
Walt  
 

Time ticked by--- 

All four wheels aquaplaned, causing the luxury vehicle to turn in a slow, graceful skid. 

Wandering headlights departed the road, illuminating the dense collection of native 

trees. 

Tick 

Walt stopped talking and quickly turned the wheel to opposite lock. 

Tick 

Rain pelted down against the windscreen as Walt yelled into his Bluetooth receiver “Oh 

shit, I’m outta control!” 

Tick 

Both the front and rear passenger side wheels thumped hard into the concrete gutter. 

Tick 

“Aaahhhh” yelled Walt as the vehicle’s momentum propelled it sideways, instantly 

flipping over at right angles, making it airborne. 

Tick 

Flying roof first, the heavy four wheel drive Mercedes Benz, crunched down low on the 

trunk of the heavy oak tree. 

Tick 

Energy from the impact distributed evenly throughout the vehicle. Walt’s state of the art 

seat belt fired its miniature pre-tensioning rockets, forcing his torso into the plush 

leather seat. Within a few milliseconds all six airbags exploded simultaneously, engulfing 

the large man in a soft world. Glass shards flew in all directions. 

Tick 
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Massive force travelled through Walt’s body causing something to audibly click in his 

back. A strangled moan escaped his lips. Walt’s head lolled to one side. 

Tick 

Velocity ran its course, the car flicked back off the tree, collapsing down with a thump 

onto the soggy wet ground. Further glass, from the shattered passenger door window, 

bounced upwards within the cabin. Walt suffered lacerations and his perforated pillows 

began to slowly deflate. Not that he knew or cared as he finally succumbed to the 

welcoming darkness… 

The human mind is an amazing machine. In times of severe stress primal instincts intent 

on one thing, survival, can dominate all thought. In Walter Ricardo’s case, his mind 

wandered back to the start of his long day… 

Waking alone in his disheveled king size bed, Walt rubbed tired red eyes and slowly 

swung one leg and then the other out of bed. Half an hour later, wearing a suit, he 

entered his luxurious kitchen. 

“Morning” offered Walt in a droll voice to his wife Rachelle and fifteen year old daughter 

Amy. 

“What time did you get in?” asked Rachelle in an abrupt tone as she poured herself a 

glass of orange juice. 

“Does it matter?” replied Walt while digging through the fridge. 

Amy rolled her eyes as she put her plate in the dishwasher.  

“How’s school honey?” asked Walt. 

“Full of drugs, sex and violence. --- Thanks for asking” replied Amy, being a smartass. 

“See the attitude I get and you wonder why I don’t try harder?” argued Walt, looking 

over at Rachelle as he shook his head. 

“Amy don’t talk to your father like that!” barked Rachelle as her temper rose. 
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 “Whatever Mum. He only cares about himself and his precious work! I’m going to 

school” said Amy over her shoulder as she departed out the side door, slamming it 

behind herself. 

“Seriously, that girl is starting to piss me off. --- Where the hell is that leftover chicken 

from Sunday night?” demanded Walt as his stomach grumbled. 

“I had the girls over for cards yesterday afternoon, there was nothing in the pantry. I 

know, I’ve got to get to the shops” explained Rachelle. 

“I’ll get something on the way to work. Bye” replied Walt as he grabbed his briefcase 

and stormed out through the garage. 

The door swung shut with a thud. Rachelle sat down to her glass of juice and looked out 

through their pristine bay window. Biggles, their pedigree black kelpie, chased a white 

butterfly around the garden. The sound of Walt’s V8 engine rumbled throughout the 

empty house. Everything seemed to press in on Rachelle. Slowly her beautiful features 

began to darken as wet tears fell down her soft cheeks. 

Sirens could be heard as flashing lights reflected off the inside of Walt’s shattered car. 

Amy sat alone on a cold wooden bench, her head bowed. The other girls talked and 

played, enjoying their lunch break. A skinny girl approached. She paused and looked 

Amy over. 

“What’s the deal Ricardo? PMS again?” asked the girl in a mean voice. 

Amy looked up “Whatever Simone. What is it to you anyway? Your father cut off your 

pills again?” she retorted, attacking with a question of her own.  

“Look who’s talking. --- You are so weird, I mean get over yourself ok” suggested 

Simone. 

“Leave me alone you bitch!” yelled Amy with venom, somewhat startling the other girl 

who decided to walk away. 

“Get over life, yeah right” muttered Amy under her breath as she again looked down at 

the ground. 
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Animated voices seemed to come and go on the chilly night air. A deafening crunching 

sound could be heard as the car’s body was ripped apart…  

Shortly thereafter clawing hands pulled at semi-conscious Walt… 

Walt waited impatiently, three cars back from the drive through menu, honking his car 

horn. His phone unit emitted an annoyingly happy chirping sound, announcing an 

incoming call. 

“Walter Ricardo” stated Walt as he pressed the answer button. 

“It’s Tom. How’s things bro?” asked the deep male voice through the car’s quadraphonic 

speaker system. 

“Fine, what’s up?”  

“Not much, ahh I was wondering if you could do me a favour?” asked Tom a little 

anxiously. 

“I see. --- How much this time?” replied Walt, a little aggravated. 

“Since the plant closed the bills keep coming in and you know, the kids, well, they need 

stuff for school. Evelyn’s bitch mother is in her ear telling her to leave me” said Tom as 

he rambled. 

 “Look, last month it was five grand, I’m not a bottomless pit you know. At some point 

you have to bloody well stand on your own! --- Hang on a minute Tom” said Walt as he 

finally made it to the service window. 

“Last Friday my egg and bacon roll was cold and I got no sugar for my coffee! Make sure 

it’s right today, okay?” demanded Walt of the young serving girl. 

“Yes sir. That’ll be $7.80 please” chimed the bored girl with the name badge ‘Vanessa’ 

and accompanying ‘Trainee’ sign. 

Walt handed over a ten dollar note and waited for the change. Vanessa passed the food 

and money back through the small gap in the Plexiglas window. 

“Have a nice day” said the young girl with artificial enthusiasm. 
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Walt gunned the engine making the car rocket out the driveway. An angry voice yelled. 

Walter ignoring it, proceeded out to the traffic lights some three hundred meters away.  

“So Tom, how much do you need?” asked Walt, returning to his conversation with his 

loser brother. 

“Another five. I’ve got debts, bills to pay, you understand. I’ve no one else to turn to! I’ll 

pay you back, I promise” pleaded Tom. 

Walter paused to think it over. 

“I tell you what; I’ll give you two grand now and the rest in a few weeks, after I get 

paid. That’s it Tom, I mean you’re a grown man. Get another job ok” demanded Walt, 

clearly annoyed as he pressed the disconnect button on the car’s touch screen. 

As if on cue, a thud came from the rear passenger side of Walt’s car.  

“What the hell?” exclaimed Walt to no one in particular. 

He twisted his head around and could see a cyclist slowly ride past, giving him the 

finger. Walt lowered the passenger side window slid smoothly down. 

“What’s your problem asshole?” demanded Walt of the skinny man with the wrap-around 

reflective glasses and sleek helmet.  

“You cut me off back there, almost killed me you moron!” responded the cyclist in a loud 

voice.  

Other drivers looked over, a few listening in. 

“No way, what the hell are you talking about! Hey listen; we pay for these roads not you 

free loaders. One less of you lot and I’d be doing the world a favour. Get lost!” said Walt 

as he put the window back up, returning the middle finger to the man, accompanied by 

an arrogant smile. 

The rider grabbed the car’s side mirror with both hands and pulled down, tearing it from 

its mount. Like an injured limb, the piece dangled uselessly. The cyclist quickly rode 

away, heading down a narrow laneway. Walt just sat there feeling his blood pressure 

rise.  
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“Count to ten, count to ten.” 

The last thing Walt wanted was more trouble with the police. Loud horns blare behind as 

the traffic light turned green. 

“Okay okay, Jesus” muttered Walt as he set off, continuing on his way to work. 

“He’s lost a lot of blood, run an IV stat, what are his obs?” 

“95 over 72, doesn’t look good. Where’s all the blood coming from, can you see the god-

damned injury?” 

“Hard to tell in this light, there’s the one in the leg but that’s clotted. Try the back and 

shoulders?” 

“---Oh shit… I need a pressure bandage, impact damage on a lower disk, bone 

protrusion. What a mess…” 

“Where the hell’s the chopper?” 

The pretty receptionist announced in an excessively loud voice “Rachelle Ricardo?” 

Rachelle stood and lifted her designer handbag up onto her petite shoulder before slowly 

walking over. 

“Doctor Porturik will see you now, follow me” explained the receptionist with 

enthusiasm. 

“That’s ok, I know the way” replied Rachelle with a matching curt smile. 

Arriving at the doctor’s room, Rachelle knocked once, opened the door and entered. 

“Hello Mrs. Ricardo, what can I do for you today?” enquired the ever cheerful grey 

haired G.P. 

“The tablets aren’t working, it’s been two weeks now and if anything, I feel worse!” 

complained Rachelle. 

“I see. Hmmn, ahh look anti-depression drugs only work to a limited extent. Perhaps 

you will take me up on my offer of a referral to Dr Scholman at Mercy Private? He really 
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is an expert and well I don’t feel our approach to date has been very effective. --- What 

about sleep?” asked the good doctor. 

“It’s hit and miss, some nights I wait up for Walt until the early hours of the morning. 

Other days I find myself sleeping during the day, or not at all.” 

The doctor thought it over; Rachelle took this as a cue to keep talking. 

“It’s everything, you know, Walt isn’t interested in me anymore. We don’t talk and sex is 

well, practically non existent. I used to think he was just working long hours, going out 

for work dinners. --- Even Amy doesn’t talk to me anymore. I just feel so alone, so very 

sad” rambled Rachelle, her eyes welling up. 

“Sounds like the tricyclic antidepressants are insufficient for your condition. I tell you 

what, how about I write you up for some serotonin inhibitors, have you taken Prozac 

before?” asked Doctor Porturik as he grabbed a pen and began to write an illegible 

prescription. 

“No I haven’t. Are they stronger?” asked Rachelle eagerly, desperation clear in her 

voice. 

The doctor was somewhat taken aback by her intensity “Ahh, no, I’m sorry it doesn’t 

work that way. You see each person’s depression is different and some respond more 

effectively to specific drug combinations. It’s a little hit and miss until we find the right 

mix for each patient. Here’s your script and I’ll have Louise set up a one hour initial 

consultation with Paul Scholman. I know it’s not your thing but please trust me, it can’t 

hurt and I’m concerned the drugs are only dealing with the symptoms of your condition, 

okay?” suggested the doctor with confidence. 

“Whatever you say. You’re the doctor and honestly I’m at my wits end. --- I don’t know 

what to think anymore” replied Rachelle in a weak voice. 

“He’s crashing, charge the paddles!” 

“ETA on Arrival?” 

“8 minutes----“ 

“Clear! Clear! Clear!” 
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BOOM 

Beep, chirp, Beep, chirp 

“He’s back, 100 on 78, radio ahead we need more blood--- he’s O negative…” 

“I know what you mean, it’s so annoying!” explained Tracey Aims, personal assistant to 

CEO of Priceless Treasures, Mr. Walter Ricardo into her phone. 

“I think he is on with that new one from accounts, you know the blonde. ---Uh huh, yep 

that’s her. I know, what am I suppose to say to his wife? --- Yeah, men! We still on for 

lunch tomorrow? He’s just pulled up. I’ve got to go anyway. No rest for the wicked. Be 

good, bye” said Tracey as she disconnected the call. 

Tracey turned off her game of solitaire and closed two internet windows. It wouldn’t be 

wise to be caught on facebook again. She opened a spreadsheet and shuffled some 

papers around.  

Walter stormed into the office as if dark clouds haunted him. 

“Morning Walter, Simon Kane your 10 o’clock is waiting in the lobby” explained Tracey, 

pausing for confirmation. 

“Simon who?” barked Walt, momentarily confused. 

“The architect from Kayle Design Studio? Remember, you asked me to get someone in 

to quote on the refurb?” offered Tracey, a little nervously. 

“Oh yeah ahh give me five and send him in. Can you run down the shop for me? Double 

latte and pick up some doughnuts okay. Find out if the architect wants something first” 

demanded Walt as he continued to walk into his lavish, apartment sized office. 

“Anything for you, oh mighty one” whispered Tracey as she hopped up, grabbed her 

coat and handbag. 

“Hi Liz, admin ran his medical; corporate private cover, all the trimmings.” 

“Male Caucasian 48, 220 pounds--- not sure on that one, the chopper gurney reported 

240 which Troy and I think is closer to the mark. No known allergies and medications.” 
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“Yeah look this one is touch and go, we estimate he’s lost at least 2 litres, crashed twice 

on the way in.” 

“Severe injury to the lower spine, possible dislodged disk on the left. Injury to the right 

leg not sure will need an x-ray, umm, possible fractured pelvis. Various lacerations and 

whiplash.” 

“He’s 105 on 76. Bit of a fighter this one, I’ll give him that much.” 

“Thanks, we’ll take it from here---” 

“Good morning, Priceless Treasures, Sarah speaking” chimed the lovely blonde 

bookkeeper. 

“Morning yourself gorgeous, did you miss me?” gushed Walt into his phone headset.  

Leaning back in his large leather chair he looked out the window, absently twirling a pen 

between his fingers. 

“Did I what! I can’t stop thinking about you. When can we meet again?” asked Sarah, 

full of enthusiasm. 

“How about tonight? Usual place, say 7?” offered Walt with a grin. 

“I’ll wear something special, just for you!” replied Sarah with a nervous giggle. 

“Can’t wait. I gotta go work calls, seeya sexy!” whispered Walt as he hung up.  

Walt could see Simon, the young suave architect, standing outside his office and waved 

him in. 

Sarah looked around. The other workers appeared to be busy, so she dialed a number 

from memory. 

“Hey it’s me, another hook tonight. --- Yeah, same place, original huh. --- I know, 

complete idiot. Get there early this time; I’ll leave half the blind open and a light on. ----

Ok, the guy is revolting, if he wasn’t worth so much. --- Yes honey, how can you say 

that? Another month and we can go anywhere. Beach does sound nice. Gotta go, can’t 

talk now. Don’t be late again” demanded Sarah in hushed, serious tones. 

“Walter, Walter Ricardo, can you hear me?” 
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Walter mumbled something incomprehensible. 

“I think he’s coming round, can we have five ccs of adrenalin, thanks” 

“Walter, you’re in hospital--– Mercy Private. You’ve been in a car accident; blink your 

eyes once if you understand” 

With great effort Walt blinked one eye. Weirdly only one was working. 

“I guess that’s an okay. We have to fix your back, your spinal cord is damaged. We’re 

flying in a cervical spine expert; he’ll be here in a few hours.” 

“P—A—I--- N---” blurted Walt between haggard breaths. 

“Walter are you suffering intense pain right now? Blink once for Yes.” 

Walter, with considerable effort blinked once more. 

“Nurse, please increase his morphine, thanks.” 

“Walter, we’re going to put you out to reduce the pain. This is normal for major injuries, 

relax you’re in the very best of hands.” 

The morning seemed to fly by. The meeting with Simon went well, followed by some 

further phone teleconferencing. Walt typically spent the majority of his day on the phone 

to their supply factory in China. Princess Treasures wholesaled cheap products usually 

sold in two bit junk stores. 

“Walter, Owen’s here to see you” said Tracey. 

“Send him in.”  

“Owen, great to see you again. Take a seat” offered Walter coming forward to shake 

Owen’s hand before he returned to sit at his desk. 

This was only the second time Owen had been invited into his boss’s office. Walt 

preferred to hold meetings out and about, occasionally on the road, other times in 

peoples offices, just not his.  

He was a strange man sometimes. 

“How’s the family?” asked Walt, starting off light. 
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“Fine. --- What’s up boss?” asked Owen, clearly nervous. 

“Right, we have to cut costs in the warehouse again” explained Walt. 

“I see. --- So that’s it then?” demanded Owen, looking Walt in the eye. 

“Ahh hell, I hate this as much as you do. You’ll get the rest of the month paid out and 

please, take some stock. --- That’s the least we can do for you” offered Walt, in a 

considerate tone. 

“What about the delivery driver’s job you filled two weeks ago. Why didn’t you offer me 

that?” barked Owen as he stood and leaned forward across the desk. 

“I, ahh it’s only part time Owen and half your rate. You’re a licensed forklift driver, you 

deserve more than that. The board, well we didn’t think you’d be interested!” explained 

Walt. 

“Well half rate is better than no rate right? Seriously, you bloody managers wouldn’t 

know your ass from your face! I have a family to support you know” screamed Owen as 

he turned and stormed out the door past startled Tracey. 

Walt just sat there and shrugged. 

“Nurse, more Betadine, carefully clean under the leg as well.” 

“Ok, here goes, stay sharp people--- slide it out easily.” 

“I need suction here!  Sutures, come on move.” 

“Can you see the Femoral artery?” 

“He’s dropping!” 

“More suction.” 

“There it is, damn it’s lacerated--- more suturing here--- and here--- excellent.” 

“Ok, I think that’s it--- what’s his stats?” 

“110 on 82, stable, for now.” 

“Ok good work people, close up and inform the ER he’s right to go.” 
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“You know my Harold was an aviator. He flew during the war, won two medals” 

explained Betty Ricardo, speaking loudly over the television. 

“Uh huh” replied Josephine, her hearing aid remained in the off position. 

“Oh yes and my brother Frank, he was a Private, served his country as well. He fought 

on D-Day and a little in France. He spent most of his time as personal driver for General 

Roosevelt! I used to love getting their letters, a personal glimpse into their lives. It was 

so important to write back and send care packages. --- Those were the days” said Betty. 

The bell rang twice, announcing lunch. The residents slowly began to shuffle toward the 

dining room, such was their feeding ritual. 

“Seems silly in a way. Years later poor Harold lost his life flying one of those fire fighting 

jets. I remember the fire warden from the station coming to my door. A nice man, he 

walked up to the house, hat in hand, I knew then. Just the same as the day I heard 

about Frank’s heart attack. Such a pleasure one month later to receive a personal letter 

from Roosevelt’s widow. Bless her, she’s gone now too” elaborated Betty. 

The line at the servery shuffled slowly forward. The smell of roast pork with vegetables 

wafted out from the poorly ventilated galley kitchen. 

“That’s nice dear. Oh look they have apple pie again today!” exclaimed Josephine, a 

brief spark of youthful enthusiasm in an otherwise dull and dreary day. 

“My two sons, Walter and Tommy are both grown men now with families of their own. 

Did you know they went to college? Well, let me tell you they are important, busy 

people. I see them for Christmas and thanks-giving. I have to tell you they are far, far 

too busy for anymore than that.” 

“Where’s his chart?” 

“Did anyone confirm the blood work?” 

“Look at his hemoglobin, iron is way low, he anemic.” 

“Did you read the history?” 

“Yeah, I know, ahh, make sure the anesthetist is aware we need anti-clotting agents, 

thanks.” 
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“Hey, look, I think he’s coming round again.” 

“Mr. Ricardo, can you hear me? Blink once please.” 

Blink. 

“Right, ok Dr Walsh has arrived, we’ll fix your back in no time, take away that pain. --- 

Do you want to say something?” 

“R A C H E--- Uhh--- L L E.”  

“Rachelle? Your wife right? Yeah she’s in the waiting room. You’re going to be ok Mr. 

Ricardo. Dr Walsh is the best spinal surgeon around.” 

“Here’s the Anesthetist now. Hi Carl, yes he’s awake.” 

“Hello Walter, I’m Carl Aklan, your medical history indicates no allergies and I can see 

by your scars this isn’t your first surgery--- We will be putting you back to sleep soon.” 

Blink. 

“Ok let’s get started, nurse run me 10 cc’s of Etomidate ---confirm 10 cc’s--- thanks.” 

“Walter, time to rest now, let your body heal.” 

Nothing is as strange as an anesthesia induced dream state. The human mind usually 

remains completely disassociated from the body. Unfortunately in some cases it does 

not and the patient feels everything the doctors do. Luckily for Walter he experienced 

complete segmentation. 

Walt knew he was dreaming as the situation was simply ridiculous. He was wearing his 

boxer shorts and an old baseball t-shirt, the one he used when with Rachelle, they 

painted their first apartment. He stood in his backyard, Biggles ran around his feet in a 

mad dash. The day seemed surreal, so bright, everything crystal clear. 

Walt absently thought how little the family had utilized the beautiful backyard since 

buying the new house. A small patch of the neatly manicured grass began to shimmer; 

as a rainbow of colours descended to touch the earth. In a swirling motion the colours 

blurred as they combined into a cohesive structure. 
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The light stung Walt’s eyes and he squinted trying to avoid the glare. Standing there 

wearing brown shoes, tweed slacks, a white buttoned shirt top dressed by a flight 

jacket, was Walt’s father. The image was amazingly sharp, all the way down to his 

slicked back hair. He looked young; he looked good. Walt felt joy once again to be in his 

fathers’ presence. The intricate uniqueness of the man was always something Walt 

appreciated, even as a child. It was not his scent or physical resemblance; it was the 

familiar, welcoming soul. 

“Hello Walter” said Harold, with that slow rolling accent Walt remembered so well. 

“Dad! I’ve missed you, you’ve been gone so long” blurted Walt, full of emotion. 

“I know, me too son. I‘ve watched you, Tommy and your mother. --- I’m so proud of 

you all. You boys have children of your own now” stated Harold, wearing a proud smile. 

Walt grimaced at the compliment, “I’ve seen the truth about my life, what I’ve become. 

Dad, I’m so ashamed” said Walt in a quiet, embarrassed voice. 

“Don’t be, there’s still time! I wanted to open your eyes before it’s too late. For you and 

your brother, I wasn’t there when you needed me. Walter you’re a grown man now, I 

understand your life’s complex. I hope what you have seen today, well I hope it makes a 

difference.” 

“Dad, I don’t know where to start. What to do, I’ve made such a mess of things” 

admitted Walt. 

“It won’t be easy son. I know, deep down, you’re a good man. You can start by spending 

precious time with your family. Tell your mother and brother I love them and that I’m 

happy. Its different here, so very beautiful. I love you son” explained Harold as he once 

again became immaterial, slowly drifting away. 

“Dad don’t go, please! Don’t leave me again! I love you too” sobbed Walt as he rushed 

toward the last remnants of the apparition. 

Something pulled at Walt, making him collapse to one knee. Everything spun as he lost 

all sense of reality. With a sickening jolt he was back in his body. He recognized this 

precise moment; he was driving on the Highway. More importantly he was acutely aware 

of the wolf laying in wait for its prey, not five minutes ahead at the cheap motel. He was 
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certain there would be one room with the drab curtains pulled back and a light on. A 

shudder of self revulsion and a feeling of stupidity ran through his entire being.  

Walt glanced in his rear vision mirror and determined no one was behind him. He hit the 

brakes to slow and flicked the steering wheel.  Half way through the turn he stamped his 

foot back down hard on the accelerator. The powerful car washed the rear end out as 

the tires screamed for grip on the wet road. 

Walt had taken the first step down the long journey of redemption. 

His heart beat faster as his mind raced. With shaking fingers he accessed his mobile 

phone’s address book. Finding the number he so desperately craved, he hit the dial 

button. The phone rang. 

“Come on, pick up Pick UP!” 

Click. 

“Hello” slurred a female voice. 

“Rachelle, honey is that you?” asked Walt. 

“Yeah Rachelle, that’s me. --- Who’s this?” said the distant voice. 

“It’s Walt, listen I have to tell you something and I don’t have much time” started Walt, 

the words flying out in a hurry. 

“Walt’s my husband, do you know him?” giggled Rachelle. 

“Have you been drinking?” asked Walt in surprise. 

“No, I saw my doctor and he gave me some new pills. I took them all” blurted Rachelle 

as the line dropped out. 

“Oh shit!” said Walt. 

He frantically searched his address book again and dialed another number. 

“Yeah” replied the curt male voice. 

“Tom it’s me, Walt. Listen I’ve something really important to tell you.” 
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“Oh hi Walt, I was just about to put Kevin to bed. Can I ahh give you a call later? It’s 

not the umm best time here” explained Tom sounding stressed. 

“Please Tom, just listen for Christ sake. I have to talk now, it’s important” pleaded Walt 

on the verge of panic. 

“Ohh-kay, what’s up?” asked Tom, giving in to the inevitable conversation. 

“I haven’t been drinking and I swear this is the truth. I just talked with dad and I’ve got 

some things I need to get off my chest.”  

“Now way! You serious bro?” 

“Yeah absolutely, please just listen. Firstly, I’m sorry I haven’t helped you more. I’ll give 

you the money you need and if I can a job until you get back on your feet” proposed 

Walt. 

“Wow, ok thanks. I don’t like asking for help but I’m desperate. Things are kinda rocky 

for me right now.” 

“I understand. I have a little more I need to say and not much time. It’s going to sound 

weird but please listen and do as I say; do this for me ok Tom?” asked Walt. 

“Yeah shoot, I’m listening” said Tom, curious now. 

“I’ve seen the truth, some umm not so nice things about myself. I’ve been a fool Tom, 

my marriage is a mess, my family. Oh God Amy too. --- Please Tom, please check on 

Rachelle at home. I think she might have overdosed on some pills and find Amy, bring 

them both to Mercy Private. Ask for me there, you’ll understand when the time comes. 

Oh and call Mum, tell her dad says he loves her. --- Everything will be alright. Please 

Tom, I’m begging you!”  

The excessive speed of Walt’s car mirrored his urgency to explain everything to Tom. 

“Jesus Walt, what the hell’s going on?” demanded Tom, freaked out. 

“It’s complicated, just do as I ask. Please tell Amy I love her and I’m sorry I haven’t 

been there for her. Tell her, I promise to be the father she needs from now on. Do this 

for me Tom, please?” begged Walt. 
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“Yeah sure, I’ll drive over right now. Mercy Private huh, you aren’t going to do 

something stupid are you Walt? Like that time in college? --- Walt?” asked Tom. 

“No, it’s not like that honest. I’m just worried for Rachelle and Amy and you and Mum 

and my life, my God it’s all such a mess. Mercy Private, don’t forget. --- Oh shit, I’m 

outta control!----Aaahhhh” yells Walt. 

Tom heard the impact with the tree just before the line cut out. He quickly hung up the 

kitchen phone. 

“Evelyn, I gotta go out, help Walt with some stuff. I won’t be back for a while. Look after 

Kevin okay?” asked Tom. 

“Yeah whatever. --- Hurry back” replied Evelyn sarcastically from the living room. 

Tom paused at the door, closed his eyes and counted to ten. He ripped his keys off the 

hook and charged out the front door. As the rain had set in, Tom walked quickly out to 

his pickup truck holding his jacket over his head for protection. 

Time ticked by--- 

The smell of disinfectant assaulted Walt’s senses and he knew with certainty he was in 

the hospital. 

Tick 

His eyes slowly opened and he looked around the room. He saw Rachelle, Amy, Tom and 

his Mum. They all appeared relieved to see him awake.  

Tick 

Walt smiled back, accompanied by tears of joys streaming down his face. Walt’s body 

ached terribly and yet, at the same time he felt fantastic. 

Tick 

There before him was all that mattered in his world and a chance to set things right.  

Tick 

A changed man, Walter Ricardo wasn’t about to waste another precious second. 


