
One:
The surgeons couldn't get anywhere near the bullet. The
brain scans were steady, but the swelling around the wound was
massive. It was a self inflicted wound. An attempted suicide that fell
short of death. Leaving the sorrow to just linger for days.
Sara Bey's morning started at dawn and already had been long,
when she found out about her father's attempted suicide. Now she
would have to spend most of her days in the hospital by his side
waiting for him to either pull through or die.
Sara overheard the doctor describing the procedure to a
colleague, but stopped abruptly when he saw her. She realized he
stopped for her benefit, but she really wanted to hear the details.
Sara understood that it only took seconds for the bullet to enter
the skull, but it'll take days and several attempts to remove it. There
was nothing difficult about that statement.
Sara Bey had been through so much and it was her father who
took the easy way out. Or at least tried to take the easy way out.
Sara wanted him to live, not because she would miss him, but so he
could suffer living just as much as she did.
Sara lost her mother several years ago to ovarian cancer, and
she was also robbed and raped in a home invasion. She was
impregnated by one of the men, and elected not to go through with the
pregnancy. Her husband couldn't live with the horrible images and the
rape so he divorced her, but did leave her with everything.
“And he wants to check out?” She whispered with disgust.
Her life was shattered and he took the only way out. It was very
selfish of him and the disgust grew like a fungus inside her. She sat in
the waiting area alone and everything around her seemed so black
and white. Nothing had substance and nothing had color. It was as if
she were trapped in a nightmare, a haunting.
“Do you want to play?”
A small child with olive skin and long brown hair stood to the
left side of Sara Bey. She was wearing a black and white dress and a
white ribbon holding her hair back. She was oddly out of place, and to
ask her if she wanted to play was inappropriate.
What the hell is a child like you asking me if I want to play doing
in the hospital? There are sick people here and there are dying 
family
members. You should be ashamed of yourself. Where the hell are 
your
parents? I think I need a few words with them!
Sara Bey said none of that, even though she thought about it. She
just looked at the child and a hint of familiarity struck her. Of
course she didn't know the child, but she seemed familiar. Strangely
for a moment, when their eyes connected everything around them seem
to just vanish, and all the focus they could muster just belonged to



them. Their eyes were engaged for a few seconds, but there was a life
time dangling in front of them. Sara couldn't explain it so she had to
pull her gaze away. She immediately took her eyes off the little girl
and stared at a vending machine. She took several deep breaths and
slowly turned back to face the young child.
“Hello?”
The young girl was gone. Sara Bey felt momentarily empty. She
couldn't keep staring into the child's face, but she didn't want the
child to leave.
“Little girl,” she called. “Hello.”
There was no sign of the child.
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Sara Bey couldn't understand that pull the child had on her. It
was a deep pull without reason nor logic, but nevertheless it was
there. She wanted to ask the child what had she done to her, and
mean it in several ways. The anger at first, and then the need to look
away from the child, but really not wanting to look away. Everything
was just odd. Too odd.
Sara stood up for a moment and looked around. There were very
little people working at the hospital that day so she decided against
asking anyone if they had seen a young child.
When she sat back down she had a strong desire to see that
child again. It was so strong, the desire, that it felt like a physical
ache. Almost like when you're starving for something to eat and there
is nothing around so your body shakes. It was exactly that type of
desire.
“My God,” she whispered. “I must be going crazy. Or maybe the
stress of my father's attempted suicide had something to do with it.
God just help me through this.”
It was difficult for Sara Bey to get the image of that child out
of her mind, but she had to. She couldn't help noticing when the child's
green eyes widened something inside her wanted to blurt out
incoherent words.
“Do I know that child?” she asked herself. “Does that child know
me?”
She thought about it for a moment and concluded that their
meeting was indeed by design. The reason was still unapparent, but
there was no question about it.
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Two:
The next day, Sara Bey had to see a psychologist. It was in a
piece of mail she read last night. She thought she had dealt with the
last of them. Then she wondered if she was the patient. After
everything that happened to her, she no longer exhibited visible
symptoms of illness. Maybe the doctor wanted to talk to her about
her father, and what led up to the suicide attempt.



She folded the letter and stuck it into her purse. She had to
make a decision. Should she visit her father first, or see the doctor? It
didn't matter to her either way, but she did want structure, or at least
conformity.
When Sara looked into the mirror in the hallway to check her
make-up, she saw her mother's face. It was there, not in her place, but
beside her. Her mother was physical, because when she gasped and
latched onto her mother's shoulder, there was substance.
They took a look at each other and then melted into each others
arms like long lost lovers.
“Mother...” Sara squeezed her tightly. “I can't believe it's really
you. Oh God, tell me I'm not dreaming? Mom, is it really you?”
Sara Bey couldn't help it. She just started crying uncontrollably.
It was a good cry, a happy cry, a delusional cry. Her mother, who died
of ovarian cancer several years ago, there? It was an delusional cry
indeed.
“Mother, how can it be?”
Sara Bey's mother just put her fingers to her mouth and started
to sob. She was shaking her head slowly from side to side as she just
stared into her daughter's light green eyes.
“Oh, God no, this can't be true,” Sara shutting her eyes and then
opening them up to see if her mother was still there. “How can it be,
mother?”
Sara's mother just continued covering her mouth and slowly
shaking her head. She too couldn't understand what was happening,
and why she was able to see her daughter.
“Mom, I missed you,” she sobbed as she fought back the nausea
that was over coming her. “I missed you so much.”
At first, Sara Bey couldn't see the radiation poison that once
scarred her mother's face. Then it slowly became visible. The 
chemotherapy
left her so disfigured. It felt even more disturbing reliving
what she had already lived.
Her bruised and swollen eyes were almost rolled back into her
lids just like the last night Sara saw her alive. Back then she avoided
looking into those painful eyes, but now she wanted to. She
remembered the holes on the side of her face and the dry skin that
seemed to be chipping away like cheap paint.
Sara Bey's eyes grew wide, transfixed. She wanted to see her
mother again and she would welcome the cancer riddled woman that
died on her. She could say goodbye the right way.
“Mother, I was weak the night you died,” she started. “I couldn't
say goodbye to you then. But I want you to know that I love you and I
want to say goodbye the right way. Me holding you and kissing you
instead of running out of that room like a frightened child.”
Her mother smiled the best smile she could.
“Maybe that's why you came back,” she said. “To give me another



chance at goodbye.”
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Suddenly the wrinkles were clear and the patchy skin returned
to her mother's face. It was a clear reminder to Sara, what death can
leave behind. She looked into her mother's eyes and noticed the blood
draining from her face.
“God, please,” Sara whispered.
Her mother stepped a foot closer and Sara turned away briefly.
When she turned back to face her mother, a cramp of revulsion
started to eat away at her stomach.
Sara Bey's mother squeezed her arm and tried to form words,
but nothing came out. Her substance was turning into smoke and
suddenly she just vanished.
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Three:
When her mother vanished there was a slight mental
struggle. It didn't last for too long, but it was there. It was there
reminding her of insanity. She knew she saw her mother even though it
held its stretch of credibility. Sara Bey wasn't going to doubt it for
one minute. Not one single minute.
She walked out her front door deciding to stop by the hospital
first. She looked up at the gray sky and sniffed it like a wolf sniffing
the dark for a meal. There was a haunting chill that filled the
morning sky, and for some strange reason, she was a part of it. In that
there was no doubt.
“Father, what have you done?” she whispered. “What have you
done to me?”
When she got to the hospital there was an ambulance rushing in
a teenage boy. The boy was shot in the chest and bleeding badly and
there wasn't too much the doctors could do. Sara Bey looked at the
boy and the boy looked back at her. There was a brief moment of a
mental communication. He was in agony and she felt his pain.
“Am I going to die?” The boy called to her. “Sara, am I going to die
?”
Her eyes flickered involuntarily as if she was heading for a
stroke episode.
“What?”
“Am I going to die?”
Sara Bey recoiled, her eyes widening, as if she hadn't heard
correctly. Did the boy call her by name? How could he have possibly
known her name?
“Did you say Sara?”
The boy nodded emphatically.
“How, how do you know me?” she asked as she walked toward the
boy ignoring the emergency team around her. “Tell me.”
“You tell me...” his voice trailed.



“I'm losing him!” shouted a doctor.
Sara looked up and saw a dark image coming down and removing
a light from the boy. It had to be a spiritual light, but she wasn't sure.
The boy opened his eyes and looked one more time at her.
“Yes,” she said sadly. “You're going to die, now.”
And he did.
One of the emergency medical team member flashed a wicked
grin that made her body quiver. It was a mentally destructive grin and
it had teeth. She turned away and walked toward the sliding double
doors and entered. Sara raced for the elevators and caught one
before the door closed. She hopped in and pressed the third floor
button.
“What the hell is going?” she half whispered. “I'm seeing things,
talking to the dead and knowing when a life is about to expire. Maybe
I should have chosen to see the doctor first. Maybe I do need some
mental help.”
Sara Bey kept pressing away at the number three and then
realized that her father was on the fourth floor.
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Four:
It was nearly nine in the morning and Sara Bey finally got
off the elevator. The fourth floor. She stopped at the information
desk to confirm the room number, but everyone was just too busy to
pay any attention to her. It was probably because her father was the
coward who tried to kill himself. He was the man with the bullet in his
brain. The man the doctors are trying to keep alive. Hoping that the
next time he tries it, he will succeed.
She stopped at a vending machine for a cup of coffee. When the
coffee dripped she realized she really needed it. The smell was
fantastic and so welcoming. She didn't let it drip all the way as she
took the cup away from the dripping spout and took a long sip. The
coffee was very hot, but Sara didn't mind it at all. In fact, she relished
in it.
Sara sat down to finish off her coffee before she went in to see
her father. It was just a moment of escape for her. There was no
disrespect intended. She just needed a little time to catch her breath.
She looked toward the elevator and she caught a glimpse of her
ex-husband. She was almost ready to shout out to him, but she held it
back. Even though they had a good marriage, he left her when she
needed him most.
She rested her head back and she couldn't help but to think on
the good days of her marriage. They loved one another and she so
missed that. Her eyes closed and her mind drifted back to those days.
It was as if she was reliving the moments.
Sara, bent over the stir fry that she had barely touched,
recovered herself, now aware of the scene she had made and of the



atmosphere about her, reduced to a clatter of knives and forks and
the kitchen sounds that enveloped the situation.
Scott made a pretense of eating but remained silent, afraid of
saying anything that would rouse her to words. He was afraid of a
breakdown or God knows what.
“I'm trying,” she said.
“I see, and agree,” Scott quickly added.
“I am 33 years old and now I feel like an old maid,” she continued
as she pushed her dinner away. “I need a little more spice.”
“Seasoning?”
“Damn it Scott,” she buried her face in the palms of her hands
just for a few seconds. “Do I have to spell it out?”
“Sara, our marriage is great, we have everything we need.”
Sara's kitchen was warm and smelled faintly of apples. She stood
up and walked over to the sink. She started washing the dishes.
“So,“ She said. “What's wrong with this picture?”
“You got up without finishing dinner?”
“No, we need excitement.”
“I took you to that Italian Opera, you know the one.”
“My Goodness Scott, why don't you just take a flying fuck at a
rolling doughnut!”
“If it'll help, I'll do it.”
She laughed.
“I see that wonderful smile now,” Scott said. “Listen Sara,
sometimes life gets boring, but spice will come in time. We don't have to
force it.”
“I don't want you to fall out of love,” she said softly.
“You couldn't push me out of love with you,” he replied just as
soft.
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Sara and Scott lived in a small Iowa Town near Catlin Bay.
There were some smaller towns better looking than their area, but
not by far. They lived in a Victorian home that would some day
succumb to such a violent event that will render their future
hopeless. They had a long black iron fence that seem to stand guard
over their property. Giving their home a dominant presence. There were
trees and shrubs and flower beds along the front yard. They were
somber and wet, but during the summer days they frolicked with
growth and color. The home was well kept and neat. Even the dog
droppings were afraid to stay put as the rain washed them into the
gutter.
Those were the best days of her life. Scott had made her feel like
a special woman. During those times she was.
She snapped up from her day dream and shot toward the
elevator. She knew she wasn't going to catch up with him, but she just
had to go through the motions. She very much missed her life in Catlin
Bay, and missed her time with Scott.
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Five:
Her father looked dead as she heard the machines in the
room running like fine tuned engines. He was in the best possible care
but she was still afraid. There was that fear that circled above her
like buzzards.
What kept causing that fear? In other circumstances that
question would have been presented to her psychologist for
discussion. She was sitting by her father's side thinking of the fear. It
was an unexpected factor that attached to her like a tick on a deer.
“My God,” she whispered. “What the hell is happening to me? Why
can't I shake off this crazy feeling? Why does the world seem so
black and white?”
No one answered her questions.
She knew it was ridiculous feeling so much fear, and that fear
was designed mainly for the ignorance. She read that somewhere and
it stuck.
For a moment she thought she heard her father calling to her.
She listened intently for his voice to penetrate her mind. She waited
and waited.
Sara.
She listened.
Sara.
It came again, softer.
Sara.
Sara.
Sara.
“Dad?” she whispered back.
His voice was soft, but it came appropriately in a somber tone. It
came hiding in black shadows, dark lights and confusion. It was trying
to mask the fear.
“Dad, I'm here,” she whispered in his ear. “I'm beside you praying you
come out of this alive.”
That statement was true, but had the wrong meaning. She really
did love him, but she also hated him for what he did. He tried to kill
himself so she would certainly be left alone in a cruel world. Having
to absorb the blows that fear presented.
Sara Bey knew that fear was sin, evil, dark and complicated. But
she also knew that it was very real. Fear was the shattering
discovery to her reality. It lingered over her like a blanket. It covered
her like smoke. She feared it more than death.
“Dad?”
Sara, I miss you honey. I need you.
Sara?
Sara?
Her face frozen with fear. She looked straight at the wall, but



had the imperious need to scream. Sara couldn't understand why she
had the urge to scream, but she did. Every muscle in her body
tightened, and felt constricted when she heard her father's voice.
“Daddy?”
Sara....Sara...Sara...Sara...Sara!
Then it was no longer heard.
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“Dad?”
She waited several minutes and did not hear his voice again. She
glanced at the machines and then back at her father. She waited
several more minutes, and still nothing.
“Dad, I'm here.”
Silence.
“Dad, it's me Sara,” she whispered. “Scott was here too.”
Silence.
“You called out to me daddy,” she started sobbing. “Daddy...”
Silence enveloped that day after he called her name several
times.
14


