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I. 
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Rebekkah can't handle it! She recalls the desperation she'd felt while being unavailable to her daughter ...not being able to be in her life, to guide or protect her.  

Her daughter had died.  Yes, she knew it was not her fault ...she had to remain in the hospital, unable to return back home after her daughter's birth. Yet, the fact that she was unable to be around did not comfort her.  

But with her son, it was different.  She could have done more to protect him. And it is that failure that now drives her emotions.  

Rebekkah is very much aware of her present transference of emotions. After all, Ruth's life is similar in many ways, facing a dilemma ...a dilemma much beyond her control.  Though, with help, Ruth will not have to face a similar outcome.  Yet, to what present benefit is it to have an extremely powerful friend if that awareness remains hidden?

Ruth's reality has reached a perceived 'point of no return'. And worse yet, is the feeling that her own child was destined to inherit this same hopeless and inescapable torment. After all, it makes no difference whether that which is perceived is chosen, or if it is merely surrendered to ...the result is often the same, serving as the path which is eventually followed ...and lived out. 

––––––––
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Oh, Ruth ...poor Ruth!  

––––––––
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And poor Aleah ...it's unthinkable, unbearably insane!

Only Ruth would know, and it's maddening to even imagine. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


II.   
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Ruth stares at the concrete wall and steel bars. 

She thinks of the other prisoners ...and prays for them. Many of them, like her, are so young. She wonders how each individual life had taken a wrong turn ...each of them having been born into this world as a precious bundle of joy, whether recognized as such or not. 

Maybe that is precisely it ...as a child, they are considered a victim of society's inability to protect each one of them, but as that same child reaches a certain age, the victim is no longer viewed as a victim. Perhaps that child becomes the very summation of what they've been taught, but sadly it often includes victimizing others. 

––––––––
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Yet, many people are difficult to deal with, and they are dangerous to themselves and others. Intervention isn't always clear or easy. Many prisoners thrive on intimidation, and some officers do too ...almost like a gang rivalry. 

All is well, as long as the wayward activity is locked away where most of society can ignore it.  That seems to be the prevalent view. 

Too bad, so sad ...that was also Ruth's childhood experience.  

Ruth is back in jail without bond, having been shockingly re-arraigned on an added murder charge. Though that was not the surprising part.  What still seems so unbelievable is that Mom was there ...holding hands with Dad!  Ruth did fully expect Mom to be there at the re-arraignment, but not with Dad ...and no way would she be holding his hand! 
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III.  
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On an opposite shore, Maggie is trying to shore up her emotions. She feels this internal struggle going on ...as she witnesses Nitro Nurse. Maggie feels sorry for her, yet she also feels sorry for anyone who has to face the meltdown of the very core nature of such a troubled individual. 

Nitro Nurse, having shed her exoskeleton, lifts the body over her head, her massive muscles rippling throughout her spectacular Spandex-adorned physique. 

Major's insides silently scream out, "Please don't drop him! Please don't hurt him! Please don't slam him! Where are you Larry! Oh, Larry, where are you!" 

Major is freaking out!  Has she gone insane?  Is this real?  It can't be!! 

Major must have finally accomplished what she was somewhat denying ...but now she'd have to admit it. After all she'd been through, she is now crazy too ...crazy Larry, and crazy Maggie!! 

Real or not, the emotions are still there. And the pain is real ...whether it is real to anyone else or not, is irrelevant. The pain is real! And whether it is in our dreams or nightmares, or whether it is real, we still have to overcome the struggle. We have to overcome our pain. And our screams, whether silent or aloud, must somehow penetrate that realm of hopelessness. 

Major continues her silent plea, "Please don't slam him!  Larry, I really need your help ...please help!"

Suddenly, a loud sneeze echoes down the hallway. 

Nitro Nurse gently places the man back on the gurney. 

Major sighs a breath of relief. 

* * * * * * * *
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Nitro Nurse freezes for a moment while she listens. She hears the familiar whistling. The Good Doctor is always whistling, usually the theme song of some television show. The Good Doctor, as Nitro Nurse refers to him, gives nicknames to each of the corpses. He's very personal with his work, naming them after TV characters. And you can tell which one he will be visiting next by the song he is whistling. 

Earlier in the evening, the Good Doctor had asked her to prepare Uncle Fester, so he'd be ready to work on him tomorrow evening. But obviously he'd changed his mind ...and wants to work on him tonight. He is presently whistling the Addams Family song. Nitro Nurse clearly hears the snapping of the fingers too. And as luck would have it, Uncle Fester is in the room across the hall.  

She must get out of there quickly! She would most likely be seen from across the hall by the full moon shining through the big hallway windows. The Good Doctor would not have a problem meeting up with Nitro Nurse, but he had never met the real her.  

She quickly grabs her exoskeleton, and slips into the adjacent room by a door at the back of the room.  Each room can be accessed three ways: by the door entering from the hallway or by either door at the back of the room accessing each adjacent room.  And at least this way she can buy some time. 

* * * * * * * *
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Clouds scatter the moonlight, but Major's eyes adjust to the dark, and she can still see much. She is so relieved that Nitro Nurse exits into the other adjacent room, instead of passing into the room where she is. She is also relieved because though the whistling initially startled her, it was the sneeze that rang familiar. And Major now has the confidence to do what she feels she must do. 

Crazy Larry hopes the sneeze hasn't blown his cover. He feels bad that he'd cut out on Major. He hopes she isn't angry with him. He will have to check with her first, and then together they can somehow try to get the young man out of here. 

Suddenly an ambulance siren penetrates the night. The siren's warning blast fills the room for a brief few moments, then quickly fades away. 

Nitro Nurse listens, as the siren fades. She also listens for the whistling. Once again the fourth floor has become silent. 

Major hears a whisper from behind her. It startles her, but then she realizes it is Larry ...in a doctor's robe. 

Larry tries to quickly apologize, "I'm sorry I left you alone like that, but we have to act quick now! We have to get that young man out of here!" 

Major fully understands the gravity of the situation. She pulls on Larry's arm, "I already have him. When you startled Nitro, I slipped through the door at the back of the room and switched the bodies." 

Larry and Major both look up at the same time. Nitro Nurse is moving about. They duck down, but wonder if she had already seen them. She must not have though, as she walks through the room, returning to where she'd been. 

Nitro had left her exoskeleton in the opposite adjacent room. With a bit of cloud cover, she approaches the gurney. Larry assists quickly wheeling their gurney through the doorway to the hallway as Nitro quickly lifts the body over her head. 

Major looks back as a burst of moonlight enters the room, and hears a bloodcurdling scream ...an organ with its entrails dangling down across Nitro's face. 

The screams continue to echo down the hallway as they reach the stairwell with their gurney. Major feels she has made matters worse. She shouldn't have wheeled another body in the young man's place. Now Nitro Nurse will be really furious. What has she done?  

Easing the gurney down the stairwell is not easy, both of them lifting the lower end and letting it drop down one step at a time. 

Some things are productive by doing them one step at a time, but they have only managed a floor and a half when Larry comes up with his suggestion, "Let's take the mattress off and slide him down on the mattress." 

Quickly sliding the mattress off the gurney, a door is heard opening at the top of the stairwell. 

Nitro Nurse hesitates for only a moment. She listens. She hears movement below. She grits her teeth, hypodermic needle in hand. 

Larry's eyes meet Major's. With thankful and appreciative eyes, Larry speaks as if these will be his last words, "You'll have to make it the rest of the way by yourself. I don't know how to thank you!" 

Larry kisses Major on the cheek, departing quickly back up the stairwell. He can hear Nitro hurriedly striding down the stairs. 

Larry turns the corner ...suddenly meeting Nitro Nurse at the gurney on the landing between the second and third floors. Larry uses the gurney between them to keep his distance from Nitro Nurse. He sees the hypodermic needle in her hand. 

Major hears the commotion. She hears Larry speak first, "I can't sleep! I need something to help me sleep!" 

This just adds fuel to the fire in her eyes.  Nitro is seething in anger, "Where is he?!?" 

"I tried ...but I just can't sleep!" 

Major has to hurry. She fears Larry is stalling Nitro Nurse to give her this extra time. But the longer this goes on, he is just going to make Nitro more furious ...if that is at all possible.  

"I don't know how you got up here, but you'll be sorry you did!"  

"You forgot to lock the doors." Larry's little game isn't going to buy any more time. Nitro's anger is already beyond the limit.  

Major shudders as the fury in Nitro Nurse's voice echoes down the stairwell, "Wh-where is h-he??!!!"  

Major continues to make her way down the stairwell with the young man. Though it is easier sliding the mattress than it was easing the gurney down one step at a time, it is still difficult. Progress is slow, especially now that she is by herself. She can't risk letting the mattress slide too fast, and it is difficult keeping him on the mattress as she slides it. It seems to be taking forever, especially considering the urgency, increasingly evident by the angry echoes above. 

Major has to hurry!  But she can't let the young man slide off the mattress. She reaches the next landing with a plan. She straddles the mattress while grabbing the end and pulling up on it slightly.  With all her strength, she inches forward, walking the mattress towards the end of the landing to the next step.  As she moves the mattress out over the step, the mattress begins to slide. This was her plan, but it begins to slide too quickly ...and she trips and falls. They are about to have a very quick ride! 

Nitro Nurse is very quick! With lightning fast reflexes, she reaches across the gurney, grabbing Larry by the front of his shirt with the vise grip of one hand while holding the hypodermic needle in the air with her other hand.  

Larry offers one last plea, "I'm sorry, I want to help you! Your anger is totally out-of-control—-and it hurts people! I'm sorry for what you've been through, but you're hurting yourself—-and you're hurting others! I don't know what you're trying to do to that poor young man, but the madness has to end!" 

Nitro pulls him towards her, staring him right in the face, "Tonight it will end!" 

Larry manages to hook his one leg between the railing and wall. He will likely end up with a broken leg, but it's his only chance! And as Major manages to get to the first floor exit, she hears the crashing of metal down the stairwell. She wants to go back to help Larry, but she knows she must exit the building quickly. 
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IV. 
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Rebekkah feels like everything is crashing in on her. 

She decides not to go to church on Sunday. The people at church are good people, but they have one slight tendency ...the inclination to spread news. And it is not just the 'Good News', the precise Word of God, they tend to share with one another. Many seem to feel the propensity to share any news at all. And they would particularly want to question her, since she is the one who had aired the story. That particular segment had been slated for national attention, and that made it even more intriguing. But most of the attention would eventually focus around Aleah. Someone would be certain to ask how Aleah is doing.  And Rebekkah has no idea what has happened to Aleah. 

At this moment, all of Rebekkah's energies must focus on taking care of Ruth. Everything will turn out the way it is supposed to. The guilty will be found ...and the innocent will not suffer. 

Rebekkah only hopes that Ruth can endure what she is going through ...being in that cell with not a thing to think about, except the horrible past. The abuse, the mental institution, her parents' divorce, the tragedy just before her own marriage, then the most vile of creatures invading her life ...having to relive all those terrifying moments that will perhaps scar her for life. And to think the creatures still roam freely, while she remains imprisoned with fear and torment. 

No mind can conceive the terror. Only by experiencing it can one know what terror lives. And through experiencing it, one almost dies. 

Rebekkah begins to gasp and gag. She almost vomits. She is fighting a losing battle against a drug addiction. She is addicted to the drugs her doctor had prescribed to her during her long strenuous battle to regain her health. She is not supposed to be taking the drugs anymore, but she has been so depressed lately. And her health has been failing, and she fails to acknowledge why. 

Her emotional torment had been draining her of her physical energy, and she initially mistook it for a relapse of her illness.  Then she'd switched doctors when she found a doctor who would give her the extra medication. 

She knew the drugs wouldn't help. She knew it was a mistake, but what else was new ...seems like most everything she's done lately has been a mistake. 

The drug problem is not the biggest mistake she's made. Yet, the other mistakes had certainly helped contribute to her problem with drugs. Until now, she hadn't faced how she was truly avoiding this intense anger of hers. She has been smoldering inside. She'd attempted to use her controlling influence to achieve her ends, and that seemed to quench the fiery anger for a time, but in reality ...it continues to smolder deep inside. 

Rebekkah fights to deny the many truths that surround her. She is really no better than the others. But she doesn't want to admit how similar she is to those she considers her enemies. After all, she is right and they are wrong. 

Or is she merely rationalizing to justify her means? 

She cannot afford to rationalize. She has to rise above the superficial explanations and excuses so often used in defending wrong behavior. She is clearly aware of her motivations. It no longer seems true that if you follow the proper procedures, that justice will eventually prevail.  She is dealing with an unjust world, and she has to do something to offset that. 

Perhaps that was her initial motivation, to assist in balancing the scales of justice. But it seemed to get out-of-control after that. She isn't satisfied. She burns inside ...wanting more than justice. She wants revenge.  

She tries to convince herself that it's merely survival and she has to fight back ...but it has gone beyond that. The first thing she thinks about in the morning is revenge. And revenge is on her mind when she falls asleep at night.  She sleeps revenge.  She breathes revenge. And when she achieves some of it, she feels a sense of satisfaction. Yet, in a true sense, she is never content ...the drugs never allow satisfaction.  

No, it is never satisfaction that she feels.  She is constantly at war with this feeling of helplessness.  The drugs enable her to have the confidence to fight back and show the world she is not helpless anymore.  

No, it is more than that!  She enjoys it ...and she thirsts for more. She is better than them.  No, what is she saying!  Does she even know anymore??

This is scary!  What is making her like this? 

Is it the drugs? Maybe the doctor isn't even giving her the drugs she'd asked for. She'd been through that before. The fact that the doctor was even giving her these extra drugs is proof enough that he can't be trusted. They seemed to help ...but help her what?  Help her seek revenge? 

She doesn't want to be this way.  Sure she is angry because she is not in control of her life ...but things will change.  She will gain control of her life ...without the drugs. 

Rebekkah ponders the hopeless perspective that Shakespeare had expressed in one of his works: 

––––––––
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...to suffer the slings and arrows 

of outrageous fortune, or to face 

a sea of troubles ... 

––––––––
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The definition of that tiny word, 'or', brings on new hope. 'Or', means there is a choice. She will face her 'sea of troubles' ...without the drugs. It is better than to 'suffer the slings and arrows'.  Often fortunes bring about 'outrageous fortune'. And Rebekkah has an outrageously large fortune, but often misfortune seems to be much associated with it. 

Rebekkah is fully aware that she can afford things that other people can't even dream about. But what about the nightmares? Money can't buy everything. It can't buy peace. 

Rebekkah begins to gasp for air, her whole body ready to go into convulsions. She is choking on this unbelievable reality. 

Panic sets in. Anger has secured a foothold. The rage within fights to gain control and prove its strength.

How many times had she repeated the lie? How many more lies would have to emerge to cover the previous ones? 

A defense is built to guard against questions. One lie leads to another. Will it ever end? 

The drugs fight to control her, but she will not taste defeat this time. Yet it's an outright war waged within herself. By whatever name or cause, war is war! 

She has to think clearly. She has to get the revenge out of her mind. She has to get the drugs out of her system ...and endure whatever she has to endure. The drugs are confusing an already impossible situation. 

Rebekkah had allowed herself to fall prey to one of the tools of deceit. The drugs deceive you into thinking you haven't changed ...a change that is much more obvious to others. 

Rebekkah's fury melts into a flood of tears, crying to herself, "Oh God, what am I to do?" 

She has to give up the drugs ...if she wants things right again. But, oh God, she had tried. Honestly, have things ever been right? 

She can't give up the drugs. 

Yes, she can! 

Oh God, she has to! It's way out-of-control. 

She's obsessed with this idea of control. And the more she is losing control, the more she is driven to control every other aspect of her life. Will she ever be able to live peaceably again? 

The thing she wants the most is for God to understand. Just because people get involved with drugs, doesn't mean that they are really bad people. It's just that sometimes pressures are too much. 

She realizes that she's doing it again. These are not the kind of thoughts that help. They are lame excuses. Sure, she's had an overwhelming amount of pressure from tragedies that had befallen her, but that's no excuse. It's not God who needs to understand us, God already does ...we need to try to understand Him.  

Rebekkah already knew that in the back of her mind, but she needed to be upfront about it. She needed to wholly grasp that truth for the holy truth that it is. 

She feels so weak and helpless. 

Yes, if she can only allow God to enter her thoughts ...it's moments like these that she feels no anger. She feels no need for vengeance. She feels like giving up ...not on life, but the drugs. 

At this moment, Rebekkah feels she has finally found the strength to overcome the drugs. A tear gathers in the corner of her eye. It is met by another. She prays that things will eventually get better. She prays that when they do, that they'll stay better. 
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V.
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Rebekkah's friend George is with her. The neighborhood appears peaceful, in a way, but it's a false peace. It's too quiet. 

George is a good friend. He had been the one responsible for saving her life. He had brought her to a place on the coastline, north of Seattle, where she could have the peace and quiet she needed during her long period of recuperation.

She had also befriended a sailor, Mac, who had taught her how to spot wildlife. And she had actually gotten rather good at it. Rebekkah looks about. She can see beyond the peaceful facades. There is wildlife in the shadows, behind every corner. One of them is carrying a video-camera. 

Maybe she will be better received if she returns tomorrow ...alone. 
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VI.



[image: ]




His breathing appears normal. His forehead is not hot. He appears to be okay ...though there's no sign of responsiveness. His eyes remain open for long periods of time, but they don't move ...and he doesn't even blink. 

On occasion his eyes will shut, and he appears to sleep. So much for her medical evaluation ...professionally, she's just a custodian. 

Maggie reacts each time she hears a siren. She goes to a window and pulls back the curtain a bit, trying not to be too paranoid as she looks about. The police are probably looking for the young man who is now resting in Len's bed, but why would they suspect her? And they wouldn't just be touring around in this neighborhood ...she lives over an hour and a half away from the mental hospital. 

Maggie doesn't know quite what to do. She is worried about Larry. She had heard part of the conversation in the stairwell. But she had to get the young man out of there. It hadn't been easy. It would have been hard enough if he'd been just dead weight, but he'd begun to struggle. After managing to get him outdoors, she'd left him behind a bush while she got her car. She'd left her headlights off, and drove right up to the building. The fresh air had appeared to relax the young man somewhat, and it was a little easier getting him into the car. 

Now that she is safe within her home, she worries about Larry. She wants to go back and see how he is, but that would only make things worse for Larry. 

How could things be possibly worse? She had feared Larry would not survive the last time he was drugged up. Nitro had certainly been pushed past her limit this time. Maggie accepts the fault. She should have just wheeled the young man out of there. She shouldn't have switched him with that dissected corpse. 

Maggie paces nervously, half expecting a knock at the door ...fearing they'll come for her. But at least if they charged her with kidnapping the young man, she'd be able to get a little information on what happened to her accomplice, Larry ...and he'd perhaps be in less trouble if she confesses. 

With the police involved, perhaps everyone would be safer. Or would that just make Larry mad at her for all his hard work getting the young man out of there? 

Maggie can't handle not knowing what to do. And she feels so helpless. She has to get in her car and drive back there. She can leave the young man alone ...he's not going anywhere. 

Maggie takes the less traveled and less lit back streets once she enters Newcastle. The building appears quiet, a maddening quiet. But what does she expect?  Nearly four hours have passed since then.  It will probably not be wise to just stroll into the place. 

But maybe she could say she lost her house keys, and thought perhaps they were at work. No, that might be too obvious and draw attention to herself. She has another idea. She has to do something! 

Maggie drives to a payphone. She can call the police. She doesn't have to tell them who she is. Yes, that may work. 

She dials the number. She waits for them to answer, twice almost changing her mind and hanging up the phone. Then they answer. Maggie doesn't know quite what to say, "Uh, I'd like to report a ...something. I mean, you know, I don't quite ...what to report? I was hoping you could look into it." 

Over the phone: "Look into what?" 

"Well, there was a lot of screaming at the mental hospital." 

Over the phone: "Patients at a mental hospital often scream at night. Their severe disorders are often worse at night when compounded with their nightmares. Did you see or hear anything out-of-the-ordinary?" 

The officer's sarcasm just fuels Maggie's frustration. She tries to find the words, "Yes, there was something. A young man escaped from the hospital. He appeared to be injured." 
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