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September 29th, 2006  
Tuesday 
5.47 pm  
 Logan wasn’t a child. A fully grown man, sat in front of me during breakfast today. Dressed 
in a navy jump suit uniform, his raven hair curled around his ears like spilled ink on parchment. 
Such pale skin, you could see the blue-green hues beneath it, pink lips curled downwards into a 
small frown. Hunched shoulders, tense and hesitant. 
 Only his caramel eyes, seemed a little too… aware. His body language screamed 
uncertainty, yet his eyes were as sharp as an eagle – They followed me round the room. There 
wasn’t a moment that I couldn’t feel him staring at me. 
 Plastic toy cars, as well as Lego figurines, scattered the silver carpets. He was a 29 year old 
man. 
  From across the table, he peered at me with child-like curiosity, and all I could do was force 
an uncomfortable smile and avoid eye contact. 
 Under this golden mask lay something darker, deeper. 
 I greeted him, “Hello, its lovely to meet you”, but got no response in return. Just a stone-cold 
face, carved from marble, almost as if he was a statue. 
 After a while, he grabbed his spoon in a tight fist, and started scooping milk into his mouth. 
His handsome face twisting in disgust, every so often. Finished, he dropped the cutlery into the 
empty bowl, raised his head and looked at me expectantly, his head cocked to the right. 
 I now understood what everyone meant, when they said Logan was different. 
 And it sent shivers down my spine. 
  
 Yesterday, Dr Oscar Haney told me that I was now assigned to the patient 2132, Logan 
Kennedy, in the mental health unit.  
 Apparently he’d been in a violent car accident with his family, which resulted in his 
amnesia, and a whole lot of mental problems. He threw tantrums, and was diagnosed with bi-polar 
disorder from a young age. Wrongfully, I assumed he was an adolescent, from all the descriptions. 
But he was far from it. 
 But no-one knew the reason that his family, The Kennedy’s, born and bred out of wealth, 
sent Logan to an asylum. 
 Some sympathetic part of me felt dreadfully sorry for him, but as soon as I heard stories of 
his past nurses, quitting their jobs, and leaving, with mascara stained cheeks – I knew that this 
wasn’t going to be easy. 
 Rumours that he was mentally insane, or deranged, or simply a maniac,  floated around 
me, as I walked down the narrow grey corridors into room 2132. Apparently, he was notorious for 
breaking out of his room and terrorising the workers. 
 I would have to feed him breakfast, lunch and dinner, as well as his medication.  

Since he was finished with breakfast, I then put two pills on the silver tray, and stepped 
back, putting distance between us. Without breaking eye contact, he scooped the pills in one hand, 
and shoved them into his mouth, without water. Everything about him creeped me out. He didn’t 
even flinch. 

I picked up the trey, piling the half empty bowl of milk, and some fruits he didn’t eat. As I 
turned to leave, I heard the softest whisper, “Freya?”. 

My heart stopped beating. I whirled around. He stared at me for a second. The slowest 
smile crept onto his face. And he silently mouthed two simple words “Thank you.”  Then stood up, 
sat on the floor, and started playing with his Lego. 

 
 



 
October 2nd, 2006 
Friday 
8.43 pm 
 It’s been three days since I last heard Logan speak. He’s been utterly responsive and 
obedient. When I gave him meals, he ate them. When I gave him the pills, he swallowed them, no 
questions asked. 
It put me on edge all the time, and I couldn’t help but brace myself or expect him to do something. 
But he never did. 
Not until this afternoon. 
 I was on my way back to my room after my shift. They needed the staff on premises, just in 
case of emergencies. And suddenly the lights went out. All along the hall, they flickered out one by 
one, until I was left with nothing but darkness and the heavy ringing of silence.  
 The alarm went off, blaring sirens and red lights flashing.  
 
“MAY ALL STAFF PLEASE PROCEED TO THEIR ROOMS. PLEASE DO NOT OPEN YOUR DOOR. 
THANK YOU.”  
 
 And just like that, the speaker shut off. What had happened? I tried to slow my breathing 
down and proceeded to walk through the building until I reached the block of small rooms where 
the staff lived. I could hear the frantic cries of the nurses and doctors, and the rapid rush of feet 
from the security guards. I closed the rose-wood door behind me and locked it tight. 
 Had a patient escaped? Was someone injured? All I could do was wait. 
 The silence felt like a life time, but the lockdown hadn’t ended yet. What has happening? 
Slight fingers shaking, I searched for a candle and a lighter on the bedside table next to me. I was 
afraid of the dark. I knew I could stay still for much longer. 
 After an eternity of waiting, I heard the quiet thudding of footsteps. 
They got louder and louder, faster and faster, until it slowly came to a stop. Right in front of my 
door. I knew someone was standing there. 
 The person didn’t make a sound, and I didn’t dare to open the door. And then the knocking 
started. 
 “Who’s there?” I asked. I knew the person outside could hear the nerves and shakiness of 
my voice. It felt like my heart was going to explode.  
 Nothing. No reply. I had an aching suspicion to who it was. And I prayed and prayed that it 
wasn’t that one person I dreaded.  
 After a minute of silence, I stepped back. But then I heard the gentle noise of paper slipping 
beneath the door. 
“Hide and seek. You up for it Freya?” he murmured. Logan. My heart sank to the bottom of my 
chest, still pumping, full of adrenaline. I didn’t reply. 
 I slowly brought the candle close the ripped piece of paper on the floor, and on it, was 
scrawled: 
 
WANNA PLAY? :) 
 
 Suddenly, commotion, shouting and brawling sounded. Then the echoing of handcuffs 
locking together.  
 
 I opened the door to the view of security guards dragging Logan away. His hands behind 
his back, his head turned to face me, a smile never leaving his face, and his eyes twinkling with 
mirth. He winked. And then, he was gone. 
 
 


