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Waking up, I saw the nurse standing over me. “There you are Mrs. House we were worried about you. You’ve been out for two days.” “Who are you,” I asked, “Where am I?” “I’m Paula, I'm one of the nurses. You’re in BUI Hospital Basement level; we call it the tombs, because it’s in the lowest levels of the hospital. Don’t worry it’s just a nickname.” “How did I get here,” I questioned, “I was hiking. I remember falling now I’m here?” “Yes, you hit your head, the rescue team found you and brought you here. You were out cold for two days. No worries though Mrs. House, we took good care of you. I’ll let the doctor know you’re awake and he can tell you what’s going on.”

I watched her leave the room. My head was sore but not pounding with pain. Oddly I know I fell; however, I can’t remember losing consciousness. I sat up when the doctor entered.  “Hello Mrs. House, I’m doctor Kent. glad to see you’re awake. We were worried about you.” “What’s going on,” I asked, “I remember falling, but not passing out.” “It happens,” the doctor answered, “We checked you out. There's no damage to your brain. You may have just blacked out due to the fact that you were dehydrated and weak. We started you on an IV fluid drip to rehydrate you.” He pointed to the bag hanging on my left side, dripping down the tube into my arm, “you seem to be alright other than that. You’ll be with us for at least another four days, so we can make sure there are no issues, permanent damage, or problems. Get some rest, and we'll check in on you later.”  With that, he left the room, closing the door behind him. Feeling tired, I fell back to sleep.

I was awakened by a tapping noise going by my room. Listening, it was going down the hall. It sounded like someone walking by with a cane. Tap went the cane on the floor, then a shuffle of feet. Must be another patient I thought. As the noise faded, I heard two nurses talking, “See I told you I heard it,” the first nurse claimed. “Keep your voice down. The patients will hear you,” the second nurse snapped, “It’s bad enough, we know. We can’t let anyone else know about it.” “Every time we hear it another patient dies,” the first nurse replied. “I know, but until we find this cane walking person, we need to keep the floor quiet, so no one else knows,” the second nurse stated, “The hospital doesn’t need the scandal." “Scandal my ass, four patients already died. This is about someone who’s killing our patients not whether the hospital screwed up an operation like Mr. Wood’s surgery,” the first nurse whispered. “It went this way, come on,” the second nurse relayed as they walked past my room heading down the hall.

“What is going on here,” I thought to myself? It was hard to focus. I kept falling asleep. No matter how much I tried, I couldn’t stay awake for long. I felt like I was being drugged. “What the hell is in this IV drip,” I wondered as I was out again. I woke to the sound of someone at my door. “That makes five now, " the voice stated, “Shut up, the patients will hear you.” Opening the door, Doctor Kent walked in, “How are we doing today Mrs. House?”

“What’s in my IV drip,” I demanded, “I keep falling asleep. What are you doing to me, and why?” “It’s okay just relax Mrs. House, it’s just a mild sedative along with the fluids you need replaced in your system. Where you had been out for two days, we wanted to make sure your body could rest. It helps the healing process; that's all. You won’t be getting the sedative starting tomorrow. We will, however, need to keep the fluids going for a few more days. Just to make sure you’re no longer dehydrated.” Before I could ask another question, he was out the door shutting it as quickly as possible, and I was falling back asleep again.

I don’t know how long I slept for; all I remember was the dream. The tapping coming down the hall opening my door. There was a man standing next to my bed staring at me in his hospital gown holding onto his cane. He bent down, and whispered in my ear, "It's okay you’re safe you’re one of the good ones. They're not coming for you. Just the bad ones that’s who we take. I told them to leave you alone.” I woke up with a start. I was in my room alone; everything was quiet. The only thing I could think of was, it must be those damn sedatives. Pain meds, and sedatives always give me bad dreams. Back to sleep I fell.

I heard my door open yet pretended I was still asleep. I heard them talking though. “Can you believe it? They found Doctor Kent this morning in the med room dead. He overdosed on morphine,” the nurse on my left stated. “That’s the third staff member who operated on Mr. Woods,” the nurse on my right replied. “What did you expect? Everyone knows he was stealing meds from the hospital; it was just a matter of time. The longer you use the more you need to take,” the left side nurse rebuttable. “What about Cindy? She was found dead in the hot tub,” the right side.  “She had a habit of sneaking off to relax, as she put it in the hot tub usually with a few sedatives to help her. You know as well as I do. How many times did we tell her she could fall asleep in there, and drowned,” snapped the nurse on the left side, “Keep your voice down so you don’t wake Mrs. House.”

“Explain John then, he didn’t do any of that stuff yet he’s dead too,” the nurse on the right side replied. “The cable broke in the elevator, it happened. It was an accident, you heard the report. It was an old cable, and it snapped. Stop talking, and finish up before we wake her,” hissed the nurse on the left side. “Bullshit. How does a brand-new elevator system just put in have an old cable? Everything was brand new. I tell you Mr. Woods’ ghost is here getting revenge for the botched surgery doctor Kent did while he was high on morphine,” demanded the nurse on my right side. “Well, if that was true then why the patients? They didn’t operate on him,” the nurse on my left side stated. “No, they didn’t, but they were all ruthless individuals that would hurt anyone who got in the way of getting what they wanted,” snapped the right-sided nurse. “Yeah, right, we have a vengeful ghost named Mr. Woods delving out justice throughout the halls. Grow up, that shits not real,” the left sided nurse claimed as she left the room followed by the nurse on my right who closed the door behind her, “I believe it was,” the last remark I heard as the door closed, then they headed down the hall.

I slept through the night without hearing anything else. I did dream though. I was in the operating room. The man with the cane was laying on the table. Doctor Kent came in weaving towards the table. They all saw him, the anesthesiologist, four nurses, two assisting doctors, and the prep nurse, nine of them in total, yet the prep nurse tried to stop him. He threw her out of the operating room. No one else even bothered to try. Then I saw the prep nurse reenter the room with another man. He looked very important. He spoke with Doctor Kent, who nodded in agreement. Turning Kent picked up a scalpel from the tray of instruments and proceeded to slit the prep nurse's throat. As she bled out on the floor, Kent began to operate on Mr. Woods. Unfortunately, he slipped cutting a main artery resulting in Mr. Woods death.

As I watched, I saw them, Past patients all dead by Doctor Kent’s drugged out, hands. Then Mr. Woods' spirit rose out of his body. He was different from the rest. He was able to control his spirit. He went to the dead nurse, lifted her soul out, and sent her upward to the light above. The rest in pain, lost, he absorbed into himself, making his spirit stronger. Then he found his cane against the back wall and whispered, “Now I will avenge you all,” As he walked through the wall into the hospital corridor. 

I jumped awake as I felt the nurse touch me. “Good morning Mrs. House,” nurse Paula inquired, “How are you doing today?” “I’m fine, thanks for asking. How are you,’ I replied. “Good thank you,” she continued, “We have you scheduled for a cat scan at 10AM today. It will let us know if you have fully recovered. If so, you should be able to go home in a few days.” “That would be nice,” I answered. Paula laughed, “I know it’s a nice place to visit, but going home is always nicer,” with that, she left the room. “It’s time for me to take you down for your Cat scan Mrs. House, My name is Jim. I promise you’ll have a safe, and smooth ride” I smiled “Thank you,” I looked up at him, I recognized him from my dream he was one of the four nurses in the operating room. I felt a chill run down my spine. Entering the room Jim put me near the machine, then helped the tech slide me onto the table. “Let me know when she’s done," Jim told him as he closed the door. 

The tech introduced himself then went into the side room starting the Car scan program. It took about thirty minutes for all the tests. The tech informed me he had called Jim. When he arrived, they would put me back in bed, and I’d be off to my room. The table in the machine was cool on my skin. I felt myself nodding off to sleep. I dreamt of Mr. Woods again this time I was in the nurse's lounge. There was Jim with the other nurse from the OR. They were opening a pill bottle. “Oh, yeah, the second nurse said, "Fentanyl, my favorite, and the strongest ones too, this should be a great few hours.” “I know,” Jim replied, “I recorded them as being given to Mrs. Pole the old bat is in a coma, so she’s not going to tell anyone. We can both get two. “What about the patient you have to bring back to her room,” the second nurse asked?

If I don’t show up, they’ll get someone else,” Jim laughed. I saw Mr. Woods enter the room. He passed his hand over the open bottle; the pills shimmered a little then returned to their natural color. I saw him smile at me, “I know you can see me. You have the gift. Don’t be afraid I had the gift too when I was alive, that's why I’m so powerful now. I won’t let anyone hurt you I promise.” Then he sat in one of the chairs and watched both nurses take two each. “It won’t take long now,” Mr. Woods informed me. As the two nurses laid back on the couches, they were smiling. Unfortunately, those smiles turned to fear as they realized they were dying from an overdose. “See I told you it wouldn’t take long,” the old man said as he left the room through the wall. I awoke with a start. 

“Sorry Mrs. House,” the tech said, “I didn’t mean to startle you,” “I fell asleep that’s all, “I remarked, “No worries.” “Jim seems to be busy, Paula will be here in a few minutes to get you okay,” the tech asked? “No problem,” I answered, “I can wait.” Within a few minutes Paula arrived as they put me back into the bed, Paula remarked, “Sorry about the delay Mrs. House, I’ll have you back in your room in no time.” I smiled at her, "Not a problem, I had a nice nap before you got her.” Off we went back to my room. Heading down the corridor, we were stopped by another nurse who informed us we had to take a different route around as the nurses lounge had a broken water pipe and was flooded. They are fixing the problem now. Sorry for the inconvenience.”

“Three left,” I thought, “Then what?” “Then the important man of course,” I heard his voice in my head say. Within a few minutes we were back in my room. Bed locked in place siderails up. “Would you like anything, Mrs. House,” Paula asked? “If possible, could I get a large, iced tea sweetened?” Right away,” Paula answered, “Be back in a few minutes. She came back very quickly; I swear she must have run


























































d2d_images/cover.jpg
TROUBLE

LRLI:

)

CHERYLANN COOK-HOAR





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





