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Chapter One 
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Jacob walked into the room; it was dark. Pitch black, the staircase was hard to walk down. It was a big auditorium, similar in structure to a movie theatre. Jacob began muttering to himself that he must have gotten himself into the wrong room. 

Click. 

He turned around to be blinded by a projector that he was standing directly in front of. He exhaled an odd noise and the fifty or so students all turned at once to see what was going on. 

“Uhm, hello I guess.” He let out, walking to find a seat in what apparently was the correct classroom. 

A stern figure emerged from the shadows of the classroom. 

“Hello yourself - Young man, are you here for CS-101?”, he asked. 

The warm feeling of embarrassment rushed to his cheeks, and all he could manage was a feeble thumbs up.

“Good, we may then begin. Welcome everyone.”

The drop-down screen was now fully enveloped by the projector’s light that Jacob had been effectively blocking with his face. ‘CS101 with Mr. Bradshaw’ it read. Settling into his seat, Jacob looked around the class, it was all guys just as he had expected. It didn’t bother him too much, he had convinced himself that if he ever did talk to a girl, it would usually end up sounding like a broken record player of meaningless chatter. It was mainly gangly looking nerdy types, with long hair concealed by hats. A few cool man buns though, he thought to himself. Scanning the room to his right however, a glimpse of a red-haired girl wearing a golden shirt caught his eye. His mouth dropped. Now she must be in the wrong classroom, truly.

He snapped out of it as the professor’s stern voice began to speak, not wanting to be further embarrassed on the first day. 

“This is a very involved course, and I recommend you all find a friend for the duration of the semester. In fact, why don’t we all take a two-minute break to become acquainted with each other. Try to find someone you would have no problem relying on for missed notes or solving other problems you millennials find themselves in these days.” 

Jacob remembered the Roxy-roller on the right side of the room and peered over towards her. There was a Fabio-looking character already chatting up with her, but he picked up his bags and headed over regardless. 

“So anyways, that’s how the cir—-”

“Hi, I’m Jacob Schitz,” swiftly interrupting the long-haired classmate, “but with an S-C-H, not S-H.”

“Get out of here, she’s my partner.”

He looked back and forth between Fabio and the girl and was pleasantly surprised by her reaction. She had a large and inviting grin on her face, her bright brown eyes flashing up at me. 

“Mr. Shits,” she promptly ignored pony-boy, “have a seat if you want to!” 

She moved her belongings on her left to the row beneath ours and patted the seat. The professor had begun to clear his throat at his podium, and the class’s roar began to quickly wind down. 

...

“It’s cancer you have, more specifically a tumor the size of a walnut. It’s terminal, with the one-year survival rate being about half a percent. Seeing that Mr. Schitz here is already in poor physical condition, I give your son about two months of normal life left, before things start to diminish.”

The doctor was cut off by the sobs of my mother. She herself had recent health complications arise. Diabetes had taken her left foot as she had not been managing her blood sugar levels properly. She was better for it though.

I looked outside the hospital bedroom window. It was winter, but Florida winter is not to be confused with a snowy atmosphere. Here it meant that the elderly overreacted and put on their windbreakers and cardigans and questioned about where the warmth had gone. 

Across the street there was a senile couple holding hands as they walked together towards a restaurant’s front doors. 

‘Have you ever seen a war movie where an artillery shot detonates by the protagonist and suddenly everything is ringing in slow motion? That is how it feels to be told your life’s expiry date. Even the biggest of nihilists will experience shell-shock.’

...

“Good, looks like you’ve all found one,” the professor paused, looking over at the triumvirate I had formed, “or two partners.” 

He continued, “This is an intensive course that will cove- “

Jacob toned out the rest of the spiel, having already checked the syllabus and knowing this was an introductory lecture. “So, wh- where are you from?” he asked meekly.

She laughed a bit too loudly. The professor shot a stern glance in their general direction. The third in the group began to shake his head and leave. He didn’t stop to take another seat though; he left the classroom outright. Jacob let out a small shrug.

“Don’t you want to know my name first, Shits?” She put extra emphasis on the newly coined nickname. 

Jacob let out a forced smile. He hated the name. It was given to him back in preschool and it had stuck all the way through high school and now to college.  “Yes, okay. What is your name and where are you from?”

Jesus Christ, I’m so awkward. 

The professor again glanced our way. 

“You’re funny. I’m Ruby and I am from New York.” 

He didn’t want to get anymore on the bad side of the professor, so his eyes remained forward, and mouth shut for the rest of the lecture. It consisted of a lot of the same old content that he had taught himself online over summers past. A relief, but an unwelcome one. He did want to be challenged and learn something for what his diploma was worth. 

Two weeks passed before he would talk to Ruby from New York again. 

It had been a long two weeks. Jacob had visited home to find that his mother had been having problems keeping her diabetes under check, stemming from the fact she was selling half of her insulin needles to junkies and double dosing shots instead. When he had arrived, she was bloated, and her trailer had a palpable taste of death in the air. He had become used to that kind of behaviour from her. 

He walked into the auditorium, early this time. Ruby from New York was sitting in the right-hand row just as she had been since classes began. Instead of sitting at the front this time though, Jacob went and sat beside her directly. The same character was chatting her up, but she did not seem amused with him. She greeted Jacob with a warm smirk.

The two simultaneously tuned out Fabio’s conversation with her.

“Where the hell have you been?” She asked. 

Jacob got nervous, a familiar itchy neck sensation tingled up and down his spine. “Hey Ruby.” He awkwardly blurted out. 

She tilted her head, as though expecting more. Jacob didn’t know how to react to that, so followed it up with an even more awkward cough. He stared forward. 

“I’m good, shithead.” She spat out, still smiling at my unintended awkward humour. 

“Class is now in session, please be seated and all cell phones away.”

‘Introduction to multi-faceted anti-virus life cycles’, the title slide read.

Jacob had already studied the whole course outline, being weary of his weak coding background.

The room slowly consumed in darkness and the silent aura of an attentive class descended into the room’s walls. A bright light distracted Jacob on his right, Ruby had brought out her cell phone. As she finished her texting on it, she flashed the sentence to Jacob,

“Party on Friday – Wanna come?”

Jacob looked back at the projector, which had now already had a new slide. A sudden flashback from ten years ago washed over him as the slide changed once again. 

‘Life Expectancy’

The pool party was alive and well. Jacob had arrived late in the night with a few friends when he saw that there were only a few people sitting on the edge, he intervened immediately. A semi-athletic cannonball secured the attention of the whole party. When he surfaced, there was only silence. He had splashed water on the nearby speaker, shorting it immediately.

“You goddamn moron Jacob.” A voice called out from the patio doors. 

He knew the voice; it was Bryce who had been a chronic pain to him ever since he accidentally ate his doughnut in the third grade. 

The silence was picked up by some whispering and a cell phone speaker which had begun to play a generic hip hop song. As Jacob swam up to the pool ledge, Bryce had approached him and swiftly stomped his fingertips, sending him reeling away to the centre of the pool in pain. 

“What the fuck man!”

A few of the attendees further churned the pot with inciteful laughs. When Jacob had reached the other side’s ledge, Bryce followed up the stomp by throwing his glass at his face, “You stupid mother fucker came here to ruin my party and I won’t let you.” 

A louder collective laugh rang out across the party as Jacob’s friends began to stumble into the backyard. They assumed that the two were just play-wrestling underwater, they were wrong. Bryce had dragged him down to the deep-end and was drunkenly gouging at his eyes. Both screamed underwater rage and pain, but the water proved the duo moot to the nearby ledge-drinkers. Only some waves could be seen at the surface. 

Jacob would be left underwater. Unconscious for two minutes following the unprovoked attack, Bryce would later provide testimony to police that a drunk Jacob had stumbled into the pool and began to drown as he tried to save him from drowning. No blood work had been conducted by paramedics and the rest of the partygoers sided with their host, as they wanted to be invited to more parties thrown by him in the future. Even Jacob’s friends sided with the socialite to protect their reputation. 

In the aftermath, Jacob was left in a coma for two weeks with nothing but a public intoxication and underage drinking citation for his attempt to gain a good rapport. 

––––––––
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Jacob snapped his head back and forth with a deep inhale, zoning back into the classroom.

The room had picked up its volume in whispers. 

“Mr. Schitz,” The classroom once again picked up noise in awe of the spazzing Jacob awaking, “What do you think that you are doing?”

“Dreaming of antiviruses, sir.”

Only Ruby laughed at the blunt attempt of witty sarcasm. The professor stood in awe at the display of stupidity staring back at him with glazed-over eyes. Jacob stood and left the classroom.

He stepped into the auditorium hall as the metal door behind him closed with an irritable squeak. He looked down at the floor and his posture sunk. He slumped into a nearby corner bench and checked his phone’s watch for the time. 

12:18, he must have been asleep for over 15 minutes in class. 

A simmer of a smile washed over his face putting some ease into his stressed body as he brought out his laptop and began his own studies. An hour elapsed as a flood of students washed out of the doors on both sides of him. Ruby’s hair caught his eye, and he ran up off the marbled floor towards her. 

“Hey, sorry about that. Hopefully I didn’t embarrass you too badly.” Jacob spoke with a calm vigour. 

“Ha! It was actually one of the funniest things I’ve seen happen around here.” Ruby managed to laugh out with a nasally voice.

“Ok, well just to let you know it won’t be happening again.” 

“Ok, well.” Ruby said as she walked away from the perched Jacob, “Here is the address of the party I was telling you about.”

She dropped it onto the crowded floor behind her. As Jacob trotted for the tumbling paper, he puzzled himself. How did she know that I wanted to go? Was I looking desperate, and was I coming on too strong?

Having finally caught the paper, he placed it in his back pocket coolly. 

A week went by, and Jacob was putting on his favourite jeans in preparation for the party later in the night. A crunch was heard as the pants came up to the waistline. A quick check revealed the paper which had been accidentally put through the wash.

All that he could make out was eighty-four xxxGlxxne—-eet.

“Okay, eighty-four something N-E street. He went to google maps to see if any similar addresses existed near the school’s campus. There were three options, Gladstone, Goneston, and Gilneas ave. Eliminating the avenue as an option, Jacob made his way to Gladstone. A familiar sounding deep bass was audibly bumping several streets away as he stepped off the bus. With a steady pace towards the night of fun, he reached the supposed address. The streets were lined full of cheap old BMW’s and Harleys. He rang the door and slapped on a half-assed smirk to impress the host or hostess.

Alas – no one came to the door and he returned to his normal state of pessimism. Some voices in the backyard caught his attention, and he slugged to the side gate whilst hauling his case of warm beer. Okay, wrong side. He slugged along to the other side of the house and undid the latch, not caring about what the people would think about him anymore – a thought further reinforced by reminiscing on his memory of Bryce’s party. The night was dark, but he could sense gazes turned towards his way as the bonfire began to flicker brightly.

Here we go again. 

An instinct told him to run but an inner deep voice interrupted his self-reflection and he stopped mid-pivot back towards the gate.

“Hey, what the fuck do you think you’re doing here?” A booming voice emerged from the fire area. 

“Sorry I was just leaving.” Jacob started to walk away from whatever the fuck he walked into. 

All eyes were now on him. “I was just looking for a party and stumbled into yours by accident, I’ll be on my way now – it won’t happen again.”

“To hell with that buddy, do you believe in destiny?” A separate southern accent had perked up and pointed at Jacob.

“Unfortunately, I do.” 

The two figures sitting by the fire perked up slowly and began to walk towards Jacob. He froze with fear. As they came closer, it became apparent that they were wearing leather jackets and had confidence in their stride.

“Well then hell, you’re more than welcome here you little shit, ehhheeeehhh!” The backyard audience peaked up with laughter and the tension in the air slowly changed into melancholic relaxation. 

The first voice walked up to Jacob from the backyard’s glass door. 

“What’s your name, son? I’m Willow of The Panteras. You stumbled into the right backward today boy.” Jacob had his hand snatched out of his pocket and firmly shook with a dry hand twice the size of his own. 

Upon closer inspection of the firelight illumination, Willow was wearing a black leather jacket, blue jeans, and black boots. On the man’s jacket, he could make out the logo of a yellow panther with a cross above it. 

Destiny.

Willow led Jacob down to an open lawn chair seat beside the fire. The two sat and stared at the fire quiet while the rest of the party was still filled with music and chatter. 

Jacob didn’t really care that he had showed up to the wrong party, for this was a story to tell at a later date. An excellent adventure... a wonderful timing of kin.. 

“So,” Willow interrupted Jacob’s thoughts, “Are you going to describe the destiny that led you to my party and my people?” 

“Well, I was at a science lecture and I had asked Ruby what she was up to and she gave me an address and I ended up ruining it and I had googled the scuffed address and the...” 

“Ok... please shut the fuck up right now.” 

The two men returned their cold gaze to the extravagant fire behind them. 

The night slowly unfolded and blurred as the hearty men passed their younger visitor more and more drinks and substances. The blur of the fire and strangers around him lit up his soul and for one of the few times in his life an authentic smile grazed his face. 

A blur of orange mixed with Willow’s laughing face and mingled into visibly distorted shapes. 

What the fuck did I smoke. 

Jacob realized his leg was vibrating. A quick multi-dimensional swat later and he realized that it was but a mere cellphone in his zippered thigh pocket. 

“Hello... Hello... Jacob?”

Jacob talked to himself for quite some time before he realized that he had to hold the cellphone to his mouth for the other person to hear him. 

“Ayyooo, this is Jacob.” 

Wow, that was ridiculous. 

“Jacob, it’s Ruby, where the fuck are you?”  

“I’m at the party. Where are you” 

“I’m in the backyard.”

“No, I’m in the backyard.” 

Jacob quickly remembered that he was at the wrong party. 

“Oh, like not at that party.” The comedic value of the situation began to set in, and his contagious laugh began to spread to the bikers around him. 

“Well, get to the right party?” Ruby hissed aggressively. 

Contemplating the menacing voice on the phone and looking around the good vibes and non-judgmental cigarette-laden laughs surrounding him, Jacob pondered his next heavily impaired choice carefully.

“I’ll see you on Monday, Ruby.” 

He felt a firm hand grab down upon his shoulder. It was Willow fitted with a big grin and another hand extending a cold beer, “You made the right choice little buddy.”

The rest of the night blurred together slowly and rapidly. Naked cougars, endless beers, ignoring his constantly buzzing cell phone, smoking and subsequently coughing after some funky pipes. 

What happens on Gladstone Street, stays on Gladstone Street. 
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Chapter Two
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Flashing lights, in and out. People yelling.

Jacob was aware, but was not able to respond or acknowledge anything that was happening around him. Picked up, strapped down.

Red lights, blue room. Crying.

And then, nothing.

The cliché continued as the slits of Jacob’s eyes slowly opened like a cheap camera filter on an under-budgeted college film.  It was a blue room with curtains and overwhelmingly bright lights. 

A hospital. 

Jacob tried to sit up but was restrained a few inches after trying. Looking down he noticed that he was fully fastened down, but also the redness on the rashes where they dug into his skin. 

A sense of overwhelming pain washed through his body like a boiling kettle’s shower. His eyes widened and a painful shout came out of his mouth involuntarily. A female voice perked up from behind him, which alarmed him even more. 

“Nurse!” 

A duo of two young-looking brunette nurses entered the room and began to hush him down with forehead caresses. 

“Just a minute and it’ll all go away. Don’t worry, Jacob.” 

The boiling sensation of his skin slowly replaced itself with an icy tinge beginning with his left arm. Jacob observed one nurse reading a chart and giving instructions to the other nurse who was operating a syringe. Jacob traced the tube to a larger unit which then led directly into his arm. 

The sudden mental and bodily tension that had arrived, departed all together just as quickly as it had arrived as his body slowly sank back into the stiff bed. His eyelids slowly grazed down his eyes and his breathing slowed into a steady relaxing pace. 

Before he drifted off, the last thing he saw was a smiling Ruby standing above him, almost as if a heavenly figure had descended to greet him. 
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Chapter Three
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Jacob has stayed in his hospital bed for well over a week and had remained in a state of rebounding consciousness. When he was awake, a nurse had turned on an audiobook for him to pass the time in between medical briefings of his cancer which he had pushed aside to a dark place and chosen to forget about. This had been a rude awakening. 

Dale Carnegie’s How to Win Friends and Influence People is the only thing that stuck in his mind from the week. 

Other details had been blurred together from the week also. Half-assed visitations from family members, pretending to care and talking to him. A school counselor had come to visit him and left him a note that he was free to return to his school semester without pressure of handing in assignments or passing tests. 

Wow, what a courtesy gesture. 

Despite the seizures and overly drawn-out week, there was a newfound sense of calm to his demeanor. 

On his 8th morning at the hospital, the oncologist came to debrief him of what had happened. He entered the room with a cold seal of depravity. 

“Jacob, how are you this morning? All the other times I have come, you have been out like a light, like a light. Do you like that Drake song? Haha, that’s what all of the other young bucks tell me here.” The Dr. cleared his throat and looked at Jacob through his thin reading glasses slits. 

Jacob stared at him blankly with a thousand-yard stare. 

“Mr. Schitz, you arrived here a week ago with a brain contusion and in a state of repeating seizures brought on by your party-night. You are in a weakened state because of your cancer, you can’t be doing that any longer, OK? You are lucky to have a friend such as Ruby to have your back. She brought you in here on her own accord after all of your biker friends insisted that you had just blacked out on your acid trip.”

Wild night. 

“So,” The doctor continued, “Despite your earlier meeting with my department last month, it was noted that you chose to decline chemotherapy on your cancer. When you were under from your complications, your mother signed over the paperwork to have you begin a chemotherapy regime. 

Jacob was too weak to respond. Fuck. In his head, Jacob had thought that the end would just naturally arrive. 

Well, I hadn’t thought about the end that much. 

“This is going to be a great chance for us to halt the progress. While you were out, we performed several MRI’s to see if there was internal bleeding from your tumble at the party. What we discovered is that there has been very little growth progress, which is amazing to see, now that’s not to say this is not killing you, because it is...” The Doc glanced up from his chart to see if Jacob was still conscious, “Ahem, pardon my French. This chemo is going to beat your body up, but it is your only hope to still be a functioning member of society. Your first session will be later today if your body is able to stay strong enough today.” 

The Doc once again looked up above his notes and noticed that Jacob had drifted off into a deep sleep. 

“Right, tomorrow then it is.” 

Jacob wasn’t asleep; however, he had just had enough of the Doctor and his negative news and overall loose and cold demeanor. How did Ruby find me and bring me here? Seizures? Did Willow help at all?

The questions were endless, but any answers were few. He felt his head for the bandage that had been changed several times to stop the gouge along his hairline. It was caked and due for another change from one of the brunette nurses that he had gotten familiar with in his free time, conscious time that is. 

Timely enough, the nurse walked in at that moment and greeted him formally just as she always had done. “Good morning! Dr. Johnson just told me you had passed out sleeping, good to see you wide awake again.” 

“I was awake the whole time, I was just sick of him talking to me.”

“Well, you are sick Jacob, more than you realize it too.”

You sound like him. 

“You’d be cold and jaded like him if you dealt with cancer nearly every day of your life.” 

Something resonated with Jacob with those words. It was something his father had tried to instill to him from a young age. Anger is just fear turned inwards. 

“I suppose I just hate the words coming out of his mouth, I don’t even know the doc.” 

“You are very self aware Mr. Schitz,” The nurse had smiled at his response. 

“What is your name anyway? I can’t tell you and the other nurse apart at all. 

“That’s because we are sisters. I am Mary, you can tell me apart because of my small scar here on my cheek,” The nurse pointed to a small pink discoloration on her left cheek, “Jane is my sister. Yes, Mary and Jane. Some hippies our parents were, right?” 

Jacob could tell this was a muse that either nurse was used to telling patients, there was little to no emotion in her voice.  

“Do you know how my friend got me here?” 

“Well, why don’t we have her explain it to you herself.” 

There was an awkward silence in the air as Mary began to unravel the blood-caked bandage from his forehead for several seconds before footsteps in the hallway could be heard. Jacob’s heart skipped a beat, he couldn’t wait to see her. 

Jane entered the room carrying the new bandages and IV bag that were ready to be changed. 

“Oh... it’s just you. Heh. Hi Jane!” 

“Why’s he in a good mood?” Barked Jane to her sister. “Do they have him back on a morphine regime again? I’m not dealing with the fucking diarrhea that came out of his ass like last time, that’s on you.” 

Jacob stared at her bluntly until she finally matched his eye contact and realized he was fully present. The two laughed while Mary had assumed a horrified look on her face as the last bit of thread clinging to his scab came off. 

“Well, you now know how nurses talk when we think patients are unconscious.” 

Jacob smiled, “It’s okay, I appreciate the humor.” 

Jane handed her sister the fresh bandage as Jacob watched the old one being placed into the room’s corner bio-container. 

Ruby walked into the room. 

“You’re awake!” 

Jacob found the strength to sit up a bit to meet his friend as Mary disappointingly obliged the pause in her cleaning of his cut. 

“How did you find me?” 

“You pocket dialled me, and it was hilarious, but that’s beside the point, I can’t believe you’re awake and smiling!” 

“No, I want to know how I got here.” 

The serious tone of his voice had gotten Ruby’s attention.

“Nobody t- told you?” 

“No, I am starting to piece things together just today, I was out most of this week.”

“Of..o...ofcourse, I’m sorry Jacob I hadn’t thought about that, I’m sorry.” 

She basically body-boxed Mary out of the way as she leaned in for a hug with the ointment-heavy and bloodied forehead of her lying-down friend. 

Her touch was warm and embracing as Jacob did his best to wrap up her back with what little strength he had. He hurt but it was worth the human touch she gave him. She smelled of cheap perfume and her dry hair gently grazed against his cheek. 

The sister nurses were now growing annoyed and had taken on the same posture, leaning back in their chairs on a slightly left-leaning angle in their backs. 

Jacob looked sideways at them as Ruby slowly withdrew her arms around him. 

Mary resumed her work. 

“Your pocket dial was full of laughs... stories that I could overhear so I stayed on the line, RIP our phone bills huh. I even put you on speaker phone for a few others that wondered why I was on my phone for so long. You are hilarious! How come you aren’t like that at school?”

Because of the acid I was on, mainly.

“At some point though, the line went quiet and then we heard screams. Somebody heard me through your phone and picked up and told me where you were. I came over and picked you up. Your friend Willow told me he thought it was a seizure... you had two. He was the one who bandaged your head in between them.”

Jane piped up, “You’re lucky to be alive, big guy. Most people’s bodies can’t handle the stress of back to back severe episodes like that, let alone with a cancer diagnosis like yourself.”

Ruby shot her glance at Jane at a 100 miles per hour, “What?”

She didn’t know. 

A gentle tap on his forehead secured the last few centimeters of bandage being secured, Jacob felt it and immediately assumed he looked like Andre Agassi. Not the handsome version, the post-head shave version. It was something that they had done when he arrived to see the extent of his injury from falling, as Dr. Johnson had explained to him at some point through the week. The halo bandage was the Nike headband to his shaved head. 

He laughed, Ruby did not. 

“There is nothing funny about that, Jacob.” 

“No, it’s something else, like, imagine if the blood even forms a Nike logo on my bandage, everyone is going to be calling me Agassi.” He spoke up assumedly.

She shot him a look of agony, she was biting her lip and her eyebrows had formed raised crescents, her body was shaking. 

“Oh, hey now, don’t be like that. You hardly even know me.”

She did at least acknowledge this fact and the grief slowly released from her face. 

The two nurses had finished their work and tapped the handwritten note they had placed on the door.

‘Reminder – Chemo @ 9 AM tomorrow’

They left without saying a word or an ounce of anything really, Jacob internally nodded at their working professionalism, he knew the distance they had to keep from emotions. 

“Well,” Ruby resumed, “You are authentic and that is something nobody really is it seems.” 

Jacob physically nodded and continued his vision of imagining himself in his cancer robes serving an ace at Wimbledon with the cold air chilling his ass while the crowd clapped at his perfectly placed 120 MPH rocket. 15-love. 

As his attention returned to the room, no other words were spoken, he drifted back into his bed, and then into sleep within a minute. 

A gentle slap in the face awoke Jacob from his slumber, it was Jane.She began to speak but was interrupted by an aged man with a cane who had no sense of surroundings. A nurse emerged from another room frantically and quickly corralled him out of their way. The two nurses made militaristic eye contact of understanding and carried on their own missions. 

Jane looked back from her chair navigation to make sure that he was still awake and paying attention. He was, half-heartedly. 

“What is the aim of my treatment?” 

The nurse made an odd noise that sounded like a hybrid between a hiccup and sigh. 

“Well,” she stumbled, “We don’t know yet. Your diagnosis is Glioblastoma. Initially, signs and symptoms of glioblastoma are non-specific. They may include headaches, personality changes, nausea, and symptoms like those of a stroke. That’s why Dr Johnson was mentioning your already compromised system.” 

Jane was once again interrupted by a disturbance down the hallway. At the emergency exit was a man shouting in agony and bleeding profusely from his head being quickly escorted down the hallway with a team of nurses and doctors. Jane moved into a vacant room on her left and poked her head half-way out of the doorway to observe the endeavour. 

As she did this, a flailing arm grasping onto the vertically held IV fluid caught her with an extended elbow directly on the cheek. She immediately withdrew back into the room as the medical entourage followed suit past the doorway. 

“Are you alright?” a shocked Jacob asked. 

The nurse looked back at him with hand on cheek but did not say anything. She entered the hall without betraying any pain. “It was my fault.” 

The two resumed their trek through the endless mazes of the hospital hallways, thick metal doors, and bright flashing lights. 

“Normally,” Jane resumed her chemo briefing,

How many times has she given this chemo speech?

“It is between the patient and the oncologist, who decides what drug or combination of drugs you will get. Your doctor will choose the doses, how the drugs will be given, and how often and how long you’ll get treatment. All these decisions will depend on the type of cancer, where it is, how big it is, and how it affects your normal body functions and overall health. In your case however and the severity of the diagnosis, Dr. Johnson and your mother have decided to place faith in an experimental drug out of China.”

“Lovely, so we have no idea what the drug will do?” 

The bed and the nurse halted before a large steel door with over-the-top steel handles. A buzzer rang from behind the entrance and the doors swung open to reveal a very nice lobby room with marble flooring and extravagant high and stained trim. It was a deep hue of purple with a warmth oozing out of the clam-styled lighting, reminiscent of medieval torches. 

“Welcome to your new home, Mr. Schitz.”

Jacob looked around and noticed the sign behind the counter with a middle-aged blonde woman. Oncology Unit.
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