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 Rebekah woke up screaming.  
 The room was dark, but her eyes filled with a vision of white lab coats and stainless steel. 
Sterile. Terrifying.  
 She sat up and shook her head, attempting to dislodge the images trapped there. A quick glance 
at the clock showed it to be 2:00. Too early to leave, and too early for sunlight. 
 Please give me sun, she thought. Please. 
 She swung her legs over the side of her bed, massaging her neck. She could almost feel the 
knife slicing into her. 
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 Rebekah groaned inwardly and shoved herself off the bed. She padded to the door and turned 
back, indecision throbbing through her temples. I can't go back to sleep, she thought. I'll dream again, 
and it will come back. 
 Rebekah smacked her hand against the side of her head. I don't need to be thinking this, she shot 
back. There's nothing I can do to change it. 
 The nightlight in the hallway glimmered as she tiptoed past it, towards the clinking in the 
kitchen. Clinking meant one thing. 
 Her father looked up, bleary-eyed, recognition dawning on his face when he spied her. “Bekah, 
what are you doing up?” 
 Rebekah choked. Hot tears welled in her eyes, but she blinked. I will not cry, she thought. 
 “I can't sleep,” she got out.  
 Her father nodded. “Come with your mother and I,” he said, holding his hand out to her. 
 She took it.  
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 Her mother stirred as they entered the room. “Dave, what's happening?” 
 “Bekah can't sleep,” he replied. The room was dark, but Bekah could almost feel her mother's 
eyes open wide.  
 “Come here, honey,” she said, holding out her hand. Rebekah climbed in. The air was chilly,  
nearly cold.  
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 4:30 came too soon. Her father rolled out of bed and groped for the flashlight. “It's time, 
Bekah,” he murmured. 
 Her mother reached out a hand. “You still have fifteen minutes. Leave her here; you go start the 
car.” 
 He nodded and left the room. 
 Fifteen more minutes, and Rebekah lay there petrified.  
 White coats. Stainless steel. 
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 Her father reentered the room, fully dressed. “Okay. We need to go.” 
 Rebekah sat up and felt the adrenaline rush through her veins. The space where the one, solitary 
thought had been in her mind was now filled with thousands of thoughts, clamoring for attention. Hear 
me, they said. Hear me. 
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 She got dressed and braided her hair into two tails. The style made her look ten again. Ten was 
a good year. She had been reading the encyclopedia at the library; reading about the Canadian 



provinces. 
 Her eyes were dilated, nervous, frightened. Her brain was skittering here and there, trying to 
avoid the one all-consuming idea. 
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 Her family was gathered around the kitchen table when she came out. Her sisters, her parents. 
Her father took her hand and said, “Let's pray before we go.”. 
 Rebekah squeezed his hand and took her mother's hand in her other. They both felt like ice.  
 She barely heard the prayer. She assumed it did her father more good than her, since she could 
concentrate on nothing but avoiding the obvious. 
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 They raised their heads and looked at one another. Her sisters were too sleepy to read the panic 
in Rebekah's eyes. Rebekah felt too numb to cry. 
 They stepped out into the frozen November dawn. Her breath fogged in front of her, and she 
smiled to herself. Smiled until she felt the spider-thin threads of thought break through. 
 White coats. Stainless steel. 
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 She clutched Twisty to her chest and felt the fabric of the doll's bonnet beneath her cheek. 
Twisty had taken her through difficulties before, and she held a lot of memories. Some good, some bad.  
Today would top them all.  
 Her brain shied away from that image, and she slipped on the ice. 
 Her dad grasped her elbow. “Careful.” 
 Rebekah yanked open the car door, cringing at the snap it made. The icy air echoed, making her 
every move feel amplified. Scrutinized. 
 Her dad started the car, and they pulled slowly out of the driveway. The horizon of the 
pavement glowed a dusty, ethereal pink. The leafless branches clattered together. 
 They tried to make conversation, then gave up. Rebekah was too numb for talk. 
 Her father drove through Dunkin Donuts to get a coffee, apologizing to Rebekah for it at the 
same time. They both knew she couldn't eat until after. 
 After. 
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 They turned up the music. It felt wrong, somehow, to have drums and bass throbbing through 
the speakers within while the hush of early morning reigned without. The juxtaposition of it burned 
into her mind as they passed houses, streets, lampposts. 
 They both made more small talk as they woke up – Rebekah as the adrenaline grew, her father 
as the caffeine kicked in. They passed a brightly-colored car shop. 
 “Why would they paint a garage bright orange?” Rebekah mused. 
 “Dunno,” her father replied, navigating an icy turn. They could see the skyline of Providence 
now, looming before them. They practically knew this route by heart, they had traversed it so many 
times over this past year.  
 The adrenaline kicked into high gear. 
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 The ramps clanged and groaned as the early-morning commuters sped in. Her father merged off 
of the highway and onto the twisting back streets, searching for the hospital. Rebekah started breathing 
faster, her mind going in circles. Tight, compressed circles. Always returning to that one thought that 
she refused to think. 
 They pulled into the parking garage and her father switched off the car. The sudden silence was 
deafening. She put her hands to her ears and felt her hair coming loose. The doctor had told her to braid 
it loose. It made it easier for the -  
 White coats. Stainless steel. 



 I will not dream, she thought. 
 The elevator groaned as they picked their way across the garage. It was sparsely filled. Five 
o'clock was still early, even for the capitol. Her father  halted in front of the elevator and depressed the 
button. 
 The elevator creaked and shot its doors open. Rebekah carried Twisty, and her father carried her 
bag.  
 Not that I'll need it, Rebekah thought as the doors clanged behind her. I'll probably not need it 
for the week I'm here. 
 The doors slid open and they were left standing in the lobby of the hospital. The bright, 
fluorescent lights beamed down onto the shined linoleum; too painful for five in the morning. Rebekah 
squinted against the glare and followed her father down the maze-like hallways. 
 The receptionist took one look at Rebekah's white face and her doll, then asked her to sit down. 
Rebekah sank into the chair and concentrated on breathing. 
 The paperwork felt like torture to the ticking clock in her head. By the time they stood up and 
left the office, she felt like screaming till nobody could hear her anymore. Screaming or sleeping. 
 No. Not sleeping. 
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 They gave her two hospital gowns and some shapeless, tube-like compression socks with grips 
on either side. Rebekah dressed quickly, rubbing her hand over the back of her neck. 
 Probably the last time I'll feel it unscarred, she thought. 
 She padded out into the prep room. White. Steel. Too close to the nightmare. 
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 The anesthesiologist sat her in the chair and began placing the glue in her hair, explaining as he 
went. Rebekah blocked him out. She didn't care what was going to happen, so long as she didn't have to 
think about it.  
 They started walking down the hallway. Rebekah, her father, the medical team. It felt like 
leading an army into a war.  
 Someone creaked the doors open, and Rebekah got a glimpse of steel. 
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 As the doors swung further open, she saw the linoleum, the fluorescent lights, the chair. Her 
doctor came forward and shook her hand, as though this was another visit. 
 “Ready?” he asked encouragingly.  
 Rebekah nodded, despite feeling sick. She tried to not look around. 
 I will not dream, she thought. 
 They lifted her into a chair, and she saw them bringing the anesthesia mask towards her.  
 Then she saw the bench, with a little hollow for her head. The bath underneath it. 
 This is my dream, she thought. 
 She started yelling, pushing, screaming. Twisty fell to the floor. 
 “I WILL NOT! I CAN'T! LET ME OUT! PLEASE!” 
 They had her arms, her legs. The mask worked its way onto her face. 
 “I will not...I...” 
 White encompassed everything. The epitome of the dream. 


