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1 - Need

Downwar d Spi r al

Disclainer: | dont claimownership of the Friday the 13 " novie series nor
t he characters thereof.

Waiting was the nost unbearable thing in the world for Panela, especially
when it came to things like this. Waiting for her husband to get home was

wor se than when she had to wait for Dr. Briggs test results. Panela busied
herself with small, uninportant tasks around the house to keep her nerves
toget her. She had al ways been a very nervous person even as a child. Her mnd
kept showing her little novies of all the ways that Elias could take the
news. She knew her husband was an understandi ng man, but she couldnt be sure
of how understandi ng he woul d be about sonething like this. After all, this
was their first child.

For a nmonment, Panelas mnd fluttered up an i mage of her nother. She could
see herself sitting in the gray toned living roomwhile her nother, al
dressed up in a sonber gray dress with her red hair in a bun, sat at the

pi ano, pounding out a drab classical tune. She could hear herself telling her
not her the same thing she would have to tell her husband that afternoon and
she could hear her nother s icy response, Another failure. She wouldnt

even turn away fromthe keys to | ook at her while she tal ked. | m not
surprised, Panela. Youve |let nme down so nmany tinmes before, It cones as no
surprise to ne that you cant even give nme a normal grandson.

Panel a had been scrubbing the kitchen counter at that nonment. When she

t hought of her nother s tonel ess, heartless voice and cold, uncaring
expression and she ground the sponge harder and harder onto counter surface,
as if trying to scrub away the thought. Her thoughts were broken by sonething
poking her gently in the ribs. She placed both hands on the bit of pudgi ness
just below her waist. Dont worry. | wont tell her about you. | dont even
talk to your G andnot her anynore. she spoke soothingly to her unborn baby.
She felt a flutter of novenment in her belly and a snmall bul ge nudged the pal m
of her right hand. She noved her hand slightly downward and the little [unp
followed it. Panel a gasped, fascinated. Even in the wonb it seened her child
was reaching out for her. Al the heartache shed felt a nonent before

vani shed. You dont even care, do you? she asked her baby. You dont need

a grandnot her |ike her anyway...



Panel a pi cked up on her own words. That one word in particular. Need. It was
a word her nother used a | ot.

You need to be nore |ady-Iike, Panela.

You need to handl e your own probl ens, Panel a.

Youre a burden, Panela. Your father and | dont need your constant
failures... and frankly we dont need you. You should be grateful we even
bot her.

Panela tried very hard to hold back the tears. She couldnt | ook upset when
Elias came in. Hed know sonething was wong. She needed to break it to him
calmy but her nerves were tied in knots. She had to cal mdown. She had to
stop thinking all these terrible things. She would have to stop thinking
about her hateful nother who didnt need her and start thinking about the
unborn child who did.

At that nonment she heard Elias drive up. Now cane the nonment of truth. She
woul d have to tell Elias what Dr. Briggs said about the baby. He woul d have
to know that their child was not going to be like other children. And he
woul d have to understand. He would sinply have to.

Months later. ..

Wai ting was the nost unbearable thing in the world for Elias. He was a
patient man for the nost part but this was sonmething different. He wasnt
waiting for a bus or waiting in line at the bank to cash his paycheck. For
t hose things his patience would be never-ending. No. This was sonething far
nore serious. This was his first child. The other fathers to be that sat in
the waiting roomw th himseenmed equally nervous. Sone were veteran fathers
who tried calmng the others down with pictures of their other children and
reassuring tales of the day they net their first born. But their words and
pi ctures brought Elias no confort. He knew that all the others didnt have

t he sane burden that he did. They were all expecting normal children.

Elias mulled over the things that Pamela had told him Their child would be



def ormed and possibly nentally retarded. He wasnt so nuch worried about his
sons nental handi cap, but his deformty was what unnerved him How bad woul d
it be? Eliass mnd went through terrible nightmare visions of what his child
woul d | ook |ike. Then he asked hinself a very inportant question... could he
still love his child in spite of his deformty? Elias was horrified and
deeply ashamed by the fact that he didnt know how to answer.

M. Voorhees. a female voice interrupted his thoughts. A nurse was standing
by the open door and | ooking right at him Wen Elias realized that she was
talking to him he rose fromthe chair so fast he nearly knocked it over. He
al nost bul | dozed the young nurse when she didnt step out of the way in tine.
She smled at his nervousness thinking how sweet it was that he was so
anxious to see his new child. Surely he would be a wonderful father. She
pul l ed the door closed and | ead himdown the hall. In the waiting room one
of the veteran dads chuckl ed. Look at the guy go! Hes so excited he cant
see straight! The other dads grinned at each other, knowing that it would be
their turn soon
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