
		
			[image: The Workaholic: A Tale of San Marco]
		

	


The Workaholic: A Tale of San Marco
James L. Gagni Jr.
 

Copyright



 

Copyright © 2011 James L. Gagni Jr.
All rights reserved.
ISBN: 978-1-105-43760-1

Dedication



For my wife, Cherry Gagni
You'll forever be my muse.

Acknowledgments
The Tales of San Marco series was a product of blood, sweat and tears. Though not in the literal sense, I really never would have accomplished this if not for the individuals and groups around me.
First of all, my special and deepest thanks go out to my wife, Cherry C. Gagni. Without whom, I never would’ve started nor pursued nor continued this book. Through her ideas, suggestions, constructive criticisms and praises, my stories grew into something more than a thought that I wrote down on some paper. It became something I can finally share with others.
To my parents and in-laws, whose invaluable support, also gave me the inspiration to pursue this project. And they especially gave me the connection to those people who gave invaluable comments regarding my work.
My deep gratitude also goes out to the people who bought the first book I self-published. It is very humbling to receive your good feedback. It truly warms the heart of an author.

Chapter 1
 
"If only the upper management had followed my advice instead of those given by my fellow manager, Malcolm, whose experience in IT cannot be compared to mine, this incident should have been prevented."
Without minding the clacking noise he created as he typed on his computer keyboard furiously nor the words he used, Burt continued to create the electronic mail he planned to send to the bank's upper management. With his raised eyebrows clearly shown above his horn-rimmed glasses, he poured out his frustration towards the e-mail he typed up. He was furious at his bosses for taking the advice of an up-and-coming young manager named Malcolm over his, even though he believed his was better.
"Stupid, butt-kissing braggart. Now, Malcolm, you'll know not to cross me when it comes to my expertise." he said to himself as he clicked the "Send" button and waited for his e-mail to be sent.
Burt then took his briefcase, locked his drawer and stood from his desk. He made one quick pat on his shoulder pocket to make sure his office access card, the one which employees used to get in and out of the bank, was already with him. Then he quickly patted on his pants pocket to double-check his car keys were with him. As soon as he found them, he took a quick look at his watch then smiled, although his long thin face and stretched chin made him look like he was a grinning toothless man.
Burt's watch said it was 11:45pm. "Wow" he said to himself. "Looks like I'm early today." He looked around the empty hall called the "IT area", where rows of small cubicles were compressed in that small hall to fit a hundred or so staff from the bank's Information Technology group. Besides the buzzing computers of some staff which were not turned off, it was otherwise quiet. And empty. And dark. But it didn’t bother Burt. The important thing for him was he accomplished a lot for the day. And since he was going home earlier than usual, he was very pleased with himself. 
"So tomorrow, I get to do more" he said to himself, grinning with his toothless smile as he walked towards the hallway. He tapped a huge white button and released the locks on the IT area's two huge red-colored main doors then opened them. He vaguely noticed the hallway's new red colored carpets which replaced their old brown ones. Not that it mattered to him anyway. He was always too busy planning his activities for the next day as he walked down the hallway towards the lobby.
Burt tapped another button for the next huge red-colored door, turned its knobs then opened them. This finally led him out of the hallway and into the lobby. He smiled with his trademark toothless grin as the night guard greeted him and bade him farewell. As it had always been with their company for years, the bank's IT area was nothing but a narrow, bare-looking box compared to the relaxing ambience and elegance of the lobby. This was because most of the bank's visitors and VIPs never passed by the IT area and the lobby had always been the spot where they always went through. It was decorated with ornate pieces of furniture like the sofa and the vases. Priceless masterpieces from the world's renowned painters hung up on the walls. An artistic fountain designed by a well-known local artist, who also planned the look of the bank's lobby, sat by the sofa area. Although it had been turned off for the night, it still provided a relaxing mood for the lobby. The ornately designed circular steel staircase which led to most of the upper management's offices also stood out as people enter the lobby through its glass revolving doors. Most of the IT employees usually stayed at the lobby, especially during lunch hours. But the receptionist stationed there often warded them off if they stayed for more than five minutes, as per company policy that it should only be for visitors and the upper management. "Good thing it's not really my thing to hang out there." Burt said to himself when he overheard other employees who complained about the "lobby policy".
Burt whizzed through the bank's side glass door, as the main revolving door had been turned off for the night, then he walked briskly along the lush greenery surrounding the bank's small car park. He stopped next to his compact car, parked right between his immediate boss' luxurious SUV and Malcolm’s sports car. He unlocked the doors then got in. He put his notebook computer on the passenger seat, plugged it in and opened it before he even started the car. As he drove out of the gates towards the road, he immediately got into a dangerous multi-tasking mode. He thought ahead with his plans for the next morning and logged them onto his notebook while he simultaneously navigated the road home.
Burt went into his house without turning on the lights and immediately went into the bedroom to wash up and change, his notebook computer in tow. Before he got into bed, he double-checked his checklist. Satisfied with his plans for tomorrow, he slipped under the blanket beside his wife, not bothering to kiss her goodnight as he thought she might be awakened. He fell soundly asleep in just a few seconds.
Burt woke up a few hours later at five minutes before 5am and turned off his alarm clock, as he woke up 30 minutes earlier than the alarm. It was still early in the morning but his mind already actively worked out his daily morning routine. Done in just an hour, he patted on his pockets and made sure he has his office access card and car keys with him. Later on, he picked up his notebook computer and walked towards his wife, who was still asleep. Burt planted a kiss gently on his wife's cheek, being careful not to wake her up.
As Burt drove off to the office, his wife got up and picked up a man's underwear which she carefully hid under the bed, happy that Burt did not notice it. She walked out and knocked on the door of the next room. Moments later, a handsome well-built naked man opened the door and smiled at her.

Chapter 2
 
The lobby's antique grandfather clock banged at 8:30am as a stream of people trickled in slowly. Minutes later, the number of arriving employees swelled as buses which ferried them from a nearby train station stopped in front of the bank's revolving door. Inside the IT area, a first group of arrivals, some of whom were Burt’s staffs, walked into their cubicles. Cassie, one of Burt's staff who had just been employed a week ago, gaped at the sight of Burt. He has once again arrived earlier than everyone else even though he was the only one there when she left very late yesterday evening. With eyes focused on the computer monitor, he was clearly concentrated while he constantly rubbed his long chin as if in deep thought. It was just as if he never left the office. As she slowly settled in at the cubicle just next to her boss, another member of Burt's team, Eddie, arrived as well and noticed how she stared at Burt.
"Don't mind him." Eddie told Cassie as he settled into his chair. "Even if you sit right next to him, he probably won't hear you. Believe me, I've tried that before when he was very busy... It was like talking to a tree"
"Hmmm... It's as if the monitor has got him hypnotized," replied Cassie.
"Yeah, notice the way he constantly wipes his chin... That usually means he's wearing a sign which says 'Do Not Disturb'."
"Wow, really? And this early in the day?"
"Oh well, that's how he has been since I started working for the bank five years ago... Always coming to work early, always going home late. It may be good for the bank and our bosses when he does what he does, but he just doesn't realize it's very, very unhealthy for him. Unfortunately, it has become unhealthy for us, his staff, as well!"
Cassie's eyes widened at Eddie's statement and asked him "Why do you say so?"
Seeing the concern in her eyes, Eddie said, "Well I don't mean to scare you off during your first week here, but I just thought you needed to know... Most people here, especially our bosses, expect us to 'be just like Burt'." He then moved closer to Cassie then whispered. "But how do they expect us to emulate someone who doesn't seem to have a balanced life, am I right?"
"So what did you do?"
Eddie sat back in his chair comfortably, raised his arms slightly upward with his hands facing up as if saying "Oh well" and replied "What else can I really do? I just said to myself 'To hell with it' and still went home on time. I figured I always arrive early and I always finish my tasks, so I should have the right to leave early." He leaned forward, grinned then told Cassie, "Well I sometimes try to stay late in the office, but never more than 30 minutes. Seems to work for me though, the bosses don't seem to mind."
"I guess so, it's been five years and you're still here."
"Hmmm... Looks like you have a point there. Well we better get back to work then before my 'luck' runs out, haha." Eddie then swung his chair and began his work.
Cassie looked back at Burt once again. She saw his boss still wore his busy and totally focused facet and decided not to disturb him by saying "Good morning". Instead she just turned on her computer to start working.
Unaware of the conversations which took place between his two staff just beside his cubicle, Burt stood up wearing his trademark toothless grin. With his left arm nestled comfortably by the other arm behind his back, he walked head-down towards a small open door and into a room which was almost half as big as the IT area, but comfortably sectioned into big rooms. It was the area meant for IT's upper management. Burt smiled as he walked into his boss’ room as Malcolm and Malcolm's boss, along with Burt’s own boss, greeted him. He has just been summoned into the room to explain his e-mail the night before... And he was excited to talk about it.
Several hours later, Burt walked back to his desk with an even bigger grin and opened up loads of different screens in his computer. He then opened up his notebook computer and opened loads of other screens. Unbeknownst to him, his staff Eddie had seen him and spoke to the new staff Cassie about his bigger than usual jovial mood. "It only means one thing..." Eddie told Cassie, "more work for all of us." Burt then picked up the open notebook computer in his right arm and hurriedly walked to other cubicle where Eddie still spoke to Cassie in a low voice. When Eddie saw Burt approaching them, still wearing a broader than usual grin, he whispered to Cassie, "Uh-oh, here we go."
Burt placed his notebook on top of Cassie's desk and said to them, "Have I got great news for you both. The management has finally decided to go with the approach that I've suggested and has given us a chance to prove in a week that my theory works... But I've got a better idea..."
"Uh-oh, here goes something worse..." Eddie said to himself.
"...I've got a plan that we can test in two days!" Burt said to them in an eager manner.
"Sigh... just as I thought..." Eddie said to himself, frustrated at having to stay in the office 30 minutes later than usual. But he faked a smile at both Burt and Cassie.

Chapter 3
 
At half past 6, Eddie already itched to leave the office. He quickly sent the information Burt requested and said to himself he was done for the day. He tapped on Cassie's shoulders, signaled to her he was leaving, then stood up and walked out of the IT area without glancing at Burt for fear he might be called back.
As he plowed through the massive amount of information Eddie sent him, Burt never noticed he has left. It never really bothered him that Eddie goes home early everyday anyway. What mattered to him most was Eddie constantly delivered on whatever was asked of him, and more. Burt sifted through the document attached in Eddie's e-mail on his office computer while he typed away on his notebook once in a while.
Cassie, still unfinished with her research for Burt but already felt very hungry, decided to get something from the nearby vending machine. She looked at her boss and saw him touching his long chin once again while in deep thought. After much consideration, she asked Burt whether she would want something from the vending machine. When she didn't get a reply, she asked him again, this time in a much louder voice. Obviously irritated but otherwise hid it in his toothless grin, Burt looked at her, raised his cold cup of coffee and said, "Thanks. I still have some coffee here." A split second afterwards, he was back to what he was doing. Burt typed away at his computer and browsed while he stroked his chin.
A little hurt by the look of irritation in Burt's face, Cassie went to the vending machine and said to herself she should relax for a while, away from her boss. She sat down on a nearby empty seat and quickly ate through the sandwich she bought, feeling tired and hungry at the same time. As she drank her coffee, she saw Betty, one of the few ladies within the IT department who has befriended her, as she was about to leave for home. A little surprised Cassie was still there while most of the other staff have already left, Betty approached Cassie.
"What are you still doing here? You do know the bank doesn't pay for overtime right?" Betty sarcastically asked, consciously raising her voice for others to hear her. But she smiled at Cassie nonetheless.
"I need to finish something for Burt." Cassie responded to her. "It looks rather important so I thought it might be good for me if I stayed longer."
"And you're planning to stay until what time? Past 11pm?"
"Well... If it really calls for it, why not?"
"Woman, you're burying yourself in a deep hole. That’s what you're actually doing. If you start staying late in the office, 'those upper management morons' would abuse you and expect you to do stay late every single day. You'll end up worse than your boss."
"I don't think I'll let it get to that point. I'll probably stop when I notice."
"Hmmm... I see... Trying to be a hero for your boss, eh? I guess I can't blame you for doing that." Betty's look changed from sarcasm to concern. "But I better warn you though, you shouldn't stay later than 10pm."
As she saw the Betty’s sincerity, Cassie replied to her "I appreciate your concern. But I have stayed up late in my previous job, even until 12 midnight. So I'm fine..."
Betty stopped Cassie midway through her sentence. "Don't you know nobody stays past 10pm in the office during this date?"
"Why? What's so special about today?"
Betty slapped her hand on her forehead and exclaimed "I could not believe no one has told you yet, especially Eddie!"
As the slightly disconcerting look in Betty's face surprised Cassie, her smiling face turned into a look of worry and asked her, "What is it?"
Betty pulled up a nearby chair and sat close to Cassie. "Well, what I'm going to tell you is something I only heard from a colleague in my team. It was said today is a 'special' day for the office building, something which makes everyone, even your boss, stay out of the office before 10pm every year on this date. And since I believed in it, I never tried to test it out."
"Wait... You're confusing me... Test what out?"
"Testing out the theory that ghosts haunt this building every year, on this date, after 10pm ever since the bank moved in here ten years ago."
Cassie, a huge believer in things of supernatural nature, became more curious and moved her chair closer to Betty. "Why? What happened here ten years ago?"
"From what I heard, and I have researched this on the Internet and have found several sources claiming it to be true, the building where our office is now used to be a hospital. But it wasn't just an ordinary hospital... Get this..."
Cassie listened intently.
"...it was an asylum for the criminally insane!" Betty stopped for a moment and looked at Cassie.
Seeing she has captured her full attention she continued, "According to most of my sources, that institution has been here since after World War 2, where the mentally unstable prisoners of war were jailed. The second floor was where the warden, the doctors, nurses and some of the jail guards had offices. The front of the first floor, where the lobby is right now and just behind it where our servers are kept, that was where the softer ones were kept, those who did small to middle-sized crimes. But picture this, the IT area... Guess who were kept here..."
Not looking at Betty but almost through her, Cassie mouthed her response "The worst insane criminals..."
"Right." Betty said, smiling. "During those years when the asylum was being run, our IT area was not a big hall full of these cramped red-colored cubicles. It was several rows of walkways full of these 6 by 6 rooms on each side with no windows and was closed by a heavy metal door with just a small slot for giving the prisoners'... er... patients' food. And the worst part of the building was where the doctors would put the patients under some 'radical treatment method', but in fact, the doctors were trying experiments on them. Guess where this room was? "
Cassie almost blurted it out but Betty said it before she opened her mouth.
"Yup... it's the room where IT's upper management sits. Very fitting, if I do say so myself." Betty scoffed.
Cassie had no reactions to that. She just stared at Betty, picturing Betty’s descriptions in her head.
"Fast forward to ten years ago. According to my sources, it was said that ten years ago today, an experimental cure was being administered to a notorious criminally insane patient. If my memory serves me right, I think he was the office clerk who one day went berserk and shot 15 of his colleagues to death. I even heard he had the names of the victims he intended to kill tattooed on his chest. Too much stress I guess." Betty smirked.
Cassie wasn't smiling. She has become more and more disturbed as each moment passed.
"Anyway, the experimental serum the doctors put on the patient was supposed to stop his heart then revive it a few seconds later. It was their theory that upon reviving the patient, it should wipe out everything that was wrong in their brain. I guess they were trying out our own theories in the IT world that if there's something wrong with your computer which could not be resolved... shutdown your computer and open it again. Looks like they were trying to sort of 'reboot' the patient.
"So there they were, a doctor, three nurses, four armed guards all gathered inside the room while three huge orderlies tied up the patient on a steel framed bed. I heard that it even looked a lot like the bed where prisoners were executed via lethal injection. The warden was also there and so were three other high-ranking asylum officials due to their high expectations for the experimental method. It all went as planned when the patient's heart stopped and was revived seconds later. When the patient came to, he was speaking to them properly. He was also able to clearly articulate his answers to questions which the doctors asked him. Everyone was so convinced the patient was cured that they removed his restraints. Big mistake though.
"Now, the bit about what happened next is very much vague, but all my sources always pointed to a similar ending. According to those sources, while they were assisting the patient in walking out of the room, he sees a photo of one of his victims laid on the table. Some say it was put there on purpose to truly test him. Others say someone accidentally left it there. I can’t really say if any of that was true. Maybe the patient was just really nuts beyond cure. Anyway, it led to the same result. The patient goes berserk, steals a shotgun from one of the armed guards and kills almost everyone in the room, including the warden. Luckily for one of the senior asylum officials, one of the guards was still alive and was able to put down the patient.
"The facility was immediately shut down afterwards, but no news of the real story came out. The official word from the senior official of the asylum, the one who survived, claimed they were closing down the facility and moving to another location as they were informed of plans to turn the whole area around the facility into what it is today, a low-cost industrial park. But, mind you, they moved out of this building months before an official announcement about the industrial park was even truly planned."
Betty slowly rose out of her chair and smiled at how Cassie's face looked now... frightened "So, are you planning to stay here in the office late tonight?"
"Definitely not!" Cassie remarked, almost in a scream.
Betty was already walking towards the IT area's big doors which led to the hallway when Cassie called out to her.
"Was there any reason given why the bank chose to lease this building, despite its history?" Cassie asked Betty.
Betty looked at her scornfully, again making her voice loud enough for everyone else to hear. "Haven't you realized yet what motivates every decision made in this bank? To save money on everything else except the bosses' extra payouts"
With that, Betty smiled at her and waved goodbye.
Deeply affected by what has been told her, Cassie immediately approached Burt and asked if she can leave now and just come back very early the next day.
Burt looked at her and shook his head disapprovingly. He looked at the calendar on top of his desk then glanced at his watch. "Don't tell me you believe what other people say about staying after 10pm on this date." he told Cassie. "It's just a crappy children's ghost story meant to scare simple-minded people." He looked at Cassie and saw she was upset. He knew he didn't mean to call her simple-minded. It was just the way he was. He decided not to apologize but instead let out a deep sigh then said to her "Ok, Ok. Send me what you have done so far and you can go on home." As soon as he said this, Cassie’s face lit up and she ran back to her desk. Moments later, Burt received her e-mail, detailing what she has done so far, which was good but not quite enough.
With her bag already in tow, Cassie stood in front of Burt's cubicle and smiled. As soon as she bade him goodbye, she immediately walked back to Burt. She fiddled with her fingers, obviously wanting to ask him something. Burt glanced at her, unaware he was still stroking on his long chin.
"Sorry for disturbing you, but I was just curious." Betty said to him. "Since you often stay in the office late, have you ever had an 'experience' with regards to this building's past occupants?"
A little annoyed with her question, Burt said to himself the only way to end the lies was to respond to her question. "I had a feeling you were going to ask that. And I guess you already know my answer to your silly question... it's an overwhelming 'No'!". He then immediately went back to review what Cassie has e-mailed to him. Ignoring Burt's annoyed burst at her, she just smiled at him and walked slowly out of the main door, leaving Burt all alone once again that evening.
The grandfather clock in the lobby banged again, the hour has just passed 8pm. Burt almost heard them amid the silence of the empty hall surrounding him. Though he was more of a logical man, he silently wished to himself he won't need to stay after 10pm tonight, just as he had always done for the previous years he had been with the bank. The fact was, he didn't fully answer Cassie’s question. It was true he hasn't had a supernatural experience after 10 pm for the specific date like tonight. But he consciously failed to mention he didn't need to stay late during the years before. However, as he reached the end of Cassie’s e-mail, he realized it was incomplete. Burt would have to finish it and he would need to stay late.
"Damn!"

Chapter 4
 
Burt quickly felt tired as he typed frantically and browsed several documents almost twice as fast as his normal rate. And for the first time, he wanted to go home at that instant. But he was too fixated on what he was doing, on perfecting his presentation. He never realized he had been working straight for several hours. He had been busy consolidating the information he got from Eddie and finishing Betty's research he never realized it was almost past 11pm. When he finally glanced at his watch, he was quite pleased with his progress and was a little surprised nothing out-of-the-ordinary happened to him.
"Lucky me. Looks like those stories are just loads of crap." he said to himself, smiling gleefully in his toothless grin once again.
He felt so crappy for having worked without even a moments rest so he decided to wash up before he puts on the finishing touches for tomorrow's presentation. Burt got up, comfortably placed his left arm behind his back and cradled it in his right arm as he normally did when in a relaxed manner, then paced towards the washroom. He tapped his shirt pocket first to make sure he had his access card with him. Then he pressed on the button to unlock the IT area's huge red doors, opened them and walked out to the hallway. 
The unusually bright lights along the hallway suddenly threw Burt off his stance and gave him a slight headache. Thinking he may just be tired and sleepy, Burt went into the washroom and immediately proceeded to the sink. The flowery scent of the freshly cleaned toilet did nothing to relieve his lightheadedness and in his mind, the smell has worsened it. He quickly turned on the faucet to its fullest, made a cup-like shape with his hands just below it and waited until the clear water filled his hands to the brim. Just before the water went over his hands, Burt moved his face closer to the sink, closed his eyes and splashed the huge amount of water on his face. While water trickled down his wet face, he positioned his hands once again to gather water and splashed his face once more. He repeated this three more times. Eyes still closed but feeling relieved, he wiped his hands over his face, clearing off excess water.
As Burt was about to open his eyes, he heard the soft yet high-pitched sound of a creaking door. For the first time in his life, he felt a spine-tingling sensation inside of him and his usual logical thinking gave way to its more imaginative side. He assumed the noise came from the door to one of the restroom's cubicles. The sound it gave off was not of a door swinging wide open, it was of a door which opened slightly... as if someone was behind it, peaking at him. Burt pushed those thoughts away from his mind and he managed to slightly open his eyes. He stared into his own reflection in the mirror but slowly moved his eyes toward the cubicles behind him and checked each one for a slightly opened door. But to his surprise... all the doors were opened!
"Damn it!" he cursed and stomped his clenched fists upon the sink. He shook his head then said to himself, "Get a hold of yourself Burt. It was just your imagination." He looked at himself in the mirror, smiled with his usual toothless grin, then said "Everything's gonna be fine."
He no longer bothered to get a tissue and instead wiped his wet hands on his pants. Burt walked hurriedly with his head down out the door and into the hallway. He kept his mind busy with thoughts of his presentation tomorrow, partly because he wanted to keep the “bad thoughts” away. He went straight to the IT area's huge red-colored main doors then took out his door access card. Surprise hit him when he couldn't find the access card reader next to the door which should have unlocked it. But he was horrified when he realized the huge red-colored door which used to lead towards the IT area was no longer there! In its place was a rust-stained metallic blast door, much like those he saw on nuclear bunkers in war movies.
Burt immediately looked at the floor and saw it has changed from the carpeted floor he was so used to walk on for the past few years into a plain-looking cemented floor. He turned around and finally saw the dimly lit and damp hallway. He walked slowly forward, past the gray-painted wall where there used to be a door to the washroom. Though clean, an eerie feeling emanated from the dark hallway, lit only by a single incandescent bulb that often flickered on and off. Small pipes ran along the sides of the wall beneath the upper floor. Water dripped from some of its joints and dampened the already moistened wall and floor. The single blub flickered off, lasting a few seconds. When it switched on again, images of the building's history suddenly flooded Burt. His mind almost burst with overwhelming information of what he has heard, and researched as well, about that fateful night exactly ten years ago. Before his thoughts got out of hand, he quickly bolted for the door in front of him. He knew it should lead him towards the lobby and out to his freedom from this nightmare.
Burt reached the door. It was still there but only appeared to be more rustic and older. He quickly held on the rusty knob of the left door and turned it. The knob snapped off the door causing Burt to fall down on floor. He looked up and saw a gaping hole where the knob once was. He peered through it and expected to see the lobby... hoped to see the bank's lobby. Instead he saw nothing but a massive blob of infinite blackness. Burt hopelessly sat down on the cold cement floor, laid his back on the door, put his hands on his head and cursed loudly.
"Damn it! This is impossible! Utterly impossible!"
Almost on the verge of weeping, he looked forward and saw the rust-stained metallic door on the opposite side of the hall. It was where the IT area used to be. He secretly wished it was still there as he remembered there was an emergency door beyond it. He made his way towards it and almost sprinted. With no access card to unlock it, his mind quickly suggested there should still be an unlocking mechanism somewhere. Unable to find it, he threw himself against the huge doors in utter frustration. There was a strong crunching metal sound. He suddenly realized what the sound was... the metallic door budged.
"It's unlocked."
Burt shoved the door once more and it budged again. There was now a bit of space which he was enough to see through. He peaked and squinted against the door's opening but he could not see very well. Frustrated, he gave the door a harder push and it finally opened to an enough width for him. Without a moment's hesitation, he went in and squeezed through the gap in the door.
As Burt made it across, a long, cramp walkway instantly greeted him. It snaked towards both left and right, surrounded by rows of rooms on both sides. What used to be the open space of the IT area filled with small cubicles has turned into a chamber full of prison cells. Burt walked along the gray-colored cement walkway. A single but heavyset metallic door locked each cell, similar to the one which supposedly led out of the hallway. Overhead, a single low-powered light bulb slightly illuminated the path. As he passed through each cell, the gnawing thought of the building's past history as an asylum kept crawling back to him but he constantly pushed it aside. With every step he took along the walkway, the further he got into the chamber... And the noisier it got inside each of the cell.
Burt's curiosity took over reason. He approached one of the quiet ones, curious as to why it was so. He came closer to the metal door. Burt found only one way of looking through it, via a small rectangular hole on the door. He moved his face closer to it. He unlocked the hole's cover, carefully slid it open, then slowly peaked through it, barely seeing the dark room inside. He half-expected for a face to suddenly appear but all he saw was a bed and shadow on top of it.
"Probably sleeping," he said to himself.
Burt carefully closed the sliding cover. His overwhelming curiosity took over him totally. He walked over to the next one, peaked through it and saw the same thing, although the shadow was shaped differently. He walked once again and moved over to a cell where there was a little noise. When he looked through its door, he could make out the shadow of someone sitting up in their bed. It curiously looked left and right and mumbled something but he couldn't make out. But what got his attention was how oddly shaped whoever it was on the bed, seeming like it was tied up or something... Something...
"Something like a man wearing a straightjacket!" As this revelation came to him, images of how the criminally insane were once housed in the building flooded through him again. Once more, he pushed it away from his mind. As he stood up and walked over to the next room, the room at the corner suddenly got his attention.
The noise there was a little different from the others. He walked over to its door as he slowly heard a moaning voice from inside. It was much louder than the others... And from what he made out of it, much more painful.
Burt stooped in front of its door, slid open the cover and peaked. To his surprise, he didn’t see anything or anyone. The noise also seemed to have stopped. He shifted his gaze from left to right but only saw an empty bed.
"Well that's disappointing..." he said to himself as he expected to see something oddly different.
At that moment, a face suddenly appeared out of the darkness straight towards the hole he was peaking at. The resulting shock he got caused him to shuffle his feet backwards and he almost fell over. Luckily, he has moved backwards just enough for him to crash onto the metallic door of the cell across it. But it caused a loud bang. As he sat down on the floor, Burt heard the sound of different noises slowly emanating from the rooms. The noise of those inside the rooms slowly rose and so did Burt's level of fear. Jeers, wails, taunts, cries for help... the rooms' occupants all seemed to have risen from their beds, moved towards their doors and started shouting. Losing the courage to explore further ahead for any other exit, he ran back to where he came from. He knew he can still squeeze through the door and come out into the hallway. But to his horror and surprise, it has closed once again.
"Damn it!" Burt cursed under his breath. He cursed repeatedly as he pushed hard on the door but it would just not budge. He looked to his right and saw another cemented pathway leading to a small wooden door. With the increasing noise from the rooms heightening his fear to an almost feverish level, he ran towards the wooden door and hoped it will finally end this hellish nightmare he was having. As soon as he was within distance of the door, he reached for the knob. He quickly opened it, went in and locked the door.
Burt put his whole weight on the door as he leaned on it with his head bent down. It took him a few more moments then he realized there were others with him. He shivered from the onset of fear going through his spine but he gradually worked up the courage to glance behind him. He slowly turned around to look but froze in place from utter shock. What he saw was something even his complicated mind could not comprehend. His brain seemed to have shut down and he just stared.
The room was full of people but something was off about them. And it was not just because they didn't seem to have noticed him. They appeared to be ordinary men and women yet they looked like they have just been ripped off from a very old magazine. Some walked to and fro or did something while others just stood there, as if they were just watching. The men who were walking looked like business guys who wore glasses and straight suits. Considering the uniforms they wore, the two men who stood on either side of the room looked a lot like guards. Two women who looked like nurses assisted another man who seemed to be a doctor. But what got Burt's attention was who the doctor seemed to be working on.
In the middle of the room was an oddly-shaped metallic table and its sides were long enough to put someone's arms in. The tall burly man in his 40's who laid on it constantly babbled and tried to pull on the restraints that kept him in place. Except for the inaudible words he said and the tattoos on his chest, which sounded like names of people, he appeared normal. Just then the doctor picked up a syringe full of a creamy white substance, stuck it into the neck of the patient and plunged every single drop of it in him. Burt quickly covered his ears and closed his eyes as the patient went into a fit and threw gut-wrenching screams. The man squirmed left and right, wounding his arms and legs as he struggled against his restraints. The heart rate monitor next to him beeped wildly but slowly faded. Burt found the courage to look on once again as the patient's screams and flailing movement died down. The beeping heart rate monitor flatlined seconds later.
For a several moments everyone just stood there. They looked at the patient, seemingly waiting. Unmindful of why they all just stood there, and knowing deep in his gut they were not really aware of his presence, Burt walked slowly towards the dead patient to get a closer look. He seemed to Burt like a normal man...except of course for the...
"...names tattooed on his chest." he whispered to himself. Like an opened dam, floods of images about the building's mysterious and horrifying history rushed through his brain as he fully comprehended what was happening before him. He was currently in what the building was years ago, an asylum for the criminally-insane. And worse, he was reliving the moment when a terrible event happened exactly ten years ago, right smack in the middle of it. And the patient in front of him was...
"...the prisoner who killed the people in the asylum!" His mind screamed at him upon this realization and he carefully stepped away from the patient. But just as made his second step, the heart rate monitor suddenly beeped back to life but with a much, much faster rate. While Burt stepped backwards, all the others in the room stepped forward towards the prisoner. Everyone else was astounded as the doctor asked him several questions to which the prisoner responded properly. While the doctor asked him a bunch of other questions, the prisoner humbly requested for them to release his restraints. He claimed his arm wounds hurt a lot. With this, the doctor looked at a man wearing a suit who readily nodded at him with a smile. As the doctor motioned the two armed men to remove his restraints, Burt moved steadily back towards the door. He tried to scream at everyone but no one heard him.
"He's not yet cured, you stupid bastards! He's gonna kill again! He's gonna kill again!"
As the guards removed the restraints on his feet and left arm, the patient casually conversed with his doctor, occasionally touching his wounded arm. But as soon as his arms and feet were free, he reached for a guard, took his gun and killed him. The other guard was not able to quickly respond so the patient shot him in the shoulder and threw him towards the wall of the room. Panic spread throughout the room amidst screams of pain and horror. The patient went on a killing spree and one by one, his victims fell on the ground.
Burt continued to bang on the door, which oddly became locked from the outside. He looked on in horror as each one in the room was gunned down. He turned around and screamed frantically at the top of his voice, shoving and pushing against the door.
"Let me out of here! Damn it! Let me out!"
As the noise of the shooting died down, Burt looked back and saw the patient throwing the empty gun away then slowly walked towards the other guard to pick up a new bullet-filled gun. As the patient did so, one of the suit-wearing men, bloodied from his wounded knee down to his feet, immediately crawled on the ground towards the door... towards Burt! His eyes shifted back to the patient who has bent over the guard lying on the floor, getting ready to shoot again. All of a sudden, an image of a similar scene from the stories he has heard flashed in his mind.
"... the guard lying on the ground isn't dead yet. While the prisoner tries take his gun from him, the guard will shoot and kill the prisoner before he dies as well, leaving only one survivor..."
Burt smiled in his toothless grin as he remembered what was supposed to happen, momentarily forgetting the confusion and fear of how he saw it unfold right before him. "I need not to be scared 'coz he'll be dead in a moment." He looked on at the patient and waited for the patient's death to happen as the other wounded man agonizingly inched closer to the door.
However, instead of being killed by the guard who was lying down, as Burt assumed should happen, the patient just picked up the gun from the guard and looked at it. He removed its safety then shot the guard in the head twice. He then stood up and walked slowly towards the crawling man.
"No!" Burt screamed. "You were supposed to die! You were supposed to die!"
The patient seemed to have heard his shouts as he suddenly stopped walking then looked in his direction. With a slight smile on his face, the patient walked towards him. As he passed by his crawling victim, he pointed the gun and shot thrice, instantly killing him.
Panic and fear pumped adrenaline back into Burt. He turned around and hurled his whole body weight against the door. The impact made a huge dent on it and shot splinters all over the room. Burt screamed at the top of his lungs as he pushed through the wooden door for the third time. The wooden door finally broke open. As the patient drew near him, Burt walked back a few more inches then lunged through the hole in the door. He crashed into it and fell down on the floor of the walkway.
There were splinters in his hands as blood gushed from the wound on his face. Despite lying on his face, Burt pushed himself up slowly. Just then, a heavy weight landed on his back and crashed him back down. Even with his face shoved on the pieces of wood on the floor, he craned his head to the right and saw as the patient forced him to the ground. As he moved in and out of consciousness, Burt only slightly made out the huge barrel of the gun pointed directly at him. He craned his head once again to try and plead with the burly tattooed man who stood over him. But he stopped when he saw the patient smiling at him in a freakishly entertained way.
"Damn it! He's smiling at me! Damn..." he said to himself just as the light faded from his eyes. Then there was darkness.

Chapter 5
 
Just as the lobby's grandfather clock banged at 8:00 am, along with only about two people from other departments, Cassie arrived and swiftly tapped her access card into the card reader and opened the doors to the hallway. She promised Burt she would arrive very early but she did not. So she almost sprinted along the red carpets of the hallway, tapped into another card reader and opened the huge red-colored doors into the IT area. As Cassie quickly dropped her bag onto her desk and opened her computer, she noticed Burt was already there.
"As usual, I guess." Cassie said to herself.
When she remembered she should have arrived earlier, Cassie let out a deep sigh then slowly walked over to Burt's desk with her head down. She knew she needed to apologize. When she raised her head, she noticed Burt wasn't in his usual morning form. Instead of being busy, he just sat in his chair while both his arms hanged limply on his sides and his head hanged in front of his chest.
When Cassie saw he still wore the same shirt from the night before, she said to herself, “He must have fallen asleep in his chair.”
Along the hall of the IT area, several employees have already come in. As she fought back the fear of a possible backlash from Burt, Cassie stood next to him, intending to wake him up.
As she tapped on his shoulder, Burt’s whole body slumped back on his chair, lifeless as a fallen dry leaf. As Burt's head fell on top of his chair's headrest, two small spiders crawled out of his gaping mouth. Cassie let out a frightened scream.
Burt's open eyes only stared upwards blankly, full of confusion, full of fear.
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