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Fragments of Jenny

“Fate leads the willing and drags along the
unwilling.” – Lucius Annaeus Seneca

The final evaluation

The door with the “STAFF ONLY” sign opened.
Now Jenny would know if she was ready to leave the rehabilitation
center or doomed to further therapy. A stocky untidy man led the
two white coated specialists into the room. His ruddy-face and
sloppy movements belied his place as a doctor. All three gave Jenny
a quick unemotional glance.

“Were they watching me? Why do they always
have no emotions and never smile?” she thought.

Their return brought a chill; the atmosphere
in the room turned icy. Jenny pulled the collar of her denim jacket
up close to her cheeks covering the accident scar but mainly to
prevent the sudden urge to shiver uncontrollably. Both the white
coated specialists seemed annoyed with the proceedings.

“Jenny Ashken, why do you think the accident,
the crash, was your fault?” It was the new comer, his voice deep
and deliberate, resonating to her very soul.

Silence! The two specialists looked sharply
at Jenny, expecting an answer.

When Jenny finally answered, she stared
directly into his piercing eyes, her renewed self-confidence
clearly visible.

“I have been over this question for days, no
weeks, with these doctors,” a glance at the other two, “it is not
so much what happened, and whose fault it is, but how I live from
now on.”

“Don't you mean how you accept it from now
on?” he said studying her pale, drawn face.

“No. I have accepted it.” Jenny said and
added, “I need a chance at a new life.”

“Yes. Who is Liam Kenny?” he tapped the file
in front of him.

The change in subject alarmed Jenny. She had
no idea who this third person was and why he was asking about Liam
Kenny. She had an uneasy feeling that he was not part of the
institution.

“Before you answer, Jenny, let me to
explain.” He continued without a change in tone or emotion. “The
record shows that during your early days of recovery you mentioned
Liam Kenny many times, some aggressively, some passionately. We
know he was not you supplier, that was a mule working for Harper.
So who is Liam Kenny?”

“He is a young man who befriended me in a
pub. I met him just once, I think, and at the airport the day
before I arrived here. He left me with an empty and lonely feeling
but, at the same time, with the strongest need to go clean so that
I can show him the real me.”

“Right, you no longer fidget. Why do you
think that is Jenny?”

“Did I fidget? I don't recall that.” Jenny
remained calm as she knew she must if she was to leave rehab today.
He obviously got all this from her file. Why are the questions so
random? Who is he?

He turned to the other two, had a few words
with them and then turned back to Jenny.

“Jenny Ashken, they have given permission for
you to leave this afternoon.” The announcement was devoid of
emotion. He went on to lay down the conditions.

“Stay away from Harper; he'll be picked up
one of these days if he stays alive that long. Although you have no
craving now your surroundings will test you and possibly send your
entire body and mind to the edge. Take your medication; do not miss
a day. We will be in touch.”

With this he got up and left through the
“STAFF ONLY” door. The other two collected the files and hurriedly
followed him. Jenny was alone once again but with bewildering
thoughts rushing through her head. She was free at last, or was
she? What did he mean “we will be in touch”? Her heart was pounding
in her throat as she thought of life outside and how she would
handle it.

Later that afternoon, Sister Audrey, one of
the resident analysts, unlocked the heavy front door and gently
eased it open. Despite its imposing medieval appearance it moved
easily. Beyond was freedom governed purely by ones choice. Or was
it Fate?

“Thank you for trusting me Sister. I'm glad
I'm leaving now. It's time I did things on my own again.”

During her rehabilitation Jenny had formed a
close bond with Sister Audrey however she could no longer endure
the losers in the daily activity group with all their self-pity.
She was sure she had never ever felt sorry for herself, only
self-blame for what she had done, even when she was at her most
desperately low state. The remaining patients were tragic and would
need intense therapy. At one stage they almost dragged her down but
she was able to clearly visualize the image of the life she wanted
and so did not take the easy route to defeat.

“Jenny, we’re going to miss you and your
thoughtful outlook on the new life awaiting you. I think you are
leaving too soon, it’s too abrupt. We can’t convince you to stay as
we’ve been instructed to let you go.” Sister Audrey smiled
reassuringly knowing that there was nothing further to say.

“You know I must go. It’s what you have
revived my inner self for, sister.”

“Yes, you are right, Jenny, you must face
your future, but it won’t be alone. Remember I will always be
available so please visit or call from time to time. Let me know
how you're coping. Life will challenge you. Good luck now!”

They shook hands warmly and Jenny walked to
her car alone. It was clean and ready for her leaving. She wondered
about that but the frightening thought of leaving the clinic and
its security took over her thoughts. She was much stronger now and
possessed an air of confidence she did not have before but needed
to focus on one thought at a time.

Six weeks had passed since she had driven
herself to St. Catherine’s Sanatorium for rehabilitation and begged
them to take her in. The first days were hell. There was no day or
night just the insatiable craving and deep thirst. To suck on one's
own sweat when one could merely faked well-being and ultimately
added to the craving nightmare. The times they strapped her to the
bed were the worst. She could not escape the daemons crawling up
the walls and across the ceiling to get to her.

Sister Audrey said she had screamed a great
deal at first and then suddenly one day retreated into the
black-hole of inner self, her dark eyes wild and frightening. These
were the times when self-guilt overtook reasoning and the death of
her mother and father could not be brushed from the cob-webs left
in her brain. The scene of eighteen months ago replayed itself over
and over in the finest, darkest detail.

*******

The Accident

“Dad, why don't I drive home? You and mom
have had a stressful and tiring medical examination.” Jenny was
conscious of the pressure her dad was applying to her arm as she
helped him along the sidewalk.

“Rubbish, my girl. You heard the doctors say
that we would be good for many more to come.”

“George, let Jenny drive. She is so good and
needs the practice since she passed her learner's test.”

“Thanks mom. Okay then dad? I'd like to show
you a very strange house in the suburbs. Sarah and I pass it almost
every day and it seems to get worse and worse,” Jenny said smiling,
“wait till you see this!”

The three got into the small car, happy with
their beautiful lives, laughing and joking. Jenny took the four
kilometer route along the main ring road from which she would turn,
at the traffic lights, into the suburbs. For ten o'clock, the
morning traffic was busy and steady.

Suddenly, from nowhere, a motor-cyclist broke
out of the oncoming line of cars and trucks. He accelerated past
the truck and first car but clearly he was not going to make the
next. Jenny, alarmed, geared down and applied brakes, not full but
enough to give the oncoming bike a chance to get back to his side
of the road.

The biker powered his 1000cc machine to get
passed but misjudged his speed and unfortunately touched the car he
needed to clear. This slightest of scrapes diverted his line
directly to the oncoming car.

It was Jenny.

Everyone was now braking as hard as they
could but the crash was surprising quick. The bike slammed head-on
into the little car with such force it sent it spinning wildly into
the oncoming traffic with the biker dangling half-way through the
broken windscreen.

The on-coming twenty-six wheeler, tires
screaming and smoking, smashed into the little car ripping it
apart. If that wasn't enough, it threw the remains out of its path
to the side of the road. The biker and the car didn't stand a
chance against its thirty-two tones.

As suddenly as it happened; as suddenly it
was over.

There was no more screaming. There was no
more ripping of metal and breaking of glass. All that was left was
the sickly smell of burnt rubber mixed with spilled oil and
gasoline, three dead bodies, one eighteen year old girl barely
alive and one truck driver not even scratched.

In spite of her body mending, Jenny never
recovered. In spite of being told over and over that it was not her
fault that her dear mom and dad had died, the guilt, the
nightmares, remained. She lapsed into deep depression and finally
turned to alcohol and drugs to blot out reality.

It didn't work, Jenny broke.

She required many therapy sessions to bring
her back from hell or wherever she was during this appalling
time.

*******

The Temptation of Freedom

All that was behind her now and she was on
her way home. She needed to change the clothes she was wearing and
put on some of her other clothes, the ones that had become too
small when she was out of control from heavy drinking, cannabis and
the intermittent sniffing. She had lost a lot of excess weight in
rehab and now was almost back to her youthful figure.

Jenny started her little red car and put on
those sunglasses, the ones she previously wore day and night to
hide the vacant expression in her deep sunken murky eyes. Today,
though, it was to shield her clear dark eyes from the sharp setting
sun.

The late afternoon, the freedom, was so
refreshing that she decided to take the country route home. It
would still be light for a few hours and there would be less
traffic.

The narrow road, flanked by brightly painted
houses, led into the outskirts farming land, now with full-grown
sunflower crops. Being late afternoon their bright yellow petals
were beginning to close; still they were wonderful.

Out in the farm lands was peaceful and Jenny
was thankful for the lack of traffic which allowed her to drive at
her own moderate pace, taking in the beauty of the free and natural
world. The fragrances of life no longer stifled by narcotics; she
was alive and the future was good.

In the distance was an approaching car. It
was a long straight section of road so Jenny was not concerned as
her bright red car and the slow speed at which she was driving
would make passing the oncoming car on the narrow road a cinch.

Her calmness changed when a motorbike on her
side of the road appeared in the distance. Pain flooded back. As
the motorbike drew level with the oncoming car she saw the rider
lean across towards the car and then saw the two bright
flashes.

“What on earth are these two up to?” Jenny
was now alarmed and began to break heavily.

The motorbike accelerated past the car and
swerved to his side of the road.

Jenny was screaming.

As he passed he stared hard at her. She,
however, was not watching him; she was still screaming and
wide-eyed intent on breaking and trying to avoid the oncoming car
which was on her side now.

At the last moment it turned violently off
the road, smashing into the only concrete distance marker and
rolled into the sunflowers. Jenny came to a stand still a little
past the wreckage. All was very still, her car had stalled. Her
hands and arms were aching from the effort of bringing her car to a
sudden halt. But that was nothing compared to the lightning pains
in her eyes and head.

Jenny sat motionless, staring straight ahead,
her heart hammering against her back still pressed firmly against
the seat. This was a frightening close miss, the previous was a
catastrophe.

Gradually the events flashed through her
mind. What had just happened? Were those flashes from gun shots? It
appeared so. It had all happened so quickly. Where was everyone
else; the sudden realization that there was a crashed car somewhere
aroused her from the recent fright.

Heavy pounding on the passenger side window
shocked her back to reality. Turning, Jenny saw the blood covered
face with eyes staring at her through smears of blood over the
window. She screamed involuntary.

“What do you want?” Panic caused her voice to
croak and sound like she was in an echo chamber.

“Get…me…out…of here. I'm…from the…crash,” he
grimaced between each word, half the time with eyes shut tight.

Against her better judgment, Jenny leaned
across and opened the passenger door. The man almost fell into the
seat letting out a loud cry of pain. He was clutching his stomach
with both hands, his breath coming in short heavy bursts. The blood
had seeped across his entire lower waist. The blood on his face was
from his own hands.

 

“I must call an ambulance before you bleed to
death.”

“No! No! No ambu…Just…get me…out of here.
They…will be back. We are in…big…shit now.”

“Dear God! Why me? I've just been released
from the clinic!” All she wanted was get home and change her
clothes. Now this disaster thrust itself upon her, dragging actions
from her against her will.

“Go! Go! Please…go! I'll show you…where.”

Jenny realized now that the man's injury was
a severe wound and he would need attention
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