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PUBLISHER’S NOTE:

At the end of this novel of approximately 69,793 words, you will find two Special Sneak Previews: 1) 10-30 by Michael Golvach, the first book in the “Payden Beck Crime Thriller” series of noir crime thrillers, and; 2) THEY TELL ME YOU ARE WICKED by David Hagerty, the first book in the “Duncan Cochrane” series of political crime thrillers. We think you’ll enjoy these books, too, and provide these previews as a FREE extra service, which you should in no way consider a part of the price you paid for this book. We hope you will both appreciate and enjoy the opportunity. Thank you.

~~~

[image: ]


eBook License Notes:

The author specifically prohibits scrapping the book and/or using any portion thereof for the purpose of training Artificial Intelligence.

You may not use, reproduce or transmit in any manner, any part of this book without written permission. This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only; it may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, please return to your eBook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

~~~

[image: ]


Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination, or the author has used them fictitiously. This includes the use of phone numbers, addresses, websites, and emails within the story.

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



Books by Eddie Russell​


[image: ]




~~~

[image: ]


From Evolved Publishing

Collateral Damage

Little Chappie

My Rotten Left Foot

Shadow of a Doubt

Terminal Accounts

The Conduit

The Madness Locker

The Second Stone

Trinity

~~~

[image: ]


Published Elsewhere

Rue Roscoe 13 [GrumpyCatPress, 2023]

​​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



What Others Are Saying​


[image: ]




~~~

[image: ]


THE MADNESS LOCKER:

“The Madness Locker is a haunting, beautifully crafted novel that lingers long after the final page. Eddie Russell masterfully weaves two gripping timelines; Nazi Germany and 1980s Sydney, into a single, emotionally charged narrative about survival, trauma, and the far-reaching echoes of history. The contrast between the terror of Auschwitz and the eerie quiet of a suburban cold case creates a powerful sense of inevitability, reminding readers that the past is never as distant as it seems... This book is both devastating and compelling, a profound exploration of memory, justice, and the human will to endure. A must-read.” ~ Meghan Soderholm
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“The Madness Locker by Eddie Russell is a gripping and unsettling psychological thriller that lingers long after you finish it. Russell crafts a tense, atmospheric story that pulls readers into a world where reality blurs with fear, and every chapter reveals another disturbing layer. His writing is sharp and immersive, capturing both the external suspense and the internal unraveling of his characters. What stands out most is Russell’s ability to balance mystery with emotional depth, offering not just shocks but thoughtful examinations of trauma, memory, and human resilience. The pacing is tight, the twists well-earned, and the tone consistently eerie without feeling overdone. I found this to be an absorbing, haunting read for anyone who enjoys dark, character-driven suspense.” ~ Thousand_Yellow_Daisies
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“This is my third of Eddie Russell’s books, and this might just be my favorite. The themes, imagery, and characters all feel real and gripping. Russell’s treatment of the Holocaust is unique. He does not overgeneralize what people experienced, and he makes sure both the heroes and the villains are all still clearly human. The story is simultaneously sad, exciting, and suspenseful. It kept me tuned in all the way through. I highly recommend this book!” ~ Caleb Willis
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THE SECOND STONE:

“What truly elevates this book above your standard conspiracy novel is its thoughtful exploration of faith, loyalty, and the institutional machinery that guards dogma. The narrative is rich with philosophical underpinnings without ever losing its pulse. Every twist is meaningful, every revelation earned... A brain-shaking thriller that refuses to dumb itself down. Perfect for fans of Umberto Eco or Robert Harris, this novel delivers explosive action grounded in theological and historical nuance. A bold, blistering debut that will linger long after the final page.” ~ Kimberly Love
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“The Second Stone follows a fast-paced plot, and is nearly impossible to put down. With similar writing styles as Dan Brown and Thomas Harris, Eddie Russell created palpable intensity and distant reach in Johan’s dilemma with the conspiracy spanning across continents, timelines, and belief systems. I found myself asking, on several occasions, ‘What if?’” ~ Janelle Collins
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“The suspense. The intrigue. The espionage! All of this across international borders. The Second Stone has all of that and more... If you are looking for a book that will make you feel like you are watching a spy movie then you need to pick up The Second Stone. One of the easiest five star reviews I’ve ever written!” ~ Elizabeth Hanson
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COLLATERAL DAMAGE:

“As someone who’s read a lifetime of crime fiction, I can say without hesitation that Collateral Damage by Eddie Russell is a standout. Because it does not play into the usual tropes, it dares and succeeds in going deeper. This isn’t your typical whodunit or cat-and-mouse chase. It’s a raw, emotional, and disturbingly plausible psychological thriller rooted in the chaos of real life... Gutsy, unsettling, and unforgettable.” ~ Liane Giroux
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“Oh wow. This book was something else. It’s a heart-wrenching, pulse-pounding crime thriller with raw, emotional depth and unpredictable twists... Unlike typical thrillers, this novel avoids clichés, offering a fresh, psychologically rich exploration of family and sacrifice. It’s a gut-punch of a read that lingers long after, perfect for those who crave stories that are as thought-provoking as they are thrilling.” ~ Justin Harris
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“This book has everything a suspense reader would enjoy. Plenty of plot twists, family drama, and a tale really rooted in the ‘hero’s journey’. If you’re wanting a suspense thriller that is deeply rooted in reality, one that will captivate you until the very end, put this one at the top of your list.” ~ Kensley Lewis
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LITTLE CHAPPIE:

“Little Chappie delivers relentless tension, a testament to Eddie Russell’s skill with psychological suspense. What hooked me was Russell’s ability to make supernatural horror feel disturbingly plausible. The artifact ‘Little Chappie’ starts as a tool for justice but evolves into something far more chilling, and that transition is handled brilliantly.

“The pacing is razor-sharp (gotta hand it to Russell—those short chapters work), and Marianne’s unraveling feels terrifyingly real. You’re right there as her control slips away, thanks to vivid writing that never over-explains the horror.

“The ending lingers, a haunting reminder that some debts can’t be repaid. For thriller lovers craving originality with a side of supernatural dread, this is a must-read. Dark but so addictive!” ~ Chad RR
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We’re pleased to offer you not one, but two Special Sneak Previews at the end of this book.
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In the first preview, you’ll enjoy the prologue and first chapter of 10-30 by Michael Golvach, the first book in the “Payden Beck Crime Thriller” series of noir crime thrillers.
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OR GRAB THE FULL EBOOK TODAY!

FIND LINKS TO YOUR FAVORITE RETAILER HERE:

MICHAEL GOLVACH’S Books at Evolved Publishing

In the second preview, you’ll enjoy the First 2 Chapters of THEY TELL ME YOU ARE WICKED by David Hagerty, the first book in the “Duncan Cochrane” series of political crime thrillers.
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OR GRAB THE FULL EBOOK TODAY!

YOU’LL FIND LINKS TO YOUR FAVORITE RETAILER HERE:

The DUNCAN COCHRANE Series at Evolved Publishing
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For Louise,

my lifelong partner, whose love and quiet faith have carried me through the work and the waiting.
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And to Pema,

my beloved cat, a gentle presence beside me in the long hours when the world falls silent.
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Chapter 1​
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From the heavy fog of medication, she woke to the persistent buzz of the fluorescent hospital light.

Something felt wrong—her body sluggish, heavy, the lower half damp against the thin starched sheet crinkling under her weight.

Panicked, she groped around her pelvis, her fingers meeting slickness.

“My water broke!” she cried, her voice hoarse and wild.

She pushed herself upright, propping her right arm against a sinking pillow, her movements slow, fragile, each second freighted with a thick, unreal terror. Her hand trembled as she pressed against her abdomen, desperate to feel a thump, a flutter, any sign of life beneath her skin.

Still bulgy but otherwise, nothing.

Cold shuddered through her.

Then she looked down.

It wasn’t water. The sheet was soaked through with blood—deep, vivid, pooling in thick patches, staining her gown, her skin. With a strangled sob, she flung the blanket aside.

The air was crisp, morning cool, but her skin burned. She swung her legs languidly off the bed, the floor tilting dangerously beneath her as she stood, unsteady, as though her bones no longer understood their purpose.

Red droplets pattered onto the linoleum.

Where was the nurse? Where was the call button?

Her breath hitched into short, shallow gasps. Everything inside her felt hollow, caved in. The hospital room, so clean and bright just moments ago, wavered at the edges of her vision, the light curdling into something harsh, unfriendly.

Somewhere, far off, a monitor beeped—slow, arrhythmic—like a machine trying and failing to mimic a human heart.

She pressed her hand harder against her stomach. Still nothing.

The baby was still inside her. But she knew—with a terrible, feral certainty—that it was gone. Nothing could survive that kind of bleeding. Not something so small, so fragile.

Not even something so loved.

And then the primeval screaming took over her emotions—a sound torn from the core of her body, rising wild and uncontained, louder than thought, louder than fear.

It filled the room, rattling against the white walls, a sound that belonged not to a woman, not to a mother, but to some ancient, devastated creature before language was ever born.

In her delirium and panic she felt hands, strong and firm grasping her from either side, lifting her off the cold floor and thrusting her into the bed. The damp, blood-soaked bed. The sensation was like being tossed into a grimy, slimy pool. How could they? Then a sharp prick, sudden and thrusting against her upper left arm gradually diminished the screams, the panic and she tumbled into unconsciousness.

***
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The male nurse looked up at the two females attending by his side.

“Roll in another bed.” He spoke resolutely. “May be easier. Sponge her and I will put in a call to her doctor.”

The two female nurses nodded submissively, feeling somewhat guilty at the state of their patient, Vittoria Sloane. Once the male nurse, Luke, left the room, the one nurse, Maeve, turned to her colleague as they were rushing out the room to wheel in a new bed.

“What do you think?” Nodding behind her to the patient.

Fiona looked at her curiously, “What? Her state?”

They were pattering rapidly down the hall, sneakers whispering against the polished floor. “No, I meant the baby?”

“The baby? I would not even imagine his surviving that haemorrhage.” She smirked obliquely at her colleague.

“Neither can I.” Maeve tsked softly as they turned into a room marked store. They reached for a clean bed while Fiona dragged it from the front and Maeve pushed it out the door, wheels whirring over the squeaky tiles. They stopped outside Vicky Sloane’s room. Raced inside, disconnected the tubing, wires and other paraphernalia and pushed it out to the hallway.

They set the beds parallel to each other and placed a rubber sheet over the new one and, grabbing Vicky from either end, heaved her over to the new bed.

She looked over at Maeve. “Can you manage to get this bed back inside and connected?”

“Not a worry.” As she adroitly pushed the bed head first back into the room.

“Get started on the sponge I will be back in a tick.” As she pushed the blood-soaked bed from the foot end down to the hall, turned adroitly into the store and wheeled it in.

Before returning to Vicky’s room, she placed a quick call to janitorial to overhaul the bed.

By the time she was back beside Fiona, Vicky had been stripped of her gown and underwear and was being sponged down with soap and water. Because she was sedated, her dead weight required both nurses to lift her sideways, wipe her down on the back, working from either side, and then lower her heavily back onto the sheet.

They took turns sliding the dirty sheet out from beneath her and drying her carefully. They were midway through dressing her when a stocky woman strode in, wearing a taupe suit over a dusty pink blouse, a colourful jewelled brooch pinned to her lapel, and a stethoscope draped around her neck. Her brunette hair was cut in a bob and framed her jawline. Even before she spoke, there was a firmness to her manner.

She turned from Maeve to Fiona, then rested her eyes on the half-dressed patient. “What is all the fuss about? Did I get called in because the patient soiled herself?”

The two nurses looked at each other across the bed. Maeve cleared her throat, “No ma’am, she more than soiled herself.”

“Thank you for that highlight. And it is Professor Callahan of obstetrics and gynaecology. So perhaps you can give me the low down.” She looked sternly at Maeve.

“Well, the patient, Victoria Sloane was in our care due to pregnancy complications...”

Professor Callahan cut her off: “This I already guessed as she is in this ward and my rotation, what I was asking is what happened to raise the alarm.”

“We heard loud screaming, all of a sudden, like she was being attacked. So we rushed in here and found her standing in the middle of the room covered in blood, just her lower part. Luke was already attending, so he had her sedated and we placed her back in the bed. And the rest is just cleaning to make her comfortable.”

“Nothing beyond that,” Professor Callahan inquired sternly as she approached the patient. She plugged the stethoscope in and felt her exposed abdomen. Felt her pulse and looked up at the monitors. “Why aren’t the scopes working?”

“We were just in the process of reattaching everything when you walked in,” Fiona replied.

“Well, then, get on with it.” She removed the stethoscope from her ears. “I am going to arrange for an ultrasound. Kindly have her prepped for that?” With that, she turned abruptly to leave the room.

Maeve called out after her, “Do you think that the foetus is still alive?”

She turned back, a withering look on her face. “You think? At six months? With that level of bleeding, the foetus would need a diving suit and oxygen tanks.” Her tone dripped with sarcasm.

She turned to leave again, when Maeve persisted: “Why the ultrasound?”

Professor Callahan shook her head with dismay. “To remove the diving suit and oxygen tanks. Why else?” This time she rushed out of the room before any more questions that she considered foolish came her way.

Maeve waited until the professor was out of earshot. “She is a grumpy old sod.”

“Cut her some slack—Vicky her patient. Losing a foetus at six months triggers an internal investigation,” Fiona said. “Come on, let’s finish this up and get her to ultrasound.”

Vicky Sloane was back in her room within less than an hour. She was still sedated and had to be intravenously fed. Maeve and Fiona were still on shift when she was brought back. They noticed her tummy was distended, but not as much. They surmised that the dead foetus had been removed.

They were still tucking in and settling Vicky when Luke walked in. He mulled the situation for a minute or so, then: “I have never had one of those before ever, I wonder what brought that on?”

Fiona looked curiously at him. “You mean the miscarriage?”

“Not that. But the haemorrhaging where she be up screaming in horror. If I have seen the grief, guilt and anxiety. That’s pretty common.”

“Hmm, now that you mention it, neither have I,” Fiona chimed. “And I have been an OB/GYN since I started in nursing.”

Luke mulled it over a moment longer. “Anyway, keep an eye on her. Call me if she has another screaming bout.”

The two took turns at Vicky’s side through the rest of the day until their shift ended by 6:00pm. Throughout Vicky tossed and turned, occasionally muttering some incompressible words. Both times either nurse was ready to administer a strong sedative. But it proved unnecessary.

Shortly before their shift ended, Professor Callahan came in accompanied by a tall, gaunt individual dressed in a rumpled grey suit, white shirt and a blue silk tie. Given his appearance, Fiona whispered to Maeve that she thought he was a mortician hired privately by the Sloane to take the remains of the foetus and have them buried right and proper.

But when they noted his striking dark eyes, bloodshot as if from exhaustion or weeping, they realized he must be Mr. Sloane himself.

Professor Callahan stood quietly by Mr Sloane, letting him compose himself to the ordeal that his wife undertook.

“I would have come earlier but given that the situation, I didn’t know that there anything I could do.” He spoke in a faint northern accent, his voice broken by the tragedy.

“Mr Sloane, there was nothing any of us could have done,” Professor Callahan explained demurely. “One moment she was resting comfortably under dutiful care and supervision; the next, she was experiencing great distress.”

“How did she lose the baby?” He turned to look at the professor with an angry and bitter glare.

“We think it was from the torment that she underwent.”

“What came first?” Despite the profoundness of his pain, he was unmistakably lucid.

“Sorry, I don’t understand.”

His voice firmed up, “I am asking did she lose the baby first, or did the torment that she underwent was the cause of it?”

Professor Callahan drew a deep breath. “Mr Sloane, one cannot be sure at this time. But we will be conducting a full investigation to determine as best we can the sequence of events.”

Mr Sloane—Algernon - stood silently pondering what to do or say next wracked in pain and anger rendering him stupefied. From the corner of room nearest to the door, Maeve and Fiona watched him writhe with indignation. The moment was rife with tension when without warning—like a volcanic eruption—Vicky Sloane, leapt out of the bed, as if seized by a demonic force and screamed in a shrill voice: “Filthy, dirty John Wayne, keep your grubby hands off of me!” The outburst was followed by loud, piercing screams—the same keening sounds that had accompanied her haemorrhage earlier that morning, when everyone had thought that was the cause of the terror.

Professor Callahan, despite her inner sense of decorum, lunged forward and tried to grab the gyrating Vicky Sloane, to hold her still. Vicky shoved her aside, sending her sprawling to the floor.

“Roddy Fucking McDowall is not an ape. You are all apes. All of you. Hairy disgusting, filthy animals. Shitting and pissing everywhere.” The tirade continued unabated, at first stunning everyone before Fiona and Maeve rushed in from opposite sides to restrain her. Vicky shrieked, twisted violently and sank her teeth into Fiona’s ear, drawing blood and flesh.

Alerted by the commotion Luke and two orderlies rushed in and firmly took hold of Vicky Sloane. The one orderly had brought a strait jacket along and it took the three burly men to slip it on her. Her face was still uncovered and her teeth were gnashing hungrily. Seeing what had happened to Fiona, Luke placed a face towel inside her mouth. It didn’t stop her from mouthing obscenities, but they were muffled by the cloth.

Maeve helped Professor Callahan off the floor and, using a bunch of wadded tissues, placed them over Fiona’s bleeding ear that was now missing a piece of her lobe. She nodded at the professor who bade her with her hand to leave.

Throughout this entire terrifying ordeal, Al Sloane stood mortified. He was now witnessing what Professor Callahan described to him in a sanitised version. This was the fully unexpurgated one.

Luke and the two orderlies lay Vicky Sloane gently on the bed and covered her up. They kept the strait jacket on, but pulled out the wadded cloth from inside her mouth. Soon as they she shouted at them “Non osare toccarmi, sporco maiale”.

Al Sloane turned to the professor, “What language was that?”

Professor Callahan shrugged. One of the orderlies replied, “I am Italian. She said to not touch her; we are dirty pigs.”

Professor Callahan turned to Al Sloane, “does Vicky have Italian at home?”

“Not to my knowledge. She hails from Bournemouth.” He shook his head in mystification.

Professor Callahan turned to Luke. “Can you manage the fort while I sit down with Mr Sloane so that we can work out a strategy?”

Luke nodded, indicating that he was to sedate her again.

Professor Callahan led Al Sloane out of the room toward an empty sitting area catty corner from the room.

They both sat down.

“Can I offer you a coffee or any other hot or cold beverage?”

“Not really. I would rather you offer me a coherent explanation. I brought my wife here to be monitored—at your suggestion I might add—during her pregnancy. How did we get from there to, first losing the baby and never mind second, how is it that she has turned into a raging lunatic speaking in a foreign language?” He spoke calmly, but there was no mistaking his tone replete with frustration and anger.

“Mr Sloane. I am going to be totally candid with you.”

“I would like you to be.”

“I have not got the slightest. Initially I thought we were dealing with strictly a gynecology, obstetrics issue and I was aiming to gather all the evidence and prepare a report for you and the hospital board. Now, after witnessing what we just did, I am leaning towards referring her to neurology.”

“Neurology?” Al Sloane lost his calm demeanour.

Taken aback Professor Callahan took a moment to collect herself, then, “I am afraid I have nowhere else to turn. It is no longer an issue that I can manage under my wing. In a manner of speaking.”

Al Sloane shut his eyes momentarily. “Professor, I am not even remotely familiar with medical procedures, but it would appear to me, as a layman, that in matter of a few hours we have diverged from one issue to a completely unrelated one. Do you agree?” He looked across at her sternly.

Professor Callahan pursed her lips and nodded, agreeing with Al Sloane.

With that he stood up, “I will leave Vicky here in your care until we can determine what course of action to take.”

She stood up and proffered her hand. He reluctantly took it and, without bidding her goodbye, turned into the hallway and left the hospital.

She returned to the room to find just Luke seated by the bedside browsing his phone.

He stood up with alacrity as soon as he saw her enter, placing the phone in his jacket pocket.

She glanced toward his bed. “Anything?”

“No. Nothing. I was awaiting your orders.”

“The nurse that was injured and her companion are off for the evening. When the new nurses come on shift, brief them on keeping Vicky Sloane comfortable until I can work out a plan going forward.”

“Will do.” He was about to slump back in the armchair when he remembered to ask, “Did you want me to keep her in the jacket?”

She looked at him quizzically, “Jacket—what jacket?”

He wandered over to the bed and pulled down the cotton blanket, revealing the brown straps holding the patient immobile.

“No. Take that off. But cuff her hands to the rails so that we don’t have any more hysterical performances.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Professor Callahan did not mind someone of Luke’s seniority and age calling her that. It didn’t feel disrespectful.

With that, she exited the room, woefully perplexed as to the next step.

​
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Chapter 2​
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Margaret Callahan sat in her office pondering the situation with her patient Vicky Sloane. In a moment of despair, hospital protocol had been ignored, given way to unvarnished candour. Hopefully he saw it as nothing more than a frank confession rendered from one human being to another, and had no plans to commit the conversation to memory or stealthily record it on a phone in his inner jacket.

But there was no telling with aggrieved relatives what they might say or do to obtain the maximum compensatory damages sensing that she had exposed the hospital’s underbelly by her frank admission.

That aside Margaret sat back bewildered by Vicky Sloane’s aberrant condition. On the one minute she was admitted for observation on her second pregnancy—the first one had aborted on the second month—with every expectation that this one would go to term and in the next she is unexpectedly haemorrhaging heavily and exhibiting extreme psychosis. In her ward, she could only address the former but the comorbidity puzzled her.

She studied the clock on her computer. Too late to call Dr Nathaniel Quinn, the head of the neurology. That would be her referral to address the concurrent psychosis. But as a physician, she hypothesised: could it be that the first aborted pregnancy had already put Vicky on edge and with the second resulting in a terrifying heavy haemorrhaging it drove her over the edge. And why the derogatory reference to movie actors: Malcolm McDowall and John Wayne?

She suddenly had an insight. Opening up the hospital’s website she scrolled to see what movies were featured on the inhouse streaming service. She smiled to herself, satisfied with resolving at least one conundrum. The movies on the channel were Rio Bravo and Conquest of the Planet of the Apes. But the momentary relief of at least solving one mystery was confounded by the offensive Italian utterance.

To confirm that the Italian utterance was unrelated to movies, she scrolled through the rest of the offerings. No Italian movies from either Marcello Mastroianni, Fellini or the perennially popular Sophia Loren or Gina Lollobrigida.

Her husband confirmed to her that she had no Italian in her background. She was originally from Bournemouth in England. So why the sudden outburst, and in a language with which, for all intents and purposes, she had no familiarity?

It was perhaps best to wait rather than rope in Dr Quinn. Inviting another ward on her rotation meant that the patient would be on the radar with the hospital administration wanting to know how a simple pregnancy monitoring turned into a full-blown crisis involving neurology no less, not to mention the medical issue concerning the haemorrhaging and the not insignificant matter of the loss of the baby at six months. That itself would require the services of the hospital coroner to issue a death certificate.

That had happened before. Not frequently that late in the third term, but it was not abnormal and her report would suffice to paper that over. The psychosis was a bird of a different feather in a manner of speaking and would certainly raise more than a few eyebrows in the upper echelons.

Moreover, who is to say that even if she did postpone the referral, that Al Sloane would not be contacting his solicitor to fire a letter to ‘Please Explain’ closely followed by a demand for compensation.

Either way, the candle would soon be burning at both ends. She pondered which end of the wick she should counter first to get on top of things. She decided at length to procrastinate. If Vicky Sloane improved overnight and her cuffs could be taken off then she was worrying for nothing. It could all be an aberrant situation that will resolve soon enough with a good night’s sleep. Something she could use herself.

The next morning Margaret Callahan drove in earlier than her usual start time of 9am. She already felt better refreshed after a good night’s sleep and that no emergency calls interrupted her rest. She pulled into her allocated parking space and as soon as she was seated behind her desk called the nurse on duty. Maeve answered.

She was about to ask about her patient when she remembered the injury her colleague, Fiona, sustained due to Vicky’s nasty bite to her ear.

“Morning Maeve. Can I ask as to how Fiona is doing?” She tried to sound as empathetic as possible under the circumstances, without seeming to rush on to inquire about Vicky Sloane.

“Thank you, ma’am, for asking,” Maeve was deliberately being informal given that her colleague had suffered an injury at work and no one appeared to show any more concern than bandaging her up and sending her home to recuperate. She may end up missing a piece of her ear lobe unless she was attended to by a plastic surgeon on staff.

“She is off on sick leave,” she replied coldly.

“I’m truly sorry to hear that. Please let me know if there’s any way I can help.” Again, she reminded herself to pace her words, resisting the urge to rush toward the more pressing matter at hand.

Maeve remained cool and officious. “Well, if you can write a letter to have her missing ear piece stitched up that would help with the cost and recovery.”

“I can certainly do that. I will get a letter out before the end of day.”

“Thank you. I gather you be asking about Ms Sloane?” She tendered more warmth into her tone now that Fiona’s matter had been dispensed with.

“Oh yes. How is that coming along?” Pretending that it was not uppermost on her mind.

“Well, I came on at six. She was already awake and tugging angrily at the cuffs. She demanded that she be unrestrained. I did not elaborate on her aggro behaviour, but explained that the cuffs were for her own safety.”

Professor Callahan was impressed. “That’s very good. No sense is further aggravating the patient.”

“Thank you.”

“Has she had any breakfast yet?”

“Yes. I uncuffed the one hand and fed her a light breakfast and a cup of tea.”

“Good. Good. It sounds like yesterday was due to a double whammy—reaction to the trauma of losing the baby and the haemorrhaging—whichever came first. I will stop by during rotation and see if any further treatment is needed. But at this stage it sounds like you have it under control.” Relieved that she had not needed to involve Quinn from Neurology, Professor Callahan allowed a lighter tone to creep into her voice.

When Maeve didn’t reply, Professor Callahan prompted her, “Anything else that I ought to know about?”

“Well, is she already being discharged?”

“What do you suggest?” Margaret Callahan asked, her tone edged with condescension.

Maeve paused for a moment before replying. “Nothing as such. But it just seemed so terrifying yesterday that I am rather surprised that a quick discharge is being considered.”

Margaret’s reply reverted to a more conciliatory tone taking the injury sustained by Fiona and the trauma experienced by Maeve into account. “Ms Sloane came in to our ward for antenatal monitoring. It did not go as anticipated, which sometimes, but not often, thank God, happens. I expect to hear from Mr Sloan sometime today. Once he has made the arrangements, I will have Vicky discharged. Her husband can provide with whatever homecare is deemed necessary. But it is no longer a neonatal matter.” Her tone indicated the matter was no longer under discussion.

“Ok. In that case, can I remove the restraints to make her feel more comfortable and at ease?”

Professor Callahan thought on it for a minute. “I don’t see why not?” Then, quickly added, “Does she appear to you to be depressed or disoriented?”

“Not that I can see. I expect that she is somewhat off-kilter. But I am not a doctor.”

“Well, in that case, go ahead and remove the restraints. I will be along soon enough during my rotation.”

The conversation ended with Maeve not totally at ease with the direction from Margaret Callahan. But she was neither the attending physician nor the head of ward.

With the phone call ended, Professor Callahan reviewed a report that she commenced last night to Dr Quinn—the head of neurology—referring Vicky Sloane to his ward. She had left it in her draft folder.

She re-read it and was about to delete it when her phone rang.

“Professor Callahan, this is Wayne down at security. There is a patient of yours, a Ms Vicky Sloan, standing in front of the hospital at the ambulance bay screaming at the top of her voice.”

Her heart leapt into her throat. “Kindly restrain her, I will be right down.” She barely got the words out before leaping from her seat and bolting from the office.

Ignoring the elevator, she bounded down two flights of steps to the ground floor and raced across the foyer. Wayne, a stocky, average height bloke, was attempting to calm rather than restrain Vicky Sloan by flailing his arms at her. As Margaret approached, she could just make out the words, without comprehending, in Italian.

“Non sono un fottuto babbuino. Il presidente Nixon è uno stronzo.”

Momentarily intrigued at the mention of President Nixon—he had been dead for more years than she could remember—she took her jacket and wrapped it around Vicky covering her bare back.

Together with Wayne, they managed to suppress the screaming and wild wriggling when Dr Caroline Mercer, the hospital administrator, walked over along the path from the old wing. She looked astounded at Professor Callahan and Wayne struggling to get control of the unruly patient who still managed to holler out a few words in Italian and kick at Wayne and punch Margaret in the jaw. The latter recoiled in pain, wincing at the glancing blow.

Fortunately, another security guard rushed forward and they grabbed Vicky Sloane from opposite ends and dragged her back into the foyer.

Dr Mercer rushed hurriedly over to where Margaret was sprawled on the ground.

“Oh, my dear lord, are you alright? Do you need to be seen? This is a hospital; I will have you know.” She managed a sardonic remark in among the ruckus, helping Margaret come to her feet.

“Yes, thank you. That young lady packs a punch.” Margaret stood up feeling woozy while massaging her left cheek probing for any bruising or chipped teeth.

“Yes. That’s quite a wallop. I suppose it’s her young age. I take it she’s one of Quinn’s charges?”

“In transit.”

“From where?” Dr Mercer faced Margaret Callahan directly.

“From mine.”

“Wait. Let’s not stand out here obstructing the doorway. Come over by the café.”

They strode together silently and wandered over to a free table. Margaret pulled out a chair and Dr Mercer was about to do the same when she paused, “Can I get you a warm drink to settle the bruising?”

“No. It doesn’t hurt as much as it looked landing on my face.” She managed a sheepish smile.

Dr Mercer proceeded to pull out a chair and sat opposite staring sternly at her colleague. “Care to explain to me how your charge ended up bare arsed downstairs, when she was supposed to be a ward transfer?”

“Vicky Sloane—that’s her name—came in under neonatal observation. She was admitted a year ago when her gynaecologist detected a dilated cervix on the ultrasound during her first trimester. She was immediately admitted to ER by then it was too late: heavy bleeding had begun and she suffered a complete miscarriage.”

“How old is she?”

“Thirty-two.”

“Hmm. A good age still. So, walk me through what happened during the second pregnancy.”

“Her gynaecologist has been carefully monitoring her progress and on the abundance of caution asked for her to be admitted to neonatal.” A waitress dropped two glasses of chilled water. Margaret took a sip, then dipped her fingers in the water and massaged her face.

Dr Mercer nodded approvingly. “Sounds like a good plan. When was she admitted?”

“Last week. On the cusp of the third trimester. She was admitted to the ward. We ran the usual gamut of tests and carried out the standard ultrasound.”

“I don’t suppose there were any warning signs?”

“None.” Margaret dipped her fingers in the glass again and wet her lips.

“You sure I can’t get you another glass or a warm drink. You look a little out of sorts.”

Margaret shook her head. “I put Ms Sloane on constant monitoring throughout. I personally checked her vitals and stats on daily rounds. Then, without the slightest warning, she haemorrhaged yesterday and concurrently went psycho, hollering at the top of her voice. The duty nurses managed the code until I came in to witness the prognosis.” She shook her head dismally. “The baby had died.”

“So far SOP. Aside the aberrant result. But why the referral to Quinn. He is neurology. Wouldn’t you want to keep her in your ward for observation and diagnosis?”

“Well, ordinarily yes. but Ms Sloane had a second bout of hysteria. To manage her condition the nurse had her restrained to the bed overnight.”

“So how did she free herself and up screaming outside the front of the hospital?”

“Well, I had come in early and was preparing a report for Dr Quinn. I called the nurse to check on Ms Sloane and she informed that she appeared sedate and comfortable, under the circumstances. She had her breakfast. But that Ms Sloane was very agitated being cuffed to the bed and asked whether she could have the restrains could be removed.”

“I agreed with the condition that a nurse was to remain by her side until the move.”

Dr Mercer shook her head. “Clearly that did not happen. Nurses need their bathroom break.” Smiling cynically.

Margaret Callahan merely sighed and shook her head.

“What’s our exposure on this?” Dr Mercer, ever the administrator, sought to curtail the hospital’s liability.

“Well, none that I can see. Her husband already came by yesterday after the initial prognosis looking for answers. I had none to give him other than on the rare occasions these things do happen.”

“Was he happy with that?”

“Can’t say either way. But he is due back today. I will have his wife moved by then so that he can discuss future options with Quinn.”

“Rather clinical of you, Margaret.” Dr Mercer smiled obliquely at the Professor.

Margaret shrugged nonchalantly. “We are not God. We don’t ordain or divine the future. Babies die—that’s been my life mantra. Otherwise, I couldn’t survive in this job. We can’t create another baby. All we can do is get Ms Sloane stable enough to be discharged and let the Sloanes try again. That’s what happens most times.”

“Agreed.” Dr Mercer pushed the chair back and stood up. “Well, I will let you get on with the transfer. If you need any intervention with Mr Sloane, buzz me.”

Margaret did the same. “Could be their third time lucky.”

Dr Mercer nodded noncommittally and walked away to her office on the ground floor.

Professor Callahan sat down for a moment longer and pondered her little white lie. Maeve was not likely to call her out on it, now that she had agreed to sanction Fiona’s plastic surgery.
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Chapter 3​
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She had barely hit SEND on the recovered email to Brian Quinn when her phone rang.

“What is this you are transferring my way?” As was Quinn’s usual gruff manner. “Mental disorder how? It sounds more in Adler’s court.” He was referring to Dr Simone Adler head of the Psychiatry unit.

“There is no history of psychosis,” Margaret replied calmly. “More of a post-natal trauma brought on by rather abnormal circumstances.”

“Describe abnormal so that I know what I may be dealing with?”

“Severe haemorrhaging and loss of baby at the cusp of trimester.”

“I am waiting on abnormal, Margaret.” His tone grew increasingly more strident.

“She had exhibited two bouts of hysteria that required strong sedation to bring it under control. I believe it may be related to the rapid drop in pregnancy hormones—progesterone and/or estrogen, which are textbook hormonal crash known to trigger mood swings, depression or psychosis.”

“All true, but still sounds very much like your bailiwick.” Quinn sounded like he was on the verge of hanging up and declining on the transfer.

“PTSD is not.”

“How did you come by that thought?” He walked back from his impatience.

She was about to mention postpartum which would bounce Vicky Sloane back in her court, instead she retorted with, “I don’t see in her history or chart that she was anything but normal before the episodes I described. But sometimes the sudden loss of blood volume can tip a normal patient who was coping fine before into bipolar episodes or—now she threw the term in the mix—'postpartum psychosis.’”

“Hmm. More persuasive. But what aren’t you telling me?” Quinn was nothing if not incisive.

“During both episodes she blurted out profanities in a foreign language.” If that did not persuade Quinn, she had nothing else to offer, other than to discharge Vicky Sloane with a prescription of heavy anti-psychotic drugs.

“What language? Now I am more curious than convinced.” It sounded like Quinn was taking notes simultaneously.

“The profanities?”

“No, the dialect.”

“Italian.”

“Is Ms Sloane Italian?”

“Not to my knowledge. She hails from Bournemouth.”

“Hmm. What you describe can be a brief spell of delirium. On that basis I will accept the patient on a limited observation presuming that there is an underlying physical reason for the aberration. Otherwise, she comes back to you for a discharge or gets moved on to Adler’s unit. Sorry.” With that he hung up.

She was about to ask how limited. But, from hospital policy, she knew it would be no more than a week at the outside.
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Chapter 4​
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Professor Callahan promptly put in a call to the unit. Maeve picked up.

“Listen, Vicky Sloan is getting moved to neurology. I will send through the paperwork as soon as I hang up.”

“Great news. I was worried about her being discharged in her state.”

“Well, you can stop worrying now.” Professor Callahan was back to her condescending self.

The call ended abruptly.

Two orderlies turned up on the ward minutes later with the transfer papers and a new bed. Just as they passed her station, Maeve saw Al Sloane making his way toward his wife’s room. She hastily jumped up and ran after him.

“Mr Sloane, Vicky is being transferred to the neurology ward.”

He stopped abruptly in his tracks. “Why is that? Your boss told me yesterday that she would conduct a preliminary study and then advise me of the next steps.”

“That is precisely that. There is nothing more than we can do for Vicky, sorry Ms Sloan. She needs to be managed under the care of someone in neurology. She has been through a quite a bit of trauma and requires the level of care that we can’t provide here.” Her words were well-intended, though, she knew, well beyond the capacity to actually inform. She also knew, though, that, given the haste with which Professor Callahan had transferred Vicky Sloane, she would not call her on it.

Al Sloane appeared momentarily torn between relief and confusion. “Are they transferring Vicky now?”

“Yes, they are. That’s what the two orderlies are here for.”

“Can I follow them?”

“Of course you can.”

As soon as the bed was wheeled out with Vicky lying supine in it, accompanied at close range by Mr Sloane she called Margaret Callahan.

“What happened?” She sounded panicked.

“Not a thing. I wanted to let you know that as the orderlies were moving Vicky Sloan to neurology, Mr Sloane arrived on the ward.”

“And?” She asked breathlessly.

“At first, he seemed in a bit of a loss. But he then followed his wife when I told him that she would receive the right care that we can’t provide in this ward.”

Professor Callahan mulled Maeve’s answer for moment. “Did he seem satisfied with that?”

“Yes, very much so. He left obligingly without asking to meet with you.”

“Good move.”

Without much further ado, Margaret hung up the phone silently hoping that she would never see Ms Vicky Sloane in her ward.

***
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Professor Callahan did not get any further reports or feedback from either the hospital administrator, Dr Mercer, or the Neurology Head, Dr Quinn. She didn’t think much on it, presuming the old adage ‘No news is good news’. Well, in this case, it proved only partially true.

Four days after her transfer, she was CC’ed on an email from Dr Quin that he sent to Dr Mercer.


Dear Caroline,

Following an extensive review of Victoria Sloane’s transfer from Obstetrics, I could not detect any underlying physical manifestation to account for her described aberrant behaviour.

As it appears to be an early-stage outcome secondary to heavy haemorrhaging and trauma, I would not recommend transferring her to Adler’s Unit at this time.

According to Sian Callahan, there is no prenatal history of psychosis.

I have advised Algernon that his wife will be discharged as soon as practicable. To alleviate any abnormal behaviour, as noted by Sian, I am prescribing Haloperidol in the event of a recurrence.

I have completed and attached the relevant forms for your perusal and approval.

Nathan Quinn
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