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CHAPTER

ONE

here is peace in not forcing something that by nature will have a force

of its own. What is the saying; that which does not kill you, makes you

stronger? Having been an FBI Profiler for almost two decades, well, I
would argue that my last case killed something in me that I will never get
back. Stronger? Knowing my weaknesses is a sense of strength. Knowing
how it happened, strength is relative. My name is Samantha Wright. Most
people call me Sam and I am at a crossroads in my life. Death touches me
every day and I haven't figured out how to live.

Dr. Edmond Sampson died a week ago at age sixty from a heart attack
at his home in Georgetown, DC, while in the middle of the most difficult
and publicized profile of his career, The RESERVATIONS Case. There was
a fast-food wrapper on his desk the last time I saw him at work. He hadn't
looked well for a few weeks prior to passing, and maybe I should have said
something to him, but he was engrossed in this case. He just looked tired, I
told myself. I was wrong, and now he is gone. I miss my friend, my father-fig-

ure. I miss the only family I'd had in my adult life. Sometimes at night, I hear
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him, “Sam, lead with your head and not your heart. Don't let others define
you. To know you is to know the victims you strive to give a voice to. Never
let them be quieted.”] was having difficulty accepting the reality of his being
dead. He wasn’t dead to me, but he was dead to this plane of existence. Sleep
eluded me and tears welled up but never flooded me.I was devastated without
the outward signs of collapse. Laying him to rest was paramount but letting
go was a struggle that I wanted to put off.

“Dr. Sampson’s death caused me to reflect as to why I came to the Bureau.
'The last time in my mentor’s presence reviewing case notes is when I noticed
his sadness. His last words were not words at all, but a look that transcended
everything, a look of complete and utter abhorrence as to what we as humans
do to each other. His lifestyle and last case killed him.

His death left a hole in me, and the only way to fill it was to finish the
case for him. I owed it to Dr. Sampson as a eulogy to him and the life he
lived. I owed it to myself to prove I had learned what it is to be a human
being while being a Profiler as he was every day of his life.

Dr. Edmond Sampson, a renowned Profiler, Medical Doctor, Forensic
Psychologist, expert on all things alive, dead, and ever known in the universe, or
so he thought. He was usually right. Dr. Sampson was a man of a lot of words.
It was often tedious, and you had to listen to find the few words that were
worth the wait. Those tidbits could be brilliant. I was put under Dr. Sampson’s
wing after being recruited right out of graduate school because no one else
would work with him. The Bureau figured I was a challenge myself. I had the
credentials with two Phd’s; one in Forensics and one in Forensic Psychology
and had the ability to see things that other people usually miss on the bodies
of the deceased and in the minds of the living, but I lacked real time, on the
job experience. I was a lab rat and had the sense to know that the dead will
tell you everything, sometimes you can see the moment of death in their eyes.
What I lacked was the connection where the death of the victim meets with
the human emotion of those who experience the loss. I learned this from Dr.

Sampson and until losing him did I really come to understand it.



RESERVATIONS

Dr. Sampson not only did not take care of himself physically but was
one fast-food meal away from a heart attack or stroke. He lived alone, and
his appetite went to convenience of access. He dressed as if tweed were a
staple no matter what the season and wore a clip-on tie over a white dress
shirt. I guess it saved time not having to decide. One thing Dr. Sampson
always ran out of was time. He had never married, except to his job, but never
seemed lonely. I have never seen pictures of Dr. Sampson as a young man,
but I sensed he was attractive as a shy, rumpled Paul Newman. There was a
comfortable look about him making you feel at home with his presence. His
glasses continually slipped down his nose, and his shoes had seen the last of
their sole lives. I admired him, I was at ease with him, and he with me.

We had a relationship based on mutual respect of our minds, and he
found me “refreshing.” He would say, “Sam, don’t let your physical being get
in the way of your brilliance, your inner beauty will last long after your body
is gone. I know how everyone looks at you, why you push yourself so hard,
but they don't see what I do, your brain and your heart.”

When things became stressful and difficult preparing a profile, generally
on serial killers, I always endeavored to find some levity to ease the horror, but
it had to be levity that was relevant to the case for him to laugh. He would
make up words that I would write down in a notebook and smile when he
would say them. His mind worked so fast he could create new words, for
simple terms. I will cherish this notebook of his funny words. I always look
at it when things are crashing in on me.

Working with Dr. Sampson for sixteen years at the Bureau was enlight-

ening, rewarding, and I more than respected the man, I loved him like a father.






aving just returned to my old, federally, bureau-isk furnished office in

downtown DC after Dr. Sampson’s funeral, feeling sad and empty of

all other emotion I collapsed into my chair.I'd lost a colleague, a friend,
and so much more. I felt spent. The cemetery had been cold, icy,and made the
process just that much more difficult. I wondered if he was dressed warmly,
wearing his tweed. The black I was wearing was an outward reflection of how
I felt inside and a sign of things to come. I could still smell his aftershave
and looking at his empty office chair only deepened my sorrow. I learned a
lot from Dr. Sampson, especially now, not to eat fast food. He would smile
at my attempt at a joke.

Special Agent Charlie Falken walked into my office, shut the door, and
stood with his hands clasped in front of himself, not looking at me directly.
He was well dressed as usual and seemed somber, even for him.

“Are you up for it?”

“For what?”I was confused as to what “it”was. Sometimes “it” meant sex.
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“Taking over the profile Dr. Sampson didn’t finish on The
RESERVATIONS Case. You familiar with it?” Special Agent Falken asked
again, looking as though he was bewildered by my silence.

I could not seem to get my mind moving fast enough, having just buried
my compass.

“Yes, I assumed I would inherit it.” A bit of a whispered response came
from my lips.

“Okay then, get on it because another victim has been discovered under
similar circumstances.” He urgently pushed me with his voice, “We fly out
to Montana tomorrow. Be ready.”

Special Agent Falken must have realized that I hadn't moved. He slightly
turned where he stood. “Dr. Sampson thought you were brilliant, don’t let
him down.”

I looked at Charlie who I have been intimately involved with the last
six years, a tear slipped out of my eye and ran down my cheek as he stepped
away. I wanted him to hold me, tell me he thought I could do this, but this
relationship made things difficult since he was my superior. I was thirty-one
when we started our affair, ten years into my job at the Bureau, and Charlie
was forty-three. It started when we worked a case together that ended with
more than just spilled blood. I think colleagues knew, but no one would say
anything because they all had their own secrets. I juggled this relationship
with him because often he was my boss, Special Agent Charlie Falken, and
other times he was just Charlie.

I worked a profile on my own six years prior, just before Charlie and 1
were anything more than just coworkers. The BAKER'S DOZEN had fallen
into my lap with a thud. The case being headed up by Special Agent Charlie
Falken took us on a path neither of us expected. This elusive serial killer had
killed thirteen young women the first time around. Each victim had been
tortured and died within thirteen days of each other with the number of
the killing cut into the palm of each woman’s hand postmortem. The killer

wanted us to keep track of how many he had gotten away with and how many
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we had not saved. I have had night sweats, nightmares, and flashbacks about
the case that almost killed me and permanently left scars on my legs and my
soul since it happened. This old case weighed heavily on my psyche because
it had been the first case handed down to me from Dr. Sampson early on in
my career here at the Bureau. I bungled it and I feared that could happen
again with The RESERVATIONS Case.

I arrived home after a tediously long and draining day, dropped my
briefcase and tote on the floor as I shuffled to the bedroom removing my
clothing, creating a path of business discards to the bed where I crawled
under the covers naked, free of the day. I wanted sleep to escape the sorrow
my heart felt yet I feared sleep would take me back to the case that haunts
me with emotional and physical pain on an almost nightly basis. I thought
about having a beer but could not muster the strength to retrieve it from
the fridge all the while pondering the dilemma. Sometimes I feel as though
haunting dreams are just your guilt of failure or remorse reminding you of
your weaknesses to things that go bump in the night. I felt myself drifting
off despite my best efforts to delay sleep as it engulfed me.

It had gone quiet for a year. Initially, we thought the killer might be
dead, ill and not able to continue killing in some way. It is not unusual that
some serial killers stop and start for various reasons until something triggers
them. He was back again after evading capture last time and was already on
number twelve, his second set of The BAKER’S DOZEN.

He taunted us. I thought he knew us. Knew me. I worked night and day
on the case, wondering if this person knew me because the victims had simi-
larities to my physical appearance. Trying to reconcile all the facts, I looked
at my murder boards, went over the profile details, and forensics to see if
there were connections I just was not seeing. I went over the autopsies and
photos to see if something was there, I just wasn't picking up on. I looked at
everything I had access to. At the time, Dr. Sampson happened to be working
a case out of state and left me on my own.

"The victims were tortured on wooden tables, their feet tied into the
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stirrups youd find in any gynecologist’s office, with their shoes left on. The
victims had been cut from the top of the inner thigh, down the inside of
each leg to their knees, and again under each arm, armpit to wrist, as if the
killer intended to undress them from their skin. None of the victims had
been sexually violated. The victims also suffered burn marks from cigarettes
in their genital areas.

The victims’ breasts were never touched as though the killer had some
affection or fascination for breasts, maybe having been nursed as a baby or
longer, breasts were covered with strips of white cloth for what I assumed
was modesty. Other than that, and the shoes, the victims were naked. Pieces
of paper stuffed into each ear canal possibly prevented them from hearing
their own screams except for what reverberated in their heads. The worst
torture of all from my perspective, was the fact that they all were repeatedly
strangled, just long enough each time for them to pass out, come to, and have
it occur all over again until the hyoid bone broke.

'The one piece of evidence that hadnt been for public consumption was
the paper stuffed in each ear. Each, a piece torn from the daily newspaper
showing the date of the killing. The killer didn’t want us to miscalculate
dates and times of death. He thought we were stupid, and I was starting to
think that myself.

'The killer, I profiled to be approximately thirty-five to forty years old,
a white male with gender identification issues, a smoker, most likely with a
religious upbringing, strict house rules, and looking for his mommy who he
had probably killed first, years before when he was practicing his methods. We
never found any cases matching this style of killing, but he may have evolved
over time. He left DNA that wasn’t in the system, but we knew he presented
as male. He never left fingerprints at the scene, but what he did leave once,
presumably by accident in the rush to exit the scene, a high heel shoe print, size
twelve, an aroma in the air of cigarette smoke, and perfume. The victims all had
smaller feet and from the investigation, none of them smoked. The women were

all abducted and found within a couple blocks of Catholic churches.
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Exhausted and fearful number thirteen was coming up in a few days,
and I had nothing new, nothing to save the next one from this horrible fate.
If we didn't stop him this time, he might go underground and retreat again
for a while. He had to be stopped now.

Special Agent Falken was losing patience with me even though I had
done everything I could, but it’s never enough when lives are on the line.
It wasn't looking good for my career, his career, or for number thirteen. We
had let these victims down. I felt as though the killer has always been one
step ahead as if he had insider knowledge. We had checked backgrounds on
all those working on or near this case. Visitors were checked, including the
cleaning staff. We came up empty. There had to be a leak or an accomplice.
It was frustrating.

I'had gone through the evidence, the data, and all related materials again,
deciding to go out to the scene of number twelve to gain some perspective.
Some of the crime scene photos hadn’t shown all the angles I needed, leaving
me with wanting a personal look around. It left questions in my mind. I left
a text for Special Agent Falken that I was headed out to the scene since he
didn't pick up his phone.

I was grasping at straws but had to try, since we were running out of
time. Two uniforms accompanied me, and I felt safe enough despite the fact
I was going to a gruesome crime scene, my weapon holstered in the middle
of my back in my waistband. I wore a Kel-Tec P32, 8 shot pistol in my left
boot, and a four-inch knife in my right boot. The Bureau frowns on carrying
a knife, but I always have since my college days; it was a comfort thing for
me. No one knew I had it. I wasn't used to this, being in the field, unnerved
and needing comfort.

This locale had a scent of death and a feeling of darkness, evil even. The
temperatures were dropping and the area, desolate. All locations had been
similar; abandoned warehouses, tombs of concrete, and frigid.

The crime-scene tape was still up, and the scene had not yet been

completely broken down. I looked around and in my mind’s eye, I could see
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the last victim in these surroundings. I could feel the bile rise up in my throat.
'The room large, with concrete floors, walls, and ceilings felt claustrophobic.
In the middle of the room stood a wooden table with stirrups set up, blood
stains and bodily fluids that release when we no longer have control were
on the floor, the table, and walls. Lighting came from the fixtures the crime
scene crew brought in, but it still caused shadow casting, making it feel even
more creepy.

Looking at the bodies in the ME’s office never got to me because I could
distance myself, but actually being at the scene was overwhelming, and too
real for what the victims went through. I could feel the fear, the desperation,
and I could hear their screams.

I was comparing the scene to the photos in my hands and laid out what
happened in a time sequence. I was there for a couple of hours, trying to find
something so number thirteen wouldn't happen. Squatting down on the floor,
I'looked up under the table and saw a dirty, faded, worn label from a rental
store that had been missed in collection. My mind started working faster, and
I couldn’t remember any such evidence collected at the other scenes. I made
a mental note to have all the other tables checked by the forensics team, and
to have Agents check out this rental place. I collected and bagged the new
evidence. Trying to call Special Agent Falken to assess him of the new infor-
mation was futile since my phone didn’t have any bars in this concrete box.

I finished my work and noticed the two uniforms were no longer there
with me. I looked around the area, shouting for them, but all that was returned
to me was silence. I felt ice-cold now, fear gripping me at the instant someone
put their hands around my throat, and that was the last I remembered.

“They really do come back to the scene of their crimes,” was my first
thought when coming to, coughing, hacking, and trying to suck in air to
breathe. My neck throbbed, and I was having trouble getting my vision clear.
It seemed quiet, too still, until realizing something in my ears prevented
me from hearing. Reality set in and I knew number thirteen now had been

assigned to me unless I figured out a way to get out of this, grimacing for
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a second when I realized it was also Friday the thirteenth. The joke wasn't
funny, but it was on me.

It’s impossible to be calm in panic-mode, and it was impossible to hear
if someone was coming or not. All I could hear was the pounding of my
own heart. Needing a plan, choking back tears and trying to steady myself
consumed me. My mind raced, to figure out my surroundings, my options
while laying naked, hot, and tied into the stirrups with my boots on. Looking
at my boots my thought came out in a whisper. “What’s wrong with this
picture? Only cowboys die with their boots on.” Nothing seemed real to me.
I didn’t want to accept reality.

My wrists were tied to the sides of the table with elastic similar to what
phlebotomists use to tie around your arm when taking blood. Same as the
other scenes. My wrists were bound, and I was losing feeling in my hands. My
breasts were covered, and my body was dripping with sweat. The last twelve
scenes had the temperature of the winter outside, but this place was so warm.
Why the change in scene? The smell now infiltrating my nose — my own fear.

Looking around I realized I wasn't at the scene of number twelve; this
place was different. No one would know where I had been taken, heightening
my anxiety. My clothes were in a pile on the floor, along with my gun.

'This place felt like a humid day in July with temperatures in the nineties,
but it had been in the thirties outside, and lightly snowing when leaving the
office. There were vibrations as if something heavy was coming—a train,
maybe trucks, or even heavy equipment turning on. The table I was tied to
shook, a bit, or maybe it was just me shaking with fear. The light over the table
glared and only added to the heat of the room. The odor of cigarette smoke
mixed with perfume wafted into the room, and then, I felt a hand on my arm.

The hand on my arm belonged to the Bureau Medical Examiner
Assistant Michelle Dean, who I later found out, had been born Michael
Dean Kilpatrick. Michelle took the paper from my ears and spoke, as if we
were having tea, “Let’s have a talk before you can’t.” She continued to smile

down at me. “I thought you would have figured this out by now. Everyone
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thinks you're so brilliant. I had to remove some of the photos from the file,
so you would need to come back to the last scene.”

I was still trying to get my head around the fact that it was Michelle.
Cripes, Michelle is the killer? She stood over me wearing a blue sweater and
pant combo. In any other setting, I would have thought, what a nice outfit.I
couldn't see her feet, but wondered what she was wearing, maybe size twelve
heels. Is this a dream, but it feels awfully real, too real. Michelle had makeup
on, which in this heat was melting a bit, but I was not going to tell her that
at this point. I didn’t often wear makeup, and I didn’t know why that would
matter just now. My thoughts were all over the place for self-protection.

“We checked everyone close to the case, including you.” Croaking out
words, my voice hoarse, “No record, no problems in your file. The Bureau is
going to look bad on this one.”

Michelle laughed, “No problems on this current life of mine, but it would
have been different had you known my prior one. It’s not that hard to change
your life or your identity. Easier than people think.”

“You've been an accomplished ME’s Assistant for years.” My voice was
shaking, “Why, why do this? I never knew you were transgender.I don't think
anyone does.” I was a bit surprised, my voice getting louder and shaking
from fear.

She sighed with anticipation. “I've done everything except the last
surgery, you know, putting the penis outside in, vaginoplasty. I wish I had
your breasts; they’re great and real too. Had to buy mine, but they are nice,
don't you think?” Admiring herself, she said, “I appreciate breasts, they have
such power over men, that’s why I never hurt them, I cover them out of
respect and regard. I also leave the ladies their shoes, the stirrups can be
uncomfortable and cold.”

“Funny, that’s what my gynecologist says. Awkward if I ever go again.”

Michelle was staring at me. “You look just like my mother did, except
she had a harder look. You're softer. That’s why you were always going to
be my last. She’s dead a long time now. Michael killed her. I pushed up the

12
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timing for you, Sam, opportunity knocked when you went to scene twelve.”

It flashed in my mind that my profile had been essentially correct, but
Michelle had fucked with the forensics just enough to throw me off, since
the DNA and blood tests should have shown a male with elevated female
hormone levels.I didn’t miss the detail; the specimens had been altered. I've
known Michelle for years, and I felt that maybe there was a chance I could
talk my way out of this situation without being killed. If that didn’t work, I
hoped someone would be looking for me.

Michelle held a scalpel in her hand, tapping it on my leg as though
assessing how to start. I've seen her in autopsy, and she is swift with a blade.
I'was hoping not to be on the receiving end of it.

Michelle was looking over my body. “Didn’t know you went native,
natural down there, Sam.”

“I get busy.”

I'needed to distract her from cutting me. I needed time. “Michelle, didn’t
know you smoked.”

She laughed, “Only in social situations.” She regarded me, admiringly,
“You have very long legs.” Before I knew what was happening, she had cut me
from the top inside of my thigh to my knee on my left leg, stopping just above
my boot. The blade was so sharp I hardly felt pain for a couple of seconds, but
then the pain set in, and the bleeding was profuse, making me reel.

She said in a matter-of-fact tone, “Go ahead and scream if you want, I
know it hurts, but no one will hear you except me. I want us to have some
quality time together tonight. I always wanted to have a friend like you, but
you were always too busy, and I liked that you reminded me of Michael’s
mother.” It was as though she were lamenting with old memories still fresh
in her mind.

'The pain was intense, and I tried to avoid thinking about how badly this
was going for me. I think I missed this class in training, “How not to die.”

“I didn't cut any arteries, it will be a slow bleed out,” she said in a crazy

comforting way.

13
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Michelle could see I was in pain and put her hands on my throat.I tried
to struggle, but she was strong and kept pressing until I passed out again.

I came to, blinking with the harsh light, trying to calculate how much
time had passed, wondering if next time I would come back at all. I never
thought about my own life and death before. My thoughts were always about
the victims I dealt with every day, somebody else’s human connection.

“I gave you a little time away from feeling the pain and your fears. Feel
better?”

I coughed, then in a stammering, small voice, I asked, “Where did you
learn this choke hold routine?”

“You know it’s used in erotica sexual play—it heightens the orgasm. Well,
if you live through it. I learned it from the ME when he explained a case
he was working on. Who knew I'd use it one day. Pays to listen,” Michelle
explained, then looked at my natural hair down there and winked, “How’s
your sex life?”

I was a bit foggy and trying to gather myself together. I whispered,
“Michelle, I've never been very religious, but maybe I should think about
that now.”

She laughed with a look on her face as if she were lost in memory.
“Michael was brought up Catholic and was an altar boy until those priests
decided he should be more than that to them. He tried to tell mother, but
she believed the priests over Michael.”

I could see tears in Michelle’s eyes talking about Michael’s difficult
upbringing. I quipped to lighten things up. “I'm a POC.”

She looked at me perplexed, “a POC?”

“Yeah, a pissed-oft Catholic. I guess that’s why I don’t have a religious
penchant in my life, but I'm thinking I should learn a prayer about now.”

Michelle sadly smiled. “I hear you girl. I like that.”

I was trying to stall, the more I talked to her and hoped that if some-
one was looking for me, they would have more time. “Michelle, what is the

significance of thirteen killings?” I doubted she would answer but she did.
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“Michael was thirteen when he killed mother. She should have listened
about those priests. What kind of mother is it who won't believe her own
kid?” Michelle was losing focus and sounding impatient.

Asking another question, just to postpone time moving forward. “Why
the time delay between the sets of killings?”

“I was taking hormones, going through some surgeries, and getting my
breasts. I couldn’t do both, but now I'm back at my calling.”

I was sweating and was feeling light-headed as though I was going to
pass out from the blood loss. “Water?”

“You're in hell honey, there’s no water here.”

I was trying to focus on the profile I wrote so that I could find a way
to sway her from continuing down the path that would eventually kill me.
“What about your dad, Michelle?” Instantly, my right leg was cut as the left
had been. I cried out, tears splashing out of my eyes. My breath coming in
pants felt like suffocation.

Michelle raged, “Don’t ever mention my father. It makes me angry. That
man always told Michael he was weak, that he was ashamed of him, because
he acted like a girl, not a man.”

It’s a crazy thing looking at your own legs, seeing the blood, and thinking,
“Those can’t be my legs.” I could smell the blood now, sickly sweet mixed
with acrid sweat, and possibly some urine, embarrassed that my body had
betrayed me a bit, laughing to myself, “Dignity out the window.”

My head wasn’t held down by anything, but it felt weighted, and I was
getting so weak and couldn’t lift it. I needed to stay lucid. I needed to keep
thinking how to save myself.

Tears streaming down my face because the pain was unbearable, and I
didn’t know for sure how long it would take me to bleed out or lose conscious-
ness. It was so hot in this place that the sweat mixing with the blood was
making the table slippery.I hoped I wouldn't pass out, but it wasn't my choice.
Michelle had her hands on my neck again.

I slowly regained awareness, but kept my eyes closed. My head was
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spinning. I didn’t know how much time had passed, and desperately needed
to think. I could hear her, but she didn’t sound close. Forcing myself to
inventory my situation; bleeding, in a lot of pain, and sensing the inside of
my throat constricting. Was I going into shock? I was shaking, sometimes
even chilled in this hot place.

I'had a gun in one boot, a knife in the other, and needing to get to one of
them. I knew she hadn’t found them because I could still feel their weight. I
moved my wrists to see if I had any feeling in my hands, to have the ability
to shoot or use a knife. I felt my right wrist move. The sweat and blood gave
my bindings some wiggle room. If I could just get one wrist out, I might be
able to save myself.

I opened my eyes and saw Michelle across the room smoking, looking
away from me, and I knew what was next: cigarette burns. She hadn’t noticed
that I had come to yet; I had to make my move quickly and without screwing
it up. I was so weak, my body shaking, but I only had one chance to muster
up what was left of me and try to save myself, or at least stop her.

My service revolver was in Michelle’s hand, as though she was admiring
it. She held it up, looking at all sides of it as if she was figuring out how to
use it. She was just buying time until I came to. It was also at that instant
she saw I was awake.

I pulled my right wrist as hard and quickly as I could to release it from
the binding. I reached for the knife in my right boot as Michelle pointed
my gun at me. I chose a knife in a gunfight, and I was going to be killed by
my own service revolver.

“Shit.”

"The blade was out and as Michelle took aim at me—in that instant,
the door opened, and Special Agent Falken entered. Michelle spun around,
startled, and pulled the trigger, hitting Charlie in the shoulder. He returned
fire and shot her in the head.

You always must shoot them in the head, or they will come back. I

learned that at the movies, I thought to myself, amused.
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The look on her face was one of disbelief as she dropped to the floor. I
was getting sleepy now, dropping the knife, not feeling pain any longer and
the lighting was becoming dimmer.

Charlie staggered, slumping against the wall. Charlie’s partner, John, ran
in, kicked the gun away, and came over to me after checking to confirm the
killer was dead. He didn’t know it was Michelle at that point—that came
later. I saw Charlie on the floor, his gray suit had a hole in it with blood
coming out of it. “That is not going to come out,” I said aloud. “I liked that
suit.”] was feeling faint and still bound to the table by my left wrist and both
feet. I was looking at Charlie, he was looking at me, and at that instant, I
gave up, and let myself go.

I woke with a start, covered in sweat, my sheets drenched with my
emotions. I could feel I had been crying as I touched my cheeks, tears dried
in place and as I attempted to raise myself from the bed, my body was heavy,
filled with dread, insecurity, and sadness. The past made itself known again
because I was vulnerable with raw feelings and dread, it had robbed me of
myself in my sleep. Before I could steady myself on shaking legs, I fell to my
knees sobbing and there I stayed until the alarm clock reminded me that it

was another day to be without Dr. Sampson.








