These names are of fictional purposes and do not reflect any real person.  Any likeness to names or places is of pure coincidence and can not be held accountable for:

Fate’s Day

Spring, Wednesday 1990.

“Give me 10 cc’s of methane, stat!”

A nurse from across the operating table lifted up her head.  Her face was covered with the standard mask while a few strands of short brown hair brushed across her forehead.  “Look to your left doctor.”


Dr. Bailey swerved his head towards his left side and found the tray with a needle prepped for use.  He made a quick grab for it using his left hand, keeping it on the palm of his hand with the needle towards the tray.  Almost fumbling it, Dr. Bailey took a quick flick of the wrist and jabbed the needle into the patient, injected the fluid, and tossing the empty needle aside.  Using the back right hand, Bailey wiped his forehead and let out a sigh.  His blond bangs also brushed across his face, and even started to cloud his vision.


“Nothing’s happening doctor.”


Bailey took a glance at the nurse and moved his head back towards the patient. “Why the heck is it not working?”


“I’m a nurse, not a mechanic.”  The nurse motioned towards the respiratory machine and followed every beep with a wave of her right index finger.  She moved her left hand and placed it on her hip and started to sway with the beeping noise.  The white pump shoes she wore were also starting to move, initiating a squeaking noise.  Bailey looked up and curled his lip downward.  His blue eyes peered onto the nurse as a grumble came from his throat.


“Stop that!  We’re here to save this man’s life, not kick up our heels.”  Bailey clenched his right hand into a fist and raised it up towards the ceiling in an attempt to frighten the nurse.  It would have worked, but the nurse didn’t care and continued as she went towards a few of the instruments, waiting to hear Bailey’s instructions.


“Whatever you say doctor.”


Bailey let out a sigh and moved his hand back down towards the operating table.  “Just keep in mind that I don’t tolerate insubordination, nurse.”  The nurse gave him a slight look of anger, but brushed it off and went back to messing around with the equipment.  “Alright! Let’s get to business, shall we?”  The nurse gave a slight nod, but it was mostly to the beet from the beep.


“Scalpel!”


The nurse picked up a shiny blade from the tray and handed it to Bailey, almost dropping it in the process.


“Be careful! This thing can cut you like a hot knife can cut butter.”


“Yeah, whatever!”


“I really need to consider getting a new assistant. Now, start recording the session.”  The nurse flipped on the microphone hanging above the operating table.  “First off, I’d like to say that this entire business bout having to record every operation is pointless and wastes time.  Now, this is Patient #118 who has major trauma to the heart and lungs.  I have already knocked out the patient and prepped him.”  Bailey paused for a second and wiped his forehead with the back of his left hand before continuing on.  “I am going to make my first incision through the chest.”


Bailey took the scalpel in his right hand and slowly moved it to the top of the patient’s chest.  He pierced the skin, and dug into the spot for a few seconds.  Bailey stopped and then swiftly moved straight down the chest towards the top of his gluttonous stomach.  The scalpel lay still and was slowly moved from the incision and back into the nurse’s hand, whom quickly, and inefficiently, cleaned it off.


“Now, I am going to clamp open the ribs of the patient, exposing the lungs, heart, diaphragm, and portions of the liver and gallbladder.”  The nurse handed to him a large metal object, similar to forceps but with a more monstrous look.  Bailey took the object with both hands, and jammed it into the patient’s chest.  A loud splurge of guts and blood surrounded the room for a moment.  Bailey placed both of his hands onto the metal object, and pushed on the handles with all of his might, forcing the ribs to split open.  Series of cracks and squishes became the sounds during this process.  It lasted for a few minutes until the heart and lungs were clearly seen.  Bailey lifted his hands off and left the metal object within the patient, as it stuck out of his chest in full force.


“Ok.  Now it’s time for me to dive in and fix the clogs within the heart arteries as well as clean out the lungs of heavy mucus flow.  Nurse, please hand me the scalpel.”  She handed his the now clean scalpel with more ease this time so as not to fumble or drop it.  Bailey nodded in approval and dove headfirst into the chest.  He started making cuts left and right, pulling out organs without heed of caution, and finally pulled out the heart with his bare hands.  Suddenly, the sound of the flat-line rang through Bailey’s ears.  He flipped his head round towards the nurse, who only dropped her mouth open and starred at him.  Bailey looked back at the heart in his hands and started a massaging routine.


“The patient has flat-lined.  He is now out of breath.  I am now massaging his heart in hopes that it will revive him.”  Bailey kept on massaging until blood came out of this heart.  He now lifted his head towards the ceiling and made no attempt at stopping.  “Come on! Don’t die on me just yet. You have to live!”


“Halbert.”


“You’re not gonna die!”


“Halbert.”


“Just work with me here!”


“Halbert!”


Bailey woke up in a deep sweat.  His blond hair was matted and strewn about his head.  He gazed around the room, only to find himself back home with his wife sitting next to him, in his bed, with a pillow crushed in his hands.  Another few drops of sweat fell from his forehead, down his nose, and off onto the bedspread.


“What just happened?”


“You were dreaming again and I suggest you stop those dreams.  I’m getting tired of having to buy more pillows.”


Bailey looked down at the pillow in his hand, seeing it as a white, lifeless, featherless, being.  “Oh, sorry about that hun.”


“Yeah, I know you’re sorry. You always are.”  She climbed her way out of the bed and slowly put on her terry-cloth robe over her cloth eveningwear.  “Was it the same dream?”


Bailey rubbed his forehead and rolled out of bed, scratching himself in various places.  Lying next to him on the floor lay his cloth robe, which he ignored and trampled over as he started to stretch out his limbs.  “Yeah.  It was the same dream.”  He swayed his arms back and forth, over his legs, down in front of him, and repeated the process a few times.


“What do you think it means?”


“I still think it means that something big is gonna happen soon.”  Bailey now started working on his legs, spreading them apart and stretching them.


“But…”


“But what? Irene, I believe that something big is gonna happen. What else do I need to say?”


The sound of running water came on and lasted for a few seconds followed by the sound of a toothbrush doing it’s job.  “It’s…just…that…yuv… uzully… thik zat….”


Bailey cackled to himself for a moment.  “Wait till you’re done dear and try again.”  He kept up his stretching and moved towards the floor setting him up in the sit-up position.  Quick spat and more running water came and stopped.  Irene walked out of the bathroom and towards the mirrored closet near the door.


“It’s just that, you usually think that stuff all the time and it never comes true.  Why is this time different from the others?”


Bailey started his sit-up’s only glancing once at Irene making sure she was still in earshot.  “It just is.  I’m not too sure at the moment, but it’s this feeling I have.  Plus, it may be this new set of patients that I’ve been working with.  All of them have symptoms not of the usual norm for…well…anything.  Maybe I’m just worked up about that.”


“Hmmm…” Irene opened up the closet doors and started pulling out any type of casual clothes she could fine.  The first thing thrown on the bed was an old blue polo shirt and some gray sweat pants.  She closed the closet doors and took off her robe, placing it onto the bed.  Bailey kept on with his sit-ups and made very little huffing or puffing noises.  Irene tossed her eveningwear off and onto the bed and pulled over the polo shirt and the sweat pants.  She picked up her gown and tossed it into a small clothing pile on the floor next to the bathroom door.  “Your probably right.”  Irene gathered herself together and made way towards the bedroom door, pausing a moment to turn towards Hal asking, “Anything in particular you want for breakfast?”


Hal sat up for a moment and looked at Irene.  “Anything but cereal is fine by me.”


Irene nodded and made her way out of the bedroom, her fee making patters down the hallway, down the staircase, and onto the kitchen floor.  A moment later a few clicks of the stove followed by a hum filled the house.  Hal sat up, stretched out his arms, and stood up to retreat to the bathroom.  He made his usual ten-minute morning ritual, not bothering about the small beard forming upon his chin and jaw area.  Hal picked up a blue toothbrush, swiped it with toothpaste and dug it into his mouth for only a minute till he spat out the toothpaste contents into the sink and ran the water for a moment.  He grabbed a nearby towel and wetted it in the running water.  This was followed by an immediate scrubbing into his hair.  Another 3 minutes had passed.  Hal quickly dunked his hands into the running water, splashed his face, and turned off the water while drying his face with the already wet towel.  One more minute gone.  He took his comb, lying at the side of the sinks’ counter, and brushed his hair back, then forwards, then back again to make a sleek, straight, laid-back look.  Another minute has passed.  Hal dropped the towel and the brush on the counter and made his way to the closet, and abruptly found the first thing that looked like something a doctor would wear. Yet another minute has passed.  Hal untied his robe and threw it on his side of the bed.  Then he hiked up the black slacks over his bowers, zipping and buttoning it with no problems.  One minute has passed.  He then took the light blue buttoned shirt and made ease with buttoning it up.  He plucked out a pair of black shoes, already tied, that had been lying in the closet and slipped them on.  Only one more minute left.  Hal closed the closet door and walked back into the bathroom.  He quickly checked himself out, making sure he was completely satisfied with himself, then turning out the bathroom light and leaving the bedroom without turning back.  That is Hal’s ten-minute grooming routine.


Hal walked down the hallway, down the staircase, and into the kitchen where the full up front smell of crisping pork-fat came to his nostrils.  He sat down at a small round table in the kitchen as he awaited the coming meal.  The toaster dinged and out popped two slices of toast to add on to the pile of 6 possibly 8 pieces awaiting the other 2.  Irene was already pouring out three glasses of orange juice and setting them on the table, one in front of Hal and the others around the table.  She went back to the stove.  Already a few eggs had been scrambled and set aside just waiting to be eaten.  Irene flipped over a few of the bacon slices and waited for them to finish cooking, not to crispy and not too juicy, just how Hal liked them.


“So, is Jim still getting ready for school?”


“Yes.  I think you need to teach him your ‘getting ready in ten-minutes or less’ routine.”


Hal made a face at Irene as she giggled for a moment.  “I do not have a routine.”


“Whatever you say.”  Hal eyed Irene for a moment and brushed her comment aside as she turned off the stove and dumped bacon onto a plate then setting the frying pan in the sink.  She took out three plates in the cubboard above the stove and placed them on the table.  Hal took one and placed it in front while distributing the others.  Irene took the three plates of eggs, bacon, and toast and placed each on the table with such ease and grace.  Hal immediately dug into each, giving himself a hardy portion.  Irene left the kitchen and went towards the stairs to start yelling, “Jim, breakfast is ready!  You better hurry or else your father is going to eat everything.”


“Oh, very funny…”


Irene made her way back into the kitchen and sat down across from Hal.  A moment later, a loud rumble came from upstairs, down the hallway, and down the staircase into the kitchen.  Of course it could only be their son Jim, with his bright blue eyes, short blond hair, and matted school clothes.  Jim walked towards the table and sat down to only follow what Hal had done before with the food, giving himself hardy portions to his plate.  Irene sighed and gave herself what little had remind of the eggs, bacon and toast.  The family dug in making little conversation during the entire meal.  A few words of how everyone was feeling and how their day would go was dispersed, otherwise little else was said.  Once everyone finished, everyone dumped their dishes into the sink.  Irene made a glance at a clock on the wall, reading 8:45, and looking at Jim.  “It’s time for you to get to the bus stop Jim.”


“Ok mommy.”  Irene followed Jim to the front door, and helped him with his backpack.


“Now, I packed you a tuna fish sandwich along with an apple and a treat for you to have after.  Eat it all at lunch cause I’ll know if you didn’t.”


“I will.”  Irene gave Jim a hug as Hal stood behind her, watching.


“Have a good day at school today.”


Jim nodded his head as Irene moved out of the way and Hal walked up, to bend down and give Jim a hug.  “Yeah. Have fun today Jim and try to fight with someone today.”


“Hal!”


“Or meet a girl.  Whichever comes first.”


Irene sighed, shook her head, and looked at Jim, “Don’t listen to your father.  Just try to have a god day.”


Jim smiled at his parents, opened the door almost ready to walk out and instead turned around and said, “ I love you mommy and daddy.”  Then he walked out to close the door.  Irene walked back to the kitchen sink; to look out the window and to see Jim walking to the bus stop, smiling as she saw the innocence of his childhood with him.


“I’m worried about Jim, Hal.  I don’t know how he’s going to take to the new baby.”


Hal stood in the doorway of the kitchen.  “It’ll be alright.  He’ll just have to understand and he may even like his new brother or sister.”


“Yeah.  Guess he’ll have to understand.”  She looked up at the clock.  “Looks like you need to get going or you’ll be late.”


“Yep.  See you at 6.”


“Alright. Love ya.”


Hal came over and gave Irene a small kiss on the lips.  “Love ya too.”  He took his leave out the front door and into the driveway on his right, hopping into a 1966, cherry red with black streaks, Ford Mustang.  Hal took the key out of his pocket, inserting it into the ignition to hear the sweet hum of his car.  A moment later he pulled out of the driveway and drove off into the morning light.


Irene washed the dishes in the sink, letting out a sigh.  She turned around and noticed that Hal left some papers of his on the table from last night.  Irene wiped off her hands with a kitchen towel and picked up the papers taking a glance at what Hal was working on.  Her eyes carefully examined the papers for a moment.  Suddenly, she gasped out loud.  Her eyes went cold and dark as the papers from her hands dropped and scattered on the floor.  Irene slowly fell to the floor and covered her face in pure horror.  Never had she felt so afraid in her life.  For the first time ever, that fear consumed her and for a moment she believed that her life would change forever.  Irene didn’t know how right she was.


Hal made it to the Glenport County Hospital at 9:15.  He parked in the back, picked up his white coat, got out of the car, placed on his coat, and walked to the back entrance of the hospital.  He wound his way around the night doctors and surgeons leaving their shift, to make it to the elevators.  The ‘up’ button was lit up for other fellow doctors waiting to start their day as well.  A moment later the elevator door behind Hal opened and everyone piled in.  Hal somehow managed to squeeze through the 20 some-odd people and make a space for himself in the elevator.  Most of the doctors left at level 3, the incoming patients’ level.  The rest were either headed to special care, patient’s rooms, O.R., or to his location at the top floor.  It turned out he was the only one to go to the top floor, which didn’t surprise Hal.  This was the one area of the hospital that few venture without a very, very, very good reason.


The elevator doors opened to a white hallway with nothing printed no signs, few doors, and little activity from the people in the hall.  Another typical scene for Hal.  He made his way to a doorway at the end of the hall, to the left of the elevator.  Hal brushed his white coat and turned the doorknob, as he want inside the door, closing it softly behind him.


Hal walked to one of his co-workers on his “secret” project, Dr. Mansfield.  The doctor looked up at Hal coming towards him and greeted him justly, “Morning Hal.”


“Morning Rick.  What’s the progress today?”


“Not looking good.”  The two started to walk slowly to a small table with a microscope and other various tools tossed about.  “The patients have been tested for a various number of diseases as well as reactions to any type of household items.”


“And?”


“We got nothing.  Last night Vic drew blood from everyone and I’ve seen the results.”


“Are we still going with my logic?”


“Well…you just better see for yourself.”  They reached the small table, and Hal sat down in the small, uncomfortable chair.  He scooted close to the table and moved the microscope closer to him.  After a slight adjustment or two, Hal could see one of the blood samples taken.


“I’m not seeing anything.”


“Go to 100X and move in slowly.  You’ll see it soon enough.”


Hal raised his head and nodded to Rick.  He placed his eyes back into the microscope and changed its lens to 100X.  A second of adjustment had to be made as Hal focused on a cell.  It would have been nothing at first, but the cell seemed deformed in shape as well as in mass.  Hal then changed to the next level, 150X.  This time the cell could be seen more clearly.  The nucleus structure had been completely wiped out.  Much of the mitochondria was dissolved into the systems of the cell, making the cell unable to function.  Yet another thing seemed out of place.  A small strand of something was hiding within the dead nucleus.  Hal changed the lens to 200X, and focused in and out for a moment on the strand.  Nothing.  Then he moved to the 350X lens focusing in and out.  Still nothing.  This time he went to the 500X lens, focusing in and out.  Suddenly a wave of fear hit him once the object came into focus.  He pulled back, but forced himself to look and make sure of what he saw.  The object was a strand of a virus.  That was something he was sure of.  Yet it was oddly misshapen but it resembled the devastating Ebola strand.  Hal sat back for a moment and moved away from the table.  He looked up at Rick, who shared the same emotions as he, possibly for much longer than he.  “Do you know what it is?”


“Not exactly.  I’m sure you can tell that it looks like one of the Ebola viruses, but the odd shape is what puzzles me.”


“Guess I was right that a virus was causing this, but not one so serious.  Maybe this strand was genetically altered.”


“Or just maybe we may have found a new strand.”


“Alright now, let’s not get crazy with this.  What the heck are we supposed to do?  There are three patients in there, all with the same thing.  How are we going to solve this without causing panic and without killing off innocent people?”


“That I don’t know.  The first thought was to call The Center but we can’t.  We were the ones who injected these people with an experimental drug and now we are going to be the ones who started an epidemic.”


“Calm down Rick!  We just have to think this out.”  Hal rolled the chair back to the table and shut off the microscope.  “What we have to know is how could this have happened.  There was nothing in that drug that could manipulate or mutate any viral strands.  We were just treating these people with diabetes, nothing more, and nothing less…Wait!  Who gave these people the drug?”


Rick bent down over the table and flipped through some papers, arriving at the appropriate one.  “Jack was.  He came in, injected the patients, and started the monitoring process.”


“Alright, he’s down in the incoming wing right now.  I’m going to get him…Did you sterilize these before you went under the microscope?”


“Of course.  I’m not a moron.”


“Didn’t say that you were.  We just have to be ‘extremely’ careful now.”  Hal jumped up from the chair and ran out the door, down the hall, and into the elevator going down to the third floor.  Luckily enough he found Jack standing in front of him talking to a nurse.  He calmly walked up to him, so as not to stir up trouble.  “Jack.  I need to talk to you for a moment.  It’s urgent.”


“Sure Hal.  I’ll see you later Alice.”  Hal led Jack down the wing into one of the supply closets.  “So, what is this about?”


“You should know!”


“Know what?”


“The diabetes drug form last week.  You injected those patients with the drug, right?”


“Yeah.”


“Do you know what has happened to them?”


“No.  I haven’t been up there since Monday.”


“The patients now have a viral strand, possibly Ebola.”


“What!!!!!!”


“Shh….  We don’t need to start a commotion.  I just need to know if you injected something else into the drug or not.”


“No, of course not!  I would never tamper with one of my creations!  I wasn’t even the one who popped the stuff in the needle!”


“You didn’t’?”


“No!  The new guy did.”  Hal turned white.  His face had lost all emotions.  Hal just did not like the new guy one bit.  The new guy, otherwise known as Kitarl, was an odd one.  His high and deep temples, slanted purple eyes, and odd habits annoyed Hal.  There was something about him Hal didn’t like, and now he knew why.  Always mumbling to himself, keeping an eye on everyone and everything, and the way his pupil dilated.  All were convincing signs to Hal that something was up, but never had he bothered to look into it.  Now Hal was regretting that mistake.  He pulled John with him out of the closet and walked toward the elevators, back to the top floor.


“Something was fishy about him.  I always knew it was.”


“So did I.  And now we have to stop him from doing what else he has planed.”  The elevator doors opened, the two entered, and closed again.  Neither of them said anything, nor wanted to say anything.  They walked out of the elevator, down left of the long hall, and to the door.  Hal turned the knob and opened it to find a puddle of blood spilling all over the floor.  Rick was in lying in the chair, shot in the chest, and still alive as he breathed heavily.  Jack and Hal ran to him with shock.


“Who did this?” Jack asked.


“The…new guy…did.”


“Oh…no!  How could we have been so stupid?”  Hal questioned himself for a moment and gathered his senses.  “Come on Rick.  We gotta get you downstairs and fast.”


“That won’t be necessary.”  Hal and Jack looked up.  Behind the chair stood the new guy dressed in a sleek, silver looking garb that clinged to his body, reviling many of his bodily features.  He held a pistol in his left hand, aimed at Rick’s head.


“You…basterd!! What the heck were you thinking?”  Jack was now raged with fury as Hal stood beside him with horror, only thinking of how to get him, Rick, and Jack out of this situation.


“I do what I have to in the name of the Dragit.”


“Who?” Jack asked.


“You are an ignorant race.  Especially you Jack.  I never really figured that you would inject the diseased substance into those people, when you had doubted me from the beginning.”


Jack lowered his eyes and raised them back up filled with fury.  Hal looked at Jack, then Rick, and back at Kitarl.  He slowly stood up.  “Now look.  This really was a stupid idea.”  Hal started to walk towards Kitarl.  “People are going to find out that you did this.  Were the only four who work here in the morning, and with the three of us dead then you will be to blame.  If you just hand me the gun now, no one else will be harmed and we can figure out how to get rid of this mess.”


Kitarl caught on to what Hal was doing and pointed the gun at his head.  Hal froze in his tracks, gulping in a small breath of air.  “I know what you’re doing, and it won’t work.  You three would have survived for a while if you didn’t go searching into this manner.  But now you know too much and must be destroyed.”  Suddenly Kitarl let out a big huge scream.  Jack had grabbed a pair of scissors from the desk, snuck up, and jabbed it into Kitarl’s leg.  This gun fell down to the floor and Hal dove for it, clutching it and aiming it at Kitarl.


“Now the tables have turned.”  Hal sighed for a moment and never took his eyes off of Kitarl.  “Jack, you grab Rick and get to the elevator.  I’ll join you in a sec.”


“Right.”  Jack got up and slung Rick on his back as he made a jog out the door.


“Do you really think you humans will get far?”


“Shut up!  I don’t know what you or your friend are up to, but I’ll find out eventually.”  The sound of the elevator ding came to Hal’s ears.  He took one last look at Kitarl and ran off to the elevator, to catch it before it went down.


Kitarl took a small device out of his pocket.  He clicked a button on the side and started to speak, “They have escaped.  Keep an eye out.  One of them has been injured.”  Kitarl un-clicked the button and placed the device back into his pocket.  A small smirk crawled across his face as he walked out of the room, closing the door behind.


Hal, Jack, and Rick were well out of the distance of the hospital.  Hal was driving, figuring it was his car, and Jack was in the back trying to help out Rick.  The blood flow wasn’t as bad, and Rick wasn’t shot in any place that would cause his serious damage.  Now Hal had to figure out where to go to get Rick help and to get away from Kitarl and whatever else may come.


“Hal, where are we going?”


“I’m not sure Jack.  But I may have a place to go to.  First, something else has to be done.”  Hal made a quick right turn off the country road and into a small paved area in a thick forest, hoping this would throw whoever may be following them off his trial.  It was also a short cut to his first stop, home.


The cut off the main road was a good one.  Three cars, all filled with loyalists to the Dragit were following the three doctors.  Yet all stayed on the main road, never bothering to go elsewhere.  They underestimated the abilities of the three men, and never caught up to them.


Hal had made it to his house in a record time.  He ran up to the sidewalk and knocked on the door.  Apparently he didn’t have time to fumble with the keys in his pocket.  Irene opened the door a moment later with her guard down.  She was beyond surprised to see him.


“Hal! What are you doing here so soon?”


“Something bad has happened.  Follow me to the medicine cabinet.”  She did so; the two ran upstairs as Hal tried to explain what went on.  “You know that drug I’ve been talking about?  Well something went wrong.  The new guy working there had infected the drug with a very powerful, very deadly virus.” Hal started to fumble n the cabinet, pulling out whatever he could find that might be helpful to Rick.  Irene never dared to intervene and let Hal finish.  “Now he knows that Jack, Rick, and me are on to him.  Rick was shot and now there are some strange guys following us.”  Hal and Irene ran down the stairs and back out to the car.  Hal tossed the collected items to Jack, who started to make good use of them on Rick.  Hal turned around to Irene and spoke, “I don’t know when I’m coming back.”


“Hal…”


“Please…Just remember that I love you, Jim and our soon to be baby very much.  Take care of yourself.  I promise to return one day.  Be careful and tell everyone that I had to leave town on medical business, or whatever.”


“Alright Hal.  Please come back soon.”


“I hope I will.”  Hal held Irene tightly.  She lifted her head and gave him a very passionate kiss, one that lasted for what seemed like a long time.  Hal didn’t want to pull away but had to.  He took one last look into Irene’s eyes and hopped into the car.  He revved it up and zoomed out of driveway and down the street, rounding the corner and out of sight forever.  Irene could only cry her eyes out; she didn’t dare to leave the lawn.  Instead she just sat down and cried for a few minutes, only to return inside and do the same thing all over again.


Hal wept for a moment, not loud enough for the guys in back to hear, but enough for him to forever hate all of the decisions he had made in the past.


“So, where do we go now?”


Hal collected himself, not enough to stop the tears from running out of his eyes.  “I have a friend who lives in Arizona.  It may take a bit to get there but the further away we can get form here the better.”


“And what can your friend do to help us?”


“Don’t know yet.  But he has dealt with the same issue we now face.  Let’s just hope that Dr. Rainsinger is still into that stuff.”  Hal never heard another question out of Jim.  He felt Jim knew now not to bother him.  Hal had his career, his house, his family, his whole life taken away for good, and there was no turning back now.  He now had to expose what he knew to someone and to get help from someone he could trust.  After hours of driving, Hal had only one thing on his mind, ”Eddie! Please be able to help us. You may be the only one who can.”


Jim had returned from school.  He started a skipping pace towards home.  Never had Jim been this happy about his day in a long time.  He had made a friend with one of the new kids at school and was picked first for everything that happened during recess.  That may not seem much to others, but it was the thrill of a lifetime for Jim.  He changed from a skip into a run, down the block and to his house.  Jim turned the doorknob and entered.  Dropping his backpack, Jim made his way to the kitchen calling out for his mom, “Mom! Where are you mom?”


“In the living room Jim.”


Jim ran out of the kitchen, down a hallway, and into the living room.  There his mother sat on the couch in the dark; her head hanged low and her overall mood made Jim worried.


“What’s wrong mom?”


“Jim, come sit. We need to talk.”  He followed what his mother said and sat next together.  Irene turned to Jim and looked at him straight in the eye, never glancing off of him.


“First off, this was something your father and I were going to tell you later on, but now this has to be done.  Jim, you’re going to have a brother or sister.”


“What?  How did this happen?”


“You now how it happened Jim.  Your father told you the ways of life.  He or she will come in about 7 months or so.”


“I guess that’s pretty neat.”


“That’s not all Jim.”  She took in a deep breath and never swayed her eyes off of Jim.  “Your father has left us Jim.  He’s not coming back for a while and I don’t really know why he left.”


“What do you mean he left?  He can’t leave!”


“Jim, he had to leave in order to protect us, and to protect himself.”


“But why?  We were happy weren’t we?  How come he had to leave us?”


“ I told you Jim I don’t know.”


“No!!! He can’t do that to us!!! He just can’t!!!”  Jim jumped off the couch and ran upstairs into his room, slamming the door behind him.  Irene didn’t bother to go after him.  She knew how he felt and didn’t blame him.  For now, he had to be alone.  Irene would intervene in a few minutes.


Jim was face down on his bed, crying his eyes out.  All that he could think about how his day had turned wrong.  For the first time ever school had been great and now his family had fallen apart.  His father had left without saying goodbye, and without a reason.  Now Jim was full of hatred.  He didn’t’ think his father would do this to him or his mom.  Jim would never think or feel the same way about his father again.  From this day forward, everything was going to be different, for Jim, his mom, and the in-coming baby.  The best thing for Jim to do was to forget about it and move on, but for now he lay on his bed and cried throughout the night.

