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For Lee



We dance round in a ring and suppose,
but the secret sits in the middle and knows.

Robert Frost
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PART ONE



Chapter 1

“Castiglia?  Do you have  it?” The  question  came  as  a  whisper  in  the  hushed
darkness  of  San  Francisco  General  Hospital’s  ICU  recovery  ward.  Nurse  Alice
Redfield gave an insistent stare as she awaited her answer.

Certified Nursing Assistant Kerry Stine steeled herself against the jabbing pain in
the side of her head and gestured toward the bed in front of them. “Right there. And
what do you mean do I have it?” she asked, wondering if the migraine had colored
her tone.

Redfield had already moved on to the next patient.  “It’s not there,” she said
without looking up.

Kerry Stine picked up the medical chart from the slot at the bottom of patient
Rosemary Castiglia’s bed. “Emergency Evacuation Procedures – Part I” was the title
on the front page of what should have been, and clearly had been less than an hour
ago, Castiglia’s medical chart, containing a summary sheet, doctor’s notes, lab results,
etc. She shook her head and glanced in Redfield’s direction. “Who would steal a
medical chart?”

Redfield glared at her over wire-rimmed glasses. “Steal. That’s the first thing you
think of?”

This question reminded Kerry that she’d only been a CNA for six months and
most of her training had been completely inapplicable to hospital reality.

Redfield marched toward the exit door and paused. “If you wanted to steal a
patient,” she whispered, “the best way to do it is to steal their chart first.”

Kerry stared at her supervisor. What a strange thing to say.
“Sure,” Redfield went on. “The chart’s got the patient’s labs and schedule of

tests, which then tells you when the patient is likely to be…unattended. Get it?”
“Not really.” When the door closed behind Redfield, Kerry glanced back at the

post  op  recovery  lineup  –  five  patients  in  the  dark,  uncomfortably  chilly  room
purposely set to the temperature of a meat locker for infection control. To her it felt
more like a  morgue,  except the patients  were technically  still  breathing.  Through
ventilators.

Rosemary Castiglia, the oldest patient on the ward, was the only one breathing
on her own. Miraculous, and no one understood it. Still with enough morphine to
choke  an  elephant,  all  the  lines  she’d  previously  seen  in  the  patient’s  face  were
smooth now – her forehead and eyes looking younger. Was this  possible?  Kerry
looked up and caught her own reflection in the glass – straight brown hair covering
her shoulders, large dark eyes that lately looked a lot older than her years. Sleep,
Kerry  thought,  memorizing  the  patient’s  facial  features,  again  acknowledging the
pounding in her head. She looked at her watch – ten minutes left on her shift.



“Miss Stine?” The man paused. “Can I see you please?” Hospital Administrator
Mark Ferri stood just outside the ICU entrance beside Nurse Redfield. Great. As
Kerry approached, Ferri gestured. “In my office.” She always hated how Ferri talked
– pausing at odd times to bring a sort of importance to his words.

“How’s your training going?” Nurse Redfield asked, glaring over thick glasses.
Kerry  ignored  her  and followed Mark Ferri  into  his  large  office.  Every  wall

contained a piece of matching chocolate brown leather furniture. Two stiff looking
chairs,  an angular  sofa,  and an oversized ottoman she was  sure  had never  been
touched.

“I’m glad to see you taking advantage of our training programs. That’s one of the
things I’m working to revitalize here.” Ferri gave her a good work nod.

Kerry shook her head. “It’s not what – I mean I’d like to, but I need to stack up
as many hours as I can right now. They offer the course again in six months.”

The pounding in her temples had morphed into a vice-grip squeeze. Her head
vibrated so when she closed her eyes, she felt an almost bouncing sensation. Despite
the pain, she couldn’t stifle the yawn the crept into her mouth.

“Am I keeping you up?” asked Ferri. He was in front of her now, leaning back
against his desk. So arrogant.

She knew the body language – arms crossed to symbolize authority and their
distance from each other in the hospital food chain, head lowered to feign interest –
even intimacy. You’re not my friend, she thought.

“My head…I’m sorry. I’ve got a killer migraine.”
“Let me give you something for it – I get them too.” Don’t trust him, her inner

voice counseled. “Fiorinal, Imitrex, Motrin with Codeine...if you ever need it, help
yourself.” Now he looked straight at her. “I know what it’s like.” Ferri handed her a
sealed  sample  packet  of  Fioricet.  She  just  shook  her  head  and  looked  at  it.
“Anyway,” he went on, “you’re probably wondering–”

“What’s there to wonder about?” she asked. “A chart goes missing on Redfield’s
watch, so naturally blame it on the CNA. I understand the concept of hierarchy. Sir.”

Ferri stared, eyes slightly wider.
She crossed her  legs  and arms,  settling  deeper  into the  uncomfortable  chair.

“Rosemary Castiglia’s chart was there at 7pm, I –”
“You looked at it?” Ferri interjected.
“No, but I saw it.”
“That means you looked at it.”
Okay, so you’re a freaking homicide detective now. Note to self: watch what you

say around him. Kerry rose and walked toward the door, wondering now if he’d
secretly locked it. “If you’re asking me if I physically picked up the chart and pulled it
out of the holder, no. I visually confirmed that it was in fact her chart, checked the
patient, checked her levels, saw that she was sleeping and moved on. That’s my job.”
She opened the door.



“Miss Stine, I wouldn’t leave right now if –”
The door slammed behind her.
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