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​Dedication

To both my kids, Miranda and William Green III, for always being a positive part of my life and making me a proud parent. Congratulations to both of you on your achievements and newfound careers.

To Scott Congdon, for loving me for who I am and supporting me through another career, novel writing.

I also hope this will create an understanding for anyone that has any relations with seizures. 

​

“Knowledge is learning something every day.

Wisdom is letting go of something every day.”


-Zen proverb
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​Inspiration

.

“Coming together is a beginning. Keeping together is progress. Working together is success.”

- Henry Ford

“I invite everyone to choose forgiveness rather than division, teamwork over personal ambition.”

- Jean-Francois Cope

“Effectively, change is almost impossible without industry-wide collaboration, cooperation, and consensus.”

- Simon Mainwaring
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Prologue
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Final exams are finally over, and summer is in the air. The sun tries to crawl from behind the thick clouds as the breeze blows with the weight of spring moisture. The scent of warm summer flowers and fresh-cut grass lingers in the air. Campus is slowly losing its semester of traffic as students load their dorms into their parents’ SUVs, station wagons, or vans. Happiness, relief, and smiles of freedom are clear on their faces as they rejoin their families and say goodbye to their roommates and colleagues. There have been exchanges of phone numbers and addresses for weeks as finals approached so students could plan for contact over the summer and when fall schedules arrive.

Rosa sighs with relief. She thinks the day has finally come. She crawls up on her bed to sit on her book bag to zip it after stuffing the books for all five of her classes from her locker and a few things that wouldn’t fit in her suitcase into it. She slides off the suitcase and pulls at her Pepsi sweatshirt to readjust it neatly over her Jordache jeans. She is so ready to leave this campus for the summer and not have to nervously drive to and from here every day.

She pulls her long dark hair up in a ponytail and holds it tight as she pulls on the coat that wouldn’t fit in her bags. She switches her ponytail from hand to hand to get both arms into the coat and then lets her hair fall naturally, followed by her habitual finger combing. Looking at her overloaded book bag, she sighs with dread imagining how much it weighs. Is it packed so that the weight is distributed evenly enough so I won’t hurt my back? She zips her coat and sits on the bed to load the backpack on, then slowly stands up using the thigh muscles that would moan along with her grunting if they could. Once fully standing, she is pulled backward so quickly she almost falls back onto the bed on her back, but she leans forward and takes a few extra steps to catch herself. Once she feels stable, she heads for the parking lot door with both hands holding the straps to share some of the weight.

Most of the parking lot is empty, but even when it is packed tight, her light blue Delta 88 is always easy to find. It’s the oldest car on campus, and it’s huge. When she is behind the wheel, it is one of the few times that even people who don’t know her move out of her way. A few familiar faces wave and she waves back as she hears voices and sees classmates in the distance. I’m glad I left out my sneakers and jeans so I’m comfortable with this move, she thinks as she stuffs the book bag in the small space that is left in her car and tosses the coat on top of the pile.

She squeezes herself into the front seat and turns the ignition. She smiles and enjoys her power as she hears the motor’s big gurgling roar. Once she’s as comfortable as possible, she turns on the radio and leaves campus. As she heads for the highway, she thinks about what there is to look forward to this weekend. She has only been seeing Travis for a few months, so everything is still new and exciting between them. The drive to his house takes about thirty minutes, and Travis will only have been home for about twenty minutes when she gets there. The part that seems to entice Rosa is that they are so different from each other. Rosa has many different kinds of siblings; Travis is an only child. Rosa comes from a big family, and Travis is a mama’s boy. Rosa has a mother and a father but doesn’t talk to either. Travis enjoys life; Rosa, not so much. It’s like another world to Rosa. These differences make him and his world so interesting to her. Before Travis, she didn’t think there was such a thing as the kind of world he lives in, the mystery, the caring, the thoughtfulness, the sharing.

As Rosa gets closer to Travis, the speed limit changes from thirty-five to fifty-five. Some great music is playing, so Rosa sings along with the radio, turning it up. With the sun shining brightly in front of her, Rosa pulls all the front visors down. The next song that comes on the radio is not as good, so she turns the radio down and moves up behind a little Ford Pinto that is going forty. After about three miles, she starts to think about when the passing zone starts. Traffic behind her is getting a little congested and antsy, and they are starting to sway in and out to see what is causing the slow-down. I am going to pass this Pinto if it doesn’t pick up the pace or turn off the road soon. Another mile goes by before there’s a passing zone. She looks in her rearview mirror—I’ll pass it—after looking at the other lane and seeing all the lined-up impatient cars in her mirror. 

Rosa looks at the oncoming traffic and sees it’s still clear, so she flips her left turn signal, looks back again, moves to the left lane, and slams her foot on the gas pedal. The Delta 88’s large eight-cylinder shifts hard and strong when she guns it. She can feel the power as her speedometer increases quickly and steadily; she loves it. She easily flies by the Pinto that has been doing forty.

She looks in her rearview mirror and sees it is safe to pull back into the lane. She hits her right turn signal and starts to turn back into the right lane but starts to feel goosebumps on her butt. Panic mode hits her, so she lets off the gas as she surmises the situation. I have to get to the side of the road and park ASAP! She starts to feel goosebumps run up her spine, while she has the feeling of a stranger approaching that has a plan for her death. She is still in the passing lane, but the Delta 88 is so big, and since she let off the gas, the back end has not cleared the Pinto. With the feeling of death, a stranger, and foreseen fear on her mind, her heartbeat increases, and her mind races.

The driver of the Pinto must know something is wrong because the Pinto’s speed drops back even more. Rosa sees she has cleared the Pinto and starts to speed back up so that she can make it off to the side of the road to park, just as dancing black dots form on the outside of her vision. The Delta 88 is now past everything, and she turns the wheel so she can pull it to the side of the road, but the dots have increased. SHIT! Black dots consume all of her vision, the killer has caught her, her body is fully engulfed in goosebumps, and the Delta 88 engine whines louder...then silence.
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Chapter 1 - Remington Hospital
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Hello?” Laura asks as she picks up the ringing black receiver from the wall next to the kitchen sink loaded with unfamiliar dirty dishes. She turns her bright blue eyes towards the sink, happy that her long naturally curly blond hair is now pulled up in a bun. She removes the dishes and fills the sink with soap and water. If the call is going to be long, like the ones from her college girlfriends, she can grab the step stool and do the dishes. If it’s going to be short, she’ll do them after the call.

“Hey, Laura, it’s Professor Bliss. I am calling to see if you’re still looking for a place to do your internship.”

Laura stops looking at the dishes. “I have been searching all over and not been able to find anything that seems appealing, Professor Bliss. What have you found?” She scrambles around with her mind racing. Her hopes are finally on the up again as she opens each kitchen drawer as far as the phone cord will let her to find a pen and paper.

“Well, I don’t know if you will find it appealing, but I do think it would be a great fit for you and the subjects that you always seemed to be the most interested in. It is a patient at the local hospital. She needs an evaluation that may lead to further psychological work if you can get her to cooperate. However, she has not been informed that she needs that evaluation, and I have been told that she is not the most cooperative, especially to strangers.”

“What is she in the hospital for?” Laura asks as she makes room on the kitchen table and pulls out a chair.

“She has epilepsy, and she has been to different hospitals and specialists in her hometown area, but they have not been able to get them under control. However, her current doctor has tried everything he knows and has now referred her to Remington Hospital.”

Laura stops writing and tries to think about epilepsy. She remembers hearing the term but doesn’t remember doing a lot of studying on it. “So what is expected of me for the internship?”

“They should give you a full briefing before meeting the patient, however, the summation I got was that you will only need to persuade her to do some talking. Try to get her background information, family history, and seizure examples, maybe perform some testing with her, and then write an informational, updated summation of why she has been referred to Remington Hospital and the possibilities for her now compared to before the referral.”

“This seems like more of what I was looking for. What do I have to do to get this internship?”

“Just tell me you want it, and I’ll make some calls, and they will contact you to get it set up. But beware, if you take this, I have to make the calls as soon as we hang up, and they will be contacting you today or tomorrow. They are expecting you to have everything they need and be able to put you on the books and to start on Monday.”

Laura looks at the calendar and sees that she was booked for the week with interviews and job fairs, but they can be canceled and, if necessary, rescheduled. David has them scheduled for dinner and a movie together one night, but that is it, and he has to work for the weekend, so that would actually work out well. “That should not be a problem,” she replies, starting to feel some excitement, and her leg starts to bounce under the table.

“Perfect,” replies Professor Bliss. “I will make some calls as soon as we hang up. Congratulations, Laura, I think you are perfect for this assignment.”

“Thank you, Professor Bliss,” Laura replies as she stands up at the table and hangs up the phone. She leans against the sink of loaded dishes and decides against doing the dishes like she originally thought when the phone rang. Instead, she went to her study room and got some of her college books out to decide what she has available at home about epilepsy and if she would need to plan to visit the library.

After an hour of looking at her books and making calls to cancel the interviews and changing her pocketbook calendar, the calls started coming with requests for information from Remington Hospital Human Resources, the college guidance office, and some of the staff that had been working with the patient to give or get information to Laura. She was simply exhausted by the time David came home from work.

“What’s for dinner?” he hollers in his deep voice as he hangs up his winter coat on the wall hanger in the mudroom by the kitchen.

Laura looks at her watch. “Sorry, I lost track of time. We’ll have to order something for you.”

David removes his knitted hat from his thinning blond hair, bends over to kiss her, limps towards the sink, and starts running the water. “Have you already eaten dinner?”

“No, I’ve been busy, lost track of time, and I’m not hungry,” she replies without looking up from her notebook.

David turns off the faucet and grabs the towel hanging on the refrigerator door. As he dries his hands, he turns around and leans against the counter, his broad chest now covered by large, once finely developed crossed arms. “You can’t skip meals anymore, Laura. You said now that your classes were over you would have the time to eat. I’ll order us both something and help you with whatever, to give you time to eat.”

Laura stops and looks up. She tucks her straggling curly hair behind her ears. “You’re right... How about you do the dishes up, and I’ll work on this until you are done, and then we can go out to dinner and I’ll fill you in on what happened today.”

“Perfect,” David replies and winks with his light blue eyes. He turns around and starts to wash the dishes. Laura watches him for a moment and thinks about how much he has changed.

*****
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Rosa shivers as a chill runs down her spine. She sits in a wheelchair that is rolling down the unfamiliar hallway with too many familiar sounds. In the distance, voices are mumbling to each other, and she is glad that they are not talking to her. There is an occasional crackling sound and then a voice over the intercom system breaks into the rhythmic beeps, swishes, and clicks she hears from the rooms she passes as the wheelchair is pushed down the long hollow hallway by a stranger. Rosa feels the wheelchair creak and sighs as it rolls along the black and white square tile floor that doesn’t look like it has an ending. She pulls the thin hospital blanket up higher around her chin and tucks in the rest the best she can around her thin body in hopes of keeping out the chill in the air. She reaches up and feels the rubber band holding her hair out of her face and finger combs what hair is down. She tucks her hair into the blanket tightly around her neck. I wish I left all my hair down, at least then my ears would be warm, she thinks as the driver of the wheelchair pushes her around a corner. 

Passing a large glass display case of drawings and awards, Rosa notices how much thinner her face looks since the last time she looked at her reflection. She sees that she has hollow cheeks, sunken eyes, and even lost her olive color. She looks pale. If I didn’t know better, I would think I hadn’t been outside for months. They pass the display and then turn into a small, dark, dismal room, number 875.

There is only one adjustable hospital bed, a rolling table, and a couple of worn-out mismatched plastic-covered visitor chairs. The wheelchair is pushed to the bed, and the driver, an elderly volunteer, comes around the front to put the brakes on and give Rosa a hand to climb in bed. “The bathroom is here, and here is the nurse call button. It is also the TV remote,” he says and points toward the open door. He takes Rosa’s small suitcase and places it on the floor in the closet. “If you are expecting any guests, the hospital front desk and nurses out here will need a list of their names,” he says as he hangs her coat on a hanger. “A nurse will bring in a pen and paper for the names shortly.”

Happy to see a few blankets on the bed, Rosa looks at the volunteer with a smirk on her face. “Don’t bother asking the nurse to bring anything back,” she says as she climbs into the bed and pulls the blankets up tightly around her chin. “Will you please open the window blinds before you go?” A big shiver runs down her spine and dissipates, and she curls up in a ball. It has been a rough twenty-four hours, and she is ready to do nothing but sleep.

*****
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“Knock, knock,” Laura says in the happiest sounding voice she can muster with butterflies in her stomach as she enters the room.

Rosa’s eyes flutter open, and Laura can see the look of a person trying to recognize an unknown face. 

Rosa rolls over. Who is the source of that annoying high-pitched voice? “Now what!” she asks with a pissed-off look on her face when she realizes she doesn’t know this tiny, young-faced girl, whose face is turning red, and holding a leather briefcase. As she slowly wakes up from a deep sleep that she was enjoying, she looks the intruder over from head to toe and notices that she keeps tapping her shiny black pump and tucking her blond hair behind her ears. “Can I help you with something?” Rosa asks in a tired voice, displaying her irritation at this unwelcome presence and her envy of the smart business outfit she sees on this stranger.

Disgusted with herself for feeling so shaken up from just an introduction that she cannot get her voice to work, Laura puts a smile on her face and clears her throat with the hope to cover her nervousness and get a chance to gather her thoughts. “I’m Laura Falifax, a psychologist here at the hospital,” she says with a smile and a cheerful, shaky voice. “They have assigned me to assist you.” She moves closer to Rosa, extending her hand. 

Rosa ignores her hand. “You must have the wrong room. I am not here for any mental help, so be on your way.” She rolls over in the bed, giving Laura her back, and shivers. She pulls the blankets tight around her and closes her eyes. Another blanket comes floating down on top of her. She turns her head to see Laura adjusting the wrinkles in the blanket. 

“Thank you,” Rosa says and turns away again and closes her eyes.

Laura looks at the chair at the foot of the bed and ponders sitting for a while or leaving the room. It doesn’t appear that Rosa was told about her coming, and it appears she wants nothing to do with her. If I lose my first assignment, will they give me another? Laura moves to the old yellow-and-black plaid, plastic-covered wooden chair. She takes the padded seat as quietly as the thick plastic will allow, tucking her skirt and opening her briefcase on her lap. She grabs a book to read to pass the time. She snaps her briefcase closed, puts it on the floor, and as she sits up, she feels the glare that she is getting.

“Why are you still here?” Rosa asks with more irritation in her voice to make sure it is known. “Shouldn’t you be finding the patient they assigned you?” 

Laura’s face turns red from the verbal slap. Her toe starts to tap, and she looks at the cold marble floor to think of what to say. She feels the tension and disappointment she knows too well. “Is your name Rosa Santori?”

The silence lingers in the room for several minutes. Laura doesn’t want to look up from the floor but finally does, only to see Rosa sitting up, playing with the ends of her hair, glaring at her with heavy bags under her dark brown eyes. “Yes, I am Rosa Santori,” she replies in a snappy tone once she sees Laura looking her way. 

“Then you are the patient they have assigned me to assist. You are a patient of Dr. Garrison, neurologist, correct?” Laura asks, pulling out her legal pad and pen from her briefcase and feeling some excitement about this progress.

“I was his patient, and he did wonders for me, but he told me after my car accident that he feels he had done everything within his power, so he referred me here. What does that have to do with you?” Rosa asks, finger-combing her hair. 

Starting to feel a little confident, Laura replies, “With Remington Hospital being a neurological specialty hospital, Dr. Garrison had to give a referral for you to come here for a preliminary examination to see if you qualify for the services. Because you didn’t give him your family background information or contact information to assist when he requested it over the years and didn’t give us any requested family member information, I have been assigned.” Laura pulls her chair closer to the bed.

One eyebrow rises as an evil smile creeps across Rosa’s face. “So, you get paid to be my foster family?” 

With a look of confusion, Laura says, “No, I am here to get your family information and be some support to you, help you make some decisions, and do some research with you for insurance, if need be.” 

“No, I don’t need you for any of those things, so, again, you can be on your way,” Rosa says with cynicism in her voice and a disgusted smile as she gives Laura her back again and goes back to that lovely sleep she was enjoying. 

Not knowing what else to do, Laura puts away her notebook and pen and gets out her book again. They informed her that someone will have to be here with Rosa, regardless of whether it was her or not, and she wants this assignment. With her shaky high-pitched voice, Laura says, “Well, Rosa, as long as you’re here to get medical help, someone will be assigned to assist you because of your condition until you share your family contact. It can be me, or you can give me the names and numbers of your family members, and I will contact them. Once they verify, I will be assigned a different case.”

Rosa doesn’t answer but rolls back over in the bed to show her disgust. “You give me something that proves what you said is true, that I have to have someone to ‘assist me,’ and then we’ll talk again. In the meantime, good night.”

“I will do that for you,” Laura says as she puts her book back in her briefcase.
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Chapter 2 – Success?
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Traffic sits at a standstill, but the snow flurries continue. Large, high piles of snow and slush are along the roads, making seeing across the street from the sidewalk almost impossible. Even standing at a corner, visibility is limited. Snow piles that could be beautiful white sculptures are destroyed by the anger of the plows and dirt that come with the cold, soot, and rock salt. Reflections of large high-rise buildings appear in the black ice starting to form along the sides of the road as steam rises from the sewer vents and exhaust fumes escape from the vehicles that inch along the sloppy roads.

Laura reaches down and turns off the car’s heater. She has only moved a few feet in the last half hour, and it’s starting to get pretty hot. Normally, she would be stretching her neck to see around the other vehicles to see what is holding the traffic up, but today, she is enjoying the peace, and she certainly isn’t in any rush to get home. So much has changed in the last couple of days, and this is the first time she has had the chance to sort things out and think without needing to have an answer within seconds.

Yesterday, she was excited and nervous about the assignment she received from her professor and wanted to be prepared. She likes to feel prepared; it helps her feel more confident even if she isn’t sure how to handle it. She wanted to go to the library to read about how other psychologists have worked with epileptics and were successful. This is the start of the career she has always dreamed of, and she doesn’t want to mess it up. However, she knew David needed to know about the changes that were going to take place with her time and schedule, so she wanted to share the good news about this assignment with him at their favorite restaurant in celebration.

That dinner last night threw a wrench not only in her research but in their relationship. They always shared the idea of being together and each having a career and eventually starting a family. David’s permanent knee injury from a college football game forced him to change his career plan from making the NFL to something else, but he felt he didn’t know anything else and hasn’t tried since he started Walmart three years ago to pay the bills. 

He was proud of getting promoted to assistant manager, but apparently, not anymore. Once Laura told him about the assignment at the hospital, he turned in a direction she didn’t expect. His face turned red like it used to when he would visit her on the sidelines during a losing game at half-time. He didn’t say a word while he listened, but she could tell he was getting angrier the more she told him as she saw him break into a sweat. After she told him what she would be doing and the amount of time she would need to get this started, there were a couple of minutes of silence. Then he tossed her the car keys after some loud, incomprehensible words and walked out of the restaurant.

She sat in the restaurant with eyes staring at her. Her red face aimed at her plate of food, stating in her mind what was on her plate to keep from crying. To-go dishes were brought over by her waitress, who could see the despair. Laura packed up the food, knowing that she wouldn’t be able to eat it.

While he was gone, she couldn’t concentrate when she was trying to do the research. Now she feels like both the hospital visit today and going back home are things she’s not prepared for and that is so out of her reach. Her sleep the night before was restless, wondering if he was okay, and she didn’t fall back to sleep after she found him on the couch in the living room smelling of beer hours after she went to bed. 

Traffic hasn’t moved, so Laura puts her car in park and reaches into the passenger seat for her briefcase. On her legal pad, she makes out a list of subjects to talk to David about, like his career jealousy, her needing his support, and him having options but not making a decision and needing to choose. Then she made out a list of research topics, including different approaches for Rosa and epilepsy.

For David, his favorite diner would be a good place to start, but where to start with Rosa? Laura flips her pen back and forth like a fan trying to think of a way to approach Rosa but drew a blank as traffic starts to move. Thankfully, she puts her car back in drive and uses the driving as a reason to let go of her thoughts of Rosa.

*****
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Laura had another restless night, but the circumstances differed from what she predicted. She had expected to have a restless night because of David coming to bed and waking her or by his snoring that sounds like a semi-truck and is louder when he is drunk. However, when she gets downstairs after getting ready for work, she finds him still passed out and snoring in his recliner. When she gets to the door to leave for the hospital, she pauses and debates waking him in case he had to be at Walmart for work this morning. She stares at him for a moment and sees what was once such a solid muscle build, is sagging in the recliner. She thinks about how cruel he is when he wakes up, about how he had been drinking, and how he might be hungover too. She decides against it.

She is excited and looking forward to today and can’t stop thinking about it on the drive to the city, even though trying to
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