
Chapter 3—Kylee’s Story 
I dropped Roza off at her house.  She scurried into the waiting arms of her children.  Then I 

headed home.  It was bitterly cold—the low temperature preserving the remnants of the last snowfall 

and causing what little moisture there was on the ground to form patches of ice here and there.  It was 

slow going, but I made it into the parking lot of the apartments where I lived.  It wasn’t a glamorous 

complex.  There was no pool and spa, no amenity center, no gym, but it was clean and neat and I liked it.  

I slowly pulled up to my spot but there was another car there.  I looked at it in consternation.  What 

the—that was my spot.  I paid extra for it.  What jerk parked in my spot?  I pulled around to the other 

side.  I wouldn’t have minded so much except that it was much further from my door and it seemed to 

be a hundred degrees below zero. 

I sat in the car contemplating the walk and wondering if I sat there long enough, maybe 

whoever had taken my spot would leave.  I was being ridiculous; and running the engine to keep warm 

only wasted gas.  I finally shut off the engine and opened the door.  The bite in the wind swept in, and I 

immediately shut my eyes and the door.  The weather man had obviously been drinking before his 

broadcast this morning.  Fifty-five degrees, my derriere!  The parking lot was situated in such a way that 

my spot was at the end of the building right next to the walkway which served as a wind tunnel between 

the buildings.  Since it was taken, I had to park around the corner of the building and could see my spot 

from where I sat.  The cold was seeping through my thin coat and I did not want to get out of my car.  

Looking up, I saw two figures jump into the mystery vehicle, rev the engine, and tear out of the parking 

lot at a ridiculous rate of speed. 

I gaped at them as they drove away.  The sheriff would be busy later tonight, I mused.  With no 

small amount of glee, I proceeded to park in my spot.  After I stopped the engine, I climbed out and 

headed for the door, grumbling all the way.  Shoving my key into the lock, I was surprised to find that 

the door was slightly ajar.  I looked stupidly at the lock.  It was damaged and I knew somehow that those 

fleeing idiots must have been in my apartment.   

Suddenly, oblivious to the cold, I swung the door inward without entering.  The lights weren’t on 

but it was obvious that the place had been trashed.  Teeth chattering, I fished my cell phone out of my 

pocket and pressed the speed dial.   

“Hey, Kylee, home safe and sound?” Bob answered cheerily. 

“Y-yes and n-no,” I responded. 

“What happened?”  He didn’t even hesitate. 

“I just got home and—well—someone broke into the place and trashed it.”  My face and fingers 

were going numb. 

“Is Rita home?” 

I glanced across the way and saw lights on next door.  “I think so.” 

“Get out of the cold and call Sheriff Curry.  Don’t enter the apartment.  I’m on my way.  I love 

you!”  He hung up without waiting for my response since he knew I wasn’t completely comfortable with 

his terms of endearment and that I wouldn’t say it back.  He’d gotten used to it. 

I hurried across the breezeway, now fighting gusts of wind that seemed to have reached 

hurricane strength.  Rita opened the door and pulled me inside.  She stripped me of my coat, wrapped 



me in a blanket, and gave me a cup of coffee.  She called the police while I waited for feeling to return to 

my fingers.  It was going to be a long night. 

––––––––––––◊●◊–––––––––––– 

The police finally let me enter my own home.  It was five in the morning and I was exhausted.  

Rita had been keeping everyone filled with coffee and snacks as they processed the crime scene.  I 

looked around at the devastation.  Nothing was spared.  If it wasn’t broken, it was at least pulled out, 

turned over, or on its side.   

I sighed.  Bob came over and wrapped me in his arms.  He’d gotten to the apartment before the 

Sheriff and Deputies arrived.  I let him comfort me.  This utter vandalism was hard to swallow. 

“Why?”  My one word came out in a muffled cry against his shoulder. 

He tightened his embrace.  “I don’t know.  It doesn’t appear that anything was taken.  They must 

have been looking for something, though.” 

“What?” I said angrily.  “What could I possibly have that anyone would want?  A second hand 

television?  A VCR instead of a DVD player?  The $366 in tips in the jar in the kitchen?  What?” 

“I don’t know,” he said softly. “They didn’t even take the money.”  

Fat lot of good you are, I thought.  Then I felt guilty.  He was just trying to be comforting.  I 

pushed away and started looking around at the tumult.  What was this about?  I started setting things 

right when Sheriff Curry approached me.  His uniform was immaculate right down to the shined buttons 

on his shirt.   

“Kylee, have you offended your neighbors or maybe someone at the diner—maybe you dumped 

a cup of coffee in someone’s lap?” he said gently with a smile. 

I just stared at him.  I know he was trying to lighten my mood, but frankly I was just too 

emotionally exhausted to appreciate it.  I sat on a chair and placed my head in my hands without 

uttering a word. 

“Okay.  Any strange phone calls?  Has anyone been bothering you—maybe following you?” 

I shook my head.  “No.”  Something nagged in my memory but I couldn’t recall it.  Probably a 

residual thought from before my accident.  I looked at him.  Everyone in town knew my story so I gave 

him a piercing stare.  “What about—before?” 

He knew what I was talking about and shook his head.  “Not a chance.” 

I shrugged.  “Then no—I can’t recall anything happening in the last eight months that was out of 

the ordinary.” 

Bob placed a comforting hand on my shoulder.  I touched it softly.  I must have looked pretty 

pathetic because he squeezed.  “Sheriff Curry, I’m going to take Kylee back to my place for the night.  I 

think it’ll be safer.” 

I started to panic.  “No.  No, I’ll be fine.  I have a shot gun under my bed.” 

Bob snorted, “Right.  Do you honestly think I would allow you to have a gun?” 

I looked at him resentfully.  “I know how to use a gun!” 

Bob raised his eyebrows and tilted his head at me skeptically. 

The officer looked at Bob and said, “You’re staying, right?” 

“Of course.”  

I sulked. 



“Kylee, we have a couple of partial prints.  We’ll run them through the system and see what we 

come up with.  In the meantime, try and get some rest.”  He snapped his notebook shut and signaled the 

others on the team that it was time to go. 

I slowly got to my feet and walked to the bookcase.  Picking up a book, I shoved it onto the shelf.  

Then I picked up more books and shoved them back on the shelves—no particular order.  It just didn’t 

matter to me.  Bob left me alone and went into my bedroom.  He was gone for several minutes while I 

mindlessly shoved volume after volume side by side.  After a few minutes of this activity, I felt the 

strength leave my legs and started involuntarily to bend at the knees.  A chair touch the back of my legs 

and I automatically sat, looking up gratefully at Bob.  His timing was perfect as I felt the sob welling up 

deep from my core and I began to shake.  That figures.  When all else fails—cry. 

He knelt and put his arms around me again.  I leaned in and just watered his shoulder.  It was 

several minutes before I was able to calm down.  Finally, Bob rubbed my back and said, “You’re 

exhausted.  I’m putting you to bed.  I’ll call Roy and tell him we won’t be in today.  He’ll understand.” 

I couldn’t argue.  I couldn’t even object when he lifted me effortlessly in his arms and carried me 

into the bedroom.  I was still hiccupping from having cried so hard.  Looking around, I noticed that he’d 

straightened the room quickly, put the mattress back on the bed, and made it up for me.  Setting me on 

the edge, he handed me some pajamas.   

“Change.  I’ll be right back.”  He left the room to call Roy while I shrugged out of my clothes and 

pulled on the pajamas.  They were satin but flannel lined and warm.  Bob tapped on the door and 

entered without waiting for a response.  He tucked me into bed.  I knew he was helping me but I was 

disconnected somehow.  It was like the day he brought me home from the hospital, bewildered and 

frightened.  He sat on the edge of my bed and ran his hands through my hair.  It felt so good. 

As he pulled away, I tensed and my hand that had been resting on his thigh gripped.  “Don’t 

leave me,” I said.  I was afraid to be alone.  I was afraid to sleep—scared to think of what the future 

held.  If he left me, then my thoughts would never stop and the fear would come. 

He smiled gently.  Bob had a wonderful smile.  There was a dimple on his right cheek that gave 

him a boyish look.  “If you don’t sleep, you’re going to be awfully cranky.” 

“I don’t want to be alone.” 

He arched an eyebrow at me.  “Are you inviting me into your bed?”  His eyes grew big and his 

smile widened. 

“The word is ‘sleep,’” I said with some asperity.  “That’s all.  Got it?” 

He chuckled and said, “You don’t have to ask me twice.” 

I moved over as he shut out the lights, kicked off his shoes, removed a few articles of clothing, 

and slid in beside me.  The body heat was comforting as we lay there.  I rested my head on his shoulder 

and he wrapped his arms around me.   

“Do you realize that this is the first time we’ve slept together since before the accident?” 

I smiled.  Of course, he couldn’t see my face and I was grateful.  “I’m sorry to say this, Bob, but 

for me, it’s the first time and don’t get any ideas.” 

He hugged me tight, then chuckled.  “You’re really tense.”  He gently massaged my shoulders 

and arms and I began to relax.  It felt good to be in his arms.  I noticed that light was starting to filter 

through the window blinds as dawn approached.  Suddenly, I felt an overwhelming sadness again.  Tears 

began to stream out of my eyes and dripped onto his bare chest.  I quickly wiped them away. 



“Sorry,” I said, my voice trembling a little bit. 

“What are you thinking?” he asked softly.   

I was having a hard time verbalizing what I felt.  Finally, I said slowly, “I just feel so—violated—

again.” 

He kissed the top of my head and just held me.  He knew what I meant, how I felt.  We’d 

discussed it before.  The unfairness of the accident that had robbed me of all those years, all those 

memories of my life—I felt like my mind had been raped.  Now this break in.  Did I have a rain cloud 

following me about?  At least this time I had someone who cared about me that I actually knew.  I rested 

my hand lightly on his chest. 

“I’m glad you’re here, Bob,” I said softly.  I knew it was probably torture for him to be with me 

like this, but I just wasn’t ready and besides, we weren’t even married.  He didn’t force the issue and 

continued to hold me.  He was a good man and I’d probably marry him someday but for now I was 

content to lie in his arms.  I hoped he was content too. 

He finally spoke.  “Me too.” 

––––––––––––◊●◊–––––––––––– 

Sometime that afternoon I awoke alone.  The door was closed and it was quiet in the apartment.  

The filtering light enabled me to see that Bob’s clothes were gone from the floor, and I smelled the 

aroma of coffee.  My stomach rumbled.  Knowing that life must go on, I rose and put on a warm robe 

and my fluffy bunny slippers (don’t laugh).  I walked out into a miracle.  The living room was in perfect 

order and the kitchen was almost completely done.  Bob was at the stove scrambling some eggs and 

turned to smile at me.   

“Morning, Sunshine!”  As I approached him he leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on the 

cheek.  I tried not to gape as I surveyed the rooms, but I couldn’t help myself.   

“What did you do?” I sputtered.  “Didn’t you get any sleep?” 

He smiled.  “Actually, yes, I did.” He dished some eggs onto a plate and said, “I would love to 

take the credit for this work of art, but God would probably hit me with lightening or something.  I had 

just peeled you off of my body and crawled out of bed when I heard a knock at the door.  It was Roza 

and the kids.  They found out what happened from Roy.  They came over, and, as quietly as they could, 

they put everything back in order.  That little Robin is so compulsive; she even alphabetized your 

bookshelf.” 

I laughed.  He smiled even broader and said, “I love to hear you laugh.”  I saw relief in his eyes.   

“How did she reach the top shelves,” I marveled as I inspected the work of those little fingers.  

“Did you help her?” 

“Nope, she wouldn’t let me.  Even got indignant when I tried.  She just pulled one of the kitchen 

chairs over and climbed up.  Roza told me to let her do it.  She didn’t stop until every book was in place 

and neat.”  He paused.  “Then she waved me over, jumped into my arms—literally, wrapped her arms 

around my neck and kissed me on the cheek.”  He smiled tenderly.  “It was cute.  Made me feel good.”  

He picked up the plates and carried them to the kitchen table. 

“Did she speak,” I asked hesitantly. 

His smile faded a little as he shook his head, “No.” 

I nodded. 



Taking me by the arm, he pushed me into a chair.  Then he poured a cup of coffee for each of us. 

“Eat.” 

 He set the cup in front of me, then took a seat as he continued, “Since I’ve been up I’ve had 

eight calls on my cell phone.  Everyone wants to know what you need.  Roza and the kids brought you 

some groceries since your refrigerator was trashed.  Management should have a new one installed 

today.  Your television and VCR are destroyed— I’m not sorry to say, but those have already been taken 

care of—” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, Hank and the three stooges, Larry, Mike and George are taking care of that.  Roy has 

given you the rest of the week off—even offered it to me.  I told him I wouldn’t do that to him because I 

know he’s short- handed.” 

I felt a lump in my throat as I tried to swallow a mouthful of eggs. 

Bob looked at me and said, “You’re loved.  You know that, don’t you?” 

I nodded with glistening eyes.  “Thank you for fixing up my bedroom while I sat out here and 

wallowed in self-pity.” 

“No problem.  I didn’t want to sleep uncomfortably.” 

I arched an eyebrow at him and said, “You didn’t want to be uncomfortable?” 

He grinned, and then started eating.  

Shaking my head, I suddenly realized that if he had calls, then I probably did too.  I looked 

around the kitchen.  He noticed and asked, “What are you looking for?” 

“My cell phone,” I said. 

He pointed to the pass through.  “Found it this morning.  It was dead.  I just plugged it in to 

charge it.” 

“Thanks.”  I continued to eat my breakfast.  It was just what I needed.  What we needed.  “Bob.” 

He looked up expectantly.   

I rubbed my palms nervously on my legs.  If we were going to stay together and get married 

someday, it was time for me to get some answers.  “You know I’ve never really asked too much about 

what things were like before the accident.  I want to ask you some questions now.  I think I’m ready.  Is 

that okay?” 

“Of course,” he said, putting down his fork.  “Anything.” 

“I know there was a car accident, but no one has really told me exactly what happened.” 

Bob looked thoughtful for a moment, then got up and went into the spare room where he had 

spent so many nights and came back with his photo album.  We had looked at these pictures before and 

I wasn’t sure what he was going to show me.  Pulling his chair closer, he placed the thick book on the 

table and opened it to the back where he had inserted a big envelope. 

He looked at me with serious eyes and said, “When the doctors told me about what type of 

brain injury you had, that you probably wouldn’t remember much if anything, I thought that if you 

decided to stay with me, someday you would ask that question.  I know that if our roles were reversed, I 

would want to know exactly what happened.  So I clipped articles about the accident and took a few 

pictures and saved some things like get well cards.  I put everything in this envelope—just in case.” 

I took the envelope and opened it.  I was ready.  I poured out the papers and pictures onto the 

table and started sorting through them.  Picking up a picture, I studied a car that looked like it had been 



smashed by something huge.  All the windows had been shattered.  The roof was caved in and parts 

were torn away.  It was ghastly.  My hand started shaking as I looked at it.  Bob placed his hand around 

mine and took the picture and set it aside.  Pulling a newspaper clipping forward it showed the same 

crushed car being pulled out of the water by a crane.  The panorama was a beautiful endless view of 

ocean.  The horrible contrast of the demolished car to the beauty of the scene made my stomach turn.  I 

read the caption:  “Local car pulled from the Pacific Ocean.” 

It was worse than looking at the photograph.  The article was dated August eighth of the 

previous year.  I began to read. 

 

“The County Sheriff and deputies were summoned to Hidden Cove after when 

dawn hikers found a car almost completely submerged in the surf of the Pacific Ocean.  

Low tides kept the car from being swept out to sea.  The single unknown occupant was 

pulled from the vehicle but later pronounced dead at the scene.  A second occupant, a 

member of the local community, was thrown from the vehicle and found a hundred 

yards away in the woods.  The victim was air-lifted to the Redwood Memorial Hospital in 

Fortuna with serious injuries.  The name is being withheld pending notification of the 

family. 

Though there were no eye witnesses to the accident, speculation is that the 

vehicle must have been driven at a high rate of speed down the Coastal Road and over 

the edge of Coyote Point sometime before 2:00 a.m. 

The report is that the unknown driver had a blood alcohol level of 0.195.” 

 

There was more but I pushed it aside for another article.  This one said pretty much the same 

things but also included the fact that the driver was not known in the area and that an investigation into 

the identity of this person was underway.  In the meantime, my name had been released by permission 

of the parents and the fiancé.  

“My parents were here?”  I asked surprised.  “You never said anything about it.” 

Bob looked uncomfortable.  “They were only here a couple of days and it was kind of weird.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I don’t know.  They were distant and didn’t seem interested in what happened to you.  They 

stayed here most of the time and only put in an appearance at the hospital about once or twice a day 

and never stayed very long.  I made all the decisions concerning your care.  When I asked them what 

they thought, they always deferred to me.  I finally stopped asking.”  He watched for my reaction.  I 

won’t say that it didn’t bother me because it did.  “Everyone else was there around the clock for a week 

the whole time you were—you know—in critical condition.”  He left off the words, hovering at death’s 

door. 

I set the article aside and picked up some of the pictures and looked at them.  They were shots 

of the car in the water, the car being pulled out of the water, the accident scene with emergency 

workers and vehicles, the helicopter waiting to airlift the victim—me—to the hospital.  There was no 

shot of the driver.  “Don’t you have a picture of the driver?” I asked.   

Bob shook his head.  “No.  They offered me one, but it was a shot of his body on a slab in the 

morgue.  Some things are just better when forgotten.  Maybe I was wrong not to take it.  They never 



found out who the guy was.  We don’t know why you were even in the car or how you knew him.  It was 

pretty frustrating not knowing.” 

I smiled grimly, “Welcome to my world.”  I finally came to a picture of me taken while I was in 

ICU.  I swallowed convulsively.  “Wow.”  My arm was in a cast and my face was bruised and swollen, 

tubes and monitors were all around and there was a spot on my head where the hair had been shaved 

away, stitches plainly visible.  I reached up to the spot now that had about four inches of growth as 

compared to the long hair that came to the middle of my back.  “I look terrible.” 

Bob leaned in and looked at the picture and then looked at me with a smile.  He pointed at the 

photo and said meaningfully, “I love this picture.  I think you looked absolutely gorgeous.” 

Smiling slightly, I said, “Right.”  Setting the picture down, I took a deep breath.  “So, the cliff 

notes version is that somehow I wound up in a car with a drunken person I don’t remember, that 

nobody had ever met before; he was sped down the Coastal Road, lost control, and drove off Coyote 

Pointe.  I survived—he didn’t.” 

“Yes.” 

Shaking my head, I looked at the pictures one by one.  “I wish you had a picture of him.  I 

wonder if it would help me remember something.” 

I saw Bob frown.  “Hey,” I said, placing my hand on the side of his face.  “I can dream, can’t I?”  

Suddenly I smiled.  “That reminds me.  I didn’t have any nightmares last night.” 

“That’s right,” said Bob.  “You slept really well—with me.”  He looked smug. 

I rolled my eyes, shaking my head.  “Well, that doesn’t mean that you’ll be sleeping with me 

every night.” 

He gave me his most disappointed look.  I stood and gathered the dishes and carried them to 

the sink.  “I’m going to take a shower.” 

“Okay,” said Bob, pouring himself another cup of coffee. 

By the time I got out of the bathroom, the maintenance crew had come and gone and delivered 

a new refrigerator.  Bob was in the process of reloading it with the groceries that Roza had brought me 

so I helped him finish.  “She really shouldn’t have done this.  I’m pretty sure she can’t afford it.” 

“It’s a gift.  It gave her and the kids pleasure to help you.” Bob said. 

I smiled.  “I know.  I’m thankful to have such good friends.”  After a moment of looking around 

and seeing that everything was pretty much under control, I said, “I’m going to work on my bedroom.  

It’s still pretty messy.” 

Bob nodded.  “I only did the bare necessities to get you into bed.”  Then he grinned at the 

implication of what he’d said before he continued.  “You were too exhausted to do them yourself.”  He 

closed the refrigerator door after I put the last container of orange juice on the shelf.   “We’re set for at 

least a week.” 

There was a knock at the door.  It startled me and I grimaced, embarrassed. 

Bob put out his hand, “Relax.  Remember you have Tarzan to protect you.” 

Snorting, I headed for the door but Bob intercepted me with a serious expression, “I’ll get it.” 

It was Hank, Larry, Mike, and George.  I was glad I’d gotten dressed.  My hair was braided down 

my back and the usual clip was on the side where the stitches had been to keep the shorter hair out of 

my eyes.  The door was open so long that the room quickly cooled although it wasn’t as cold as the night 

before.  



The “men-folk” set to work unboxing a television that was far too big for my apartment.  They 

kept bringing in box after box.  I decided to steer clear and let them flex their muscles, grunt, and 

scratch, and, in general, set up a very manly entertainment system that I was sure would make Bob very 

happy.  While they were working, I walked into my bedroom and started picking up clothes and sorting.  

I might as well throw away stuff that I didn’t need anymore. 

I closed the door.  Slowly, I worked my way through everything and made a stack of things that I 

didn’t care to wear anymore.  Opening the closet door, I picked up everything that had been dumped on 

the floor and tossed it on the bed.  Puzzled, I looked at a suit that I had just pulled out of the mess.  I 

didn’t remember ever owning a suit like that.  Of course, I didn’t remember ever owning any of this 

stuff.  I held it up in front of me and looked in the mirror at the image there.  Odd.  I shoved my arms in 

the jacket and looked again.  It felt comfortable and somehow looked natural.  What would I be doing 

with a suit like this?  I worked in a diner.  I didn’t play hard ball on Wall Street, although I looked very 

professional with my Roy’s Diner t-shirt underneath.  Shaking my head, I took off the jacket and put it on 

a hanger along with the slacks, then stuck it in the back of my closet.  I found another suit with a skirt 

and hung it up as well.  The rest of the clothing was pretty ordinary, and I put it all away.  A sweater 

caught my eye, and I stooped to pick it up.  It was pretty and very soft.  So much of my stuff was really 

unfamiliar but this—I ran my hands over it and closed my eyes.  I fingered the pearl buttons and the 

ribbed edges like a blind person reading braille.  There was a flash in my mind and a voice, deep, rich, 

and male spoke.  “You look great in that sweater.”  I strove for more but it was gone.  I’d remember that 

voice though.  Who had it been?  It wasn’t Bob.  It wasn’t any man I knew.  I held the sweater to my 

face, caressing my cheek with it.  It was so soft.  With a sigh, I hung it up in the closet and continued 

wading through the pile.  

I analyzed my feelings.  The doctors told me to relax and not worry, but I was starting to get 

tired of being passive.  There was a book on my nightstand.  Pride and Prejudice by Jane Austen.  Bob 

told me it was my favorite book.  I lay down on the bed and picked it up, thumbing through the pages.  I 

didn’t remember it at all.  I let the book slide onto the bed as I closed my eyes.  Suddenly, I was so tired.   

There was a haze over me, almost a depression.  Ever since I woke up in the hospital and was 

told by strangers who I was and what had happened to me, I’d had this feeling hanging over me.  In 

subsequent doctor visits, I’d shared my thoughts and the doctors had told me it was perfectly normal 

and as I settled back into my life, I would adjust.  They couldn’t explain the flashes of what I thought 

must be memory on the edges of sleep but the nightmares were, according to them, unsubstantial.  

They were probably from the trauma and didn’t hold any significance.  Since I could never remember 

them, I didn’t argue.   

It was a light bulb moment.  You know, one of those moments that you see on TV when 

someone has an idea and a light bulb appears over their head?  I finally put a finger on what was causing 

this unease.  It wasn’t Bob, it wasn’t the diner, and it wasn’t even this town or the people in it.  It was 

me.  It seemed that I didn’t belong here.  It was like I was living in someone else’s apartment, driving 

someone else’s car, living someone else’s life.  It was more than I could comprehend, and it simply 

wasn’t true.  My mind was whirling.  If I didn’t belong here, then how could I have an apartment in my 

name?  How could I have a man who loves me so much if he hadn’t known me for years?  How could I 

have so many friends or pictures of me on different occasions with the same people, with Bob, with 



Roza and her kids, with little Robin in particular?  The evidence did not support where my mind was 

going, so I shoved it aside and succumbed to sleep. 

As I sank into unconsciousness, I heard laughter coming from the living room.  My friends who 

cared about me so much that they flew to my aid when bad things happened to me were what really 

mattered.  There was a beeping noise.  I frowned.  Sitting up, I looked around.  It was pretty dark.  Only a 

light came from under the bedroom door.  I must have slept for hours and it was really late.  The guys 

must have finally left.  The beeping continued.  I stood up and went to the bedroom door and opened it.  

Subdued light was flickering from the big TV.  I walked over to the couch.  Bob was stretched out in an 

exhausted sleep.  I picked up the comforter and covered him with it.  The room seemed unnaturally 

cold.  I heard crying and turned to the kitchen but it wasn’t there.  Instead it was a big empty room like a 

warehouse.  Robin was huddled in the corner on the floor with her face in her hands.  She was crying 

and saying, “No, no!” over and over again.  I rushed to her and knelt down.   

“Robin, what’s wrong?” I cried.  She appeared not to hear me.  She put her arms up as if to 

shield her eyes from something terrible and cried harder.  I reached out to pull her to me but my arms 

went through her like she wasn’t even there.  I gasped.   

“She can’t hear you.”  I turned in fright.  My living room was transformed into a hospital room.  

There was a bed with all kinds of monitors around it.  There was a man sitting on the edge of a bed in a 

hospital gown, his legs dangling.  His face was hidden in shadow.  A dream!  A crazy dream!  What did I 

have for dinner?  I looked at him.  I didn’t like this at all, so I closed my eyes and willed myself to wake 

up.   

“It doesn’t work that way, trust me.”  I opened my eyes and he was still sitting there on the 

hospital bed.  I looked around me but there was no one else, the couch with Bob was gone, even Robin 

was gone.   

“Yes,” he said.  “I’m talking to you.”  There was something familiar about him.  I realized that his 

was the voice I heard during that flash of memory with the sweater. 

“Who are you?”  I felt stupid asking the question.  He was an apparition of my mind.  So that 

meant I was talking to myself.  How crazy was that? 

“I can’t tell you that.” 

“Why?” 

“There are rules.”  He responded.  He held up his arms and looked at the tubes running from his 

arms to assorted bags hanging on an IV pole.   

“You’re a figment of my imagination so you can tell me your name.  I should already know it.” 

“You do know it.  You just can’t remember it.” 

Changing tactics, I stood and walked slowly towards him.  “I’ve never talked like this with 

someone in my dreams before.”  The light was behind the man and I still couldn’t see his face. 

“Oh we’ve had lots of conversations,” he said.  “You just can’t remember any of them because 

of the trauma to your brain.  It’s finally healed enough for me to really touch your mind now.” 

I shook my head.  “I never cared for the Twilight Zone and I’m not interested in this.” 

“Believe it or not, I can help you.” 

“How?” 

“Not sure yet, but I’m in your dreams for a reason,” he admitted.  “We’ll find out soon enough.”  

He lay down on the bed.  “You have to go now.”  I finally saw his face.  He had sad brown eyes with a 



penetrating gaze.  In horror, I watched as his eyes rolled back into his head, and the monitor flatlined.  I 

leapt forward. 

“Wait,” I cried touching his arm; it was solid, but cold as ice.  I looked back at him, and he was 

lying no longer in a hospital bed, but on a metal table.  Glancing around, I realized that the room had 

transformed into what could only be a morgue.  I turned back to the body of this stranger and jumped, 

startled, as his eyes snapped open, glowing red.  His other hand grabbed my wrist with lightning speed 

and crushed it.  The pain was unbelievable.  He growled at me, “I killed him, and you cannot stop me!”  

The glowing red eyes faded to brown.  This time his voice was full of sadness, as he whispered, “Don’t 

let them get away with this!”    

Screaming, I stumbled backwards only to trip over a body.  I saw that it was the same man now 

lying on the floor with a pool of blood spreading outward from his body.  I screamed again and 

scrambled away. 

Sitting straight up, the cry dying on my lips, I trembled all over, and wept hysterically.  I was on the bed 

in my room.  The nightmare was over.  How could someone live like this?  My bedroom door flew open 

and Bob was there.  I held out my arms to him pathetically.  He crossed to the bed in a stride and 

gathered me close.  I shivered for what seemed like hours.  He held me close and kept saying, “It’s okay.  

It’ll be okay. I’m here.  I won’t let anything happen to you.”  He kissed the top of my head.  I clung to him 

like he was a lifeline to my sanity.  I remembered the dream!  All these months I wanted to know what it 

was about, and now I would never forget the horror, and I couldn’t wish it away. 


