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Elizabeth quietly observed Dan as he sat sobbing in the chair opposite her. He held his hand 

out to her, and she passed him a box of tissues. 

“You’re giving me a referral?” he snivelled, touching a tissue to his eyes. 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“You focus too much on your therapist, Dan, instead of your therapy.” 

“Is this because of our chance encounter the other day?” 

Elizabeth raised an eyebrow. 

“It wasn’t altogether chance, was it, Dan?” 

Dan smirked. 

“Was that your husband?”  

Elizabeth said nothing. Dan tilted his head, looking inquisitively at her.  

“Do you always pretend to be that happy with him?” 

He leaned forward, and Elizabeth stiffened where she sat. 

“You would be loved, Elizabeth. And looked after.” 

Elizabeth said nothing. Dan scoffed, nodding. 

“I just hate that I have to pay to see you.” 

“I’m your psychiatrist, Dan. It would be unethical to engage with you outside this  

office.” 
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Dan looked down at the crumpled tissue in his hands. 

“The saddest thing I could think of is that I wouldn’t get to see you again.”  

He shook his head, looking up at her with newly sharpened spite in his eyes.  

“Can you even imagine what it is like to be completely dependent on another person  

for your basic mental and emotional needs? Every single part of my identity has been taken 

from me, and now this. I’ve always dug deep to keep my hope alive in hard times. But you’ve 

just knocked the wind right out of my optimism, Doctor. My energy to survive is wavering. 

What will be the point if this is all that’s in store for me from now on?” 

“I’m sorry, Dan, but I still think you should see another doctor.” 

Dan sat upright, nodding stiffly as he picked up his jacket. 

“Alright,” he said. 

He stood up, shrugged on his jacket and left the office. Elizabeth stayed where she sat  

for several minutes longer, lost in a thoughtful daze, before snapping out of it and collecting 

her notes, returning to her desk. 

Switching out the light, Elizabeth closed and locked the door behind her. As she 

stepped out into the street, she withdrew her gaze from the path and redirected it into her bag. 

Looking up suddenly, she was blinded by the headlights, and the next thing she knew she was 

laying on the road. Through the blur, she saw the driver step out of the car and approach her, 

before slipping silently into unconsciousness. 
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Amy found the lake house at the end of a private road half a mile long. She stepped out of her 

car, admiring the surrounding canopy of hardwood trees as she climbed the steps to the front 

porch. 

“Hello?” She knocked on the door. “Hello?” 

Her calls remained unanswered. She stepped inside, following the long hall all the  

way through the house to the back door. There, she observed a woman sitting in the garden in 

a wheelchair. 

“You must be Amy.” 

Amy turned to see a man step out onto the porch behind her. 

“I’m sorry, the front door was open…” 

“It’s okay,” the man smiled. “It’s a big house. I’m John Linden.” 

“It’s a lovely place you’ve got here.” 

“Thank-you.” 

They looked out at the woman in the wheelchair. 

“What’s the nature of her condition?” Amy enquired. 

“Brain aneurysm. She can’t speak, can barely move. Doctors figure a month, maybe.” 

John cleared his throat. “I’m sorry, I’ve been having a rough time with it. She’s the love of 

my life, and she’s dying. John covered his mouth with his hand. 

“I’m sorry…” 

“You don’t need to apologize. Really.” 

“We’ve been together forever, you know? I feel like I’m losing my soulmate…” 

“That’s understandable.” 
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“And the thought of someone coming to live here…it’s just hard. It’s always been just 

us.” 

“I understand. Really. So, she can’t speak at all?” 

“No,” John said, composing himself again. “She’s pretty much paralysed.” 

John and Amy approached the woman. 

“Lisa, this is Amy. She’s going to be taking care of you for a while. Amy, this is my  

wife Lisa.” 

“Hello, Lisa,” Amy smiled. 

John placed his hand on Lisa’s shoulder. 

“You’re the fifth one I’ve interviewed. The last girl left, just up and quit. The job is  

yours if you want it. ” 

Joy helped Amy carry her boxes and suitcases to her car parked across the street from 

their apartment building. 

 “It’s less than an hour away,” Amy insisted. “I’ll be back all the time.” 

“You better. Come here.” Joy hugged Amy. “I’m proud of you.” 

Driving into Waterbury, Amy passed wood lots, post-and-beam barns, and rolling 

stands of sugar maple. Pickups stacked with cordwood lined South Main Street, alongside 

sport wagons crammed with kids, skis, and commuter bikes. 
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Amy turned off Route 2, arriving at the lake house two miles along. She pulled up in 

front of the house, and started to unload her boxes and bags. John appeared and helped her 

bring them inside. He showed her to her room, placing the box in his arms down on the bed. 

“You’re a photographer,” he commented, gesturing to the camera in the box, and  

picking up a small picture frame. 

“I dabble.” 

“Well, there will be plenty of photo opportunities around here for you, I’m sure. I’ll  

let you get settled in. Let me know when you’re unpacked. I’ll show you around.” 

 Amy stepped outside her room, looking up and down the hallway. 

“Mr. Linden?” She took a few steps along the hallway. “Mr. Linden?” 

She reached a staircase, looking up to the attic door at the top. She turned, startled by 

John standing behind her.  

“Oh, sorry,” she stammered. “I’m...I’m unpacked.” 

“Great. I’ll give you a tour.” 

Downstairs, the kitchen overlooked the dining area with a wall of windows to take in  

the views of the lake and the mountains. Adjacent to the kitchen and dining area was a fire-lit 

living room, with an adjoined sunroom. 

“The house was built in 2000,” said John. “There are seven acres, and a hundred feet  

of sandy beach on the lakefront. There are three bedrooms and three bathrooms, and water 

views from almost every room in the house.” 
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“Is there an attic?” 

 “Why do you ask?” 

“I just noticed the door at the top of the stairs. Near my room.” 

“There is, but you don’t need to go in there. All I keep in there is old paperwork, 

records, that sort of thing.”     

John turned to Amy. 

“I’m sure you’d like to freshen up. It will be time for Lisa’s medicine soon. I’ll show  

you how to give it to her.” 

In her private bathroom, Amy looked into the mirror hanging on the wall above the  

sink. She pulled her hair into a ponytail and wrapped it around itself, securing the bun with a 

pin. She removed her top over her head, reaching into the shower and turning on the taps.  

Amy stepped into Lisa’s room, approaching the bed. 

“Hi, Lisa,” she softly greeted. “Remember me? I’m Amy. I’ll be taking care of you.” 

Amy switched on the bedside lamp. She pulled the sheet up around Lisa’s chest, 

jumping when Lisa grabbed her arm.   

“Let go, Lisa.” Amy attempted to pry Lisa’s fingers open. “Lisa, you’re hurting me!” 

“There you are.” 

Lisa let go, and Amy turned to see John enter the room. 

“I thought you said she was paralysed.” 

“She has spasms sometimes. Don’t let it scare you. It’s time for her medicine. She  

takes her pills in powder form.” 
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John held a glass to Lisa’s lips, and she drank the contents down. 

“Amy, would you be so kind as to join me for dinner?” 

“Sure.” 

“Wonderful. I’ve made a stew.” 

Opera music played softly in the background as Amy sat with John at the dining table. 

“So, tell me a bit more about yourself, Amy. You’re not from around here, are you?” 

“I moved from Burlington.” 

“But you weren’t raised in Vermont.” 

“No. I was born in Los Angeles, actually. Raised in New Jersey. I worked in New 

Orleans for a while, too.” 

“A lot of moving around.” 

“I was living on the road with a traveling rock band.” 

“I see. Quite a world away from hospice care.” 

“My father died while I was on the road. He was alone, and I wasn’t aware of his 

condition.” 

“I’m so sorry to hear it, Amy.” 

“I felt so guilty about it that I wanted to devote myself to becoming a person who 

makes a difference.” 

“Well, you’re certainly making a difference by being here. How’s your stew?” 

“Very nice, thank-you.” 
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In the kitchen, John stood at the stove, ladling stew into a bowl he had set  

aside. He took a small brown glass bottle and measuring cup, filling it and tipping the 

contents into the soup, stirring it in. 

“What is that?” Lisa enquired. 

“Oh, just a tonic. Lisa always believed in balancing medical and alternative  

medicines. I’m just continuing to honour her wishes. Would you mind taking this up to her?” 

“Sure.” 

Amy took the tray with the bowl of stew and a spoon upstairs to Lisa’s room, placing  

it down on the tray table next to the bed. She dipped the spoon into the bowl, holding it to 

Lisa’s lips. 

“That’s a lovely husband you’ve got there, Lisa.” 

Lisa pressed her lips closed, making grunting noises. Amy paused, lowering the 

spoon. 

“Lisa, what’s wrong?” 

Lisa flailed, knocking the bowl of stew onto the floor. 

“Shit!” Amy exclaimed, scrambling after it. 

John entered the room. 

“What’s going on?” 

“She was struggling.” 

“It’s alright,” John soothed Lisa, approaching the bed and stroking her hair. 

“Thank-you, Amy. I’ll take care of it.” 
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“Are you sure? I can go get a cloth…” 

“It’s fine, thank-you.” 

The following morning Amy lifted Lisa from her wheelchair into the bathtub, and as Lisa 

relaxed into the hot water, Amy glimpsed what she thought was a smile. She picked up the 

sponge, and as she dipped it in the water, her gaze fell upon Lisa’s legs. Her toes stood like 

fat little sausages on the ends of her feet, which along with her legs had a blotchy red and 

purple discoloration. 

After the bath, Amy dressed Lisa and placed a hat on her head, and then wheeled her  

outside into the back garden, where John was repotting plants. 

“Thank-you, Amy.” 

“Do you need anything, John?” 

“Not right now, thanks.”  

Amy climbed the stairs to the second floor, pausing at the sitting space at the top, 

looking up the next flight to the attic door. Glancing over her shoulder, she tentatively 

climbed the first few steps, and then the rest until she reached the top. She placed her hand 

around the doorknob, finding it locked. She stepped back, regarding the door a moment 

longer, before turning and going back down the stairs. 

That evening, Amy sat with John at the dinner table. 

“John, can I ask you something?” 

“Sure.” 

“When Lisa was in the bath, I noticed she had swelling and bruising around her feet 

and the lower part of her legs. It looks like she’d broken her legs at some stage.” 
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John nodded. 

“She did when she had the aneurysm. She fell down the stairs.” 

Amy nodded. 

“Sorry to pry.” 

“No, I’m sorry I didn’t mention it before. You’re her carer, after all. You need to 

know these things.” 

John paused, taking a sip of his wine. 

“Amy, do you think you will be alright here by yourself with Lisa tomorrow?” 

“Sure. Why?” 

“I have to go up to upstate. My mother has passed away. I have to go and sort out  

her affairs with her estate lawyer. I’ll be back late.” 

Standing underneath the flow of hot water, Amy closed her eyes, exhaling slowly.  

Rubbing a bar of soap over her arms, she glanced over her shoulder, pausing momentarily in 

search of the shadow that she had seen out of the corner of her eye. There was nothing. She 

continued to lather up her arms. 

When Amy opened the door to Lisa’s bedroom first thing in the morning, the smell hit 

her like a brick wall. She approached the bed, looking down at Lisa where she lay in her own 

faeces, next to the word ‘HELP’ scrawled in excrement. 

Amy helped Lisa into the bathtub, and while she soaked there Amy carried the sheets  

from Lisa’s bed downstairs into the laundry room, dropping them into the washing machine. 

She returned to the bathroom and helped Lisa into her chair, dressing her for the day. 
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Downstairs, she parked the wheelchair in the usual spot in the back garden. When the 

washing cycle had finished, she carried the basket of clean sheets outside to the clothesline. 

As she hung them, she caught Lisa watching her from her wheelchair, noting the look of 

dismay in her drawn gaze. 

That night, Lisa lay in the bathtub, and Amy wet the sponge and rubbed it across  

Lisa’s chest.  

“Amy…” 

Amy paused, meeting Lisa’s troubled gaze.  

“Amy...Amy...Amy…” 

Lisa started thrashing violently, and Amy jumped back against the vanity mirror,  

shattering it. She collapsed and hit her head on the sink, crumpling to the floor. 

Lisa clasped her hands around the edge of the bathtub, pulling herself up and peering  

over the side. Pulling herself out of the tub, she cried out as she fell hard on the tiles. Lying 

on her stomach, she used all her strength to push herself up. She looked over Amy’s body, 

seeing the antenna of the cordless phone protruding from underneath her. Her breath 

quivering, she reached over, pulling at it with all her might. Using her feet to push her along, 

she dragged herself across the bathroom floor into the bedroom. Next to the bed, she held the 

phone to her ear, whimpering at the sound of the dial tone.    

Amy stirred awake, peeling her eyes open. Her head was pounding with pain, her  

vision blurry. She reached out to her sides, bracing the doorframe with her hands, pulling 

herself slowly to her feet. The bed was empty, as was Lisa’s wheelchair. She staggered 
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toward the doorway, peering out into the hall. She stepped out of the room and crossed the 

way to the bannister, seeing Lisa’s body lying at the bottom of the stairs.    

Amy heard John’s car pulled up outside, and she met him at the front door. 

“Lisa got out of the tub!” she exclaimed. 

“What?” 

John looked past her to Lisa, his expression sharpened with alarm.   

“I’m so sorry! I don’t know what happened!” 

“Did you give her her medicine?” 

“Yes!” 

“Did you make sure she drank it all down?” 

John approached Lisa, turning her over. Lisa thrashed her arms at him, and he  

grabbed at her wrists, forcing them down. 

“Go get the chair!” he shouted at Amy.  

“We should call the doctor!” 

“In the morning! Just get the chair!” 

With Lisa lying limp in her bed, John touched a glass of water to her lips, tipping the  

water into her mouth. 

“I’m so sorry John…” 

“I’ll have to double her dose from now on,” John sighed. “That’s all I can think of.” 

“Don’t you think we should call a doctor?” 

“In the morning.” 

“I’ll come and check on her later, then…” 
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“That won’t be necessary. That will be all for tonight, Amy. Goodnight.” 

Amy left the room, hearing the door lock behind her. 

Tossing and turning in her sheets, Amy sat bolt upright in her bed, sighing in  

wakefulness and falling back onto her pillows. A shadow crossed the room, and the door 

clicked shut. Amy gasped, looking through the darkness, but saw nothing. 

The following morning, she found John in the kitchen cooking breakfast. 

“Have you called the doctor?” she asked. 

“Oh, there’ll be no need for that,” John insisted. “She seems to be doing much better  

this morning.” 

“John, I really think Lisa should see a doctor. She fell down the stairs, she could have  

injured herself…” 

“Lisa is fine.” 

Amy was silenced for a moment at the firmness of his tone. 

“Well, I need to see a doctor. I hit my head hard last night.” 

“If you want to see a doctor, fine. But no doctor is coming here.” 

“John…” 

Amy jumped when John slammed his fist down on the bench. 

“She is my wife, and I am her husband, and I say what happens to her!” 

“Okay, okay. No doctor.” 
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Joy stood by the examination bed as Amy was examined by the doctor.  

“Have you had any dizziness?” the doctor enquired. 

“A little after I came to.” 

“Nausea? Vomiting?” 

“No.” 

“Confusion? Any concentration or memory problems?” 

“No.” 

“How did you feel when you woke up this morning?” 

“A bit sluggish. Foggy.” 

“Sensitive to light or noise?” 

“No.” 

The doctor stepped back.  

“The most important thing you can do right now is rest, physically and mentally. You  

should not do any heavy activity yet. You’ll need to come back and see me to get the all-

clear.”  

Amy’s heart raced with hesitant anticipation as the examination drew to a close. 

“Doctor?” 

“Yes?” 

“Have you by any chance treated a woman named ‘Lisa Linden’?” 

The doctor tensed his brow and shook his head.  

“The name doesn’t ring a bell. Why?” 

“She had a brain aneurysm about a month ago. She lives in a lake house outside  

town  with her husband. I’m caring for her at the moment.” 
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“No, I can’t say I know her. Now, you’ll need to take a few days off. Like I said, no  

heavy lifting. I’ll see you in a few days.” 

Joy peered out the windscreen at the hardwood canopy as she steered the car along  

the driveway.  

 “Whoa,” she muttered as they approached the house.  

She pulled the car up outside, and Amy unfastened her seatbelt. 

“You sure you’ll be alright?” Joy queried. 

“Yes. It's okay. Like I said, he’s just funny about strangers.” 

“You’re practically a stranger.” 

“Yeah, I know. I won’t be long.” 

“Be careful.” 

Amy stepped out of the car and went inside. 

“John, I’m back.” 

She found John by Lisa’s bedside. John stepped outside the room. 

“The doctor says I have a mild concussion. I need a few days’ rest. I’m going to stay  

with my old flatmate in Burlington.” 

“Why can’t you stay here? I can give you a few days off.” 

“You’ve got your hands full with Lisa. You don’t need to look after me too.” 

“It won’t be a problem.” 

“It's okay, really. I’ll be closer to the doctor for my follow-up. I’ll only be gone a few  

days.” 
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“Alright, well, let me know when you’re coming back.” 

Amy packed her clothes into a bag, and as she passed through the hall on her way  

out, she caught a glimpse of Lisa, and the troubled gaze she had become so used to seeing. 

Amy sighed, and after a few moments, turned back into the room, dropping her bag on the 

bed. 

Amy stepped outside and approached the car, leaning in the window.  

“Where’s your bag?” Joy asked. 

“I’m staying here.” 

“What?” 

“John has given me a few days off. I’m going to rest up here.” 

“What about your follow-up?” 

“I’ll get a cab if I need to.” 

“This is crazy, Amy.” 

“I just feel like I need to be here right now.” 

Joy sighed. 

“Alright, well, let me know if you need any help. Or a lift. This place is literally The  

Styx.” 

“I will. I’ll be fine.” 

“You better be.” 

That evening as John dozed in front of the television, Amy climbed the stairs,  

slipping into John’s room. She pulled open drawer after drawer, searching through the 

contents. She searched the cupboard, reaching in and taking out a set of keys.  
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Glancing over her shoulder, Amy slipped the first key on the ring into the attic door.  

The lock did not budge. She tried the next key, and the next, and the next. The lock finally 

clicked. She pushed the door open, a cloud of dust blowing into her eyes. She blinked and 

rubbed her eyes, stepping into the room. She reached around for a light switch, but found 

none. Venturing further in, she shone her flashlight around, observing a room full of antiques. 

She reached the other side of the room, finding a wall was covered in photographs and 

newspaper clippings. On the floor below stood a row of candles, their bases melted into the 

timber floorboards. Studying the photographs, Amy noticed that they were all of the same 

woman. She peered closer at one of the newspaper clippings. The headline read: Search for 

missing woman intensifies. Amy read on. 

 

WATERBURY: The Sheriff’s Department has requested help with the ongoing search for 

psychiatrist Elizabeth McDermott, who went missing from her practice in Burlington last 

month... 

Amy hurried down the stairs and into Lisa’s bedroom, closing and locking the door behind 

her. She approached the bed, leaning over Lisa, taking her hand. 

“Lisa, is this you?” 

With her free hand she held up one of the photographs. 

“Squeeze my hand if this is you.” 

Amy’s stomach sank hard and fast when she felt Lisa’s fingers tighten around hers. 

“Okay…” Her voice was trembling. “Okay. I’ll help you, I promise. Just…” 

“Amy?” John called, rattling the doorknob from the other side. 

“Shit!” 
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“Amy? Open this door!” John burst into the room. “What are you doing? Get away  

from her!” 

John hurried over to the bed, sitting beside Lisa and stroking her cheek. 

“It’s alright,” he whispered. “That will be all, Amy.” 

Amy turned to leave the room, hurrying back to her bedroom and closing the door.  

With a quivering hand, she picked up her mobile phone and dialled 9-1-1. 

“My name is Amy Bennett. I need police and paramedics. We’ve got people hurt  

here. Please hurry.”   

She turned and gasped when she saw John standing behind her. He grabbed a fistful  

of her hair and she struggled as he dragged her out into the hall, knocking over a lamp on a 

side table. He swung her around, throwing her over the bannister. She landed halfway down 

the staircase, tumbling the rest of the way to the bottom. John regarded her briefly over the 

bannister before returning to Lisa’s bedroom.  

“Time to go,” he said, approaching her wheelchair.  

Step by step, he awkwardly pushed the chair down the steps. He pushed her out onto  

the porch across the way to the car. There, he opened the passenger door, and Lisa groaned as 

he forced her into the passenger seat and closed the door. He jumped into the driver’s seat 

and sped off down the private road toward the highway. 
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Joy pulled her car up in front of the hospital, running inside and stopping at the desk. 

Breathless, she asked for Amy’s room number. Amy was lying in her bed, being tended to by 

a nurse. 

“I’m Amy’s roommate. What happened?” 

“Her legs are broken,” said the nurse. “She says she was pushed down the stairs.” 

Joy shook her head. “This is all my fault.” 

Lying on her back, Amy looked down at her legs, which were encased in plaster casts  

and propped up on frames. This would have been Lisa’s view, she thought, but not in a clean, 

crisp hospital room. In an upstairs bedroom in a lake house outside Waterbury. 

The door opened, and in stepped a man in a suit, with brown collar-length shaggy  

hair and a handlebar moustache. He showed her a badge.  

“Lisa, my name is Detective Brendan Clements. Could we talk? In private, if you  

don’t mind?” 

Amy nodded. Joy left the room, and Clements took the seat that she had vacated.  

“Is it okay if we talk about John Linden?” 

“Yes.” 

“I understand you were employed by him at the lake house in Waterbury?” 

“Yes. As a live-in carer for his wife.” 

“Can I show you a few pictures?” 

Amy nodded, and Clements held up the first photograph. 

“Is this the woman you were caring for?” 
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Amy nodded.  

“Yes.” 

He lowered the photograph and showed her another. 

“And is this ‘John Linden’.” 

“Yes.” 

“Okay.” Clements put the pictures away. “What did John tell you about Lisa?” 

“That she had suffered a brain aneurysm, and only had a month to live.” 

“Could she speak?” 

“Not really. She did speak to me the first night I was in the house. I was checking up  

on her. She told me to get her out of there. I...I didn’t do anything. I didn’t even tell John 

about it. I thought...I thought it was just ravings. The patients at the nursing home before used 

to rave all the time. Say the nurses were trying to kill them.” 

Amy paused. 

“One night she lashed out while I was bathing her. Knocked me out. She managed to  

get out of the tub and crawl to the stairs. John got to her before she could get out of the 

house.” 

Amy shook her head. 

“He increased her medication...I thought they were just pills but, they were keeping  

her sedated...he was keeping her drugged up. And he was giving her this tonic...it could have 

been a drain cleaner, for all I know.” 

“What happened last night? How did you come to be here?” 
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“I found this shrine in the attic. Photos and news clippings of her. I tried to call for  

help, but he caught me and threw me down the stairs.” 

Amy looked at Clements with trouble in her gaze. 

Clements shook his head. 

“Why did he hire me? Why would he risk exposure like that?” 

“To taunt her,” Clements replied. “She was unable to speak, unable to alert you to the  

situation, unable to ask you for help.” 

“Where are they now?” 

“We don’t know.” 

It was after dark when John pulled the car up in front of No.1 Maple Avenue. He stepped out 

of the car and approached the front door, unlocking it. He returned to the car and took the 

wheelchair out of the trunk, lifting Lisa out and sitting her in the chair. He pulled her 

backwards up the front steps and into the house, and once inside, he picked her up out of the 

chair and carried her up the stairs, lying her down on the bed. 

“I’ll draw you a bath,” he said.  

 


