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Oh my God, I'm going to be so late! 

Professor Zeilinger had gone into overtime describing the impact of conservation of momentum on modern car designs.  She had gone into some gruesome details on what happens when a body in motion wants to stay in motion but instead comes to an abrupt halt: the hard skeleton stops moving, the squishy organs and blood vessels crash into the inside walls, then bounce and rip themselves apart as they reverberate.  It drove home her point about the importance of structural engineering to design cars to crumple and dissipate as much of the impulse as possible.  

As much as I appreciate being enlightened as to just how deadly car travel is, I'm still going to be late for my job.  

The last thing I need today is a write up for being late. I already have to close.  Which would make it a bad enough day but adding that to the bust of a therapy session this morning and... I just want this day to be over. Not over in the existential sense; Dr. Bynes doesn't need anymore fodder, he already ‘has concerns’ that my issues with stress are tied to an ‘over preoccupation’ with death.  

Yeah, I'm stressed.  I'm in two weed-out engineering classes this semester, plus getting stuck with the closing shift all the time at Target.  Add to that the recurring nightmares I've had ever since playing a stupid game at a sleepover at my cousin's when we were kids... honestly, the therapist should just be happy I don't self medicate with pot like my sister.  

I know it's best to address mental health issues but on, but I'm regretting starting up therapy again.  Partly because of the residual annoyance over having to rehash stupid crap from the past, partly because of the time sink, but mostly because I know I just can't deal with life right now, and legitimately need the help.  A few weeks ago, some psycho killed my roommate Sheri's kittens.  They were beheaded, gutted, ripped apart with their organs strewn all over the porch and their little back halves arranged in a circle like a decoration. 

After that, Sheri got gone.  We found her room empty.  Leaving myself, Mya and Laya to cover rent on our own this month. Hopefully the new girl, Lexi, doesn't get scared away.  I don't think we can scrounge enough for a second month.  We don't want to lose the big 5 bedroom house.  Even though Sheri had blamed the kittens’ murders on the house's supposed resident malevolent spirit. 

Yet another uncomfortable topic for Dr. Bynes.  As the urban legend goes, in the 1800s, a woman who lived there had been seduced by some Dracula-like all powerful vampire.  She was turned and disappeared shortly after, taking her two month old baby with her to feed to her new master. 

Other people say she had a baby that came out the wrong color and two months later she ran off with a dark skinned sailor.

Though I always found one version to be more believable than the other, I find myself secretly hoping she really was a vampire. Even after the kitten massacre.  

I'm hoping Lexi's unabashed love of ghost stories and the occult will influence her more than the fear of whatever lunatic is still out there murdering the town's pets.  At least Sheriff Carpenter is on the case, he seemed to be genuinely concerned about the house full of girls in their late teens and early twenties being targeted.  He had assigned a deputy to check in at our house each night.  A cute deputy who reminds me of Barney Fife a bit.  Once I get my issues under control, I'm planning on asking him out.  If my roommate's don't beat me to it.  I just have to get this strange anxiety under control.  Even though I feel safe when he's around, I still can't shake this eerie feeling of being watched all the time.  And the dreadful feeling of death. 

I feel bad not telling my therapist everything. Like a woman calling my name or thinking there's a woman calling my name. It's how the recurring nightmares always start. I tell Dr. Bynes about the dreams, but not about the time when the blood covered lady with razor sharp fingernails grabbed me by the arm and I woke up with a cut so deep I needed stitches.  My parents said I must've fallen out of the bunk bed and cut myself, but I know I woke up on the top bunk.  Even Mary-Elizabeth vouched for me, saying I didn't fall.  Of course, she ruined it all by also vouching for seeing a blood soaked lady in a long dress reaching for my bunk with a knife.  Everyone blamed that on the weed.  

I can't even bring that up with my sister, much less a therapist.  Everytime I try to get her to explain to me what she saw, she either jumps to the next subject or said it was just a bad trip. But it still doesn't make sense how her bad trip featured the same lady as my dream.  It only makes her upset when I mention it so I stopped. I didn't even bring it up at all with my cousin.  I didn't want her to think I was looney or anything.  I even chickened out that last time I saw her at Mary-Elizabeth's wedding.  I smiled, we hugged, had a meaningless chat and didn't talk about it.  

So... have you had visions of the murdered woman's ghost we tried to conjure that one time...?  

But I always had a feeling, if one person might understand, it had to be her.  I've got her new number from my mother.  Maybe I'll talk to her later or tomorrow to see how she is doing. 

Okay, I've successfully zoned out for more than half my commute.  If I hit all the lights, I'm 15 minutes away from my job and on track to be only 10 minutes late for my shift. I know Miss Twana is going to chew me out again for being late, but if it's under 15 minutes, she can't automatically write me up.  She might let it slide if I clock out early and still finish the shift.  She called it a fair trade, 15 minutes of free work in exchange for being 15 minutes late.  Of course, that doesn't make sense since I already don't get paid until I clock in. You don't need to take all the advanced math I've taken to figure out how sus corporate math is.  

Whatever, once I graduate, I'm never working retail again.  

It's getting dark. I flick on my headlights.  I guess we are going to get another surprise storm. Usually, I love when it storms. Great ambience for watching horror movies or telling ghost stories. I even like falling asleep to the fat raindrops smacking the old house's shingles.  I don't own the place, let the howling winds rip off a decorative shutter or two.  

I'm less of a fan of storms when I'm driving with the prospect of driving again in seven hours.  Maybe I can make it to work before the rain starts.  

Okay. I see John Henry Road, all I have to do is drive through the light and make a right. 

I check the time, I'm still on track to be 10 minutes late.  I'll just call Miss Twana, let her know that I'm running a little late but I'll be there.  Maybe she won't have the write up started by the time I get there.  

I call out the number for my car to dial.  

There's no dial tone.  There's no sound of the number tones.  Just white noise.  And...  is that Miss Twana?

“Hello?” I call out.  

Something in the white noise might have sounded like hello.  

The car swerves as I'm distracted trying to parse the words in the noise.  I count my blessings there's no other cars around. 

“Hi, it's Henrietta,” I talk loudly, just in case Miss Twana can hear me, “I'm on my way, I'll be there in ten minutes.”

The white noise whispers something unintelligent back.  

I hang up.  It was probably Miss Twana chewing me out for not calling earlier but I can't shake the feeling that something is off. I check my pulse.  Am I having an anxiety attack?

I turn on the radio for a distraction.  Given I can't settle myself with a book like I prefer to when the anxiety gets likes this, music is usually the next best bet to calm me down.  

Damn it! All the stations are nothing but static and faint voices coming through.  It must be cause of the storm.  Doesn't matter, I'll be at work soon anyway.

“Henrietta!”

I jump at the loud noise.  Was it the radio?  Maybe Miss Twana is still on the line?  I reach for the phone but my hands are shaking so badly I drop it.  It
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