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When a Swiss psychiatrist arrives at a secluded sanitarium, people start disappearing, one by one until everyone is gone—except one. All the cars have been sabotaged rendering them inoperable. The phone lines have been cut and all the lights go out. The lone wolf is left to fend for himself. Will he be able to escape the fate of all the others? Or will he be swallowed up too!
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				Foreword

			  Nestled within a forest of pines and oaks and perched near the edge of a high cliff, overlooking the majestic Pacific Ocean along the central coast of California, sat Castillo Del Mar. A health resort and retreat for people of means, it is a place where one can escape the troubles of the world and find peace, tranquility, and safety…or so it would seem.

				Alex Ramsey, a psychiatrist at Castillo Del Mar Sanitarium, wanted to take the hospital vehicle himself, in order to personally receive his old university professor. He drove to the train depot at San Francisco to pick up Doctor Franz Lederer. However, as luck would have it, the car’s generator shorted out after arriving at the station. So together they took the Del Monte Express down to Monterey, 120 miles south. They hailed a taxi to take them the remaining thirty miles south to the facility at Big Sur. Alex would deal with the crippled machine later.

				Doctor Lederer had come all the way from Zurich, Switzerland to attend a psychiatric convention. He had two days before it started, which would give him some time to visit the famous sanitarium, headed by the enigmatic Doctor Niles Calloway.

				Little did anyone know what was to take place on the Halloween evening of October 31, 1937, the day after, Doctor Franz Lederer’s arrival.

				The Arrival

			  The taxi left Del Monte Train Depot at Monterey with its two passengers, on the evening of October 30, 1937 at five p.m., just after dark.

				Doctor Lederer and I traveled south down the panoramic coastline to our destination, a secluded piece of real estate with the façade of a fifteenth century Spanish Castle. The building itself was actually a home constructed in 1922 by a newspaper magnate, who had sold it in 1930 to a private medical firm. They had converted it into a sanitarium and retreat for clients who could afford such luxuries.

				Doctor Lederer was a clinical psychiatrist who often consulted with Carl Jung and Sigmund Freud about human consciousness and its nature. However, he seemed to favor Jung’s “collective unconscious” theory as opposed to Freud’s libido theory. He was also very interested in Doctor Calloway’s approach to the treatment of people who are financially secure, but suffer from anxiety neuroses.

				After graduating with honors from Zurich University in1936, I had returned to California to take a position with Doctor Niles Calloway, Superintendent of Castillo Del Mar Sanitarium at Big Sur, California. I had studied under Professor Franz Lederer. He had sent Doctor Calloway a letter of introduction. After my interview, I was given a position as an apprentice psychiatrist. Soon afterwards, Doctor Calloway appointed me assistant director; not bad for a twenty-six-year-old man. Doctor Calloway was inclined to favor Freud’s theories as opposed to Jung’s.

				It was wonderful to see my professor again, and now I, Alex Ramsey, twenty-seven years old, one of nine children born and raised in Oklahoma to parents who, with all of us, migrated to Central California in 1930 to find a better life.

				Now I would have the opportunity to work with two exponents of the predominant theories in psychological thought.

				It was a dark chilly evening as we were making our way in the taxi, down the scenic but treacherous road that lead to our destination. Although I should have been ecstatic with the anticipation of working with two of the greatest minds in the field, I couldn’t help but feel something of an ominous nature. Being of an analytical character myself, I tried to make a willful effort to dismiss such unfounded anxiety, to being overtired.

				“I’m so glad to see you again, Professor Lederer,” I said, trying to quell my uneasiness.

				“It’s good to see you too, Alex,” he said warmly.

				Doctor Lederer was a striking man of forty-seven, over six feet tall with gray hair, steel-rimmed glasses and a Van Dyke beard. He was looking at me intensely with his deep sky-blue eyes. He said, “Alex, I knew you’d be a fine psychiatrist because you have the perception of a wise man, more than any other twenty-seven-year-old I know.”

				He didn’t say anything else. I knew he’d sensed my troubled state because he had been observing me with a quiet concentration.

				The cab driver was not moving very fast, but I asked him to slow down even more, because the winding one-lane road was so narrow. We were already hugging the edge of the very steep cliff that dropped almost straight down to the roaring waters below.

				“We’ll be at the front gate in five minutes,” I said.

				“Good,” said Doctor Lederer. “Riding on a hazardous highway at night, especially when it’s so dark can be a little nerve wracking, huh, Alex?”

				“Yes,” I answered. That really wasn’t what was troubling me, and somehow I knew Doctor Lederer knew that too. After all, he was a psychiatrist with keen observation skills.

				“I understand you’ve never met Doctor Calloway before; is that right?” I asked.

				“Not in person, Alex, but we’ve communicated several times by letter, and once I spoke to him on the telephone. I’ve read most of his articles on electric shock therapy for the treatment of extreme anxiety neuroses.”

				“Yes, Doctor Calloway has broadened the application of the treatment and has had many successful results,” I commented.

				“He certainly has,” Doctor Lederer said, “more than anyone I know in the field, including Doctor Freud himself. I’m looking forward to meeting him in the flesh and observing the results for myself with his patients…or, ‘guests,’ at Castillo Del Mar Sanitarium.”

				At that point it was eight-thirty p.m. and we were pulling up to the main gate, at the west end of the dark gray, castle-like structure.

				Pines, oaks and cypresses surrounded the building, and moss hung from many of the trees. The cliff was only one-hundred-fifty feet west of the gate. The lively current of the Pacific Ocean that lay below, was murmuring soothing sounds at low tide.

				The watchman at the gate let us in and the taxi drove up the last fifty feet to the front of the structure. Doctor Lederer and I exited the automobile and walked up to the brown-arched wooden door of the Castle. The driver followed carrying Doctor Lederer’s two suitcases. I told him to put them down while I paid him. I pulled out my key and we stepped into the foyer of Castillo Del Mar Sanitarium.

				“That’s Mrs. Dudley, the housekeeper,” I said, as she was coming down the stairs from the second level to meet us. She was a short, stout woman in her fifties with dyed black hair and always in good spirits. Her husband was the building and grounds keeper. Together with their staff of six helpers, they ran a tight ship.

				“Hello Doctor Ramsey,” she said.

				“Hello Mrs. Dudley. We’ve finally arrived,” I said as I took off my hat. “This is Doctor Franz Lederer.”

				“How do you do, Doctor Lederer, and welcome to Castillo Del Mar,” she said formally, as she extended her right hand to him.

				“Thank you, Mrs. Dudley. It’s a pleasure” he replied.

				“You must both be hungry,” she said, as she took our overcoats and hats.

				“We’re famished,” I confirmed to her.

				“I have plenty of Irish stew left over from this evening’s supper. I can serve some up to you both in short order, would you like that?” she asked.

				“That would be wonderful and I know I’m speaking for Doctor Lederer, too,” I replied.

				“He is,” said Doctor Lederer, as he perused his surroundings with a beacon-like movement.

				“Where’s your luggage, Doctor Lederer?” asked Mrs. Dudley.

				“Oh yes, we forgot, didn’t we,” I said. “I had the cab driver leave it on the landing outside.”

				“I must really be tired. I didn’t even realize it was there,” Doctor Lederer replied.

				“Don’t you worry about it, Doctor Lederer, I’ll have my husband bring it up to your room,” said Mrs. Dudley.

				I escorted the doctor upstairs to his room myself, so he could freshen up and I went to my room to do the same. When we came down to the dining room, Mrs. Dudley had two strong chilled Martinis waiting for us. “These will enhance your appetite,” she said with a smile and a twinkle in her eye.

				“Undoubtedly they will,” I answered in kind.

				The doctor smiled at Mrs. Dudley and turned to me with a non-verbal expression of agreement.

				Mrs. Dudley informed us, Doctor Calloway had been abruptly called away for the evening and could not be here for Doctor Lederer’s arrival. He would, however, be back tomorrow and he sent his apologies.

				After we consumed a delightful meal accompanied by a bottle of Burgundy, Doctor Lederer and I retired to the library with coffee and brandy. We sat on two large black, soft-leather chairs and reminisced about my four years of study at the University of Zurich and the courses I took with him. The fact Doctor Calloway wasn’t here was very curious and unsettling to me. When I’d left the sanitarium at two o’clock that very afternoon for the train depot to receive our visiting doctor, Doctor Calloway had assured me he would be here. Perhaps it had some correlation with the feeling I’d had earlier, when we were in the taxi.

				Then Doctor Lederer said, “Alex, I can’t help but feel there is something troubling you. Is there anything you want to tell me?”

				“Well, Doctor Lederer, I don’t want to put a damper on our reunion but…”

				“Is it because Doctor Calloway isn’t here?” he interrupted.

				“Well, partly, I suppose. For one thing, whenever he’s called away, he always provides me with information, as to where he’ll be and the nature of the reason, whatever it is, by telephone or a message from Nurse Holden, or Miss Hathaway, and how to contact him in the event of an emergency. This is the first time he hasn’t. He didn’t give any reason to Mrs. Dudley either. I have absolutely no way to find him. The other thing is, he was so looking forward to your arrival and definitely wanted to be here tonight, he told me so himself.”

				“Well, Alex, I wouldn’t worry about it. Perhaps he’s arranging admittance for another patient.”

				“He would have told me, Doctor Lederer. We would have known at least a month ago. You see, there is a several week entry process before anyone can be admitted to Castillo Del Mar Sanitarium, and…then never mind…”

				“Never mind what, Alex?”

				“Well, it’s rather silly because it doesn’t make sense…I don’t know.”

				“You don’t know?”

				“That’s just it. I don’t know. Maybe it’s because I’m overtired, maybe...”

				“I’m sure that’s it, Alex. I’m tired too. I didn’t even think about where my luggage was, remember? Let’s call it a day and go to bed. After a good night’s sleep, everything will look bright in the morning. Besides, Doctor Calloway will be back tomorrow and I’m sure he will explain the reason for his absence this evening.”

				“Yes, I’m sure you’re right, Doctor Lederer. Besides, tomorrow we’re having a Halloween Party. Three of our patients along with Mary Holden, our head nurse, are putting it together for our other residents and staff. We’ll have visiting guests too.”

				“You see, Alex? A party to boot. And the light at the end of the tunnel is a jack-o’-lantern, huh?”

				“Mary’s the shining light around here, “I murmured softly.”

				“I see. I’m sure you will have shining dreams in your repose tonight, Alex.”

				Of course, Doctor Lederer was right with his deduction in regard to my feelings about Mary. Knowing I would be looking at her across the breakfast table in the morning, I obtained a sense of tranquility. The message from Doctor Calloway that he would be there too was reassuring for me. No doubt he would disclose the reason for his curious absence when the four of us met for our first meal together at nine a.m. At that point, Doctor Lederer and I proceeded to go upstairs to our respective rooms and retire for the evening.

				The Introduction

			  Mrs. Dudley already had the breakfast table set when I came down stairs at eight-twenty-five a.m. Mary would be down in five minutes. I’d arranged it that way so I could have some time with her alone, before the others arrived. Naturally, Mrs. Dudley was in on my little scheme and strategically arranged everything to that end.

				She’s a most effective ally to have, because she not only knew the habits of the Castle, but also had a firm grasp on the pulse of human nature and an empathy for affairs of the heart. Perhaps she’d missed her calling.

				Mary had taken the nurse-in-charge position here one day before I came. That was on October 30th, 1936. Soon after our professional association, a mutual meshing of chemistry bonded to the point of love. Mary is twenty-six and a slender five-foot five-inches with a fine bone structure. She has dark brown hair and the most penetrating green eyes I’ve ever seen. When she looks at me, it’s as if I were being bathed in the most soothing rays of two noonday suns. Mary is my therapeutic treatment in more ways than one.

				“Good morning, Alex. I’m sorry I was unable to see you last night when you got back with Doctor Lederer,” she said, as she entered the dining room, then fixed those green eyes onto my brown ones.

				“That’s all right, Mary. I really didn’t know what time I would get back, because the car broke down in San Francisco and we had to take the train back to Monterey and from there get a taxi. It wouldn’t be fair for me to expect you to wait up, when I didn’t know when I’d get in.”

				“I know. Mrs. Dudley told me you’d phoned and left word of what happened. Miss Hopkins was having one of her dramatic spells and I was unable to come to the telephone then. I’m sorry.”

				“Don’t be sorry, Mary. The anticipation of knowing that I’d have these moments with you this morning and now, the reality of it is the perfect tonic for my heart,” I uttered in artistic reverie.

				“Maybe you should have been a poet. You’re always talking to me in dreamy words, not in the analytical language of a clinician,” she cheerfully quipped with a smile on her lips.

				“I only do that with you, Mary. You bring out the poet in me.”

				She moved close to me and softly whispered in my right ear, “I’m looking forward to more of your poetry tonight, after the Halloween party when the children are in bed.”

				I took Mary in my arms. We embraced tightly. Our lips came together for a prolonged kiss, which put me into a state of unadulterated ecstasy. Would it last forever? Mrs. Dudley, seeing this performance upon peering into the room, caught my eye with a gesture to look at the clock on the wall. It was already quarter to nine, which meant that Doctors Lederer and Calloway would be here within fifteen minutes, if not sooner. She undoubtedly wanted to save us from an embarrassing situation. I thanked her for the alert because I really was lost in the moment, which wouldn’t have stopped were it not for her protective intervention. She’s my guardian angel, too.

				Mary asked, “What’s Doctor Lederer like, Alex?”

				“He’s one of the leading psychiatrists in the field of electric shock treatment therapy and its appropriate use, in cases of psychoses, and extreme neuroses when deemed applicable,” I replied in a professional manner.

				With searing concentration, she looked at me and said, “I know what his credentials are, Alex, but what’s he like…his character, personality? You know what I mean.”

				“Well, he’s much more approachable than Doctor Calloway. I mean, not that Doctor Calloway isn’t approachable, but Doctor Lederer has a more…how should I say…empathetic aspect to his nature. He’s easier to get to know. He’s not so, clinical, not so standoffish…not that Doctor Calloway is standoffish, but…well…”

				While I was tripping over my words, Doctor Lederer entered the dining room. He gracefully walked up to us and smiled.

				“Doctor Lederer,” I said, “allow me to introduce you to Mary Holden, the nurse in charge here at Castillo Del Mar Sanitarium.”

				Doctor Lederer gave a formal bow, took Mary’s hand and said, “How do you do, Miss Holden. I’m Franz Lederer. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

				Mary responded, “How do you do, Doctor Lederer. It’s an honor to meet you, too. Alex…I mean Doctor Ramsey, has told me so much about you. He said any redeeming qualities he has were passed on from you, while he was studying under your guidance.

				“Any redeeming qualities that Alex has were of his own making. That’s something you cannot teach, Miss Holden,” he said humbly.

				I looked at the clock on the wall. It was already five after nine and I was wondering why Doctor Calloway wasn’t here yet. He’s never late. The feeling of uneasiness I’d had last night was beginning to rise to the surface of my consciousness again. Doctor Calloway is always so punctual. Why wasn’t he here? As I was about to express my concern to Doctor Lederer and Mary, I looked up and saw Doctor Calloway standing between the clock and me.

				It was as if he simply materialized there, because none of us saw or heard him enter the room…yet there he stood with his eyes fixed on me. He couldn’t have been there more than a minute. Doctor Calloway makes a commanding impression. He’s six-foot-six , very thin, almost gaunt. He had piercing, black hypnotic eyes, black hair combed straight back and a pale, almost anemic, complexion on his clean-shaven face.

				As he was still gazing at me in deafening silence, I intervened by saying, “Good morning, Doctor Calloway, allow me to introduce you to Doctor Franz Lederer.”

				Doctor Calloway turned his eyes to Doctor Lederer and said, “I’m very happy to meet you in person, Doctor Lederer. Please let me apologize for not being here last night when you arrived with Alex,” he said in a controlled, stilted manner.

				“You don’t have to apologize, Doctor Calloway; no doubt there are going to be unexpected situations that will require your immediate response in a facility like Castillo Del Mar Sanitarium,” Doctor Lederer articulated with a guarded tone.

				“Yes, there are often surprising events that take place here…and they’re not always with the residents,” he responded rather accusingly to Doctor Lederer.

				“I’m sure they’re not,” he snapped back abruptly to Doctor Calloway.

				As the Doctors were bantering back and forth in their somewhat sharp exchange, I could not help but feel an undercurrent of animosity between them. It was as if Mary and I weren’t even there, the way they now focused on each other. I could see that she too was sensing, the cold tension that was beginning to permeate the room. My feeling of uneasiness was pervasive and really started to crescendo, to the point of panic, by the time Mrs. Dudley opened the kitchen door and stepped into the dining room, to announce breakfast was ready.

				Again, she appeared at the right time. Bless her.

				After a sigh of relief, I looked at Doctor Lederer and proudly announced, “Wait till you savor Mrs. Dudley’s home-made marmalade.”

				“After consuming her Irish stew last night, I’m sure the meals at Castillo Del Mar will always be a pleasurable experience,” Doctor Lederer responded with warm anticipation.

				Mrs. Dudley came back into the dining room rolling a large cart laden with scrambled eggs, sausages, fried potatoes, toast, marmalade, and a large pot of coffee. Like bees to a honeycomb, we all made a beeline to the table.

				After eating several forkfuls of potatoes and drinking a couple of swigs of coffee, Doctor Calloway said, “Please forgive me for being so mysterious, but I had to arrange for the admittance of another patient. The process took longer than I thought it would.”

				Mary said, “I’ll ask Miss Hathaway right after breakfast to start the paper work rolling.”

				“That won’t be necessary, Nurse Holden, the patient is already here. I arranged it myself, personally,” he quickly retorted.

				“Oh?” Mary questioned surprisingly.

				I almost choked on some sausage upon hearing this mysterious development.

				“Yes. I know I should have informed you and Alex, but there wasn’t time. It all happened so fast, you see…with Alex en route to San Francisco to pick up Doctor Lederer and you so short staffed yesterday…and then there was the episode with Miss Hopkins. There wasn’t time. I know it goes against the standard practice of the six-week entry process; however, this situation required me to bend the rules.”

				Doctor Calloway had expressed this in a slow guarded way. After a pause, I asked him, “May I ask who this patient is and why he or she is here?”

				“All in due time, Alex,” he answered.

				Mary and I looked at each other with expressions of amazement. Why was he being so evasive?

				Then Doctor Lederer intervened, “Doctor Calloway and this institution are well known the world over. Naturally there are going to be situations where he has to make sudden decisions and ‘move mountains,’ so to speak; right, Doctor Calloway?”

				“You already know me too well, Doctor Lederer,” he responded with an air of superiority.

				“I’m learning more all the time. Every day is a learning experience for me…and this is only the beginning of my first day here.”

				When Doctor Lederer uttered those words, they seemed to have more than one meaning. I longed to break this unsettling exchange with its coded undercurrent, but hoped they’d soon sort it out.

				“I hope you had a restful sleep after your long journey from New York, Doctor Lederer.” Mary said.

				“I slept haphazardly, Miss Holden. You know, even though the accommodations were very nice on the train during the cross-country ride, I had a difficult time sleeping because of the constant movement. Six days of it.”

				“I know,” she commented. “I was affected the same way when I took the train from Indiana last year, to take this position. I remember I only had four days of it but it did take its toll on me.”

				“What part of Indiana are you from, Miss Holden?” Doctor Lederer asked.

				“Indianapolis, the capital of Indiana.”

				I was silently enjoying my breakfast while Mary and Doctor Lederer were making small talk. Then Doctor Calloway said to me.

				“Mrs. Dudley mentioned the automobile broke down in San Francisco, and you had to take the train back here. I take it, it’s still there?”

				“Yes. I sent Harper by train up to San Francisco to replace the generator and drive the car back here.

				“When will we have the car back?”

				“Harper took the eight o’clock express this morning carrying a new generator. When he gets there, he’ll replace the old one with the new one and drive the car back. He should get here sometime between five and six this evening,” I explained.

				“I see. Well, I’m sure we can get by without the vehicle for one day. I know we have enough supplies to get us through several days.”

				When we finished our breakfast, Doctor Calloway went on to tell Doctor Lederer about each of the patients residing at the sanitarium and the reasons why they were here.

				“We currently have six patients at our facility, Doctor Lederer. They all suffer from varying degrees of anxiety neurosis. Miss Madeline Gould, for example, is an unmarried thirty-eight-year-old finishing school teacher from Boston, Massachusetts. She came to us three months ago for therapy and treatment because she became overwhelmed with the problems, of teaching young, spoiled, unruly girls, and coping with their wealthy un-cooperative parents.

				“Then there’s Penelope Hopkins, an over-made-up, New York stage actress who always wears a red wig. She won’t say how old she is, though her manager told me she’s forty-six. She’s been with us for two months now. She has periodic episodes with dramatic precision every so often. Only yesterday she had a doozie with one of our other patients. Most of those spells are staged, of course, what with her flair for the theatrical. Miss Hopkins’ anxiety is due to the fact that she hasn’t had a part since last year; she says her agent thinks she’s too old for leading lady parts, which she is, of course but refuses to admit it.

				“Arthur Duncan is thirty-one. He’s a very accomplished sculptor with brown curly hair and matching full-face beard, and has heavy features. Mister Duncan has been here for…let’s see, I think it is four months. Although he’s English by nationality, he lives in Paris, France six months of the year. His distress is a result of the unsettling events currently going on in Germany.

				“You may have heard of Kyle Morgan, the motion picture actor with the classic Adonis look. He came up here from Hollywood last month following the recommendation of his personal psychiatrist. He’s twenty-seven, unmarried…and wants to remain so. His trouble has to do with the pressure his studio boss has been putting on him, to marry a famous actress in order to dispel growing rumors of his ‘true nature.’

				“Ernest Lipton is a local man who has accomplished a lot in his thirty-five years of life, although he looks older. He is a writer, an adventurer…and an alcoholic. He has been with us six months for treatment of the third attribute. And lastly and most recently, three weeks now, is Alfred Strutmire. He is a balding fifty-five-year-old mathematics professor from the University of California at Berkeley. Professor Strutmire suffers from uncontrollable rage. He came here at the behest of the chairman of the Mathematics Department. It seems when some of his students are having problems or don’t understand certain mathematical concepts, he often hits them over the shoulders with a yardstick. Hopefully his treatment and stay at Castillo Del Mar will give him a foundation to build patience, as well as how to handle anxious situations. In fact, it was he who had the hostile encounter with Miss Hopkins yesterday.”

				* * * *

			  It was ten a.m. and we’d finished our first meal together. Mrs. Dudley looked in to see if she could start clearing the table. Doctor Calloway gave her an affirmative nod and went on to say, Mary and I should introduce Doctor Lederer to the rest of the staff and the patients. Meanwhile he would orientate the new seventh patient. Mary and I were also to show Doctor Lederer the layout of the interior of the building. He would then meet us back in his office at eleven o’clock and give Doctor Lederer the Cooke’s tour, as it were, of the outside and surrounding grounds himself before lunch. Although I was troubled with Doctor Calloway’s reluctance to tell me anything about this new patient, I figured he would introduce Mary, Doctor Lederer and me, to him, or her, when we met Doctor Calloway in his office in an hour.

				The Residents

			  The elevator door opened on the second floor. Mary, Doctor Lederer and I went to the nurses’ station, where Miss Hathaway was waiting for us. The station was centered in the middle of the floor, like a hub. Last year a telephone switchboard had been installed, to make it the new central communication center of the Castle.

				“Miss Hathaway,” Mary said, “allow me to introduce you to Doctor Franz Lederer, our visiting psychiatrist.”

				“How do you do, Doctor Lederer, welcome to Castillo Del Mar. I am Dorothy Hathaway, the administrative secretary.”

				“How do you do, Miss Hathaway, I’m very happy to meet you,” Doctor Lederer said with his professional protocol as he took her hand.

				Then Mary said, “Our office is on the east side of this floor, Doctor Lederer.”

				The four of us then proceeded down the corridor, turned left, walked past several rooms to the end of the hall where the administrative office was. The office itself was partitioned, as it was shared by both Mary and Miss Hathaway; we entered on Miss Hathaway’s side to the right. She asked us to sit down. I knew what was on Mary’s mind and what she was about to ask Miss Hathaway…because if she didn’t, I would have.

				“Miss Hathaway, are you aware of the new patient that Doctor Calloway admitted last night?”

				“New patient. Admitted last night?” she bellowed with surprise.

				“Yes. Doctor Calloway told us he, ‘personally’ brought in a new patient last night.”

				“I’m most certainly not aware of it, Nurse Holden. Why didn’t he tell me? I should have known about this at least six weeks ago. He didn’t tell me. Nobody told me. Nobody told me anything.” she said, trying to control her reaction.

				“It’s not your fault, Miss Hathaway. Mary and I didn’t know about it either, not until about an hour ago; that is, when Doctor Calloway told us,” I said.

				Doctor Lederer said, “Yes, Doctor Calloway apparently admitted the ‘mystery’ patient sometime last night, in secret.” Then he looked at me and said, “Alex, do you think it was before or after we got here?”

				“I don’t know, Doctor Lederer, I don’t know. I’m not sure how he brought this patient in either…unless he used his own car, or a taxi. Ordinarily, our policy is to use the staff vehicle for transporting and admitting patients…or any official hospital business for that matter. So I don’t know. The car is still in San Francisco. I don’t even know where the patient is. None of us do.”

				“Well, I’m sure Doctor Calloway will tell us everything, including the patient’s name, and the reason for the cryptic entry. I mean, I can’t imagine he would treat this person on his own without the assistance of the hospital staff…the thought of that is utterly absurd,” Doctor Lederer said with an air of superiority.

				“Yes, it certainly would be,” I responded.

				Then Miss Hathaway said, “Well, I hope he tells me soon so I can start the paper work.”

				Then Mary assured Miss Hathaway, “I didn’t mean to imply that you knew about this and deliberately didn’t tell, or that you weren’t doing your job; if I did give that impression, I apologize. It’s just that we’re all so surprised Doctor Calloway didn’t say anything to any of us about it.”

				I also chimed in by saying to Miss Hathaway, “Not only that, but we don’t know if the patient is a man or a woman or what the nature of the condition is. What’s more, we don’t even know where this patient is. None of us knows anything about this individual. We only know that he or she is somewhere in this building.

				Because Doctor Calloway told Mary, me, and Doctor Lederer that he’d brought him, or her, to our Castle retreat last night. He didn’t say what time it was either. He was very secretive. All he said this morning was that he was going to orientate our new patient while we introduce Doctor Lederer to you, the rest of the staff, and to our six known residents. I expect him to orientate us about the new arrival when we meet him in his office at eleven.”

				“I hope so,” Miss Hathaway said.

				Then Mary looked at her watch and said, “It’s already ten fifteen, Doctor Ramsey. You’ve got to take Doctor Lederer around now to introduce him to our on-duty staff and all six of our guests if you can, as well as show him the interior of the Castle. Who knows? You and Doctor Lederer might stumble upon the whereabouts of the ‘shadow’ patient during your tour through the Castle. Remember, you only have forty-five minutes because we’re to meet Doctor Calloway in his office at eleven. I have some patient progress reports I have to review with Miss Hathaway so I’ll meet you and Doctor Lederer at Doctor Calloway’s office at eleven o’clock sharp, okay?”

				“See you then, Mary,” I said.

				I could see Doctor Lederer’s intense concentration on every word, Miss Hathaway, and I were exchanging, and the way he was looking at our facial expressions and bodily movements. I felt he was suspicious of a ruse. Whether he suspected any of us, Doctor Calloway, or the whole lot of us, for that matter, I didn’t know, but he suspected ‘something.’

				Since my time was limited, I thought I’d take Doctor Lederer to the fourth floor first and work down to the ground floor. The tour would terminate there and the fact that Doctor Calloway’s office was on the first level also, would be convenient.

				“As you know, this building has four stories, and there are four rooms up here. Two we use for therapy and treatment; one is a sitting room and the other is for staff conferences. The patients are housed on the second and third floors only,” I told Doctor Lederer as I showed him each one.

				“Alex, you said you currently have six patients…and now the phantom makes seven. How many patients is the Castle equipped to handle?” Doctor Lederer asked as we were making our way back down to the third floor.

				“We can hold a total of ten at a time. This is a private facility so it isn’t very big and we don’t have a large staff, but we’re well equipped with the latest technology. We have five residence rooms on both the second and third floors. We ought to be able to locate our sub rosa patient in one of the rooms not assigned to any of our six patients. Currently, we have Miss Hopkins and Mister Morgan on the second floor, both of whom you will meet when we get there. Mister Strutmire, Mister Lipton, Miss Gould, and Mister Duncan are on this floor.”

				As we stepped out of the elevator, Doctor Lederer said, “Most likely Doctor Calloway has the patient on the second floor because there are four vacant rooms whereas there’s only two on this one, yes, Alex?”

				“I can’t say, Doctor Lederer, because as of yet, I don’t know the reason for the admittance. I can only say we’ll both find out together. We normally put patients who don’t have hobby pastimes, or may require more therapy such as a more complex medication regimen for example, on the third floor because it is closer to the fourth floor treatment rooms. So it’s a question of proximity and convenience, you see.”

				“Of course, Alex,” he said, as I knocked on Mister Strutmire’s door.

				Mister Strutmire opened the door. He had a newspaper in his hand. He was fifty-five years old, short and portly, clean-shaven with a shiny bald pate and a horseshoe gray fringe around his head. He took off a pair of round horn-rimmed glasses, then looked at Doctor Lederer and me in an agitated manner. He didn’t say a word.

				“Good morning Professor Strutmire” I said. “This is Doctor Franz Lederer from Zurich, Switzerland. He’s visiting with us in order to observe the operations and care at our facility.”

				“Everyone around here is always observing,” he tersely responded. “Anyway, how do you do Doctor…Lederer, is it?” he said, while putting his glasses back on.

				“Yes, Lederer, Doctor Franz Lederer. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Professor Strutmire.”

				“Well, I suppose you gentlemen would like to come in,” he said in a rather annoyed way.

				“No, not now because we really don’t have much time. I wanted you to meet Doctor Lederer,” I replied.

				“Well, I’ve met him. So now, if you will excuse me, I’ll go back to reading my paper…as I was doing before I was interrupted,” he barked back. Then he pulled off his glasses again and slammed the door in our faces.

				As we proceeded to Mister Lipton’s room, I sheepishly said to Doctor Lederer: “I apologize for Mister Strutmire’s rudeness. As you can see he has a problem with public relations.”

				“Oh, don’t worry about it, Alex,” Doctor Lederer said as he made a sweeping motion with his right hand, “he wouldn’t even be here, if he didn’t have a problem in the first place.”

				As I was about to knock on Mister Lipton’s door, Nurse Jenkins came by with a sedative for him. I introduced her to Doctor Lederer and we entered the room. Mister Lipton was sitting on his high-back leather chair with his arms resting in his lap. His far-off stare gave the impression he was completely oblivious to our presence. Nurse Jenkins got his attention by calling his name at which point he then looked at her, took the sedative and swallowed it with water. After she left the room, I proceeded to offer salutations and introduce Doctor Lederer to Mister Lipton.

				“Good morning, Mister Lipton, how are you feeling today?”

				Mister Lipton slowly looked up, gazed at me and quietly said in a monotonous tone, “The same, everyday is the same.”

				“I would like to introduce you to Doctor Franz Lederer. He will be staying with us a couple of days. He would like to meet you.

				“Who would like to meet me?” he said lethargically.

				“Doctor Lederer. This is Doctor Lederer from Zurich, Switzerland. One of his specialties is treating your type of condition. He’ll be able to help you,” I said sympathetically.

				He looked up at Doctor Lederer without saying anything and the doctor said, “How do you do, Mister Lipton, I understand you’re a writer?”

				“A writer? Oh, yes, I’m a writer…I write short stories and novels. I’ve had nine novels published, you know…though I haven’t had anything published for a while, about a year, I think.” Then he started to drift off with a numb stare.

				Doctor Lederer looked at him sympathetically and said with a soothing voice, “Well, Mister Lipton, we’ll help you get back on your feet.” Then he turned to me and affirmed, “Won’t we, Doctor Ramsey?”

				“Of course, Doctor Lederer,” I replied reassuringly. Then, putting my arm on Mister Lipton’s shoulder, I went on to say, “In fact, Mister Lipton has been making good progress since he’s been with us these past six months. For the first three months he was unable to sit at his desk at all, let alone write. Now, he can not only sit at his desk but is able to type at his typewriter, for half an hour a day, and with good concentration too.”

				Then Mister Lipton came out of his glazed gaze, looked up at me, then turned to Doctor Lederer and said with a slight enthusiasm, “I’m working on a novel now. See the pages on the left corner of the desk, over there…left of the typewriter?”

				“Why yes, Mister Lipton, I do. I would like very much to read it. What is the novel about?”

				“It’s a roman `a clef, you know, in which actual persons or places are depicted in fictional guise; in this case about a writer who, even though successful, suffers from melancholia and alcoholism and voluntarily enters a hospital for treatment.

				“I see. I’m sure it will be a great success and an inspiration to others, Mister Lipton, because it’s written from the very essence of the author’s soul.” Doctor Lederer said, with a feeling of true empathy.

				I looked at my watch and motioned to Doctor Lederer that we should leave.

				We said our good-byes to Mister Lipton and moved on down the hall to Miss Gould’s room. Her door was half open…enough so I could peer in. She was fully dressed, reclining on top of her bed with her head propped up on three pillows reading a book.

				“Hello, Miss Gould. Can we come in for a minute?” I called to her from the door.

				She looked up, put the book to her side and replied, “Who is it?”

				“Doctor Ramsey,” I answered, “I have Doctor Franz Lederer with me. He would like to meet you. Can we come in for a minute?”

				“Oh, yes. Please, come in,” she said, motioning with her hand. “Please come in and sit down.”

				There were two chairs set up against the wall. Doctor Lederer and I each took one to sit across from her bed.

				Miss Gould sat up on the bed, put her feet on the floor and said, “I hope you gentlemen are comfortable.”

				I responded by replying, “Oh this is fine, Miss Gould. I’d like to introduce you to our visiting physician Doctor Franz Lederer. He has come all the way from Zurich, in Switzerland.”

				“Good morning and how do you do, Doctor Lederer. Welcome to the United States.” She said in a formal way,

				“How do you do, Miss Gould. I…eh…understand you are an instructor from a Boston finishing school,” Doctor Lederer said quizzically.

				“Oh yes, a very exclusive finishing school, Doctor Lederer. Our girls come from the cream of Boston society’s families. You see, the problem is…many, if not most of our girls, haven’t received proper guidance at home, because their parents are too busy to be with them most of the time. You know, off traveling or conducting lucrative business deals, having cocktail parties and what not. So they turn their dear ones over to our school and expect us to create another generation of icons for high society. Many of these girls are wild and incorrigible and the parents want us, of course, to make ‘ladies’ out of them. When they go home on their vacations and holidays, the parents blame us, the teachers, for not distilling grace and poise in their little darlings. As a result of the stress and pressure, I became overwhelmed and collapsed while giving an English lesson in class; therefore, I took a sabbatical and came out here for rest and therapy, you see. I don’t mean to prattle on, gentlemen, I’m sorry.”

				Doctor Lederer responded by saying with a smile, “That’s all right, Miss Gould, you’ll soon be fit as a fiddle and back in the saddle. Only this time, you will be pulling in the reins on the little beasts.”

				“You’re too kind, Doctor Lederer. I’m looking forward to meeting you again while you’re here,” she said with a feeling of ease.

				I thanked Miss Gould for giving us a moment of her time. We proceeded to get up and leave and Doctor Lederer then offered his hand to her.

				We arrived at the door of Mister Duncan and I knocked. When he opened the door, I introduced him to Doctor Lederer.

				“Please come in, gentlemen,” Mister Duncan said, and then he led Doctor Lederer and me to an oval-shaped table holding several containers of sculptor’s clay. He went on to say, “Do sit down. Let me push the table over to the side so we will have more room.”

				“I see you’re working on a project, Mister Duncan,” Doctor Lederer said as he looked over at the object by the window in the room.

				The form was on a pedestal and appeared to take the shape of a man.

				“Yes, Doctor Lederer, I am. I began this statue three days ago.”

				“I’m sure your figure will represent the higher order of Man’s progress and achievement in the world, Mister Duncan.”

				“Progress…achievement?” he said sharply with a raised voice as he looked at Doctor Lederer. Then he paused, turned to his work-in-progress and intoned with a low voice, and assertive fortitude, “Oh, no, quite the contrary, Doctor Lederer. This statue is going to represent darkness, the great darkness in the world today. Yes, it’s going to be one of Adolph Hitler, dictator of Germany, who is now threatening the stability of Western Europe. No doubt this scourge on mankind will attempt to conquer the whole world, too.”

				“Yes, Hitler is a menace and I hope he’s stopped; because if he’s not, the dark ages will be like paradise on Earth, in comparison to what it would be like under Hitler.” Doctor Lederer responded with passion.

				Although agreeing with both Mister Duncan and Doctor Lederer in their assessment of Hitler, I attempted to lighten up the conversation by saying, “Mister Duncan, Miss Holden told me you have constructed some stage props for the Halloween party this evening.”

				“Yes, that’s right. Miss Hopkins, Mister Morgan, and I are putting on a little show in the recreation room tonight. I’ve made a park bench out of plywood and painted it green, two streetlights out of clay and painted the posts green too so they will look real…or real enough. Then I procured two bed lamps for the lights atop the posts, one each from two of the unoccupied rooms on the second floor…Nurse Holden said it would be all right. And oh yes, with Doctor Calloway’s permission, I borrowed the two potted palms from the lobby, you know, the ones on either side of the foyer to the main entrance of the Castle. They will simulate trees in a city park; that will be the first scene, starring Miss Hopkins and Mister Morgan. They’re going to play a pair of fractured lovebirds in Central Park, New York.

				“I shall also perform myself, in the second vignette. I will play the part of an eccentric sculptor. I molded some silly-looking forms for my comedic character. All three of us have memorized our scripts. Miss Hopkins wrote them, you know, as well as directed the acts. Mister Morgan turned the rec. room into a makeshift theatre for tonight’s performance, he’s been working on it all day and I worked on the props all week. I believe Mister Morgan is setting up chairs for the audience as we speak.

				“I’m actually looking forward to being in the show, it’s good therapy for me, as you know. I’ve never done anything like this before.

				“That’s wonderful” Doctor Lederer said joyfully, “and it’s a good thing to have one’s mind on projects, hobbies and activities, so the devil can’t enter an otherwise idle mind.”

				I looked at Doctor Lederer and gestured that we had to leave, then told Mister Duncan the same and thanked him for his time. Mister Duncan accompanied us to the door.

				Doctor Lederer and I proceeded out from his room and walked down the hall to where there remained one more unoccupied patient room. We stopped in front of the door.

				“I wonder if the new patient is in this room,” Doctor Lederer said, as he looked at the door and then to me.

				“I was wondering the same thing. I don’t think it would hurt to knock.”

				“Of course, we shouldn’t eavesdrop, but it might not be a bad idea to listen at the door for a moment, to see if there’s any activity inside, Alex.”

				“You’re right, Doctor Lederer. I mean, Doctor Calloway said he would be orientating the new patient during this hour while I’m introducing you to our six patients.” I then firmly pressed my left ear up against the door.

				“Hear anything, Alex?”

				“Not a thing. I don’t think there’s anybody in there. I’m going to knock.”

				I knocked. There was no response. Then I tried to open the door. It was locked.

				“That’s very strange. We never keep vacant rooms locked. “

				“Maybe it’s not vacant, Alex.”

				“I don’t have the key on me. I’ll run down to the nurse’s station; we keep a set of keys there. Wait here, Doctor Lederer.”

				I saw Nurse Jenkins at the station and asked her for the set of keys for the third floor. She gave them to me and I went back to the locked room where I’d left Doctor Lederer standing. I was looking at the different keys to pick the right one to open the door.

				Doctor Lederer said, “I noticed that none of the rooms are numbered, Alex.”

				“That’s right, the rooms aren’t numbered as such, but if you look up, right in the middle of the top beam of the door, just below the transom, you’ll see a colored piece of tape, for this room green. You can see it right there. Now, each key has a corresponding color tag attached to its handle. Here’s the green one.”

				I put the key in the keyhole to open the door, but it wouldn’t work. I thought that some of the tags had got crossed so I tried all the keys. None of them worked. I immediately dashed back to the nurse’s station and asked Nurse Jenkins about the locked room. She said the room was open this morning because she saw the housekeeper in there dusting. It is her weekly duty to dust and change the bed sheets in vacant rooms and today was that day.

				“When was the last time you used the key to the room with the green tag?” I asked Nurse Jenkins,

				“Let’s see, it must have been when Mister Lunsford was here. He gave me back his key when he left three months ago. I tested it as I always do to make sure it was the right key, and it worked…I know, I remember,” she said.

				“Well, none of these keys work. And where’s the duplicate ring? I tried all of these. Did you give the key on this ring to any other staff member after you tested the green-tagged one for this room?”

				“No, I did not,” she answered vehemently. Then she went to a desk where a duplicate set of keys were kept. The whole set was missing. “I can’t understand it. They should be here. There’re always here…in this drawer. I saw them this morning. I…”

				“Never mind, Miss Jenkins, I’ll sort it out later,” I said.

				Then I returned to the door of the locked room where I’d left Doctor Lederer.

				“Now we have another mystery on our hands. Not only do we have an unknown patient here, but it seems like both keys to this door are missing. In fact a whole set of duplicate keys are missing. I don’t even know what this key with the green tag goes to. We have duplicate keys, Doctor Lederer. We give one to the patient occupying the room, as it gives him or her, a feeling of privacy, and one is kept at the nurses’ post.”

				“I think a third mystery has manifested, Alex. Just now, while you were gone, I thought―no, I know I heard a curious noise behind the door of this room.”

				I could hardly believe what Doctor Lederer had said to me. After a short reflection, I asked him, “What kind of noise?”

				“It was like heavy thumping. I could actually feel the vibration. The sound seemed to be moving around the room and, oh yes…also, the thumping was immediately followed by a… how should I say…like the dragging of…something—a foot perhaps. In other words, as if a foot were leading, thus making the thump, and the other foot was being dragged, kind of a scratchy-type sound. It was like, thump-drag, thump-drag, thump-drag. It started right after you left me and it lasted for about…oh, fifteen, twenty seconds, no more than twenty seconds, I’m sure. I didn’t even have to put my head up against the door; it was audible enough for me to hear it three feet away...as well as feeling the vibration, as I said before. Then it stopped and you came back about a minute later.”

				“We have to get to the bottom of this,” I said. So I knocked on the door again, only this time with more force. There was no response. Then I yelled, “Is there anybody in there?” Again, there was no response. Then I tried to peek through the keyhole. It was too dark to see anything. I was really getting agitated now and was about to go to the supply room and get a stepladder, in order to climb up to the transom and look in the room.

				Then Doctor Lederer reminded me there wasn’t much time left and we still had to see the other two patients on the second floor, then be back to meet Doctor Calloway in his office at eleven. It was already a quarter to eleven. We had fifteen minutes so I gave up on getting into the green room and we walked into the elevator, and descended to the second floor. I would ask Doctor Calloway about this unsettling situation when we all met shortly in his office.

				“We’ll stop in on Miss Hopkins first,” I said to Doctor Lederer. “She tends to get quite melodramatic, you know. Here is her room”

				“After all, Alex, she is an actress, isn’t she?” he said with a smile.

				I then knocked on Miss Hopkins’ door and she called back in her overly staged projecting voice. “Who is knocking on my door?”

				I said, “It’s Doctor Ramsey. Good Morning, Miss Hopkins. I have a visitor with me. May we come in?”

				“Give me a moment please; I must prepare.”

				We waited for about a minute and a half then Miss Hopkins announced. “You may enter now.”

				I opened the door and Doctor Lederer and I walked into the room. We didn’t see Miss Hopkins at first because she was on the other side of a long, dark, opaque, oriental vanity screen. It was speckled with gold garish designs. With its three parts unfolded, it extended horizontally across the room, like stage curtains. The partition began at one end of the wall to about four feet short from the other end, leaving an opening to pass through. That passage had knotted columns of ornate beads she’d attached to a crossbeam on the ceiling, hanging down all the way to the floor; they made a loud clattering sound as she passed through her “preparation barrier” to greet us.

				Her entrance would make quite an impression on anyone who saw it. She was wearing a flaming red wig, had on long false eyelashes and dark mascara over a heavily made up face. She was bedecked with jewelry and wearing a gaudy floral, kimono with a blood-red backdrop.

				“Good day, Doctor Ramsey,” she projected, looking at me in her thespian display of showmanship.

				“Good day to you, Miss Hopkins,” I responded back to her, and went on to say, “I would like to introduce you to Doctor Franz Lederer. He arrived last night. He has come all the way from Zurich, Switzerland. He will be spending two days with us in order to observe our treatment programs here at Castillo Del Mar.”

				“Oh, really? How very interesting” she said effectually. She paused, stared thoughtfully into space as if preparing for a theatrical scene, then turned and looked into Doctor Lederer’s eyes and said, with a grand dramatic presentation, “I am Penelope Hopkins; no doubt you’ve heard of me. I have played not only Broadway but London, Paris, Berlin, I’ll be glad when they get this Nazi business over with there. It’s so inconvenient, you know; don’t you agree, Doctor? Eh…what did you say your name was?”

				“Franz Lederer. How do you do, Miss Hopkins. Yes, I do agree with you; but it’s far worse than inconvenient. It’s deadly. I hope the German people will stand up against its cultic rulers; however, I don’t think that will happen. I’m afraid the free countries of the world will have to intervene to stop the fanatical Hitler.”

				It was obvious Doctor Lederer was deeply affected by the current events in Europe, because he was letting his own emotions overcome his professional protocol. Again, I interrupted a political discourse and said to Doctor Lederer, “Miss Hopkins is putting on a show for us this evening; isn’t that right, Miss Hopkins?”

				“Oh, yes,” she said enthusiastically. “You’ll both be there, won’t you? Mister Duncan, Mister Morgan and I have turned the recreation room into a theatre. Mister Morgan is down there now setting up chairs, I think. I hope everyone will come.” Then her mood suddenly changed and she said sarcastically, “Except that old crank, Strutmire. Um. He’s so rude. I don’t like him. Boy, did I let him have it yesterday. If he thinks…”

				“Don’t worry about Mister Strutmire,” I cut in and said compassionately, “he can take of himself. We’ll all see you tonight. Oh, by the way, what time is the curtain call, Miss Hopkins?”

				“Why at eight-thirty this evening, of course. The show always commences at eight-thirty; that’s when life begins in the theatre. It’s a tradition, you know,” she said with dramatic flair.

				“We have to leave now, but we’ll see you tonight,” I said.

				Then Miss Hopkins escorted us to the door, and as we stepped out of the room, I looked back to her and said, “Break a leg.”

				She looked at me coyly and batted her eyelashes a couple of times and softly replied, “Thank you, Doctor Ramsey.”

				As Doctor Lederer and I proceeded to Mister Morgan’s room, he asked me why I told Miss Hopkins to “break a leg.” I explained to him that actors are superstitious and the phrase was a theatrical expression that means you wish the actor or actress good luck and a successful performance before going on.

				“This is Mister Morgan’s room,” I said to Doctor Lederer.

				As I commenced knocking, the second-floor orderly approached us and said, that Mister Morgan was not in his room, but down in the recreation hall on the ground floor. He was making last-minute checks for the show and Halloween party tonight. I thanked him for the information then introduced him to Doctor Lederer. Then I asked if he was aware of any new patient that had been assigned to any of the four vacant rooms on this floor. He said he wasn’t and that all the rooms were still vacant.

				Then I said to Doctor Lederer, “We still have five minutes. We can meet Mister Morgan later. Let’s look in those four rooms now before we go to Doctor Calloway’s office; who knows, we might find him and the invisible patient in one of them.

				”I asked the orderly if the rooms were unlocked, as they should be. He said they were because he’d checked them this morning. Nevertheless, I went to the second floor station and asked the nurse for the ring of keys in case any of them were locked. At least all of the second floor keys were in the desk drawer. I was anxious to find out if all the keys matched the locks on the doors of the second floor rooms. So accompanied by the orderly and Doctor Lederer, I went to the first unoccupied room, turned the doorknob and it opened. We looked in and it was empty. I then tried the color-tagged key for that door—it worked. I followed the same procedure for the remaining three rooms and the results were the same. By that time it was one minute before eleven, so I gave the orderly the keys.

				Then Doctor Lederer and I hurried to the elevator, got in and descended to the main floor. We quickly made our way to the southwest corner of the Castle, where Doctor Calloway’s office was located.

				Mary and Miss Hathaway were already there waiting for us at the closed door.

				Mary looked at her watch and said, “Eleven o’clock on the nose. We got here a minute before you. Now we’re all here, I’ll knock on the door.”

				She knocked and we all waited for about thirty seconds or so; there was no answer. We couldn’t hear any movement from the other side of the door. Mary knocked again, still there was no answer.

				“That’s strange,” Mary said, looking perplexed, “Doctor Calloway said for us to meet him in his office at eleven o’clock sharp; he should be in there.”

				Doctor Lederer said, “Perhaps he’s running late from orientating the new patient.”

				“I wish he’d have said something about this to me before,” Miss Hathaway indignantly intervened.

				“Let’s open the door and see if he’s inside. Maybe he didn’t hear us,” I said, knowing full well he wasn’t in there.

				My three companions agreed with me. I put my hand on the doorknob and turned it. It was unlocked. I pushed the door open and we walked into Doctor Calloway’s office. A dank musty smell permeated the room. It was as dark as the dead of night. The black velvet curtains were drawn together, the Venetian blinds closed tightly, and the windows that faced west toward the sea, locked. It was as if no one had been in here for a long time. Mary turned the ceiling light on. Then the ominous feeling of foreboding I’d had last night in the taxi and earlier this morning, started to well up in me again.

				“There has to be an explanation,” Mary said, as she looked around the office.

				“Well, it’s apparent Doctor Calloway hasn’t been in here yet today, since the curtains and blinds aren’t opened,” Doctor Lederer said.

				“Doctor Calloway is always in his office by ten in the morning, if not sooner, on a regular workday. I know because Mrs. Dudley always comes in before nine to open the curtains, blinds, and a window for him,” I said.

				“She obviously didn’t do it today,” Mary said.

				“There’s one way to find out,” I replied, “I’ll ask her about this…now.”

				It was quarter passed eleven. I went over to the in-house phone on Doctor Calloway’s desk, and called the switchboard operator to page Mrs. Dudley, to come to Doctor Calloway’s office at once.

				Then, Doctor Lederer said, “Doctor Calloway may be in the locked room on the third floor, Alex. You know, the room where I heard that peculiar noise, after you went to get the keys.”

				I had forgotten about that. “If Doctor Calloway doesn’t get here after I talk to Mrs. Dudley, I’m going to go back up to that room and break the door down if I have to.”

				“Why don’t I go to Doctor Calloway’s chamber now, Alex; he might be there,” Mary suggested.

				“All right, run down to it now. We’ll wait here for you,” I said, since it was on this floor only a few doors down.

				Mary returned within two minutes and said, “I couldn’t find him. After no answer from my knocking, I went in there, as the door was unlocked. He wasn’t there.”

				At that point Mrs. Dudley entered the room and said, “You called for me, Doctor Ramsey?”

				“Yes, Mrs. Dudley. We have a mystery on our hands…actually a couple. It seems Doctor Calloway has disappeared. He told us to meet him here in his office at eleven. It is now almost half past eleven and he’s nowhere to be found. Not only that, but as you can see the curtains and blinds are still closed, and the windows sealed up. Why didn’t you open them this morning as you always do?”

				Mrs. Dudley face became ashen as she looked at the closed curtains. Then she turned to me, took a couple of quivering breaths and said, “I don’t understand. I did open the curtains and blinds…and a window too…at quarter to nine, as I always do. You and Miss Holden were in the dining room. In fact, I did it before you breakfasted with Doctor Calloway. I did.”

				“Did you see Doctor Calloway go into his office at any time this morning, Mrs. Dudley?” I gently inquired.

				Mrs. Dudley composed herself and some color returned to her face, and then she replied, “No, I didn’t. The first time I saw him today was when he came into the dining room…when you, Doctor Lederer and Miss Holden were already there…at about—what was it now. Oh yes, I remember, it was five after nine because I looked at the wall clock, waiting for him to arrive so I could serve breakfast. I can’t understand why he would close the blinds and curtains after I opened them…I really don’t understand. And now this stale smell, like the room has been shut up for some time. But there was no odor in here when I came in a couple of hours ago. I don’t get it. Why this strange smell…now? I just don’t understand,” she kept going on.

				I assured Mrs. Dudley that it wasn’t her fault. I said to her that for some reason Doctor Calloway came into his office and closed the window, blinds and curtains himself, and not to worry about it, as we would sort this matter out with Doctor Calloway.

				Then I dismissed her, all the while being quite worried myself. Miss Hathaway had a lot of paperwork to do so she returned to her office. Mary suggested I should go on a hunt for Doctor Calloway at once and take Doctor Lederer with me. She said she could cover my afternoon rounds with a couple of nurses. Doctor Lederer and I agreed. So the three of us left Doctor Calloway’s office, went to the elevator and ascended to the second floor. I walked to the nurses’ station where I reached into my box and gave her my record chart. At that point, Doctor Lederer and I became detectives and began a full-fledged search.

				We headed upstairs to the mysterious green room on the third floor. I stopped off at the supply closet to pick up a stepladder. I put it up against the door of the room. As I was about to climb up to push open the transom, Doctor Lederer suggested that we should knock on the door again. I knocked; there was no response. I knocked again, no answer. Then I called through the keyhole, nothing. I pressed my ear against the door, but I couldn’t hear anything. Doctor Lederer did the same; he didn’t hear anything either…this time. I climbed the stepladder until my head was parallel with the translucent transom. It was closed and I tried to push it open; it was locked from the inside. The amber-colored glass had one of those rough finishes, which made it virtually impossible to see anything inside the room.

				I descended the stepladder and gathered my thoughts for a few seconds. Then I looked at Doctor Lederer and said, “Wait, wait, I’ve just realized that Doctor Calloway keeps a set of master keys for all the doors in the Castle. Let’s go back to his office and get them.” As the elevator door opened on to the ground floor, there stood Mister Kyle Morgan, the patient that Doctor Lederer hadn’t met yet. I had forgotten all about him. He had the profile of the movie matinee idol that he was. His perfectly symmetrical body stood six feet tall at about 175 pounds. He had a full head of black wavy hair, perfectly groomed back with an off-center part, and a dark pencil-line mustache that blended exquisitely well with the chiseled features of his face.

				“Hello, Mister Morgan,” I said.

				“Good day to you, Doctor Ramsey; I’m about to return to my room for lunch. I don’t want to eat in the dining room. I’ve been down here all morning arranging everything for tonight’s show so I want to eat alone and rest for a couple of hours”

				“I understand, Mister Morgan; but since we’ve run into each other, would you mind if we go to your room with you? We’ll only stay for a couple of minutes.

				“Certainly, let’s go.”

				I put off fetching the master keys for a while and introduced Doctor Lederer to Mister Morgan. Then, after the three of us arrived on the second floor, Mister Morgan said, “I’m glad to meet you, Doctor Lederer. I read your book on inversion and I must say your theory and approach to the problem—if you want to call it that, and its treatment rises to one of the more enlightened spheres of the human condition. I shall look forward to consulting with you during your stay at the Castle.

				“You flatter me, Mister Morgan.”

				“Here is my room, gentlemen. Please come in.”

				Mister Morgan was an avid physical culturist. There was a set of barbells in the middle of the floor and an assortment of dumbbells of various weights strategically placed around the room, as well as a stationary rower by his window. A pile of exercise magazines were stacked on his dresser and the bed was nowhere to be seen. Because it was a roll-away type, he could put it in the closet during the day and have more room to take his exercise. He also had a full-length mirror attached to the closet door so he could monitor his form while lifting weights. His quarters truly looked like a gymnasium. We sat down on three black wooden chairs with slated backs. Mister Morgan liked these types of chairs because he said they function well for exercise apparatus.

				“We’ll only stay for a moment, Mister Morgan,” I said.

				“I’m glad to have you. Why don’t you and Doctor Lederer stay and have lunch with me, here in my room. Have you had your lunch yet?” he asked.

				“Actually, we haven’t. You see, there have been a lot of strange happenings going on today, and my regular routine has been completely shattered.” Then I looked at my watch and noted it was already after twelve and I said, “I would very much like to lunch with you,” and turning to Doctor Lederer, I asked, “How about you?”

				“That’s a capital idea, Doctor Ramsey. Yes, I too would look forward to lunching with you, Mister Morgan.”

				Mister Morgan got up and went to the closet and came back with a round table with folding legs and set it up for our lunch. Then he went to the dresser, pulled out a white table cloth and placed it over the table.

				There was a knock at the door and Mister Morgan said, “Come in.” It was the orderly with a rolling cart filled with trays of food, plates, beverages, and eating utensils. “What choices do you have today?” Mister Morgan asked the orderly.

				“I have three. What would you like, halibut, turkey, or roast beef?

				Pausing for a bit, Mister Morgan said, “I’ll have the halibut, and tea to drink and oh yes, Doctor Ramsey and Doctor Lederer will be staying here for lunch, too.”

				“That’s fine. I always have a couple of extra trays on hand. What can I give you, Doctor Ramsey?” the orderly said with a smile.

				“I’ll have the turkey and coffee.”

				“And you, Doctor Lederer?”

				“I would like the roast beef with coffee, thank you.”

				Mister Morgan, Doctor Lederer and I had a leisurely lunch and a wonderful conversation that I wished could have lasted all day; for during that time I was able to, temporarily, at least, relieve my distress from the topsy-turvy events that had occurred. We talked about Mister Morgan’s successful career in Hollywood and the pressure his agent and the studio executives were putting on him to marry, in order to quell rumors of a personal nature. He told Doctor Lederer, he’d come here on the advice of his personal manager who’d said, “Go through the ‘motions’ of treatment until the rumors disintegrate.” Since the movie studio was paying for his stay at the Castle, he not only agreed but wanted to use his time here for rest and rejuvenating exercise.

				With Doctor Lederer’s broadmindedness on these types of cases, he reiterated what he wrote in his book, “Inversion Therapeutics,” saying that he was not only opposed to drug treatment, electric shock therapy and surgery, but believed that medical science should not meddle by trying to change the nature of one’s essence as long as one is perfectly adjusted otherwise. Whether society likes it or not, about one in ten people have that proclivity. The reasons for it are currently not known. It just is. We three had a harmonious meeting of the minds since I shared Doctor Lederer’s opinion and empathized with Mister Morgan’s plight.

				I looked at my watch. It was already two-thirty in the afternoon. We’d been talking almost two and a half hours. How time flies when one is having a good time. The one-hundred and fifty minutes we’d spent with Mister Morgan had passed like one-hundred and fifty seconds. I told him we had to leave now and thanked him for his time; and he thanked us for our moral support.

				He told us he was going to rest for about an hour, and then take some exercise.

				“Now, to the task at hand, huh, Alex?” Doctor Lederer said to me as we were standing in the hall.

				“Oh yes, the task at hand. We were on our way to Doctor Calloway’s office to get the master keys before lunch, weren’t we?” I remembered.

				“Yes, but maybe we’ll run into Doctor Calloway on our way down, or, he’ll be in his office when we get there, Alex.”

				“You may be right. Let’s go.”

				The Search

			  Doctor Lederer and I went to Doctor Calloway’s office, but we didn’t see him on the way. When I opened the door, the room was still empty with the blinds and curtains closed. The air was more stifling than before, if possible, because now I could barely breathe. How strange. Since we were in here only a few hours ago, it was like a Hermetic tomb. This time I went up to the curtains and pulled them widely apart, raised the blinds high up, then unlocked and pushed open the center window, all the way out. The sunlight burst in like a tidal wave and a soft westerly breeze filled the room with a combination of scents from the surrounding pine trees and the salt air from the sea.

				I inhaled Neptune’s nectar deeply, several times. I heard Doctor Lederer’s nasal gulps competing with mine. “Ah, that’s much better,” I said.

				I proceeded to open the second drawer of Doctor Calloway’s desk. It was where he’d told me he kept the ring of master keys, but they were not in there. Then I went through all his desk drawers and still couldn’t find them. Doctor Lederer and I continued to look around the room, in the file cabinet, on the bookshelves, behind the books, in his cloakroom, even, in the vase holding the limp American Beauty roses on top of his desk. They were nowhere to be found.

				By that time it was three o’clock. I said to Doctor Lederer, “I’ll call Mary. Maybe she’s seen Doctor Calloway in the last couple of hours.” I picked up the in-house phone that automatically connects to the main floor switchboard operator, to page Mary and have her call me in Doctor Calloway’s office.

				Within half of a minute Mary rang. When I told her that I still hadn’t been able to locate Doctor Calloway, she replied with the same news on her end. I told her that the third floor green room door was locked, and about the missing key and missing spare ring of keys for that floor, and that Doctor Lederer and I were back in Doctor Calloway’s office looking for the master set of keys, which were missing as well.

				“That’s strange,” she said with a sense of curiosity, “as I was walking past that door, I thought I heard something inside.”

				I was taken aback upon hearing this and Doctor Lederer could also see I was troubled with some new situation, by the expression on my face. So after a slight pause, I rebounded by asking Mary, “What kind of noise do you think you heard?”

				“I’m not exactly sure; but I knew it wasn’t voices. It was very brief.”

				“Just try to relate the sequence of events,” I said.

				“Well, as I was walking past the door, I thought I heard some kind of a thump. So I immediately stopped to listen, because I figured Doctor Calloway might be in there with the new patient. But, I didn’t hear any voices—then I heard the thump again, but this time there was another sound after it.”

				“Please tell me, what was the other sound?”

				“Well, it was sort of like…sort of like…”

				“Yes, yes; go on,” I said impatiently.

				“Well, it was like something being dragged…dragged along the floor, I believe. Then there was another thump and then the dragging sound again. In other words, I heard a thump, a drag, a thump, a drag. I heard it three times like that; then it stopped. I waited for about thirty seconds then I knocked on the door; there was no answer. Then I called out—still no response. Then I turned the doorknob, and as I was about to push it in, Nurse Jenkins ran up to me. She said Miss Hopkins was having another violent encounter with Mister Strutmire, in the recreation room and she needed my assistance at once. So I stopped what I was doing and attended to the immediate crisis.”

				“Wait…wait, you said you were ‘pushing it in,’ was the door unlocked?” I asked with focused attention.

				“Yes. I was about to go in when Nurse Jenkins approached me.”

				“And what time did this happen?”

				“Not long ago. When I heard it—you’ll have to excuse me now, Alex, this battle between Miss Hopkins and Mister Strutmire is still smoldering and…”

				“That’s all right, Mary. I’ll talk to you later,” I said and hung up the receiver.

				I told Doctor Lederer the latest developments. Then we hastily made our way upstairs to the previously locked, but now apparently opened green-room door on the third floor. As I was about to open it, Doctor Lederer grabbed my hand, put his finger on his lips and whispered, “Wait, Alex, I think you should listen at the door first…very quietly, very attentively and don’t talk. Listen.”

				I put my ear on the door. I couldn’t hear anything inside. I waited for a minute. Doctor Lederer was looking up at the transom. Then he pointed his finger and again whispered to me, “Alex, it seems to be lighter in there now, more than when we were here earlier. Isn’t that strange? I mean, I take it that this room has a window?”

				“Yes,” I answered. Why do you ask that now?”

				“Well, since the room faces east, there would be a window on the east side, right?”

				I got what Doctor Lederer meant when I looked at the transom. Since the sun rises in the east and sets in the west and the fact that the window was on the east side, so normally, it would indicate that there should have been more light in there this morning, and less light in there now but it was lighter in there now.

				“There must be a light on in there,” I said.

				“That would be my guess, Alex.”

				I put my hand on the doorknob, turned it and pushed it open. This time it was unlocked. Upon entering the room it looked quite normal except that the lamp on the nightstand by the bed was on. It accounted for the light Doctor Lederer had seen through the transom. Obviously someone had been in this room since we were standing on the other side of the previously-locked door. The question is who? The room had been vacant since Mister Lunsford left three months ago. Nevertheless, we looked around the room and there was no sign of anybody having been in it. While I looked in the closet, Doctor Lederer was going through the chest of drawers and the dresser. Except for several clothes hangers, the closet was empty. Doctor Lederer found nothing in the dresser drawers either. I opened the two drawers of the nightstand; there was only the Gideon Bible in the top drawer, which all the rooms have. We even looked under the bed—nothing, save for some dust.

				After our thorough combing of the room, Doctor Lederer looked at me and said with concern. “Alex, something bizarre is happening and I think it’s going to be dangerous.” Now, I was really getting unnerved because for the first time I saw in Doctor Leader’s eyes, the frozen look a deer has when it stands in the middle of the road, not moving away from an oncoming car.

				Trying to rationalize the situation, I said to Doctor Lederer, “Mary heard someone in here within the last half hour and whoever it was, left the light on. And the door that was locked before is now open. There has to be an explanation about this room, the missing keys, and the new patient and Doctor Calloway’s evasiveness and disappearance.

				Doctor Lederer looked me straight in the eyes, almost hypnotically, and murmured, “Don’t you feel it, Alex?”

				“Ah…feel what, Doctor Lederer.”

				“The atmosphere, Alex, the heavy, quiet atmosphere like the silence before a great earthquake, or storm.”

				“I know I’m very distressed. So I’m going to search every corner of this sanitarium, inside and out.”

				Doctor Lederer responded affirmatively, “Yes, we must do that, Alex,”

				Pointing to my wristwatch, I said, “Look, Doctor Lederer, it’s almost four o’clock. It will be dark in an hour. I think we should go outside and search the grounds—now, while we still have some light left.”

				Doctor Lederer agreed and we were on our way to search the grounds. The Castle was completely surrounded by a silver-barred metallic fence with an ornate Victorian design, which stood eight feet tall and was fifty feet out from the structure itself.

				The main gate was on the west end and always posted with a watchman.

				It was killing two birds with one stone, because Doctor Lederer and I were not only looking for Doctor Calloway, but I was giving him the tour of the outside grounds that the now missing Doctor Calloway, was supposed to do this morning. We exited the building and walked fifty feet west to the front gate. I asked the watchman if he had seen Doctor Calloway today and he replied that he hadn’t. I told him if he should see the doctor to call the switchboard, immediately.

				Then Doctor Lederer and I began our search in a clockwise direction around the fenced-in section. The area itself was filled with an impressive array of foliage. Shrubs, vines, flowers of many varieties, sheltered by an evergreen hedge with a maze design, which snaked around the grounds. Although high, Mrs. Dudley’s husband kept the hedge well manicured.

				Along the circular path, and placed all the way around the Castle, was an assortment of benches, for patients and visitors to sit on.

				The adobe-walled carport with its two dark-brown wooden doors and red-tiled roof was adjacent to the Castle’s north side. The Moorish-style fountain was situated between the front of the structure and the main gate. It had three jets that spouted up geysers to a fleur-de-lis-shaped fall. It crowned the idyllic atmosphere with serene trickling, as it was competing with the wind rustling the boughs of the tall scented pine trees, which stretched up and out one hundred and fifty feet west to the precipice that dropped to the sea below.

				There was no sign of Doctor Calloway and it was starting to get dark. Doctor Lederer could see I was beginning to panic when I said to him, “I think I’d better call the Sheriff.“

				“Wait, we still have some light left, Alex. I think we should take a quick look around the area on the outside of the gate before you call the Sheriff. We might find something. I should also like to walk to the cliff...it’s only one hundred and fifty feet from the gate, you said?”

				“Yes, one hundred and fifty feet. Maybe Doctor Calloway is injured somewhere out there. This path leads to the cliff.”

				Much of the landscape outside the gate was inundated with all kinds of wild shrubbery. The intertwining moss and close-grouped live oaks and pines, would make it easy for someone to get lost. There were only two hikers’ paths on either side of the narrow main road and one led west to the cliff. Since we had less than a half hour of daylight left and Doctor Lederer wasn’t familiar with the area, we proceeded on the rough path to the cliff, staying together. I called out to a possibly injured Doctor Calloway, which yielded no response. When we got to the end, there was a vertical drop of three hundred feet down to the sea below.

				The waves were brutally attacking the jagged rocks and quickly climbing higher as the tide came in. My high state of fear was now competing with the high tide of the ocean below. If Doctor Calloway had gone over the edge, he would surely have perished. Even if he’d landed on the rocks, his body wouldn’t have lain there long, because of the powerful force of the waves. They constantly washed over the rocks and would have taken him out to sea in a manner of minutes, if not seconds.

				I looked at my watch, then said frantically, “It’s almost five o’clock and Doctor Calloway has been missing since eleven, six hours, at least…maybe seven because we last saw him at ten. And if he did go over the cliff, it could have been anytime after ten. It’s almost dark. We must get back to the Castle so I can phone the Sheriff.”

				“You’re right, Alex, we’d better move before it becomes pitch black.”

				Doctor Lederer and I raced back toward the Castle and because caution was sacrificed for time, we both received an abundance of bumps and scrapes from the many trees and branches overlapping the path. As we approached the west gate, I could tell by the anxious expression on the watchman’s face, we were about to learn some new development.

				“Any news about Doctor Calloway?” I asked the watchman, with a focused anticipation for his response.

				“No news about Doctor Calloway but our outside telephone communication is out. It went out about half an hour ago, after you and Doctor Lederer went out the gate.” He went on to tell me, the in-house line was working and Miss Holden had left word for me and Doctor Lederer, to go to Doctor Calloway’s office as soon as we returned from our search.

				As we were heading toward the Castle, I looked through the open doors of the carport and could see the hospital car parked inside. Harper must have returned and still be in there, I thought, so Doctor Lederer and I went in, no Harper.

				As we looked around, everything appeared normal, although it was very curious that Harper would leave the doors wide open like that. We left the carport and I closed and locked the large double doors, then the two of us went directly to Doctor Calloway’s office, where Mary was waiting.

				“Did you find Doctor Calloway?” Mary said to me as I was about to ask her the same thing.

				“No sign of him anywhere. Doctor Lederer and I searched the inside grounds and then we took the west path to the cliff. I fear he might have fallen over the edge. I wanted to call the Sheriff but the watchman told me the outside phone line is dead.”

				“Yes, it’s been out for over half an hour; and some other strange things have been happening all day and…”

				“I’ll take the car into town and get the Sheriff myself.” I interrupted.

				“Wait, Alex,” Doctor Lederer, said, “what about the other hiker’s path, where does that one lead to?”

				“That one goes out about two hundred feet east of the Castle then breaks off all together. The area is very dangerous, even for the most experienced hikers, because it’s densely inundated with trees and bramble bushes that have intermeshed branches with very sharp thorns; what’s worse is, they camouflage the many deep crevices and fissures that scatter the terrain. I can’t imagine Doctor Calloway going there.”

				“He has been known to take the west path to the cliff, Alex?”

				“Oh yes. In fact, Doctor Calloway, Mary and I have walked to the cliff many times,” I answered. “But now we have to get the Sheriff.”

				“What about the Halloween party, Alex?” Mary asked, “I don’t think we should cancel it, do you?”

				While trying to gather my thoughts, I said, “No, no, there’s no need for the residents to share in our distress. It will go on as planned.”

				Doctor Lederer agreed. He went on to say, “It wouldn’t be a good idea to inform the patients of this situation, or exhibit any signs of anxiety or concern; after all, they are paying good money to be here in order to work out their own problems. It would also be unprofessional on our part indeed, to disclose such information.”

				Looking at my watch and noting that it was already past six, I told Mary, “I’m going to take the car into town and get the Sheriff right now. By the way, did you see Harper?”

				“No. I didn’t even know he was back,” she answered.

				“He has to be. I saw the car in the garage on our way in here; he left the doors open and…”

				“Never mind, Alex,” Doctor Lederer interrupted. “You had better get going. I’ll stay here and help Miss Holden take charge of things.”

				“You’d better discreetly inform all of the medical staff, as well as Mrs. Dudley and her husband about this situation; maybe some of them can tell us something,” I told Mary.

				As I was making my way to the garage, I could see both doors were opened again; therefore, I thought Harper was surely inside now, but when I entered, he wasn’t. The carport was full with the usual eight vehicles, the hospital car, Doctor Calloway’s car, Miss Hathaway’s car, Mary’s car, Mister Dudley’s car, two cars that belonged to other medical employees and mine. It hadn’t run for two weeks because of some kind of an electrical short, I hadn’t had time to get repaired.

				I got into the hospital car, put the key in the ignition and when I turned it, the motor wouldn’t start. After trying several times, I opened the hood only to see that the wires had been cut. I ran back into the Castle and saw Mrs. Dudley going up the stairs.

				“Oh, Mrs. Dudley, wait,” I called out and approached her. “Did Mary tell you about Doctor Calloway’s disappearance?”

				“She informed me a couple of minutes ago, she did. Oh Jesus, Joseph, Mary, it’s been a terrible day, it has. She said you were going to get the Sheriff and…”

				“The hospital vehicle is disabled,” I quickly interrupted. “I’ll have to take Mary’s car.”

				“Oh my, oh dear. She’s in the recreation room with Doctor Lederer, Miss Hopkins Mister Morgan and Mister Duncan…getting things ready for the Halloween party, you know.”

				I ran down to the other end of the long ground-floor corridor, entered the spacious room and saw the group together in conversation. I caught Mary’s attention and with a discreet gesture, I motioned for her to come out into the hall.

				“Mary,” I said in a low voice, the hospital car has been disabled; the wires were cut, deliberately, I think. I’ll need to use your car.”

				“Oh Alex,” Mary said in a shaking voice that was almost a whisper, “Something’s wrong…something’s very wrong. I’m frightened. This whole day has been building into something evil.”

				“I know. But I’ve got to get the Sheriff now, and we don’t want the patients to know about it. Get me your car keys, Mary,” I said calmly and quietly, so I wouldn’t draw any attention to us.

				I ran back to the garage with Mary’s car keys. I got into her car, turned the key and the motor wouldn’t start. I looked under the hood, I was beside myself. The connecting wires were cut, like the hospital car. A feeling of paralysis took over my whole body. I stood there, gazing at the severed wires under the hood in a locked state of helplessness, for several minutes. It seemed I was a prisoner, as it were, in my own body. Then I managed somehow to muster all the willpower I could to pull myself out of my mental undertow. I was about to go back to the Castle and get the keys to another car, but a thought occurred to me. I should first look under the hoods of all the cars, including my own disabled machine. One by one as I looked, the wires of all the automobiles were cut…all of them. Sabotaged.

				The Party

			  The show started at eight-thirty and lasted until nine forty-five. The delivery and timing of the comic skits made quite a hit with the audience. The stage-trained Miss Hopkins, with her versatility and assortment of colorful costumes, plumes and vocal projections, was very popular.

				Mister Morgan, with his successful motion-picture background and physical attributes and Mister Duncan, with his impressive array of model-clay props, arrangements of backdrop scenery, as well as his British sense of humor, blended harmoniously into a perfect mixture of entertainment and delight. We all gave our performers rave reviews. They also gave me a temporary avenue of escape from the very real trapped situation we were all in.

				All the residents, except for Mister Strutmire, were there. An assortment of guests, as well as most of the staff personnel were in attendance. Everyone except the residents and guests knew the present state of affairs. The new ‘mystery’ patient that nobody could find, Doctor Calloway’s disappearance, doors that should have been opened, locked, doors that should have been locked, opened.

				The missing keys, the strange thumping and dragging sound in the green room, the outside telephone line not working, Harper’s disappearance, and the deliberate severing of wires to all the automobiles rendering them inoperable. Nevertheless, our Halloween party commenced at ten o’clock, when Mrs. Dudley and two of her staff served refreshments.

				“I’m so glad you all loved the show, Doctor Ramsey,” Miss Hopkins said with her usual theatrical gusto.

				“Yes, I did, Miss Hopkins. You know, when you can make an hour and fifteen minutes seem like only several minutes to an audience, that’s the mark of a true artist…and one who loves his or her craft,” I responded.

				“Mister Morgan and I enjoyed putting it on. I know it was a joy for Mister Duncan too—at least a temporary one, from his constant malaise over the European situation, you know, Hitler and company.”

				“There are many dangers in the world…far and near,” I said, as I was brought back to thinking about all that had happened today, and the situation we were in now.

				Miss Hopkins looked at me with a perplexed expression on her face and paused. It was as if she were thinking, I wonder what he means by ‘far and near?’ Instead she went on to say, “I only wish Doctor Calloway were here also, not that old Strutmire, mind you. I’m glad he stayed in his room, huh, the old grouch. Lock the door and throw away the key, I say. But enough of him. You said…Doctor Calloway was suddenly called away this morning?”

				“Yes,” I answered, “and he sent his regrets.”

				I had made up a story that Doctor Calloway had to go to San Francisco, and meet with the hospital board of directors there with regard to operation policies and procedures, and he probably wouldn’t be back in time for tonight’s show and party.

				“Oh well, business before pleasure and all that, I suppose,” she responded tersely.

				Then Mary and Doctor Lederer approached us, followed by Mrs. Dudley with a tray of refreshments.

				“We bring liquid sustenance,” Mary said.

				Mrs. Dudley handed each of us a glass of red punch.

				“There’s a lovely assortment of cold cuts, breads, salads and cakes over at the buffet table; don’t forget to partake,” Mrs. Dudley said. Then she moved on to another group of people engrossed in conversation.

				“You and Mister Morgan and Mister Duncan put on a spectacular show,” Mary said to Miss Hopkins.

				“Thank you, Nurse Holden. We gave our hearts and souls to this project, you know.”

				Then Doctor Lederer said, “You know, Miss Hopkins, when people’s passions harmonize…not just on the surface but down deep, to the core of their very essence, and when they collaborate on an endeavor…eh…as was obviously the case with you, Mister Morgan and Mister Duncan, the end result of any such project can only be nothing short of spectacular.”

				She paused and reflected for a moment on the lofty words, then humbly commented by saying, “You make me feel superhuman, Doctor Lederer.”

				At that juncture I looked up and saw Mister Morgan and Mister Duncan approaching our group; now we were six.

				“Look, Nurse Holden and Doctor Lederer, we have the whole company before us…and a dynamic lot indeed.” I said enthusiastically.

				“Thank you, Doctor Ramsey. I must say it was grand working with Miss Hopkins and Mister Duncan. They’re real people, not like those phonies in Hollywood,” remarked Mister Morgan.

				Then Miss Hopkins added, “Don’t think the theatre world is free from phonies, Mister Morgan; we have a plethora of them. By the way, Mister Morgan…and Mister Duncan, it was grand working with you, too.

				Mister Duncan responded by saying, “I never thought of myself as an actor or entertainer, but it was jolly good fun working with two professionals in the business. I mean, you were both like beacons of light guiding me through uncharted waters.”

				“Ah,” bounced back Miss Hopkins. “Your superb timing and wonderful model-clay props were the buoys that kept the whole show afloat, Mister Duncan. So you see, you’re both an actor and an engineer.

				“I second that,” said Mister Morgan.

				As our three-team theatre company was gaily conversing, Mary looked at me with a beckoning gesture to step out into the hall. I could tell by the somber expression on her face, I was about to learn some new information…not the kind of information I wanted to hear. So we excused ourselves while Doctor Lederer remained there with the others.

				“Alex,” Mary said in a low shaking voice, “I know I should have told you this before, but the watchman at the main gate is missing; he’s been missing for over a half hour now.”

				Again, I was beside myself. I felt so helpless. Thoughts were furiously swimming in my head. I was like a fish caught in a whirlpool. Mary was right when she‘d said earlier, this is building into something evil. We were all like fish being sucked down into some kind of hell with no chance of finding a current to swim upstream.

				I pulled myself together and looked at my watch, then said to Mary, “It’s just past ten-thirty. Was the watchman still at his post up to nine-thirty?”

				“Yes, because I called the front gate and spoke to him before the show ended. I wanted to check and see if he might have seen Doctor Calloway, or Harper...or anything. He was still there, Alex. Now he’s gone.”

				“How do you know? Did you go out and look?”

				“Yes. Just before the party started I called. Oh, Alex, I forgot, that’s the other thing.”

				“What other thing, Mary?”

				“Well, as I said, I called, or I tried to call the outside gate again, but the line was dead.” “The in-house line is dead too, now?”

				“Yes. And there’s more, Alex. I went out to the gate to talk to the watchman and he wasn’t there in his booth…this was shortly before ten. Then I started to look around a bit. It was creepy, Alex. The whole area was filled with a weird heaviness. The air was so thick with it I could hardly move. It was like those dreams where you try to move, but you can’t. It was surreal. I couldn’t see anything but I had a feeling I was being watched…watched by someone, or something…evil. And then there was the smell.”

				“What smell, Mary?”

				“Well, it was a…how shall I say it, a sick kind of smell…not the usual kind you would smell in a hospital. I’ve never smelled anything like it before in all of my experience as a nurse. The closest thing I could compare it to would be…it was like… a very pungent vomit, but again, not like any vomit I’ve ever smelled in all my nursing experience.

				“It was….like it was…decomposing. And get this, the odor, well, this is unbelievable, but it kept getting stronger. It was almost to the point where I couldn’t breathe. It was as if the air were being consumed by the smell. The smell, believe it or not, was getting its power from eating the air. I know it sounds fantastic. I would have suffocated had I not left that place.”

				“And did you see anything out of the ordinary, aside from the watchman missing?”

				“No, but I heard something out of the ordinary. In fact, it was the same sound I heard earlier…in the green room. You know, the thumping-dragging sound I told you about. Then I really got frightened and made a dash back here.”

				Doctor Lederer came out, looked around and said to Mary in a soft guarded tone, “I could sense there’s more peril added to our predicament, when you motioned Alex to come out here. So after Miss Gould and Mister Lipton came over and joined our conversation, I expressed a polite departure and stepped out here to learn the current status, as it were.”

				“The current status is bad, Doctor Lederer,” I declared. “Mary just told me that the in-house line is also down; so we not only can’t call out, but we can’t even communicate within the premises of the Castle. Not only that, but now we can add the watchman to the missing Harper and Doctor Calloway.”

				Doctor Lederer responded by saying, “Not to mention the stowaway patient, obviously, some well-planned scheme is being perpetrated here. The question is, for what reason?”

				Mary was trembling and then emotionally added, to the point of almost crying, “I don’t know what the reason is. All I know is I’m very frightened, especially after going out to the watchman’s booth a few minutes ago. I knew someone was watching me…I knew it.

				“Mary,” I attempted to say with assurance, an assurance I really didn’t have myself. “Try and stay calm, get a hold of yourself. Listen, go back in and rejoin the party…like nothing’s happened. We don’t want the residents, or guests for that matter, to know anything about this. We don’t want to cause a panic.

				“When you can, very discretely tell Mrs. Dudley and her husband and each of the staff personnel the latest events. Doctor Lederer and I will go out to the watchman’s booth and look around. We’ll get to the bottom of all this. There are more of us than whoever is responsible for the sabotage taking place here…I hope.”

				“Or whatever it is. Be careful, Alex,” Mary said as she looked at me with those intoxicating green eyes, and then turned back to enter the happy party recreation room.

				Doctor Lederer and I immediately went out to the watchman’s booth at the main gate. Mary’s assessment was right about the watchman not being at his post. As we looked around though, everything appeared to be normal. Neither one of us felt we were being watched. The only noises we heard were the rustling of tree boughs caused by wind and a hooting owl. We should have heard the fountain too. It was off. Normally Mister Dudley turned it off when it was dark, but he had instructions to leave it on tonight because of the party. We didn’t smell anything out of the ordinary either. There was only the pleasant odor of pine trees that blended with the salt air, blowing east from the Pacific Ocean to the west. After a closer examination of the watchman’s booth, I noticed that the connecting cord to the telephone box under the counter was cut, rendering it completely useless. Then I followed the cord up to the telephone itself. I felt a damp crusty substance on the speaker part of the receiver. As I was about to take a close look at that moisture, the light in the booth suddenly went out. Fortunately I had my small medical flashlight with me so I shone it on the speaker; it had the appearance and smell of blood.

				I looked at Doctor Lederer and said, “You’re right, some kind of an evil scheme is being perpetrated here…and it’s happening with deliberate increment. It all started last night when Doctor Calloway wasn’t here when we arrived from San Francisco. Then there was his strange behavior during breakfast this morning, and this business about a new patient he said he’d brought in some time last night. Someone none of us have been able to find. Then Doctor Calloway himself disappeared some time after ten o’clock this morning, and is still missing. There was the strange thumping-dragging sound that you and Mary heard inside the ‘locked’ green room door on the third floor.

				“Harper the handy man brought the car back from San Francisco, and he vanished; the outside telephone line is down so we can’t call out. The connecting wires to each of the automobiles have been severed so we can’t operate them. The in-house line is not working now, so we can’t call any of the stations or rooms in or around the Castle, and now the watchman at the gate has gone missing; and on top of that, the light in this booth suddenly, and rather conveniently, goes out. From the looks and smell of this phone receiver, he may have been hit over the head with it.”

				Were it not for the limited luminance of my small medical flashlight, we would have been completely swallowed up in the stark blackness of the night. Suddenly Doctor Lederer put his index finger across his mouth and whispered, “Listen, Alex, I think someone is approaching.”

				I turned toward the direction of the Castle and also heard, but could not see, what seemed like someone stumbling through the surrounding shrubbery in the pitch-blackness, and clumsily moving toward us at the watchman’s booth. My flashlight wasn’t powerful enough to cast a beam more than a couple of feet. I also noticed there was no light emitting from the Castle. In fact, there was no light anywhere. “Who’s out there?” I said as I pointed my light toward the awkward-sounding oncoming movement.

				“Alex,” Mary shouted out frantically, “all the lights in the Castle are out. It’s so dark and I was trying to find you. I almost got lost.”

				“Mary, it sounds like you’re only about fifteen or so feet from me. I can’t see you because this light isn’t very strong and it doesn’t project out more than two feet; can you see it?”

				“Yes, I do see it.”

				“Keep walking slowly toward it. I’ll keep talking and remain stationary so you have a point of reference.

				Mary walked about another twelve feet or so and met me nose to nose. She could hardly breathe when she grabbed me and said, “Oh, Alex, I’ve never been so frightened in my life. All the lights in the Castle went out about ten minutes ago. Mrs. Dudley got some candles and while Miss. Hathaway was gathering everyone into the recreation room, I made my way out here to find you…oh, Alex. I…”

				“Try and calm down, Mary, let’s take it one step at a time. The lights must have gone out while I was in the watchman’s booth with Doctor Lederer. I was looking at the telephone receiver and the light suddenly went out; that was about ten minutes ago too.”

				“Why were you looking at the receiver, Alex?”

				“Because when I noticed that the box cord was cut, I looked at the phone itself. That was when I felt damp sticky moisture on the speaker part of the receiver; also, it had the smell of…actually, I’m not sure what it was.”

				As I shone my flashlight on Mary’s face, I could see she was very scared, as was I and I didn’t want to add fuel to the fear flames. I was trying to mentally reassure myself, that maybe the sticky substance was something other than blood. I rationalized there are many types of moistures in this world that are sticky besides blood, but in my heart of hearts I knew it was blood. Lord knows I’ve been around enough of it in my line of work.

				“You were going to say ‘blood,’ weren’t you, Alex?”

				“Well, yes, Mary. However, we couldn’t find the watchman…anywhere.”

				“Where is Doctor Lederer, Alex?”

				“Doctor Lederer is…Doctor Lederer. Where is Doctor Lederer?”

				“Oh, Alex.”

				Now, Mary and I started frantically looking around for Doctor Lederer with the aid of my small flashlight. He was nowhere to be found. I could tell the battery was getting weaker because the already limited lighting was growing dimmer.

				“Maybe he went back to the Castle, Alex.”

				“Possibly, but it’s very strange he would do that without telling me…not to mention the fact he didn’t have a flashlight on him…as far as I could tell anyway.”

				“But if he did, Alex, we would have seen a second light.”

				“Unless…maybe…he lost his bearings and went toward the cliff instead…while I was guiding you to me. Oh my God, I hate to think that.”

				“I don’t feel safe here, Alex; I think we should get back to the Castle before your light burns out.”

				“Yes, Mary, there’s really nothing we can do out here. When we get back to the Castle though, we had better gather everyone, and I mean everyone in the whole place, into the recreation room for safety. Of course we’ll clue in all the personnel and Mrs. Dudley and her husband; but I think we should try and come up with some other reason to tell the residents and guests why we’re doing what we’re doing.”

				“You’re right, Alex. And I hope we’ll find Doctor Lederer there as well.”

				“I hope so too, Mary, I hope so too.”

				Mary and I cautiously proceeded back to the Castle.

				The Discovery

			  Mary and I combined our resolve to discretely inform Mrs. Dudley, her husband, and all the staff personnel of the dangerous predicament we were in, and that Doctor Lederer had disappeared too. We told the residents and guests the power simply went out and for safety concerns, it would be better if everyone would remain in the recreation room until we were able to get a handle on the situation. All the residents, except for Mister Strutmire, were in attendance and truly enjoying themselves at the Halloween festivities and not suspecting anything out of the ordinary…other than what Mary and I had told them.

				Besides, I thought to myself, it’s past eleven and since the atmosphere in the rec. room was filled with such gaiety and mirth, why not keep the party going? After all, it would last for at least another hour or so under normal conditions. Also, it would allow us a little time, maybe, to get a grip on what was happening.

				Mrs. Dudley gathered all the candles she could find to have on hand in the event of it being necessary to replace the ones currently burning. The long tapers gave off a sinister glow that was most conducive to a Halloween party and, of course, that went over well with the thespian branch of our residents.

				“Oh, what a great atmosphere.” Miss Hopkins blurted out with rich fervor. “Are you sure you didn’t ‘stage’ this blackout, Doctor Ramsey? Because if you did, I think it was simply marvelous…even though it upstaged me. But never mind, because, as Shakespeare said, ‘All life is a stage and we are the players therein,’ or words to that effect.”

				“No, Miss Hopkins, I assure you this wasn’t any of my handiwork.”

				“Oh well then, I thank Providence for supplying a most appropriate effect for our party.” She then abruptly made a one hundred eighty degree turn and ethereally crossed to the other side of the room.

				I did a thorough head count of everyone in the room here. Then I motioned Mary, Miss Hathaway, and Mrs. Dudley to come out in the hall. I said in a low voice, “Listen, the staff, residents, everyone, are in the recreation room except the four of us here and…

				“Mister Strutmire isn’t, Alex. He’s upstairs in his room,” Mary interrupted.

				“That’s my point, Mary. Mister Strutmire is the only one who is not here. That is, if we don’t count our four missing ones, of course.”

				“Oh my goodness, is it four, now?” Mrs. Dudley chimed in.

				“That’s right. Now we can add Doctor Lederer to the missing,” I answered.

				“Actually five, if we count the so-called mystery patient Doctor Calloway mentioned,” commented Miss Hathaway.

				“Indeed, if there’s such a patient at all,” retorted back Mrs. Dudley.

				“Nevertheless, Mister Strutmire is still up there,” I stressed, “and we have to bring him down here…whether he likes it or not. It’s too dangerous for him to be alone. I believe we’re in a perilous situation that is being deliberately orchestrated and for the safety of all of us, including Mister Strutmire, we should all be together in the rec. room.”

				Miss Hathaway sarcastically said, “Hum, good luck on getting him to cooperate with you.”

				“Look, Miss Hathaway, you and Mrs. Dudley go back in there and keep the party going,” I said, “and act like everything is fine and don’t, I repeat, don’t let anyone leave the rec. room. Mary and I will go up to Mister Strutmire’s room now and drag him down here, if we have to.”

				“Oh, wait, Doctor Ramsey,” Mrs. Dudley swiftly said, “you can’t go traipsing through the Castle with that half-dead pencil torch of yours in all this darkness. I’ll get my husband to go with you; he’s got a big torch, you know. Besides, he won’t be of much use at all if I don’t get him away from the whiskey he’s been adding to his punch.”

				“That’s a good idea, Mrs. Dudley; we’ll wait here for him.”

				While we were waiting for Mister Dudley, Mary said, “Alex, you can feel it, can’t you?”

				I knew what she meant because I felt it, too; there was a malevolent presence in the vast still blackness of the Castle. Save for the merriment in the rec. room, the ominous tranquility was like the quiet before a great disaster…such as an earthquake or storm, as Doctor Lederer had said before, wherever he is. It not only surrounded the Castle but it was washing over all of my senses like a high tide. Deafening silence pounded my eardrums; I could feel it without touching anything; I could see it without seeing anything; I could smell the metaphorical foul stench; I even almost choked on the bitter taste of the stale air.

				However, I answered Mary by saying, “Feel it, Mary?” Then my eyes fixed on hers, I softly whispered, “I know how I feel about you…I love you, Mary.”

				Then with aggressive force but gentle passion, I took Mary in my arms and embraced her tightly. Our lips moved into a head-on crash to ecstasy. Then she sweetly murmured the words, “I love you too, Alex, with all my heart.”

				For one short moment my mind was teleported to another dimension, a sphere of love, security and peace…Mary’s Castle. I wanted to stay there forever.

				Then, Mister Dudley came out into the hall carrying his big flashlight, immediately followed by Mrs. Dudley.

				“Don’t worry, Doctor Ramsey and Miss Holden, I’ll go up there with you. I’ve got my big torch here,” Mister Dudley said with an air of authority fueled by the whiskey-laden punch he had been consuming up to that point.

				“Never you mind throwing your weight around, Shamus Dudley,” snapped back Mrs. Dudley, “you shine that torch for Doctor Ramsey and Miss Holden; they’ll both be needing their hands free for latching on to Mister Strutmire if he’s not in a mood for cooperating.”

				Mrs. Dudley returned to the rec. room and then Mister Dudley, Mary and I marched down the long hall past the out-of-commission elevator to the south-west stairwell. The bright beam of Mister Dudley’s lamp guided us up the stairs to the third floor. When we got there, I remembered about the fountain. Then I asked Mister Dudley why he’d turned it off when he had instructions to leave it on because of tonight’s Halloween party. He said he’d never touched it and that it was on before the lights went out. I couldn’t worry about that now so we proceeded down the corridor to the door of Mister Strutmire’s room. I knocked on the door; there was no answer. I knocked again, still no answer. I tried to open the door; it was locked, of course. Mary and I looked at each other, not saying anything; we didn’t have to…our thoughts were speaking loudly enough. Then all of sudden, in the quiet darkness, on the other side of the door, we heard it, all three of us. The thumping, dragging sound, the sound that Doctor Lederer and Mary had heard earlier; but it was the first time I had heard it and it was coming from Mister Strutmire’s room. Boom, swish, boom, swish, boom, swish. Then it stopped.

				“No time to find any key, we’ve got to get into that room now. Help me break down the door, Dudley.” I yelled.

				Mary took hold of the big light and shone it on the door; then Dudley and I started slamming our bodies in unison against it with all our might. We were like one great wrecking ball pounding the wall of a condemned building. Then after the nineteenth or so blow, the two hinges snapped, one after the other, and the solid oak door collapsed by literally falling into the room onto the floor. Mary then stepped under the archway and commenced waving the flashlight around Mister Strutmire’s room, while Mister Dudley and I were catching our breath.

				“Mister Strutmire, Mister Strutmire,” Mary called out, “where are you?”

				Then Mister Dudley took the big light and entered Mister Strutmire’s chamber. He positioned himself in the middle of the room in such a way as to give off the fullest possible range of light so Mary and I could look around. I called out to Mister Strutmire, no answer. We looked in the bathroom, checked the bathtub behind the door, and pulled open the curtain to the shower stall; he wasn’t in there. Then as Mister Dudley continued to shine the light, Mary was looking through all the drawers of the dresser and nightstand. I looked into the closet. In both instances we found nothing out of the ordinary. Mister Strutmire’s suits and robe were hanging neatly in the closet and his pajamas and undergarments were meticulously folded in the draws. His three pairs of shoes and one pair of slippers were situated under the bed in a perfect straight line. Everything was as it should be…but Mister Strutmire wasn’t in his room. Where was Mister Strutmire, and who, or what, was making that thumping, dragging sound from a couple of moments ago prior to our entry…and where did it go?

				As we were about to leave, Mary said, “Alex, wait. What about the balcony?”

				“Balcony? What balcony?” I responded, taken aback with surprise.

				“There’s a door that opens on to a balcony behind that tapestry…the one on the left side of the bed; you can’t see it from the adjacent window, even in the daytime, because there’s a stone pillar that blocks it.”

				“I never knew there was an outside balcony connected to this room, Mary.”

				“I don’t think it’s been used for years…at least as long as I’ve been here. I only know about it because six months ago or so while I was checking Mister Lynch’s chart you remember Mister Lynch, Alex, he had this room at the time. Well, I dropped my pen and it rolled under the tapestry and when I went to retrieve it, I pulled back the tapestry and eyeballed a paneled door. I opened it as it was unlocked, and discovered the balcony. I thought it was only the wall before that.”

				“Well let’s open the door and look out there now,” I said, “that would explain how our noise maker got away.”

				“Be careful, Alex, it might be dangerous.”

				Then Mister Dudley said assuredly, “Don’t you worry, Miss Holden. Here, you hold the torch and Doctor Ramsey and I will handle whoever might be out there.”

				“Yes, Mary, you just hold the light on the door.” Then I turned to Mister Dudley and said in a low voice, “I’m going to open the door. This might get physical so stay right behind me and ready to back me up, if necessary.”

				“Right, Doctor Ramsey.”

				Mary positioned herself and focused the light on the tapestry then I pulled it back. Sure enough, there it was, a gray camouflaged panel door that perfectly blended in with the surrounding paneled wall; it had no visible frame. The only thing that distinguished it from the other panels was on the middle edge, it had a small flat, matching narrow bar. It discreetly slid out from its tailored aperture and reached over the divide, thus fitting in to the matched slit of the adjacent panel. The position of the opening was on the right side. Many doors open from a left-side facing. Either way it could be easily overlooked by most people. It didn’t get past Mary’s sharp eye...those beautiful green eyes.

				I took a deep breath and said, “All right, Mister Dudley.” Then slid the bar back and pulled the door open into the room; that’s when I could see the two small hinges spaced about five feet apart embedded at the left side. There was complete blackness out there. I heard a light wind whistle through the nearby pine trees as well as the rustling of their branches and the roaring of the sea that lay below the great cliff to the west. Mister Dudley took the flashlight from Mary. I told her to stay inside. Then I led the way out with Mister Dudley right behind me, guiding with the light.

				“Glory be, Doctor Ramsey.” Dudley said in amazement as he darted the light around, “In my seven years here as groundskeeper, I never noticed this perch; I guess I just never looked up.”

				It was a Spanish-styled balcony, about twelve feet long and four feet wide. It was completely devoid of any items, such as potted plants for aesthetics, and there was nobody on it. It had a black wrought-iron barrier that was showing a lot of rust all the way around. The wood-board floor appeared to have a lot of dry rot. As Mister Dudley and I stepped out and commenced walking on it, most of the floorboards squeaked and a couple even buckled; then the rail started to undulate. That was followed by the sounds of scraping metal.

				Mary frantically yelled out, “Oh please, come in before it crashes.”

				“Let’s get off this now before the whole thing collapses, Dudley.”

				“I’m right behind you, Doctor.”

				Mister Dudley and I jumped back inside. It seemed like five minutes before the reverberation of the shaking and scraping diminished into silence.

				I took hold of my composure and said, “That was a close one, eh, Dudley?”

				“You’re telling me, Doctor Ramsey.”

				“Oh, Alex, I didn’t know it was so unstable. You see, that time when I opened the door, I only looked out there; I didn’t actually step on it. I’m so sorry. That goes for you too, Mister Dudley; If I had only known how…”

				“It’s not your fault, Mary, you weren’t aware of its condition; how could you be?” I said reassuringly.

				Then Mister Dudley added, “Never you mind, Miss Holden; the important thing is we’re all okay.”

				Then a thought occurred to me. Before I opened the door, the connecting latch bar was in place; which meant the door was locked from the inside. I had to slide it open, which meant whoever was in this room making the thump and drag sound, couldn’t have exited out onto the balcony because there would have been no way to slide it back in place from the outside, unless there was an accomplice in the room. However, nobody was in here when we broke in, not to mention the fact, we certainly would have felt the shaking of the feeble floorboards and heard the clanging and scraping of the rickety rail, if someone were moving around out there on the balcony. Even if our Houdini could have done it without making a sound, how would he have gotten off the balcony since there was nothing within reach, between it and a hard concrete landing three stories below?

				Nevertheless, someone was in this room prior to our entry, we all heard the noise.

				Then Mary said, “There’s nothing more we can do here. I think we should go back to the recreation room with the others and stay together in there.”

				“You’re right, Mary,” I agreed. “Let’s go.”

				The consuming blackness with its deafening silence, somehow seemed even more pronounced as Mary, Mister Dudley and I left Mister Strutmire’s room. We were making our way to the stairwell at the end of the hall and about half way there, Mary whispered to me, “Wait.”

				“What is it, Mary?”

				“There’s something here, Alex, something’s here, on this floor, watching us. I can feel a presence.”

				Then Dudley said, “Oh, look, look down there, right by the stairwell, can you see them, Doctor Ramsey? I don’t even need my torch on them. But look. Eyes, two cold black eyeballs, with their whites, glowing in the dark. Devil’s eyes, they are.”

				Then Mister Dudley dropped the flashlight and made the sign of the cross. He started to shake ferociously, so I picked up the light and shone it at the stairwell, there was nothing there.

				Mary looked at me intensely and said in a soft hypnotic tone, “We’re being swallowed up, Alex, slowly but surely, swallowed up…in the darkness.”

				I felt as though the floor were dropping under my feet. This can’t be really happening. It’s all a bad dream, I thought to myself. “Mary, tell me it’s all a dream.”

				“It’s not a dream, Alex; it’s a nightmare, a collective nightmare.”

				“We had better get back to the rec. room, Mary. Come on.” “Dudley…Dudley? Dudley? Where’s Mister Dudley?”

				“I don’t know, Alex. He must have wondered off while we were talking.”

				“That’s absurd; he’s got to be around here. Dudley? Dudley? Dudley? “ “For God’s sake, man, where are you?” I continued to frantically call for Mister Dudley, but it was all in vain. The python of darkness had apparently swallowed him up too. Then I started to feel my own consciousness draining out of my body, like water being pulled down a hole to the bowels of the earth. I was at a point where I could hardly move. It was an effort to take a step. Then I started to quiver. The shaking became more pronounced and then uncontrollable. Then I buckled. I dropped the flashlight, and Mary took control and had me sit on the floor. She sat with me and pulled a sedative out of her pocket and said, “Here, take this, Alex, you’ll have to swallow it without water though; but it will calm you down.” I did manage to ingest the tablet and then she said, “We’ll just sit here for a while until it takes effect; it should be about ten minutes.”

				I was already starting to relax now, but it wasn’t the pill; it was Mary. Here I was with Mary, all alone with my Mary, the two of us, sitting together on the floor like two starfish at the bottom of a black ocean, being circled by an unseen shark, but I didn’t care. We made love.

				The Blackout

			  I must have fallen asleep for a couple of minutes. The last thing I remember is sitting here on the floor with Mary. When I came to, the sequence of events prior to my nap hit me like a ton of bricks. Mary, Mister Dudley and I had left Strutmire’s room, we were walking down the hall toward the stairwell and about half way there, Mister Dudley said something about seeing a pair of glowing eyes, started to panic and dropped the flashlight. I picked up the light, pointed it at the stairwell and there was nothing there. While Mary and I were talking, Mister Dudley had disappeared. I’d started to panic. Mary took control and sat me down on the floor. She sat with me and gave me a sedative, we were all alone together.

				We embraced one another tenderly. I was lost in abandon.

				Ecstasy. That’s all I remember—until I woke up.

				I hope Mary forgives me for my uncontrolled passion. “Mary, we had better go down to the rec. room now…Mary? Mary? Mary? Where are you Mary?” Oh my God. Where’s Mary? I’m all alone. It can’t be. Where can she be?

				My thoughts were spinning round like plane propellers. She can’t have disappeared, like the others…oh no, not my Mary. She’s got to be here. We were together, and then she must have gone down to the rec. room while I was in the arms of Morpheus.

				Then I came to a realization. It hit me like a meteorite. I shouted out with zest and self-rationalized reassurance, “Yes, that’s it. Of course. She went down stairs while I was sleeping...of course.”

				I must get down there now. Mary will be there, I’m sure of it. Where’s the flashlight? It was right here on the floor. It must be here, I saw it. It was lit when Mary and I were… that’s it, she took it with her…while I was unconscious…to see her way down to the rec. room. How stupid of me not to realize that before. You’re getting yourself all in a dither for nothing, Ramsey. I’ll go down there right now and Mary will be there, as well as everybody else…all the staff, all the patients, all the guests, everybody.

				Yes, everybody will be there. Doctor Calloway will be there; Doctor Lederer will be there; Harper will be there; the watchman will be there; Mister Dudley will be there; old Mister Strutmire will be there; and yes, even the spook-patient will be there too.

				They’ll all be there, enjoying themselves at the Halloween Party. And I’ll join them too. We’ll all enjoy the joke, the big spoof they played on me. That’s it. And it all started last night when Doctor Calloway wasn’t there to receive Doctor Lederer and me. Doctor Lederer was in on it too because it all started when he came to the Castle last night. Mrs. Dudley played along, even my double-crossing Mary, and all the staff, and all the patients, and all the guests. That’s right, it’s a silly Halloween prank—people disappearing; yes, that’s what it is, a game on everyone’s part to play on one Alex Ramsey. They don’t realize that I caught on though; that’s right, I’m on to them now. I know what I’ll do, I’ll play along with them. I’ll go down there in a pretend panic and then they will say, “Surprise. The joke’s on you. Happy Halloween.”

				The Tomb

			  My eyes penetrated the darkness, seeing nothing. It was so thick I could cut it with a knife. I couldn’t even see my hands in front of me. Even though I knew the layout of the Castle and that I was on the third floor, and I knew where I was positioned there. I was, nevertheless, completely disoriented and when I started to walk, my sense of direction was completely stymied; no doubt the effect of the sedative Mary had given me was the cause of my confusion. I didn’t know where to begin a calculated move.

				I was sealed in. I could not get the limbs of my body to coordinate with my thoughts. It was like one of those dreams, Mary talked about before, when you want to move and you can’t, no matter how hard you try. But this was no dream; it was real, it was real. I felt as though I were in the deepest, darkest tomb in the world, so scrunched in that I could barely move a muscle.

				How am I going to get to the stairwell? How am I going to walk down the stairs? How am I going to take the right direction to get to the recreation room where surely everybody is? I thought I should scream at the top of my lungs. Since the silence was so overwhelming, no doubt they would all hear me, or some would hear, or someone…maybe? However, not likely, because all their talking and laughing would be a sound-proof barrier, one my loudest shouts wouldn’t be able to penetrate.

				If that were the case, I would be able to hear them myself, but I couldn’t. I couldn’t hear a thing, not a thing. Nonetheless, I knew they were all down there. They had to be. Where else could they be? Yes, everyone in the Castle is down there in the recreation room, including my Mary, everyone. Except me.

				I’m the only one that’s not there. I’m here, all by myself, all alone by myself. I’m the missing one now. They must be missing me. Why aren’t they looking for me? Why should I go to them? They should come to me. Oh yes, the escapade, the silly Halloween caper they’re all playing on me; I forgot about that. Naturally those pranksters are deliberately being quiet so I won’t hear anything. That explains the profound silence. That’s why I can’t hear anything at all. I mean, if they were all talking and laughing, like people do at parties, my ears would be able to catch the waves of joyous voices as they filled up the stairwell to the third floor.

				I’m going to get the last laugh, yes siree, they’ll see, yes I will. Because I’m from Oklahoma doesn’t mean I’m a country-bumpkin rube. I’m a highly educated psychiatrist. I know how the human mind works. I was educated at Zurich. I’ll get them all though…yes I will. I know what I’ll do. I’m going to sneak down those stairs, ever so quietly. Then I’ll tiptoe down the hall to the recreation room door. I won’t go in. I’ll just stand behind it and wait. That’s right, I’ll just wait. I won’t go in. I’ll just wait outside…in the dark stillness. They’ll wonder why I didn’t go in there…so they could all scare me. They don’t understand that I figured out their cute little scheme…they don’t even suspect it. Yes, their little game will backfire because I’m going to boomerang it back on them. I’ll wait as long as it takes, until they open the door…to come looking for me, of course. I’ll wait until the cows come home, if I have to. Then I’ll get them.

				Then I wondered how I was going to get myself down there in all the darkness without bumping in to things, they’d hear me for sure. I didn’t want them to hear me at all. I realized that I still had my small medical flashlight in my pocket. I pulled it out, turned it on only to notice that the light had grown quite dim due to the weakening battery. However, it should still be enough, I thought, to guide me down the stairwell to the first floor and direct me through the hall and right to the door of the rec. room. No doubt they’re all in there and the door would be closed, so no one would see me approaching with my small light.

				The Vortex

			  I stealthily made my way to the stairwell and slowly descended, step by step, until I landed on the first floor. The all-around silence shouted its presence there too.

				The only audible sound was the beats of my heart, they sounded like the drumming of a Salvation Army evangelist standing on a street corner, clamoring for the repent of lost souls. I slowly ambled down ever so quietly, to the closed door of the recreation room. As I put my head against the door, I listened with great concentration, not a sound on the other side, absolute silence—nothing.

				I waited by the door. I must have been there for a good half hour because my watch said five to twelve, almost midnight and still no noise or movement that I could discern from behind the door. How long is this going to take? You know what, Ramsey? You’re not going to go in there. They’ll have to come out here…and that’s when I’ll ‘boo’ them. I’m going to get the last laugh, not them.

				Then I had an epiphany. I dialoged to myself in a soft spooky whisper.

				“I have it. I know what I’ll do. The trap panel. Yes, the trap panel at the second-floor nurses’ station. It opens to the center of the recreation room ceiling; it opens on to it from the second floor nurses’ station. Yes, that’s it. Of course that’s it. And that’s what I’ll do.”

				My whole being became charged with devilish energy. A trap-sliding floor panel was installed when the building was converted into the sanitarium so that there could be both full view and sound of patients’ activities to back up the floor personnel in the rec. room during various events. My little flashlight was growing ever so dim. There wouldn’t be much time left before the battery would die and the light gone out completely…maybe ten minutes at the most, if I’m lucky. So with what little light remained, I sprinted down the hall to the stairwell. The effect of the sedative had worn off. I ascended by skipping up every other step until I got to the second floor, then quickly headed straight to the nurses’ station; it was centered in the middle of the second floor. The six by eight-foot panel was positioned right in the middle of the station itself and it was surrounded by three concentric levels of iron bars, like a bull’s-eye. It correlated exactly to the center of the first-floor recreation room directly underneath.

				I looked at my watch; it was now exactly twelve midnight. The panel was only an inch thick so I lay down on it with my ear tightly pressed against the wood…listening, for an inkling of movement, not a sound.

				They’re not going to win by scaring me; I’m going to win by scaring them. I’m going to win this cat and mouse game because, I’m the cat and they’re the mouse, or should I say mice...hah-hah—the rats. I know what I’ll do. I’ll go to the linen closet and get some bed sheets, tie them together…let’s see, three should be enough, no, four…because I need at least forty feet to climb down.

				There’s a forty-six foot drop from the ceiling to the floor in the rec. room. I knew that because I’d measured it before. Yes, four should do it, I thought, that would give me forty feet, because each sheet is ten feet long, and I would have a couple of free feet to land myself on the floor from the end of the last sheet, if that. I would be able to anchor the end of the top sheet by tying it around a corner of the lowest bar of the circular railing around the panel; it’s less than one foot high off the floor.

				I’ll wait for a couple of minutes then I’ll gently slide open the panel, lower the knotted sheets and climb half way down. Then I’ll start swinging back and forth like Tarzan…yes, screaming like a goddamn monkey…hah-hah…that ‘ll fix ‘em. The joke will be on them…not me, not me. Hah-hah-hah.

				Everything was ready to go…four bed sheets tied together, one end securely fastened on to a corner of the lowest cross rail encircling the floor panel. The light from my flashlight was all but dead but I had enough to see the lever on the trap door. I made sure I had my home-made rope in my hand so I wouldn’t have to grope for it in the dark. Then I lifted the latch, turned off the all-but-extinct light so it couldn’t be seen by all the jokesters from down below, and put it aside.

				I commenced, slowly, ever so slowly, and ever so quietly, sliding the panel back. I was in complete darkness now and had to stage my movements very skillfully, and carefully, in order to not accidentally fall through the gaping hole into the black abyss below. Foot by foot I lowered my knotted sheets until there was no more slack.

				I was ready to descend and give them all the surprise of their lives. I thought to myself excitedly about the revenge I was going to exact upon those devils for what they’d done to me. An eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth.

				My adrenalin was spilling over as I took hold of the line. Down I went…hand under hand, one, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen, fifteen, sixteen, seventeen, eighteen, nineteen, and twenty. Then I stopped.

				There I was, hanging in space with a twenty-six-foot drop to the floor. I’d passed the point of no return now. I couldn’t see the floor or anything else below me, not to mention above me…or beside me. It was like my eyes were closed tightly, even though they were wide open. The perspiration on my hands was causing my grip to falter. With what strength I had left, I began swinging…back and forth, building a horizontal momentum of about ten feet, I think. Then I went into my Johnny Weissmuller routine. “Ah-eh-ah-eh-ah-eh-ah-eh-ah…I gotcha.” I shouted, “I gotcha. You all didn’t get me. I got you. The joke’s on you…hah-hah.” I went into such a frenzy I forgot where I was and what I was doing. I lost my grip on the sheets and free fell twenty-six feet, straight down to the hardwood floor below. As I lay there in the middle of the rec. room, in the blackest of blackness, I must have lost consciousness for a few seconds because I was completely disoriented from the hard fall. My legs had taken the brunt of it, I know, because when I tried to get up, I couldn’t move them. In fact, my lower body was completely paralyzed. Then an ominous tingling sensation started going through both legs simultaneously which quickly transformed into pain. The pain grew stronger and stronger until I was writhing with it.

				“All right, the joke’s over, I’m hurt, I think I broke both my legs, I can’t move and I’m in terrific pain, help me.” I screamed, franticly…pleadingly. I was answered back with silence. “Please, help me. I’m badly hurt. Where is everybody? Oh my dearest Mary, where are you? Are you all right? I need you. You need me. We need each other, dearest. I love you.” Mary didn’t come. Nobody came. I was all alone. This is impossible, I thought. They have to be here. Mary has to be here.

				“Where are you, Mary? Mary-Mary-Mary.” I begged. No Mary, no one, no sound, no nothing. I lay on my back staring up into the darkness, seeing only the darkness, on the floor of the recreation room, where everybody was and now nobody is. I might as well have been in a grave. Strangely enough the pain was subsiding. I felt as though I was being anesthetized…yes, anesthetized. As I gazed up, I noticed something hovering, floating, above me, on my left side. I discerned two objects that appeared to be like marbles, yes, two marbles with the same design and color. They weren’t round like regular marbles but more almond-shaped. The spheres were a glowing opaque white with round black centers inside.

				The black ones seemed to be more or less translucent. Then I saw another pair moving into me from the right. They moved closer to the first pair, but the inner spheres were blue in that pair. Then both pairs were directly over my head and came closer and closer to me until they were about six inches directly above my eyes; and then, all of a sudden, each set suddenly jetted away from each other; one set moved to my right side, and one set moved to my left side.

				What is this? Is it a dream…a nightmare? Wait a minute. I know what they are now, I know what they are. They’re eyes…like Dudley said he saw in the stairwell. Now they’re watching me, but whose eyes?

				The horrific pain in my legs was virtually gone and replaced with numbness. Then numbness was filling my whole body. I couldn’t move my legs at all and could barely move my arms; it was like I had heavy weights attached to them…anchors. Then total numbness captured my entire body and I couldn’t move anything at all, except my lips. When I tried to speak, however, I couldn’t make an audible sound. All I could do was mouth, “Help me. Help me.”

				The eyes were over my head again; then they moved closer to me. They were dropping…closer, closer, and closer. My racing mind was trapped in my inert body. Even my feeble mouthing was rapidly waning until I couldn’t mouth anything at all. Now, it was getting harder to hold my own eyes open; they wanted to close. I managed to keep them open with all the strength I could generate; but it was getting harder, and harder, and harder.

				Although I couldn’t make out the dimensions of my environment, I felt the sensation of motion, a steady progressive whirling motion, in a clockwise direction, I think. All I could actually see were the eyes, those two pairs of eyes. Then another pair appeared but I couldn’t tell what color they were because I was fighting to keep my own open. I was losing the battle though. Then the new pair of eyes moved in and locked on to my own struggling-to-keep-opened eyes. Are they green?

				They rested no more than one inch above me. They weren’t detached like the other ones. They gazed on me, giving off a cold draft, with an aura of vengeance. The spinning excelled while the other eyes moved closer and closer to my face; then they moved farther away. Now, all the eyes themselves commenced to spin as my own eyes were locking up. The last thing I saw were those six eyes…spinning, spinning, spinning…faster, faster, faster. Then they all transformed into concentric circles…whirling, whirling, whirling…into a layered spiral. How did I get back up to the second floor? Then they merged into one circle; it moved higher and higher, wider and wider, while I felt as though I were falling, free falling down…deeper and deeper…faster, faster, faster, deeper and deeper…d-e-e-p-e-r…a-n-d…d-e-e-p. I lost consciousness.

				The Other Side of Bedlam

			  Doctor Calloway: “The pupils are starting to contract. He will return to his catatonic state soon, it always happens that way and I don’t expect the outcome to change this time either.

				Nurse Holden: “Shall I inject him now, Doctor Calloway”?

				Doctor Calloway: “Yes, Nurse Holden.”

				Nurse Holden: “There. Cyrus Ramsey will soon come alive. I’ll be at the Nurse’s station until then.”

				Doctor Calloway: “I wonder what she meant by that strange comment?”

				Doctor Lederer: “I thought it a curious thing to say as well, however, let’s put that aside. So this deep-rooted psychosis of Mister Ramsey is repetitive?”

				Doctor Calloway: “Yes. It happens once a year, and at the same time. It always begins on October 30th and ends on November 1st.”

				Doctor Lederer: “Does it commence and terminate at the same hours as well?”

				Doctor Calloway: “The duration of Patient Ramsey’s psychotic dream per se is perpetually the same; however, it’s predicated on when it starts. In other words, it will commence on the evening of October 30th, usually anywhere from five to seven p.m., and last forty-eight hours, always forty-eight hours to the minute. You see, the exact time it ends is based on when it begins; but it’s always exact.”

				Doctor Lederer: “Very interesting.”

				Doctor Calloway: “Cyrus Ramsey was admitted to this very sanitarium seven years ago, exactly seven years ago the day before yesterday. The date was October 30th, 1930. Also, it happened to be our first year in operation. By a strange coincidence or maybe not so strange, but quite bizarre, none the less, it was precisely one year to the day that he murdered his identical twin brother Alex, on October 30th, 1931, when it really all began. The court judged him criminally insane. There was no trial; that’s why he’s still here. I’m glad that you were able to come, Franz, and see for yourself.”

				Doctor Lederer: “As you know, Niles, Alex was a student of mine. I believe he would have been a fine psychiatrist, had he lived. He used to talk to me about his family, particularly his brother, Cyrus. Alex told me when they were kids in Oklahoma, about ten years old, I think he said, they were playing by an old abandon dried-out well. Cyrus decided he wanted to look inside it. When he leaned over the edge, he lost his balance and fell head first to the bottom; Alex told me it was at least an eighteen-foot drop.

				“Immediately after the accident, he ran to fetch his father. About fifteen minutes passed by the time the father and son came back to the well with some rope. Alex and his father securely tied one end of the rope to an adjacent tree, and the father climbed down into the well while Alex watched to make sure the rope wouldn’t loosen from its anchor. When his father was at the bottom, he could barely breathe. In fact, he had to climb almost half way back up in order to inhale a couple of deep breaths, then hold the last one, go back down and rescue his unconscious son Cyrus.

				“If Alex weren’t there, both father and Cyrus surely would have perished, because it was Alex who not only pulled his brother out first as his father was losing his grip, but he then had to help his father out as well, because the father, was beginning to falter, even though he was already at the top of the well, and without the weight of his son. Remember, the father was clutching the inert boy, as well as pulling himself; so he was severely weakened as a result of the strain, and of lack of oxygen. It’s a miracle Cyrus survived at all.”

				Doctor Calloway: “Yes, I know the story. And in addition to oxygen deprivation, young Cyrus received an acute concussion on the crown of his head, from the head-first fall to the bottom of the well. It’s amazing that alone didn’t kill him; and no bones were broken, probably because of his young age. By the way, did you know the accident happened on October 30th, 1920, around five p.m.? Both boys were ten years old then. And Cyrus was in a coma for forty-eight hours. He came out of it on November 1st, at five o’clock, p.m. the same number of hours his ‘annual’ psychotic dream lasts.”

				Doctor Lederer: “However, Alex never told me his brother Cyrus, was his identical twin…the likeness, it is incredible. Did the dream actually start the very next year after the accident?”

				Doctor Calloway: “No. However, after the accident, the boy’s personality rapidly changed. He became confused and did poorly in school, whereas his brother Alex excelled in all his subjects; and he was very popular with his fellow students. Cyrus wasn’t. Both boys were in the same one-room schoolhouse class. Their teacher always lauded Alex as a sterling example of what a pupil should be and constantly criticized Cyrus…and always in front of the other kids in the class. And everyone made fun of him, including his own brother, Alex…at the time.

				“Even at home, Cyrus’s parents and other siblings would badger him when he would bungle something while doing his share of the chores, for example. None of his family, or anybody else, for that matter, took any consideration with regard to Cyrus’ horrible accident as the cause of his problems. One would think they’d be grateful he survived at all. And as you could well imagine, Franz, the poor boy became moody, morose, and difficult.

				“As the years passed, he developed a deep jealous resentment for his model twin brother Alex, to the point of disassociation with reality. Although Alex would try to make amends for his earlier teasing, Cyrus wouldn’t forgive him.

				“After Alex graduated from the University of Zurich at the young age of twenty, he arrived here to take on a position as an associate psychiatrist with me at this very sanitarium. Only twenty years old. That was in 1930. I wouldn’t have taken on someone so young were it not for your letter of recommendation.”

				Doctor Lederer: “Alex was a highly gifted student. He was only sixteen when he came to Zurich. He won a four-year scholarship that paid for his trip and studies at our university. He was the youngest student I ever had.”

				Doctor Calloway: “I know. And it was because of Alex I permitted Cyrus to be committed here, as his own family could no longer handle him and of course they never would have been able to afford the cost to put him in a private sanitarium. We put him on a regimen psychoanalysis and electrical shock treatment and chemical sedation. Of course he blamed Alex for his condition and for having him ‘locked up’ as he would say, and taking his life away. During his first year here, he brooded with anger, an anger that turned into hatred for his successful young psychiatrist brother Alex, who was only trying to help him. At the same time Cyrus created his own world, with delusions of grandeur, until one day he completely snapped. That was on October 30th, 1931.

				“On that fateful day, while on the first floor, in the dining room, he walked into the kitchen, unobserved by any staff personnel, and managed to get hold of a kitchen knife. It was the dinner hour, at five p.m. With the knife hidden under his gown, he, nonchalantly, walked up to the second floor nurse’s station, knowing full well that Alex and Mary would be there…alone. You see, he knew everyone’s schedule; so he plotted everything out well before hand. So when Cyrus saw them together, bodies tightly embraced, faces with expressions of ecstasy but eyes closed, mouths opened, lips stretched, tongues locked in such a contorted mesh, he was not even able to tell one from the other. He saw the exhibition of passion again, as he had many times before. It always enraged him to a level of madness that would make chaos seem calm, but this time he was going to do something about it. Alex and Mary didn’t notice Cyrus, who by now was behind them. Mary was in front of Alex…but again, she didn’t see him, behind Alex.”

				Doctor Lederer: “So at this point, Alex is literally between Mary and Cyrus?”

				Doctor Calloway: “Exactly. And as Mary and Alex were lost in abandon, Cyrus pulled out the knife from his gown with his right hand, lifted it up and back, tightly clutched, and drove it into the middle of Alex’s back, with such force, that it pierced his heart. He must have died instantly from that alone. We’ll never know for sure because after the stabbing, Mary ran screaming to get help.

				“It was at that point Cyrus opened the floor panel and tossed Alex’s body through it. It fell forty-six feet to the hardwood floor in the recreation room below. Mrs. Dudley was in there at the time. She said the body hit the floor headfirst.

				“Cyrus’ first dream began minutes after the murder, when he took over the personality of Alex. You see, Franz, he concocted this whole illusion as an escape. He never recalls the murder because Cyrus is Alex, in his mind, of course; and when he comes out of it, he’s goes into a total collapse, virtually a vegetable, until the next year, for another forty-eight hours. Aggressive electric shock treatment has yielded no significant results, nor has guarded injections of Methyl amphetamine and Pentothal. A lobotomy is out of the question because of his dominant lethargic state all year.

				“It is only these two days out of the year that we have to tie him down in his bed, in a straight-jacket. While he is speaking this fantastic story, over and over again, for the forty-eight hours. His bodily movements are violently erratic. There’s a point in the tale where he regurgitates. It’s always at the part where he says Mary said she couldn’t breathe and smelled a pungent vomit. He also uses the word “decomposing.” He’s actually choking on, as well as smelling his own vomit.

				“In other parts of his exposition, he talks about falling, not being able to breathe, numbness in his body and not being able to move. I’m sure it is his subconscious mind recalling the fall into the well and the fact there was no air at the bottom. The numbness and not being able to move was caused by the cerebral injury to his head. And the decomposition he smells was most likely from something dead in the bottom of the well, a rat perhaps. And with his constant talk of darkness, the well must have been very dark. If we didn’t keep him bound during that time he would run all over the sanitarium, and probably kill someone else. The rest of the year, he’s completely docile.

				“Oh yes, there’s another amazing thing. When his trance commences, as it has for the last six years, he makes one most curious change. He relates the discourse in the actual present year we’re in; it is the only reality he articulates. I have absolutely no explanation for his accuracy of present time. It is the most astonishing case of split personality I’ve ever seen; and we really have no treatment for it.”

				Doctor Lederer: “Terrible business. No doubt Cyrus’ psychosis is the result of brain damage due to the accident in the well.”

				Doctor Calloway: “Yes, because he was perfectly normal before. Our Nurse Holden witnessed the fatal stabbing, you know. She was only nineteen when she came here. Like Alex she graduated young from high school at fifteen, and got her nursing degree four years later. Mary started working here only one day before Alex came. They soon fell in love with each other. Another thing that makes this so tragic was the fact that Mary Holden was the fiancée of Alex Ramsey; they were going to be married the following week.”

				Doctor Lederer: “Horrible.”

				Doctor Calloway: “Anyway, it’s good to see you, Franz. I knew you were going to be in San Francisco for the psychiatric convention, and I’m glad I was able to get a hold of you before you returned to Zurich. Because of this case I didn’t go to the convention, the timing wasn’t right and I felt I needed to be here.”

				Doctor Lederer: “Yes, the convention terminated on the 30th, the day Mister Ramsey’s other entity steps in for a while. I was going to leave yesterday afternoon, the thirty-first. In fact, I was getting ready to step out the door of my hotel when you called me. So I elected to put off going home and come here at once. After all, I have a personal interest in this case too.”

				Doctor Calloway: “That’s funny; this shouldn’t be happening. Patient Ramsey’s pulse, it’s speeding up…rapidly. This shouldn’t be. It should be going down. Nurse Holden injected the sedative. He should be falling into his normal catatonic level. It has always taken no more than fifteen minutes for the patient to come out of the psychotic episode. Franz, now the pulse is exponentially dropping…this can’t be.”

				Doctor Lederer: “You’re right, Niles. He’s going into a coma, no it’s cardiac arrest.”

				Doctor Calloway: “Nurse Holden. Nurse Holden. Come here at once. Spirits of ammonia. Now.”

				Nurse Holden: “No, Insulin a large dose. Over dose. It’s too late, Doctor Calloway. Cyrus Ramsey now lives…because I killed him.”

				Doctor Lederer: “It is too late, Niles, Cyrus Ramsey is dead.”

				Doctor Calloway: “Why, Nurse Holden? Why? No…I know why.”

				Nurse Holden: “Yes, Doctor Calloway. I’ve suffered for six years…Six Years. ‘Heaven hath no rage like love to hatred turned, nor hell a fury like a woman scorned,’ the poet said. He was right, you know. But I also did a humane thing. You see, I’ve put Cyrus out of his hopeless ‘earthly’ misery…As…w-e-l-l…a-s…m-y…o-w-n…”

				Doctor Calloway: “Nurse Holden. Nurse Holden. Mary.”

				Doctor Lederer: “It’s no use, Niles. She’s dead. Obviously she injected herself with an overdose of insulin too.

				Doctor Calloway: “I knew Mary was deeply in love with Alex and I strongly advised her to take a position at another institution. Angnew State Hospital in Napa, California surely would have hired her with my letter of recommendation, but she wouldn’t have it. I shouldn’t have let her talk me into her staying on here…after the murder. I’m just as much to blame.”

				Doctor Lederer: “No, Niles, you mustn’t blame yourself. Not trying to sound too philosophical, but maybe everything happens for a reason, even this. I should like to think that all three of them are at peace…now.”
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				Murder, embezzlement, betrayal, and silence…

                Peyton Farley, a southwest Montana newspaper researcher, awakens to find a man bleeding to death on her kitchen floor. The stranger draws one last gurgling breath. As Peyton awaits the arrival of the first responders, the man’s body disappears. Local authorities accuse Peyton of murder. No sooner is she released from custody on charges of murder and illegal disposal of a body, when she is abducted by a cab driver named Tater. If I Should Die is a nonstop page-turner involving murder, embezzlement, and the ultimate betrayal.
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				Can you consider a necklace a gift if it makes you angry enough to kill?

                A simple trinket left in a confessional begins a path of destruction throughout the years. 

                The golden locket, left behind by a woman who killed her boyfriend, is supposedly cursed; at least that’s what she claimed before she raced out of the church. Anyone who dares fasten the pendant around her neck suffers severe and uncontrollable anger. Woe be it to anyone who gets in the path of the wearer. 

                Is the piece cursed, or are the deaths totally unrelated? Detective Clarence O’Day is unwilling to make the connection—until forty years after the first case.
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