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Chapter One 
 
Albert turned off the truck's engine and he yanked his keys from the vehicle's 

ignition. He unfastened his seat belt. He turned and grabbed a red messenger bag from 
the passenger seat. 

A tiny embroidered yellow rose decorated the right corner of the front of the 
satchel. 

Albert swung the bag atop his right shoulder. He clutched his keys tightly in his 
gloved hand. He turned and opened the door at his side before leaping from the interior 
of the silver Hummer. His feet crunched against the rock-covered ground of the parking 
lot. He stared up at the tall gray building that was located in front of the parking area. 

The building was the color of slate. 
It possessed eighteen floors. 
Dozens of square-shaped windows decorated the outer portion of the building. 
The windows on the top floors of the structure possessed large metal bars.  
The low rumble of thunder echoed overhead. 
Albert raised his sight from the building. He looked up at the cloud-filled sky. 
A thick swirl of dark clouds shifted overhead. 
A cool gust of wind blew across the space. 
A light patter of rain fell from the clouds and it soaked into the ground.  
The bright flash of lightning streaked across the sky just before the loud crack of 

thunder reverberated overhead. 
The cold rain fell harder. 
Albert slammed the door of his Hummer. He pressed at his keys frantically. 
The Hummer's horn beeped once. 
The lights of the vehicle flashed briefly. 
The resonant click of the truck's locking mechanisms echoed in the rainy area. 
Albert turned away from the vehicle and he rushed through the parking lot. He 

moved swiftly in the direction of the building. 
Thunder crashed overhead. 
Lightning illuminated the area in a blinding flash.Albert ran towards the building 

as the cold rain pelted him relentlessly.  
The sky became darker. 
The chilly breeze that passed through the area suddenly stopped. 
Albert stopped running a few paces in front of the building's rear entrance. He 

turned around and looked at the space behind him.  
The parking lot was empty. 
The loud crash of thunder reverberated overhead. 
Albert scanned the parking lot. He looked warily at the tall clusters of trees that 

surrounded the area.  
Four dark streetlamps were located in the parking lot. 
Albert reached into his jacket and he pulled out a large steel flashlight. He turned 

the device on.  
A beam of bright white light poured from the flashlight. 
Albert passed the flashlight's white beam across the parking lot. 
Thunder boomed overhead. 



Albert jumped from the loud noise. He grit his teeth and continued to pass the 
flashlight's beam across the vast space in front of him. 

The sound of a loud hum filled the air. 
The street lamps flashed on. 
Bright yellow light poured from the tall fixtures. The illumination settled across the 

parking lot. 
Albert stared at the parking lot for a few moments. He lowered the flashlight's 

light beam to the ground. He turned around and walked towards the building. He 
paused in front of the entrance. He looked up at the thick steel door in front of him. 

A large white sign was attached to the wall a few inches above the closed metal 
portal. 

The words 'William Burley Institute of Mental Health Staff Entrance' decorated 
the sign in large black letters. 

Albert raised his left hand. He pressed a large red plastic button that jutted from 
the wall on the left side of the door.  

A square-shaped black intercom was attached to the wall a few inches above the 
red button. 

Albert looked up at a large black security camera that protruded from the top left 
corner of the metal door. He kept his gaze on the camera and pressed the button again. 

Thunder rumbled in the space.  
The tall lamps in the parking lot flickered and dimmed. 
Albert lowered his hand from the button. He turned around and raised his 

flashlight. He swept the parking lot with the torch's light. 
The lights in the parking lot became dark for a brief moment before they burned 

brightly once more. 
The sound of a loud voice echoed from the intercom. 
"Can I help you!" the voice yelled. 
Albert turned around. He moved closer to the speaker.  
"Yes," Albert said. He wiped at his face and looked up at the camera. "I’m Albert 

Cavanaugh Wielding. I’m here to see Angela Davenport. I'm a visitor. I called to make 
an appointment yesterday." 

After a few moments of silence, the voice spoke. 
"Visitors are supposed to use the front entrance of the Institute!" the voice said 

shrilly. 
Thunder boomed overhead. 
The ground shook from the force of the blast. 
Albert stared into the lens of the camera and spoke in a loud slightly panicked 

voice. 
"Look I've been here before and I know the policy but you have got to let me in! 

This storm is dangerous!" Albert exclaimed. 
"We have rules at this hospital. Visitors are not allowed to use the staff entrance. 

You must go to front of the building if you wish to be allowed inside," the voice said. 
Thunder rumbled, lightning flashed and the cold rain fell harder. 
Albert wiped the droplets of rain from his face. He moved closer to the camera.  



"Look here! I demand that you let me in! I've been here before I'm not a stranger! 
This storm is dangerous and if you don't let me in you will have a lawsuit on your 
hands!" Albert yelled. 

"A lawsuit?" the voice asked. 
"Yes," Albert said loudly with a stiff nod of his head. "If I am struck by lightning or 

am otherwise mutilated or maimed while waiting for you to let me inside this facility, you 
and this prestigious institute will be sued for wrongful death! By not letting me inside 
under these conditions you are deliberately allowing me to remain in harm's way. And if 
my death is the result of your ignorance you and this hospital shall pay a hefty price. 
Including jail time if I get my way! So let me in or you will get sued!" 

"What you just said is garbage," the voice said slowly. 
"I'll also tell Dr. Spears how you wouldn't let me in Cathy. He coughed and 

pointed at the camera. "I know its you. I'd know your voice anywhere! And I also know 
you're already in trouble from what happened with those three patients who escaped 
and were hurt last week!" Albert shouted. 

"How did you know that it's me…" the voice began. 
"Let me in Cathy! Let me in right now!" Albert shouted. 
The voice was silent for a few moments. It released a prim cough and spoke 

slowly. 
"Just a moment," the voice said. 
The sound of a loud click poured from the speaker. 
Albert looked at the intercom with alarm. 
"Hello? Cathy are you going to let me in? It's raining cats out here and it's getting 

frightfully dark as well. I really need to get inside!" Albert shouted. 
The intercom was silent. 
Thunder crashed overhead. 
Lightning flashed across the dark sky. 
The rain fell from the sky in frigid torrents. 
A strong gust of cold wind whipped through the space. 
The lights in the parking lot became dim and they flickered at wild intervals. 
Albert turned around and he looked at the area behind him. He raised the 

flashlight. He passed its white beam across the parking lot. 
The street lamps shook dangerously in the strong gusts of wind. 
A deafening crack of thunder echoed overhead. 
Seconds later, a thin streak of lightning touched down from the sky and slammed 

into the ground in front of Albert's parked Hummer. 
"Fuck me," Albert muttered. 
Albert stared at the large smoking circle that appeared on the gravel-covered 

ground in front of his vehicle. 
The rain fell harder. 
The tall lights swayed and the lemon-colored light that poured from the 

structure's glass bulbs flickered.  
The sky became darker. 
The voice suddenly echoed from the intercom. 
"What did you say your name was?" the voice asked with irritation. 



Albert turned around. He moved closer to the intercom. He looked up at the 
camera. 

"You are kidding me right?" Albert demanded. 
"No sir. I need to know your name. Your full name. It was hard to hear the first 

time with all of the thunder. And you were yelling at me too," the voice said. 
"Albert Cavanaugh Wielding!" Albert yelled. 
"And why have you come to this hospital?" the voice asked in a bored tone. 
"I told you. I’m here to see Angela Davenport!" 
"Do you have an appointment?" 
"Yes I do!" 
"I'll need to confirm your appointment with Dr. Spears before I let you in. And 

then there's the matter of sending someone to the building's staff entrance to let you in." 
"Just do it Cathy. Let me in!" 
"What time was your appointment for today?" 
"Twelve o'clock." 
"You're early. Its eleven twenty right now." 
"I’m always early! You know that! Cathy, stop playing these silly games and let 

me in right now!"  
"Just a moment. I need to confirm your appointment with Dr. Spears." 
The loud click poured from the intercom speaker before there was silence. 
Albert gazed at the speaker. 
A flood of chilled pain suddenly exploded in the center of his forehead. 
"No," Albert wailed.  
Albert closed his eyes and he grit his teeth against the sudden wave of 

unwelcomed discomfort. 
After a few seconds, the pain in Albert's head subsided. 
A light trickling sensation erupted inside his left nostril and a sensation of 

creeping warmth erupted on the flesh of his upper lip. 
Albert pulled off his gloves. He shoved the garments inside of his pocket. He 

raised his right hand and touched the flesh of his upper lip gently. He pulled his hand 
away from his face. He looked at the limb. 

Small droplets of blood clung to his fingertips. 
"Oh no. Not now," Albert whispered.  
Albert turned around. He gazed at the rain-soaked parking lot. 
A loud hissing sound suddenly echoed from the intercom. 
Albert turned around and he moved closer to the intercom. 
"Cathy! Cathy! Are you there? Look you have to let me in! Let me in right now!" 

Albert yelled.  
Albert raised his fist and pounded on the steel door. 
"Hello! Is there anybody there? Let me in! Open the door!" Albert shouted. 
The sound of a loud groaning noise echoed from the parking lot. 
Albert stopped hitting the door. He blinked slowly and turned around. He looked 

at the parking lot. He raised the flashlight. He moved its light beam in quick back and 
forth motions across the wet space. 

The parking lot was empty. 



The tall lights shook violently in the wind just before each of the lanterns 
exploded in rapid succession. 

Bright sparks, shiny glass fragments and white smoke burst from each light 
during its noisy destruction. 

Within moments, the parking lot and the area surrounding it was dark. 
Albert raised his right hand. He reached inside of his jacket. He grabbed at the 

front of his  neck. 
A large circular silver headlamp that was attached to a round black stretchy 

elastic band encircled his neck. The metal object dangled from the front portion of 
Albert's throat. 

Albert pulled the headlamp upward. He tugged at the object until the metal light 
rested against his forehead. 

The black elastic band that was attached to the headlamp was pressed snugly 
against the rear portion of his skull. 

Albert turned on the headlamp. 
Bright blue light poured from the portable lantern. 
Albert tapped at the buttons that were located on the side of the headlamp. 
The headlamp's blue light became brighter. 
Albert continued to move his flashlight rapidly across the space in front of him. 

He took a few cautious steps backwards in the direction of the metal door. He scanned 
the parking lot while raising his shaking right hand to his throat. He pulled at the area 
beneath the collar of his shirt. 

A thin gold chain encircled his neck. 
A small circular gold medallion dangled from the gold necklace. 
Nine small shiny round gemstones arranged in a circle decorated the center of 

the golden medallion. 
Six of the small stones were the color of blood. 
Three of the gems were clear. 
Intricate symbols and designs had been etched atop the golden medallion in the 

center of the arrangement of stones. 
A single round burgundy-colored gem rested in the center of the pendant.The 

gemstone was larger than the other nine stones.  
Albert grabbed at his throat. He clutched at the gold pendant. The tips of his 

fingers brushed against the rough gems that decorated the medallion. 
The golden object was cold beneath his fingers. 
Albert pulled his hand away from his neck with a slight start before he placed his 

limb to the front portion of his throat once more. He swallowed with great difficultly. He 
inhaled small droplets of the cold rain that doused his face. He passed the light of the 
flashlight rapidly across the dark parking lot in front of him. He continued to move his 
fingers against the front of his throat. He lowered his right hand and stopped the motion 
of his limb at the area just above his chest.  

The tips of his fingers brushed against a dozen thin cylinders. He clutched at the 
strand of slender objects with a triumphant cry before pulling them from the interior of 
his shirt. 

A dozen colorful plastic necklaces rose up from Albert's shirt. The cylinders were 
filled with colored liquid. The objects bounced against the front of Albert's tunic. 



"Yes!" Albert exclaimed. He pulled at the cylinders with quick jerking motions. 
Loud cracking sounds rose up from the circlets. 
The necklaces glowed in the dark space. The colorful illumination that poured 

from the cylinders bathed Albert's face in a shimmering multi-colored hue. 
Lightning streaked across the sky. The loud rumble of thunder echoed overhead. 
Albert lowered his hand from his neck. He turned around. He moved to the 

intercom. 
"Hello! Is anybody there? Let me the fuck in please!" Albert shouted. 
The sound of breaking glass reverberated from the parking lot. 
Albert turned around quickly. He stared at the parking lot. He took a small step 

forward. He aimed the flashlight at the car-filled area. He rested the beam of the torch 
near the center of the lot. 

The white light passed across his Hummer. 
The windows and the headlights of the vehicle were smashed. 
A tall dark shape huddled on the right side of the large vehicle. 
Albert gasped. He moved the flashlight's beam in the direction of the dark figure. 
The sound of a loud bellow echoed from the parking lot just before the dark form 

vanished. 
Loud grating noises echoed in the parking lot. 
Albert moved the light in the direction of the jarring sounds. 
A few of the parked cars shook violently. 
The sound of breaking glass echoed in the space. 
The loud blare of several car alarms filled the air. 
Albert walked backwards in the direction of the building.He stopped abruptly 

when his spine slammed against the metal door. He continued to gaze at the parking 
lot. 

A loud burst of static poured from the speaker. 
The voice poured from the intercom. 
"Albert Cavanaugh you may enter now," the voice said. 
Albert turned around. He looked up at the camera. 
"Thank you!" Albert shouted. He grabbed at the door's rusted metal handle. He 

pulled it. 
The portal remained shut. 
"Open the door now!" Albert shouted. 
"One moment. I forgot to unlock the door," the voice said with a faint laugh. 
A loud grating noise echoed from the parking lot. 
The loud crash of thunder reverberated overhead. 
The rain fell in steady chilly torrents. 
Albert yanked at the door. 
"Cathy you fucking sow! Open this door right fucking now!" Albert shouted. 
"Foul language will get you nowhere," the voice said calmly. 
Albert pressed his lips together. He ground his teeth slightly before he curved his 

lips into a painful grin. He looked up at the camera. He spoke slowly and loudly. 
"I'm really sorry Cathy. I just really need to get in here. I really need to see 

Angela. And I want to get out of this dangerous storm. Please let me in," Albert said. 
After a few seconds the voice spoke. 



"I accept your apology. You may come in now," the voice said. 
The grating noise that poured from the parking lot became louder. 
A strange whistling sound filled the air. 
Albert turned away from the camera. He moved closer to the door. He pulled it. 
The door remained shut. 
"Fucking hell!" Albert shouted. 
A loud buzzing sound echoed from the door's interior. A faint click poured from 

the metal portal. 
Albert pulled the door. 
The heavy portal came ajar with a loud groaning noise. 
Albert rushed inside. 
The door slammed shut behind him with a heavy bang. 


