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BETHANY HAINES 

 

 

 

 I remembered dying. 

 But now I was here, in this dingy hospital room. 

 The artillery fire softened outside and I drew closer to the window. The woman 

reflected in the glass looked back, tonguing her upper lip. Dark cherry hair and black 

eyes. That wasn’t my reflection. Who the hell? I touched my face; she touched her face. 

Something in those black eyes: powerful, but lost. Even though I didn’t recognize my 

own face, I supposed this woman was me. Was this a varied form of amnesia? A type of 

mental illness where I recall my face and body as different? I had a lifetime of memories 

but they all featured another woman. The correct woman. 

 Bethany Haines. 



 I knew who I was, and this woman clearly wasn’t me. I’d earned a strong body, a 

taller, muscular frame. This slim, house-soft body couldn’t be mine. 

 Perplexed, I stood there for a long time, irritated with my new looks. The default 

is that everybody wants to be someone they’re not. It isn’t true. People just like to bitch 

about who they are, I suspect. Transformation was not as fascinating as some would 

expect. Like a sexually transmitted disease, it’s more of something you want to shake as 

soon as possible.  

A friend at the prison colony once said she didn’t believe people coveted 

identities. She said that all you need do is get close to the medicine cabinet, see the face 

in the mirror, either ugly or beautiful or mediocre, and that will tell you everything you 

need to know-- a person will know how to act just by looks alone. A human face, a 

selfish pound of flesh tells nothing. Or everything in some cases. 

This flesh wasn’t mine. Therefore, I’m not me… 

But I am. 

 Outside the hospital, the nearby firefight had calmed. I kept my knees bent 

though, ready to move from the window if another salvo of bullets peppered the wall. 

The landscape bewitched me. I’d taken it in for almost an hour now. A black-green forest 

twisted down, an uneasy fall ending in staggered trenches. Miserable, decayed grins in 

the dirt. Shadows moved down the western trench. To the west, a cluster of soldiers 

darted from a trench. They made half the distance of the battlefield, running for another 

series of trenches. Their bodies collided as a hidden machine gun nest near the tree line 

revealed itself like a fiery star.   



Strange heart thumping in my strange chest, I pressed my nose to the glass to see 

more. My eyes, unused, heavy things, roamed back and forth in the reflection, seeming to 

have thirsted for countless years. Another line of soldiers rushed out into the open. Light 

played off the barrels of the serious artillery they shouldered-- and light danced off the 

soldiers’ eyes-- no, not eyes. I squinted. They wore headgear that made their eyes hot 

white. Soon, they disappeared down in the trench and all I could tell from my brief 

observation was that they didn’t move like human beings.  

I was obviously ill in the mind. 

Or maybe this was where you went when you died? 

 I slipped my too-slim arms together. Years had to have gone by since I’d been a 

prisoner at the colony. Maybe I’d been lying in this bed the whole time and my muscles 

atrophied. Someone changed my face? My body? Whatever had occurred, life had been 

pulled out from under me. I remember the trial, being stripped of citizenship-- 

incarceration on Tyrant CII colony. Harsh living afterward: only nutrient paste for food, a 

few rapes in the showers from regulatory officers, one with the end of a baton-- the 

memories I could now sort through, like I discovered lost luggage filled with dead babies 

rather than socks. Well, at least I got to see that reg-officer lying in his own blood the day 

all the prisoners died. I wish it had been me to fire a round in that tight adam’s apple of 

his, the fuck. 

 There was an invasion, wasn’t there? All the admin and guards were shot up—and 

I heard prisoners calling out for help, but I never saw why. Things happened too quickly 

to chronicle; a tunnel of screams charging into brick-wall-darkness. The End.  

 Death. 



 The breath being taken from my lungs... 

 Had I seen somebody right before I died? My memory ended before then. My life 

had stopped and here I was, in this filthy hospital room. 

 For a moment I sat on the bed, fighting the shivers. I got an uneasy feeling of 

being watched, not from anywhere in the world but from within. Something tickled my 

mind with a razor-sharp nail, trying to sort through my knowledge, through my past, 

through all the sunshine and the blood. This entity, if it wasn’t pure madness, seemed to 

be more at home in this new body I’d been given. Could it have been the previous owner? 

Enough with this foolishness. Freaking myself out did little to help. I had to get 

organized. I’d carefully structured each plan for my crimes. I had a history of hurting 

people. Men most times. I didn’t much care for men once I tidied their pockets. I never 

did it for fun, only for distraction. My arrest had done little to change my views; it scared 

the shit out of me though, yeah-- I was cast out of society, my eye implant removed so I 

could never watch another news-feed from the government, no more of my favorite 

shows. That part of the process had showed me how permanent my stay at the colony 

would be. I mean, they were taking something away that all citizens had. The robber 

barons no longer would pump advertising into my head because I didn’t count anymore; 

I’d made my bed, forever. If I’d ever been or could be special, that was all over, and 

could never be gained again. 

 An explosion rattled the window. In a panic, I jumped up from the bed and sped 

to the door. I grabbed the knob. It didn’t even turn a centimeter. Another explosion, 

louder, closer. I slammed back against the door with a gasp. Falling debris swirled 



outside in an argument of sparks. Would this place be blown up? Had I just awakened to 

another death?  

I crept over to the window again. A section of the forest had caught fire. Orange 

gloom warped the land and nightfall had taken what little clarity of the outside I’d earlier 

possessed. Then, heart stopping, chills dropping in this body’s core, some trees shuttered 

a few feet away from the window.  

Somebody was there.  

I started forming hysterical defense plans. I wanted my body to react to this. Not 

this stranger’s-- I caught movement outside again. A wrinkled leathery hand pulled a tree 

branch down at an awful angle. Claws extended from deeply scorched nail beds.  

I fell to my knees, turned and rammed my head under the bed. If the thing came to 

the window, I didn’t want it to see me, and ditto. Underneath, the bed had been 

monopolized with cardboard boxes and I could hardly vanish from view. I grabbed a box 

and tried to move it. Nope. It’d been stuck in there good.  

Something twittered under the bed. 

 I jerked my hand back. Knobby knees squeaked against the tile and burned. 

There, in between two crates, scampered a fat white rat with glittering blood colored 

eyes, nose twitching and wiry tail slapping happily. It didn’t seem too concerned about 

me, as though we’d met before. Maybe we had. The rat did not inquire for long and 

disappeared back into its maze of boxes. 

 “Shit,” I said, partly in relief, for I could deal with a rat before dealing with that 

thing outside the hospital. Pressing up from the ground, I took a quick look back out the 

window. The trees no longer shook, the clawed hand no longer there, but still the scene 



wasn’t really reassuring only because I couldn’t see anything outside. I wouldn’t be going 

over to make sure though. To hell with that. A couplet of explosions exchanged in the 

distance. 

 I sunk back down. Underneath the bed, close to the rat’s trail, something had 

winked silver. The silver thing was something important. How I knew this, who knew? 

But that thing browsing my mind seemed to think so. The silver thing was some kind of a 

wrapper stuck between two crates. I extended my arm between them, thick dust sifting 

over my damp skin. I prayed the rat wouldn’t come back for finger food. Did rats eat 

fingers? That’s stupid… 

 The faint sounds of footsteps rippled in the hall. My heart raced. Who could be 

coming? What kind of a person was attached to those footsteps? Captor or rescuer? Or 

that monster from outside? My fingertip touched the plastic edge and I dragged the 

wrapper back. The flimsy thing shifted sideways and came within reach. Fine. Great.  I 

could snag it when I was alone again. The footsteps became crisper, fast. 

 I withdrew from the bed and my arm stopped halfway. I pulled hard and one of 

the crates shuttered. I tried to shimmy my elbow past a crate that had moved inward. It 

was no good. My arm wasn’t going anywhere. 

 The clomping steps in the hall echoed now, filling the space just on the other side 

of the door. Sweat popped on my forehead and long cold streams slipped down my back. 

I thrashed, felt out of control, and inside my mind, oh somewhere deep down and 

midnight cold, this voyeur watched and shared every bit of the terror with me; neither of 

us could get free. Stupid! Over a little piece of trash? What had I been thinking? Or had it 



been only me going after that wrapper? Had the voyeur in my head egged me on without 

my realizing it? Stop it, stop it, stop it!  

I tugged again, trying to release my arm and my shoulder socket rang from the 

contortions. 

 Keys jangled outside the room. Menacing snaky sound.  

 Why? 

 Because my voyeur knew who those keys belonged to; my voyeur understood the 

stakes. My voyeur harped on one of my memories. My voyeur studied this memory well, 

for whatever reason. Maybe my voyeur wanted to gain something from it. The only thing 

I brought to the table was an aged hate, like a treasure barrel of port, and my only 

memory, yes, it was coming, was of a red haired man, gloomily freckled body, auburn 

pubic hair, who had had his way with me and passed out, no problem, which led me to 

crease his neck with a paring knife, and that led to a high pitched screech that called his 

red-headed twin thundering up the stairs. I hadn’t put my whole body into the cut and had 

to escape (just like now) and the only way out of his bedroom was the window. I quickly 

pushed the slider up into the frame, brought it out, set it against the wall and kicked out 

the screen. The jump had not been long to the alley below, but I’d still sprained my 

goddamn ankle. 

My father had been a window and glass repair specialist, taught me everything 

about the trade to keep me from hooking in the hasher districts-- did I recall dad’s name 

now? Uh, no. My voyeur had forced me think about a father I hardly remembered, and 

about window and glass manipulation, and all I wanted to do was get my arm free— 



In the hall, the key wiggled into the lock and my thoughts returned from that husk 

of a memory. I yanked back and wrenched my body sideways, as hard as I could. Several 

bones in my wrist disengaged and I sucked in a scream. Shooting up to stand, my new 

eyes filled. Flares of pain went up my elbow and two tears spilled down my cheeks. My 

wrist heated, I felt dazed, the room filled with golden stars, and the door flung open. 

The hallway looked like an empty pit in Hell; there was no light there, not even 

shadows and the only sound I could hear was dripping water. The woman in the doorway 

had an old fashioned hair style, raven bangs cut evenly at the halfway point of her 

forehead, and the rest spreading across her shoulders like dark energy. She was dressed in 

patterned scrubs, so I took her for a nurse, though the intent in her eyes did not suggest 

healing. 

But I needed some. My wrist had ballooned in size and pulsed. 

The nurse was motionless in the threshold. Only her eyes moved. Blue-gray 

things, they seemed to map me out with slow, silver etchings. My mouth opened to say 

something, to greet her, to do something in the absurd silence, but a warning went off 

inside my core, a missive: wait her out, see what she does, don’t make the first move, 

react, do NOT say a word, not yet any way, trust this. 

The woman, this silent, pretty nurse appeared to challenge this notion with more 

calm. We had looked at each other for over a minute now and nothing had been said. I 

wanted to look away from her, look at anything besides those pale slopes of baby fat and 

painted smile. I swallowed; the spit seemed to travel a mile before it went down my 

throat. 



Finally the silence broke. Repeating gunfire outside and a far-off, miniature voice 

crying, “go! go! go! go!” 

I’d hoped for this to unscrew the tension a few threads. I’d even looked over to 

the window. The window. Was that what my voyeur had wanted? For me to figure a way 

out through that window? Just as I had in the red-haired man’s bedroom? The realization 

made me want to laugh. 

When I looked back I was hoping to share a laugh, and though the nurse’s ready 

smile seemed to lust just for that, the humor raced away from me, repulsed. The nurse 

leaned into the doorframe and swept her gaze down my body, one blue-gray stroke. It 

wasn’t a predatory look. I got that. Another indescribably long moment passed like this 

and I occasionally massaged my wrist (regretting it, needing it, and regretting it again). 

“I’m Bethany Haines.” The voice wasn’t mine. 

Bright red lipstick smile, ear to ear, the nurse leaned into the hallway and her eyes 

brightened. She came inside and closed the door. Something large, incredibly large, filled 

the hallway behind her. I could hear deep, trilling lungs fueling and wasting, like some 

jungle cats in one of those old movies I use to watch on my eye implant. When the door 

closed the sound died in an instant. The nurse walked along the wall, sideways to me, 

rapped her nails against the plaster. Her voice was soft, baby-talk. “Bethany, did you hurt 

yourself?” 

I let go of my wrist. “I tried to pull open the door.” 

The nurse swatted the bed. I obeyed and sat. Soon, the woman towered over me 

with those stormy augers looking down. “Why would you do that? It’s safer in here with 

the war going on.” 



With a furtive look to the window, I said, “Who’s at war?” 

Another genuine smile gleamed with perfect white teeth, only a few stained with 

gory lipstick. 

“Who’s fighting the war?” I prompted, in case she hadn’t heard me. 

“Everybody,” she told me. “Hush now. So you’re Bethany today…” She ran a 

hand down my hair as though I were some sort of pet.  

“I’m Bethany… everyday,” I answered with a squeak. My pulse quickened. If she 

thought I was some kind of toy she could live out her lipstick fantasies on, she had 

another thing coming. I still had one good hand to smack her upside the head. But then 

there was that presence in my mind, my voyeur, watching, instructing: just be calm, she’ll 

know you’re scared, she’ll know. 

The hair stroking went on, and I decided to divert the nurse’s attention. When I 

spoke, she brought her fingers to her lips. The nails were polished at the same maraschino 

intensity as her pouting lips. “What should I do? For my wrist?” 

“Do you like makeup?” Her voice had suddenly gone flat and lost the silly baby 

quality. “Do you like my makeup?” 

“Sure.” She frowned slightly, so I added. “Very much--” 

She got closer. I looked down. Her scrubs had little cherubs shooting arrows at 

each other. The neck line had opened generously to reveal two firm breasts. I didn’t look 

at them though, only sensed their presence below. Bravely I returned my eyes to her face. 

Her snowy skin glowed the closer she got. I felt the waxy residual on my cheek, heard the 

tiny smacking sound, as she pulled back. I didn’t bother to wipe it off, not then anyway. 



With dull curiosity, her mouth slowly peeled back.  “If you were a man, would you call 

on me,” eyes overloading with blue, “would you want to?” 

“I don’t--” 

“Just answer, Bethany.” She said my name with such contempt I wondered if she 

believed who I said I was. 

A new thought came as the nurse stood. Had I been a man, would I have laid out 

rich bitches and cut their throats, emptied their purses? Would I have been the same 

person? I stammered as the nurse began to frown, “Sure, of course. You’re pretty.” 

The baby talk returned. “I am pretty, but you’re lying to me. You’ll find I’m not a 

person to be lied to-- I don’t care which one you are.” 

“I’m sorry. Which one? I don’t understand.” 

Instead of answering, the nurse added, “I’ll get some cold compresses and 

something to numb that.” She eyed my swollen wrist. “Try knocking on the door next 

time-- you aren’t an animal, you know.” 

I nodded to indicate I hadn’t conceived of that. Suddenly, she reached forward 

and grabbed my wrist. My teeth ground into my lower lip, and I thought about the reg 

officers at the colony, unsure what cruel thing would follow-- rending, twisting, pulling, 

pressing, but the nurse caught my leg also and folded it inward. Next she gently placed 

my wrist across my knee. Soft, breezy words, like a mommy to a babe. “Keep it elevated 

until I return, sugar sweet.” 

She opened the door. I saw some thing lumber away, freeing a path for her. 

Gently, the nurse picked at a chocolate colored mole on her upper arm, then looked at me 



like I’d just appeared in the room. “Don’t ever lie to me again. You hear me?” She 

looked deeper into my eyes, like she wasn’t talking to me. 

Holy shit, was she talking to my voyeur? 

“I--” 

The door shut and the dead bolt turned over. 

My eyes moved to the meshed window. My intuition told me that the glass was 

blast proof, polydreth-composite and triple paned, double mortared into the outer wall. 

There would be no tinkering with it, no escape through such a formidable surface, not 

without a wrecking ball. I’d removed many windows with dad and I knew the weak 

designs from the sturdy. This was battle sturdy. 

Just like that, my voyeur surfaced, frustrated that I’d taken so long to come to a 

conclusion about something so simple. That single thought about the window, that one 

resignation, and in response the world suddenly went dark. I was blacking out. At first I 

thought it might be the pain in my wrist, but it hadn’t been throbbing in the last few 

minutes. Before I could reflect on anything else, I sunk back, overdosing on reality. 

Bright things unraveled. It was now clear. My voyeur wasn’t a voyeur, I understood. No, 

not a voyeur, and not pleased at all. 

 


