water. She placed them on the tiny end table, its legs bolted like the bed.

      “Do you remember anything more, dear?”

      Evelyn turned to the nurse. What did she think? What could she prove? What could she do? It was a game she’d always played with herself when she wasn’t sure on the correct path, but right now, she was shooting in the dark. She didn’t even know where she was.

      “I remember… my name. And I used to live in Detroit. We had a cherry tree in the front yard.” Did she still live in Detroit? Was this Detroit? It looked cold enough.

      The nurse bared yellowed front teeth, trying to force a smile, but Evelyn could see the scowl beneath. “That’s wonderful.”

      “And… my sister.” Evelyn couldn’t quite remember her sister’s features, but she recalled the bedroom they shared: twin beds with a sheet pulled across them to create a tent because her sister loved it—loved her.

      Would her sister visit her here? If someone drove her, she would… but who’d agree? Her grandmother was a horrible woman, even if she was technically providing the roof over their heads.

      Her parents couldn’t drive. They were dead. Evelyn had forgotten most things, but she remembered watching her father splatter her mother’s brains over the wall before eating the second bullet. To be fair, a brain-matter abstract should be a lynchpin in anyone’s memory.

      Grace’s lips twitched—sad, stressed—but her amber eyes were warm like honey. “Other things should be coming back to you in short order. Your head just needs a bit of time to heal.”

      She gestured to a spot near Evelyn’s ear. “May I?” Grace asked, and before Evelyn could ponder what that meant, the nurse reached over and gently tugged at something—tape?—near the front of her forehead. It made a papery shhhhhh as it peeled from her flesh. It sounded like… scratching.

      Evelyn hissed a breath through clenched teeth.

      “I’m sorry, dear. I’ll be quick and gentle.”

      Evelyn didn’t care about that. She cared about why Grace needed to be quick and gentle in the first place. “What happened to me?” A head injury—was that why she couldn’t remember?

      “The wound looks good,” Grace cooed, “but I’m going to add more antiseptic cream—Dr. Bennett’s orders. He came to see you three times while you were sleeping; he wants to take all possible precautions with this storm.”

      Evelyn remembered the storm, too, knew without looking over her shoulder that the waist-high window behind the bed would be clogged with white—ominous, hiding whatever lurked beyond the panes. But soon the storm would pass, the sun would emerge from its blanket of clouds, her memory would return, and everything would be fine.

      Evelyn knew that hope wasn’t something you were born with, like freckles or thin wrists, and it certainly wasn’t a wide-eyed calm trained into you by healthy role models who professed that all would work out, given time. Hope was not delicate or fragile—it was a particular kind of violence, brutally forged, a deformed creature with one tooth and shredded knees from begging the universe to take the pain away. Others might lie down and die, but Evelyn always stood back up, fists swinging.

      Grace rummaged in the black bag, then applied a clean gauze pad to her forehead. Had she already applied the antiseptic?

      Evelyn frowned at the bag instead of asking—a bag just like… her father’s. He’d been a doctor, hadn’t he? Yes. Carried a black bag exactly like this one, a stethoscope that she used to play with looped through the handles. She could smell her sister’s hair as if she were in the room now—coconuts.

      “May I check your wrists, dear?”

      Her… what? Evelyn pulled her arms from beneath the thin blanket. Bile rose in her gorge at the sight of the gauze pads, crimson stains running from her palms to the middle of each forearm. Oh god. A head injury, and her arms too? Had she been in a car wreck? Fallen through a window?

      Grace carefully peeled the bandages away. Evelyn stared dumbly at the gaping stitched wounds down the center of each arm. Too precise to be a car wreck—too precise to be an accident.

      Scratch, scratch, scratch, scratch.

      The sound was coming from somewhere in the corner or maybe even in the next room. Another cat? A rat trapped in the walls? But she could not pull her eyes from the jagged chasms in her forearms; one ruby wound deeper than the other. As if sensing her distress, Cheshire meowed, but he did not move from his spot near her feet.

      “What happened to me?” she repeated. It seemed obvious—you tried to kill yourself—but it didn’t feel obvious, not to Evelyn, and certainly not to the rats in the walls, scrape, scrape, scraping their claws as if to remind her of her own perseverance.

      She was Evelyn Hawthorn, queen of intractable hope. She knew it, or at least she believed it was true.

      I wanted to believe it, too. I know little about hope, but I know fire when I see it. Fire does not always burn flesh, as in the unfortunate case of Dr. Carter; flames can also lead one out of the darkest rooms. It’s all in how you use it.

      “Please,” Evelyn said. “Just tell me. I can take it.”

      Grace had been a nurse before Evelyn was born—she knew better. Everyone thought they could take it until they heard the news aloud. “I’ve been around the block a few times in my thirty years at this hospital,” Grace said. “Sometimes the easiest answer⁠—”

      “I didn’t do this. I wouldn’t have.” And she hadn’t hit herself in the head—that much was obvious, wasn’t it?

      “Do you remember how you got the wounds?” Grace said gently, dabbing iodine onto Evelyn’s left arm.

      Evelyn ground her teeth. “No, I mean, I don’t remember exactly, but I⁠—”

      “Then how do you know you didn’t do it?” Grace asked, not unkindly. And as Grace wiped dried blood from her palm, Evelyn noticed the other healed lines along her wrists. Layers of scars, some thin, some thicker. How many times had she tried to kill herself? At least two. No… three? Four, if you counted this. Jesus.

      Evelyn closed her eyes as Grace’s cotton ball neared the expertly applied stitches, a terrible thought taking root in her brain: Did she want to remember what had happened?

      Scratch, scratch, scratch, scratch.

      It was bad enough that she remembered the night her parents died, the images imprinted on her psyche along with the glint in her father’s eye as he debated whether to take her with him. She did not know why he’d chosen as he had.

      But once she remembered everything… would she wish he’d chosen differently? From the state of her scarred wrists, her life after that night had been fraught with pain. How often had she wished for death? And—scratch, scratch—what the hell was that sound?

      Evelyn peered around, but the noise stopped the moment she sought it out. Ice crusted the glass behind two rows of black bars, the brilliant white beyond making them appear like zebra stripes.

      Distract yourself, disable the thoughts, deep breaths—the “three Ds” reminder came unbidden. She knew it for what it was: a therapy mantra. Of course. If she’d tried to harm herself in the past, she’d have been hospitalized before.

      Cheshire leaped up and ran to Evelyn’s side, nudging her elbow. He smelled of… coconut. Huh.

      Scratch, scratch, scratch, scratch.

      Snow and wind hissed against the window, but that was not where the scratching was coming from. Then, in her peripheral…

      A dark shape. A man standing in the corner.

      She jerked her head that way, her breath locked in her throat. Grace pulled back—“So sorry, dear”—but Evelyn did not hear her. “There’s…”

      She blinked. The corner was painted in zebra-stripe shadows. But it was empty.

      Evelyn turned back to the window; loose mortar along one side, tiny cracks in the seam. A gust cleared the swirling flakes enough for Evelyn to make out an enormous courtyard overlaid in sparkling white, the blustery wind shrieking over the eaves. Three stories down, maybe four. Barbed wire topped the courtyard wall, five layers of thorny steel looped in violent figure eights, ensuring that no one could cross without being shredded.

      The gust eased; the courtyard vanished. But the image of the barbed wire remained.

      Evelyn cut her eyes at her mint-green scrubs. Like prison gear, but this wasn’t a prison—she wasn’t locked in a cell, was she? She glanced at the open door. No, definitely not.

      Cheshire snuggled against her hip. The cat purred.

      “Grace… what kind of hospital is Ice Island? I mean, that’s just a nickname, right?” Aurora flashed in her mind, then Britehaven. Hospital names, she was almost sure—facilities where she’d been a patient?

      Grace glanced at the corner, too, then back to Evelyn, lips tight. “Iverson. That’s the name.” Not an answer to the question she’d asked. Grace secured a new gauze wrap over Evelyn’s left wrist.

      “Has my sister been to see me?” Evelyn still couldn’t picture her sister’s face, but she could smell the grass they used to play in, could hear her laugh—too low for a little girl. She could feel her sister’s weight against her ribs as Evelyn carried her home from the park. Comforting, story times, those had always been Evelyn’s jobs—she was a teenager now, barely on the cusp of adulthood, but she’d been a mother since she was ten. Her father had checked out long before he’d put a bullet in his brain, and their mother⁠—

      Oh! Jill! Her sister’s name was Jill. And then her face solidified: wide brown eyes, freckles that covered one cheek. She was only seven—she shouldn’t be out there alone, or worse, with their grandmother.

      Grace shook her head, her voice barely a whisper as she busied herself with the bandages on Evelyn’s right wrist. “No, dear. Your sister has not been here.”

      Of course not. Their grandmother hated Evelyn, would never bring Jill here—duh. “I need to call her,” she said, but her mouth had gone dry. What if Jillian was in the hospital, too?

      A car wreck—the words kept popping back into her head. A car wreck. My sister. Something, something tugging at her consciousness, begging her to acknowledge it, to look—just look—but then it slipped away into the icy white. “Is Jill okay? She won’t understand where I am—she’ll think I left her.” Like our parents.

      “It’s against the rules to make phone calls outside of the facility,” Grace said carefully. Dr. Bennett wanted Evelyn to remember, but memory was a cruel fate in Evelyn’s case; Grace wanted no part of it. “Your sister was not with you when you were injured. She’s not stuck in this storm. We should thank the Lord for those blessings.”

      Evelyn had never been a religious person—she didn’t think—but she said, “Amen,” just in case. Her heart twisted, a nest of briars in her belly.

      Grace collected the remaining tape and old bandages, then passed Evelyn the small cup from the bolted-down end table—two red pills, one white, one yellow. “Here you go, dear. These will help with the pain. And the…” Grace cut her eyes at the corner.

      Evelyn swallowed them down. Her wrist was throbbing, her head hurt, but her heart hurt worst of all—that was the part she wanted relief from. “I didn’t try to kill myself. I’d never leave my sister,” she said, hoping it was true.

      “The good Lord kept you with us for a reason,” Grace replied. “But don’t let the doctors see you looking around like that. If they know you see us⁠—”

      “Us?”

      Grace shook her head, then patted Evelyn’s shin. “You know what I mean, dear.” And as she dropped her supplies back into the bag—that oh-s0-familiar bag—Evelyn’s patience finally ran out.

      “Why the hell am I here?” Her voice exploded out of her, echoed against the walls, and Cheshire bounded from her side and skittered out of the room. Her chest clenched despite her frustration—Sorry, little guy. And wafting through the door… music. “Aquarius” on the piano.

      Grace stilled, her eyes wide—frightened. She backed toward the door slowly, never once shifting her gaze from Evelyn, still sitting on the bed.

      “I’m sorry for yelling,” Evelyn said, the lie acidic on her tongue. “But I need to know what happened to me. I have a right to know.”

      “We’re going to look after you, Ms. Evelyn,” Grace said, still shuffling backward. Almost to the threshold.

      Evelyn kicked the covers off and swung her feet to the floor. “Wait… Grace, will you pray with me?”

      I could tell Evelyn was toying with her, trying to get what she needed. Grace had said very little, but Evelyn had already surmised that the woman was religious—not a stretch. Evelyn had also filed away that the old woman walked with a limp, was weaker on her right side than her left, had a history of smoking with those yellowed teeth, and likely suffered from depression based on the permanent tightness at the corners of her eyes. She’d been estranged from her parents when she was young, so said the scowl when Evelyn had mentioned her childhood cherry tree. Grace also had a soft spot for animals but had no siblings based on her reaction to Evelyn’s mention of her sister. Most of all, Grace would do anything in her power to avoid causing pain, even if it meant hiding the truth.

      And that the truth would be painful was making desperation creep steadily into Evelyn’s guts.

      “Please, Grace. I’m scared.” Evelyn’s voice cracked. Tears glistened at the corners of her eyes.

      I wondered whether there was a vein of truth in her performance. Smart, yes, but Evelyn Hawthorn was much more than smart. Evelyn was complicated. And—dare I say—I like my life complicated, challenging. As I said before, I’m an asshole. I mean, I’m not like the patients here, murdering folks who look at them sideways, but if you met me on the street, you’d walk away glad that you weren’t the one who raised me.

      But I’m a story for another time. The point is that she did something to me. When her voice cracked, I wanted to cry, too. Fascinating.

      Grace made it to the hallway.

      Evelyn pushed herself to her feet, but a wave of dizziness forced her back down. “Grace, wait⁠—”

      “I’ll bring Dr. Bennett to see you, dear.” Her face was drawn—stricken.

      Beyond the door, the piano went on, bright notes, singing. But Evelyn could not take her eyes off Grace’s trembling form as she retreated down the hall. She seemed convinced that Evelyn might leap from the bed and attack.

      What did she know that Evelyn didn’t?
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      As Grace vanished up the hall, Evelyn pressed herself to standing, grinding her teeth against the incessant, stabbing ache in her brain. Did the nurse think she’d just sit here, waiting on this Dr. Bennett, guessing at answers? She didn’t even know where she was.

      Evelyn stumbled only once against the doorjamb, long enough to note blood under her fingernails and to see the locks on the doors—metal panels with keypads on every room in the hallway, slits where one might swipe a keycard to gain access.

      The panels were dark now. The lights in the hallway were strange, too. Hers was the last room in the hall and apparently the only one with a window. The rest of the hallway glowed with a sickly artificial hue the color of Bartlett pears, unless that was her damaged brain playing tricks—the head wound that couldn’t possibly be self-inflicted.

      Did they think she hit herself in the head with a bat? Were they doctors or idiots? Could be both, she supposed. Book smarts did not make one a crime scene investigator.

      What do I think? What can I prove? What can I do?

      All good questions, proof being especially crucial for a woman with a damaged memory, and she repeated them like a mantra as she made her way up the hall, her head throbbing, her peripheral vision steeped in fog. Would the pills Grace had given her knock her out before she called her sister? She didn’t know what they were—she should have refused them. But it was too late now.

      What do I think? What can I prove? What can I do?

      She thought: she was in a hospital for crazy people, one complete with door locks that were currently not functional due to a power outage; she had been hospitalized before, likely numerous times; her sister needed to know she was okay; the nurse was afraid of her.

      She could prove: she had been injured; the nurse believed she needed treatment, both physical and psychiatric.

      What could she do?

      She didn’t know. But she was going to find out.

      Grace’s white curls bobbed as she shuffled into the bright open space at the end of the hall. She had not noticed Evelyn following in the gloomy hallway, but she caught sight of her when she turned into the dayroom. Grace paused, waiting, fists clenched, the crepe paper flesh on her face quivering—nervous. But she did not run. The public dayroom had clearly eased whatever threat she’d felt when they were alone.

      Evelyn stopped just inside the common area, giving Grace space, lest she spook the old woman. Her intuition was spot-on—Grace didn’t get too close to any of the patients. A heavy middle-aged woman with a shaved head strode past, one arm outstretched as if walking an invisible dog. It was not a dog—it was a tiger—but Evelyn did not know that when the woman shouted, “Helix, no!” and yanked on an imaginary leash, skirting Evelyn and Grace before vanishing up the far hallway.

      “Who’s that?”

      “Who’s who, dear?” Grace asked.

      The nurse couldn’t possibly have missed the woman walking an invisible pet, could she? Evelyn blinked and turned back to the dayroom.

      An enormous stone fireplace loomed on the right wall, the embers black, an archway behind it, though she could not see where it led—somewhere interesting? The man sitting on the floor beneath the arch seemed to think so—skinny, his skeletal arms wrapping his bony knees, rocking, rocking, rocking.

      She did not ask the nurse who the rocking man was. Grace’s reply about the bald woman told Evelyn in no uncertain terms that she had a limited number of questions. She should not waste them.

      On her left, a half-wall ran the entire length of the space, likely used for food service, a kitchen on the other side. The door that separated the dayroom from the kitchen was directly across from the hallway she’d just emerged from. While the keypad on the kitchen door was black like those on the patient rooms, the lock on the knob appeared to take a key.

      Evelyn frowned at the barred windows along the back wall—the white bluster of the storm beyond. It felt sickeningly familiar, the way one might feel unease in their guts upon waking from a bad dream. Four large round tables here, but only one was occupied, a younger black-haired woman and a tall, older man sitting in the bolted-down chairs, another, fortysomething man parked in a wheelchair beside it, all with red-rimmed eyes and too-green flesh, a side effect of the generator lighting. It enhanced the worst colors and brought out the worst in people, as they’d discover soon enough.

      Grace knew them all by heart—unlike the doctors, she lived onsite. But neither Grace nor Evelyn needed a cheat sheet to know that Lincoln Wright, the man sitting in the wheelchair on the left side of that round table, had recently undergone electro-convulsive therapy. His matted brown hair and the slippery rope of pink drool on his shoulder were suggestive, but the green and purple bruises on his temples were the giveaway.

      “That’s Dr. Bennett,” Grace said, her finger aimed at a dark-haired gentleman before the windows, white coat crisp over his broad back. Evelyn didn’t usually think of people as “gentlemen”—at least, it felt rather strange in her head—but something about the set of his shoulders suggested kindness.

      “Head of psychiatry,” Grace went on. “He’s in charge of your case. And everything else, I suppose.”

      Which meant he knew her. Dr. Bennett could tell her why she was here; he could call her sister.

      He’s my mark, Evelyn thought, as surprised by the force of it as she was by the wording. A mark? Perhaps she had once been a bank robber or a mentalist—a con artist. At the moment, she was a psyche divorced from its past, but it was clear that some part of her brain remained who she once was, even if only in knee-jerk reactions and surprising quips.

      Evelyn scanned the room for Cheshire—her affection for him was one thing she was certain of—but the cat was not to be seen.

      Cheshire never ventured into the dayroom. She didn’t know that, but I certainly did. Cats aren’t near as curious as idioms make them out to be, especially in the presence of true madness.

      Dr. Ben did not turn their way, but Edward Reynolds—“Psycho Eddie,” à la me—did from his spot at the round table, his eyes icy, a navy hue that appeared particularly dark against his bushy gray curls.

      Grace’s hackles rose. Edward shouldn’t have a sweater like that—everyone here wore scrubs with seams that would tear at the slightest pressure. You could hang yourself with that sweater, Grace thought, and oh, though it made her feel devilish, how she wished Edward would hang himself. He’d once slipped a dead rat into her bed. To this day, she didn’t know where he’d gotten a rat, and he’d denied having access to her quarters when questioned, but that did not dissuade her steadfast belief that Edward was responsible.

      Evelyn wasn’t looking at him, though; a skinny, bald doctor stood in front of the scarred piano belting “Sweet Child O’ Mine” in a lovely, rich tenor, hips bopping side to side beneath his white coat.

      She’d sung at that piano once, hadn’t she? Yes, she was sure. The Beatles, something by The Beatles, because… her friend liked The Beatles?

      “Have I been admitted here before?” Evelyn asked Grace, forgetting how cagey the old hen was.

      But she didn’t need an answer, not really; she knew she’d been here before, or at least in a room very similar. She could see the other teenagers with gauze on their wrists or bruises on their throats, cracked lips from getting their stomachs pumped. Hormonal rage had permeated the air then—musky, like goats and rebellion. But this room did not have that same scent. It smelled of desperation, and, to a lesser extent, the raw, mineral-tinged odor of ice.

      Grace paused, then cleared her throat. “I’m sure facilities like this all begin to look the same after a while.”

      Not just a facility—a psychiatric hospital. And not her first admission, not even close. Was she on suicide watch? No—Grace had left her alone in her room. Even if she had hurt herself, which remained to be proven, the doctors knew she wasn’t a threat to herself now. And suicidal patients were only admitted for a day or two.

      It must be the memory loss that was keeping her here. If she pretended to remember, would they let her go? Then she noticed the archway, the spot where only moments ago she’d seen that man rocking, rocking, rocking… empty.

      She turned to Grace to ask where the man had gone, but the nurse had vanished too. How long had she been standing there, staring into space?

      Evelyn squared her shoulders and approached the table cautiously. Unlike Grace, she did not know the others, did not have their medications and temperaments memorized. So it was with trepidation that she slid into a chair beside a woman with a mussed black bob, currently tapping her toe against the linoleum in short bursts, five, six, seven…

      Evelyn watched the woman’s foot for a moment, then glanced at Dr. Bennett, head of psychiatry, his fingertips pressed against the ice-webbed window. Dr. Thompson, according to the name tag—though I still prefer Bitch Ariel—marched toward him, red hair in the kind of tight bun that made one picture a ruler in her hand. Dr. Thompson touched his elbow, leaned her face in close, and whispered against his cheek.

      Are they screwing? Evelyn wondered as Dr. Bennett turned. For a split second, she saw him standing behind the icy pane of glass, staring into the dayroom from the outside, but then he grinned at her.

      Her heart skipped a beat, heat brightening in her lower belly as the pair approached the table. She hoped he wasn’t screwing the redheaded doctor—she really hoped he wasn’t. Unattached men were easier marks. Was that why she was willing the redhead to trip and crack her face on the bolted-down table?

      The head psychiatrist stopped across from Evelyn and took the empty chair while Dr. Thomson headed off toward the kitchen, her lips a bloodless gash across her lower face. Snack time, perhaps, but Evelyn’s stomach was too sour to eat. Besides, that wasn’t why she was here.

      I knew what she was doing: Evelyn Hawthorn was examining the other patients, the doctors, seeking some clue as to which of them might assist her. If she needed to pretend her memory had returned, she needed information so she could fill in the blanks convincingly. She was not yet ready to demand answers from the head of the hospital—she wasn’t sure what she was dealing with. What intelligent person would go in blind?

      “Well, look who’s back from the dead,” Edward snickered, running his fingers through his thick, gray curls.

      Evelyn’s hackles rose. “I was never dead,” Evelyn said, but her voice lacked conviction.

      “You only wish you were, right?” Psycho Eddie winked. “Which Evelyn are we talking to today? The one who wants to live? Or one who’s done with this bullshit?”

      Two thoughts occurred to Evelyn simultaneously: one, the old man was an asshole, and that was the best thing anyone could say about him; two, he knew Evelyn’s history and was enough of a dickhead to tell her, even if it hurt. Maybe, especially if it hurt.

      What Evelyn didn’t know, what she couldn’t know then, was that Grace truly loved her. The nurse couldn’t bear the thought of seeing Evelyn wake up to reality—to her personal nightmare. Evelyn also didn’t know how close she and Edward had once been.

      That’s the strange thing about all of this, really—that a woman so damaged somehow managed to attract men and women both.

      Evelyn was not enigmatic. She was not particularly beautiful. Her eyes were a rich molasses brown, but one was noticeably higher than the other. Her eyebrows were bushy, unkempt—tweezers were not allowed on the ward. Her lips were too thin, her heart-shaped face smooth, but heavy across the forehead. The blade of her nose sliced straight down the middle of her face—too sharp. She’s a six to my eight-and-a-half.

      No, Evelyn did not attract those around her with her perfect features, perfect body, and her brown hair was more like hay than silken waves. What she did well was make you want to protect her.

      I’ve since learned that vulnerability trips a wire in the human brain. Somewhere deep in our subconscious, we assume that the act of helping another will guarantee reciprocal assistance at some future hour of need—it’s imprinted on our genes. Vulnerability smashes our “help them” button.

      But those looking to do harm are even more attuned to vulnerability, like a floodlight illuminating the ways they might use it to take advantage. Pedophiles see it like a neon sign across the forehead: I have no one to tell if you hurt me. Psychopaths, too, innately seem to sense which people have been hurt before—which people have already been broken.

      Evelyn flipped this switch for all of us; she even attracted animals. She was hopeful, brilliant, strong, but also intensely vulnerable. She wielded that vulnerability like a weapon, a scythe that evoked both protection and peril. Being with Evelyn Hawthorn caused significant harm for most who came into direct contact with her. They never knew until later—once she was done with them, you understand?

      But Edward knew. He was not swayed by her charms—she could feel that much as she sat at that table, his hideous glare locked on hers. I think that’s why she ended up killing him the way she did.

      That’s a story for later. For now, on with our tale from this dark castle crusted in ice at the end of the world.
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      “Good morning, Sophia,” Dr. Bennett said, addressing the dark-haired woman at Evelyn’s side, voice raised to be heard over the piano. Though Dr. Miller was playing quietly, the notes echoed against the metal doors and window bars.

      The floor might have helped temper the noise if they hadn’t replaced the stone with linoleum. Stone is porous—it absorbs blood, sound, and, I presume, madness. I’m not sure about the last point. I’m not a construction worker.

      Sophia tapped her bare toes against the—far inferior—tile. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten. Her black hair was greasy, scraggly, thinner on one side than the other.

      “Sophia?” Dr. Bennett tried again, his brow furrowed. “Ms. Iverson?”

      Sophia’s eyes darted to the far wall. Her breathing increased—seeing something that wasn’t there?

      Don’t let the doctors see you looking around like that. If they know you see us…

      Evelyn discreetly followed Sophia’s eyes—would she spot whatever was making Sophia hyperventilate?—and was relieved when she saw nothing but blank stone walls, then a pair of doctors approaching from the middle hallway. A stoic Black man with short hair and arms like tree trunks, another bald man with half of his face covered in burns. Another man followed behind, pushing a broom, ball cap low over his face.

      Sophia’s foot tapped. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten.

      What did Evelyn think? Obsessive-compulsive disorder.

      When Sophia did not respond to Dr. Ben Bennett’s question, the gray-haired man cut in, “Sophia’s not gonna answer you. She’s insane as always, doc. Just friggin’ look at her.” He was talking to Dr. Bennett, but he was staring at Evelyn from Sophia’s far side, leaning over the round table though he didn’t need to—every person sitting there could see everyone else. That was the whole purpose of Roundtables, Brainy Bunches, Circles of Secrets.

      Why does that bastard get a navy sweater? Evelyn wondered. She wanted a sweater—didn’t want to wear pajama scrubs like the rest of them, a uniform that denoted “crazy.”

      “You seem different,” Edward said when their eyes met. “Bitchier than before, which I didn’t know was possible.”

      Evelyn bristled but knew instinctively that she could not react—outbursts indicated instability. She intended to show the doctors precisely what they needed to see in order to release her. Maybe she’d go home later today.

      “I’m sorry if I seem stressed,” she said, though she wasn’t sorry at all. “I just miss my sister.”

      Edward frowned. “Isn’t she dead?”

      The room stopped spinning, and Evelyn opened her mouth to reply, to tell him he was wrong in the nicest way she could manage, her brain screaming, Liar, liar, you’re a fucking lying asshole!, but Dr. Bennett beat her to it. “Edward⁠—”

      “Sorry.” Edward shook his head. “I was thinking about Sophia.” He jabbed Sophia with an elbow, and the woman hissed a sharp inhale. “Little Miss fancy-pants Iverson. Her whole family is dead, just like Lincoln’s.” Edward nodded to the man seated in the wheelchair at the side of the table—middle-aged, dark-haired, wearing a bib of drool. “Wake up and say hello, you demented family-murdering fuck.”

      “Edward!” Dr. Bennett warned, louder this time, but Edward’s insult hadn’t landed. Lincoln’s head lolled against his shoulder, eyes wide and shiny as his lips. His forearms were covered in pink and red scratches in various stages of healing.

      Had he actually killed his family? If so, Evelyn was glad he was incapacitated, though she didn’t believe she was looking at “dementia.” His hair was dark, so he wasn’t that old, and both of his temples were bruised—dusky black and purple, green around the edges.

      Lincoln’s eyes drooped closed.

      Sophia’s bare toe tapped against the floor, eight, nine, ten. Her foot stilled. Then it began again. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten.

      Silence.

      The silence made Evelyn uneasy. Were the four people at this table, the bald woman with her invisible pet, and the rocking man the only patients here? She’d seen five doctors so far—Dr. Bennett, sitting across from her, the redheaded schoolmarm in the kitchen, the piano player, the tall burly psychiatrist, and his burned colleague still standing against the far wall. Then, one nurse and a janitor. Seven staff members to six patients.

      During her last admission, there had been twenty-five teenagers to a single psychiatrist who was only there half the time. This level of supervision was reserved for actively suicidal patients… or those who might take others down with them. The fact burst into her head, but she did not distrust its validity. There might be more patients on another ward—dozens, even—but the look she’d seen in Grace’s eyes, watching as if Evelyn might maul her like an angry grizzly…

      Perhaps it wasn’t self-harm the doctors were worried about. Were they all dangerous?

      She thought it might be true, but couldn’t yet prove it. Still, the word blinked in Evelyn’s brain on repeat, a neon sign in red. Dangerous, dangerous, dangerous. The image of that barbed wire sparked in her brain. Her wrists ached, the stitches burning. The piano in the corner had gone silent; she hadn’t even noticed the doctor walking off.

      “Are we”—dangerous—“missing someone?” Evelyn forced out. They were; she was sure of it. Someone she knew. He loved “Strawberry Fields” and “Lucy in the Sky with Diamonds.”

      Dr. Bennett nodded. “By request, some patients have relocated to the quieter areas downstairs. Are you looking for someone in particular?”

      Relocated? She studied the others, but the word did not phase anyone else within earshot, not the dark-haired OCD Sophia with her severe bob, not the drooling Lincoln with his electrified brain, not Edward, the psycho now tugging, bored, at the hem on his sweater, nearly black against the harsh white of the raging storm. Thunder growled out of the sky, then faded.

      But there was another name on the tip of her tongue, and when Ben cocked his head and said, “Evelyn?” she remembered it.

      “Justin. He’s here somewhere, right?”

      One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten.

      Dr. Bennett’s face split into a wide grin, gray eyes sparkling. “You remember Justin? That’s wonderful!”

      Almost wonderful—she couldn’t see his face in her mind’s eye, though she was sure it would come to her as Jill’s had. They’d sat right here, drinking from Styrofoam cups, looking out over the water—she could taste the shitty instant coffee in her throat, feel his arm against hers. She could hear his voice, too, singing, “I Want To Hold Your Hand.”

      Friends—we’re friends. He’ll know exactly why I’m here… and what I need to do to get out. Grace had avoided her questions, and while Edward did seem to know her, he also seemed like a prick, and he’d already been wrong about her sister. Who knew what other false information he might feed her, accidentally or on purpose?

      Dr. Ben was still grinning ear to ear. He clearly wanted her memory to return—wanted her to get better. I need to talk to the doctor alone. After group therapy… was that what this was?

      “Justin is indisposed,” Dr. Bennett said. “But perhaps he’ll be feeling up to a visit after lunch.”

      Edward snorted. “Justin’s dumb ass is drugged to the gills.” He shifted his slipper against Sophia’s foot, stopping her at six; Sophia stiffened, her bicep rigid against Evelyn’s own. “That idiot was screaming last night, hid under a table when I farted. Sure, they were old-man machine-gun farts”—he winked at Evelyn, who wrinkled her nose—“but that was an overreaction.”

      Sophia shifted toward Evelyn—away from Edward—but the chairs were metal, welded to the table. She could not scoot far.

      One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight… nine… ten⁠—

      Sophia’s head jerked toward Evelyn so suddenly that Evelyn startled. “Evie, Evie… we need to get out.” Her voice was a pressured hiss as if she was recovering from laryngitis. “Don’t you remember how we needed to get out?”

      Evelyn studied her wild eyes. She knows me, too. But how was Evelyn supposed to respond? It was true. She wanted to leave like everyone else here, but this wasn’t an off-the-cuff conversation. This was a performance, a game—to win meant freedom. She had a psychiatric history, believed she was here for her memory… but that barbed wire. The doctor-to-patient ratio. The locked panels on the patient doors—the locks on every door.
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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