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Run Hide Fail


Mouths went dry. Chills shuttled up and down spines. Hard flinches smashes through daydreams, and older therapists clutched at their weary hearts— someone was pounding hard on the door to the treatment center and even in Jessica’s office the rattling slab of wood assaulted everyone’s ears and tickled their feet with the promise of menace.

This was extraordinary but not impossible; for example someone could have been locked out after a smoke break due to shoddy supervision by the behavioral health technicians (who were almost all former addicts themselves) while also being ornery enough from, say, withdrawal to really let the door have it, but this was the Thursday afternoon staff meeting and the partial hospitalization patients were only at the center from nine a.m. to three-thirty p.m.

Gabe Gomez looked up from doodling something mythological in his day planner and everyone else was doing what he was doing: looking around for explanations to read on anyone else’s face. Some situations in life are so rare and strange that people’s reactions tell you almost nothing about who they really are, and this was one of those. In that big gray room the black chairs were arranged around the perimeter to accommodate twenty to thirty-five patients and now seated in them, because everyone was there on Thursdays, was a full staff of therapists and substance use treatment pros, a whole rainbow of personalities and histories, and they were all frozen in shock except for Colin.

Colin was the director of operations, a rangy, tattooed ginger with the telltale former dopefiend’s gauntness who oversaw the BHTs at the patient housing units and various boots-on-the-ground aspects of the treatment facility like transport, dissemination of medication, amenity maintenance, and stewardship over the patient milieu. In his spare time he sponsored other recovering addicts, raised lizards, trained in Brazilian jiu-jitsu, and drove his motorcycle. Thus he was the employee at the meeting with the greatest ease of access to his hardcore past and still fairly gritty present, and he alone jumped from his chair to go investigate the banging on the door.

“Run, hide, fight,” Gabe said quietly. Neither Colin nor anyone else heard him. Gabe had perfectly calibrated the volume of his remark based on wanting to avoid morbidly implying that the impatient visitor was an active shooter (and possibly manifesting it) yet also wanting to cosmically get the credit if he was right, as well as subliminally remind Colin that Colin was violating the order of steps in the procedure for dealing with such a situation that they had just been trained on last week.

(It must be said that Gabe had his own gritty past but none of its events were of the nature to inspire lasting confidence; it would be kind of like a human calling himself a cancer survivor who’d gotten cancer in his tail or his wings.)

A few days ago Gabe had found Colin sitting in the IOP therapists’ office. Groups were not generally run there and it could comfortably accommodated two employees, although Ron and Nadine always joked (were they joking?) that it made them second-class citizens. They were present for this encounter where Gabe encouraged Colin with relish to complete the required online active shooter training course Gabe had blitzed through that morning. “It gets pretty metal,” he had said ominously.

In response to this promise Colin had fired up the video at once, which of course primarily offered a toothless slideshow of bullet points but also included a helpful, exquisitely produced video in which a masked lunatic walked into some sort of public place and began unloading on people with a shotgun.

“Oh shit,” Colin had said. “Those are some realistic squibs.”

“I wish all our trainings were like this,” Gabe had added wistfully.

But now Colin’s street mentality had taken over, unless what he had sprung up to do was Run— ha!

Dr. Neil Ewert, the executive director of Banana Treatment Center Chicago (so-called even though it was in Naperville) pointed at the phone on the desk of Jessica, the clinical director. “Be ready to call 911. Gabe, shut the door, please.”

Gabe found this doable since he was closest to the door and only needed to hustle past a bookshelf to shut it, even though Ron and Nadine, the IOP therapists (they ran the groups for the lower level of care from six p.m. to nine p.m. and worked from two p.m. to ten p.m.), humorously protested, “What about Colin?” Gabe slammed the door harder than he meant to but the mission was still accomplished. They were all sealed in Jessica Whitford’s office, with three locked doors between them and the visitor, like a walled mountain pass fortress under siege.

The outermost door, to the waiting room, was typically opened by an employee’s keycard, also inexplicably called a badge even though it was usually worn around the neck or at the waist and featured no insignia of any kind. The middle door, to the hallway and thus the rest of Banana Treatment Center, was opened by a four-digit code that was changed every month. So was the door to Jessica Whitford’s office— the same code. Now it must be said that this was real life, not a video game, so was not accurate to say that these doors could “only” be opened by these means; they could also be opened by, you know, a bomb.

“George! George!” roared the simultaneously shrill and raspy voice whose stentorian might rivaled the volume of the pounding on the door that preceded it and the shotgun blast to the spot under the doorknob that followed.

All eyes in the room widened and fell on George, and as the drug counselor in his seventies who always wore a plaid shirt and zany socks promptly squirmed in his chair and shit himself, thoroughly incinerating whatever style of underwear surely also always wore, complete comprehension dawned upon Gabe, as if that extremely loud and distinctive voice could belong to anyone else.

“Robert K.,” Gabe announced.

Cassie Martinez, the intake supervisor and Colin’s wife, scrunched her face in vexation. “Wasn’t he your patient?”

“What, so he should be trying to kill me instead?” Gabe said, annoyed that Cassie was selling him out like this, especially since they were having an affair.

There was no time for the therapists to sort out what had really happened and Gabe was not sure he actually knew. Robert Kun-Kos had indeed been Gabe’s patient but something had happened between him and George where Robert— an alcoholic, and more important a lunatic— thought George had made exaggerated reports to Colin about Robert’s bad behavior in groups during these very staff meetings and thus sabotaged Robert K.’s chances of getting accepted into Banana’s IOP program. Patients going to rehab would attend Banana’s thirty-day treatment program, PHP, while staying in their housing and being transported to the center for six hours of therapy a day, then after completing that program, only the most model-citizen patients could stay on for the IOP night program, since the housing facility (an apartment building) could only offer so many beds. And Robert K. had coveted one of these highly selective spots… but Gabe didn’t even know what had happened between him and George; it must have happened on Gabe’s days off. Robert K. had left foreboding messages on Gabe’s answering machine… about George. And that he was going to recruit all his friends and they were going to write very bad reviews of Banana online!

Gabe’s last thought before he was jarred into true alertness by the shotgun blast that, judging by the scream, blew off one of Colin’s feet, was that the slimy, greedy nutcases that ran the Banana Treatment Centers company out of Florida probably would have preferred an active shooter incident to the bad reviews!

“Call ‘991!’” said Dr. Ewert.

“Are you fucking kidding me? We have to get out of here!” Jessica shrieked.

The next to speak was Michelle, who was around fifty just like Robert K. and had a reputation for being direct and no-nonsense. “Where would we go? We need to stay here.”

“It’s ‘run, hide, fight,’” said Lisa, the nurse practitioner who was slightly older than Michelle. “Not ‘hide, run, fight.’ We have to run first.”

“We can’t run anywhere. We’re trapped. We have to skip to ‘hide.’”

“Oh, we’re running,” Jessica said. She was in her thirties and this moment now was the least lazy Gabe had ever seen her. She had dived under her desk and pulled out a strange silver contraption that kind of looked like an accordion. “We have this.”

What she had was a roll-up escape ladder that made a lot of sense given the situation, which was that Banana Treatment Center was on the second floor of its building and the only two ways out of Jessica’s office were out the door, to where Robert Kun-Kos was gradually figuring out how to blast his way in, or over the balcony to the street below. So the ladder was necessary.

“I don’t trust that fucking thing,” said Nadine.

“We have no choice,” Jessica said. “This is what it’s here for. Let’s go!”

“We literally do have a choice,” Gabe muttered. “That’s what we’ve been debating…”

Jessica ran to the door that opened up to the small balcony where she often went out to smoke. Most everyone got up to follow; Gabe was last: the IOP therapists Ron and Nadine, the PHP therapists Gabe, Michelle, Natalie, and George, Lisa the nurse practitioner, Dr. Ewert the executive director, Jessica the clinical director, Cassie the intake supervisor, and Charlie, the most senior-ranking of the intake coordinators under Cassie.

“I can’t handle this! I haven’t taken my clonazepam! I’m just going to jump!” shouted Natalie, the young therapist who was in a crying, red-faced panic to go with her red hair and bad skin. “Ahhh!” she added unnecessarily.

“I really wouldn’t—” said Jessica Whitford, who in some cases could be the voice of reason, but it was too late. Natalie had barreled past her
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