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      This was supposed to be the easy part. All I had to do was drive with her there, sign her over to Nurse Ratched, leave and get on with my sad life.  Why is it so hard for me to be in the car with her?  Why can’t I pretend that she isn’t there?  I tried for hours to look out the window and watch the road pass by, but I kept hearing the same thumping noise over and over again.  “Charlotte!”  I shouted, “would you please stop hitting your head against that freaking window!”  I said with as much hatred as possible in every word. “Who’s Charlotte? I’m not Charlotte I’m Hannah, and who are you?”  I know Charlotte had serious issues but this Hannah personality was really starting to get on my nerves.  “Sophie, where are my green peppers?” Charlotte whined, “Charlotte for the last time I don’t have any green peppers so please stop asking me.”  I said. 

       An hour passed and I couldn’t help but look at my troubled sister, the sight of her was truly scary, it was so scary that it would haunt my dreams and thoughts forever.  Her red hair was sticking out in every direction in a messy ponytail and I could see the bald patches from when Charlotte; or should I say Hannah, pulled out chunks of her hair.  Her gaze was crazed as if she was about to kill someone.  She had red marks all down her face.  She looked deadly thin, but that was because all Charlotte will eat is green peppers, not sure why but she won’t eat anything else.  Her skin was pale almost purplish-blue from the lack of sun.  Her clothes were way too big and her hands were shaking like an earthquake.  I’m so glad I’m getting rid of her today. “Charlotte?” I said “how many times do I have to tell you, I’m not Charlotte I’m Hannah!”…….”no!  I’m not Hannah I’m Charlotte!”……..”If you call me Charlotte one more time I swear I’ll kill you!”……”No!  I’m Charlotte and Sophie is my sister and we are going on a trip.”……..”No!  I don’t have a sister and we’re not going on a trip, we are going to the crazy pen!”……”No!  Hannah that’s not true!”……..”Charlotte we killed your parents and now all we have is each other!”……..”Hannah that’s not true! Sophie tell her that’s not true!” 

      I looked at my sister with big eyes while she was having this conversation with herself and felt a lump in my throat. Although Charlotte did kill our parents she doesn’t think she did, the doctors told me that my sister has two personalities; one is my sister Charlotte, and the other one is a crazy killer named Hannah. They also told me that Hannah was slowly taking over my sister’s mind and that I had to admit her to an asylum before she kills again, and next time it just might be me.  I wanted to hate Charlotte, especially Hannah but as sisters we have a bond that can never be broken, and so I struggle because I do love her but the burden of taking care of Charlotte was too great and I can’t handle it. Charlotte can’t help the way she was born and I’m not sure the asylum can either. “Sophie please don’t send me away.  I swear I didn’t kill them, I would never do that!” Charlotte pleaded.  She looked as if she were about to cry and it broke my heart into a million pieces…”Don’t you dare start crying, you know you wanted to kill them too!”……”no Hannah I didn’t!” I looked down at Charlotte’s hands and saw chunks of red strands. Charlotte and Hannah fought a lot but the fights never lasted long, because they were usually about green peppers Hannah hated green peppers but Charlotte loved them. 

      I continued to look out the window and ignored the thumping sounds Charlotte was making. I didn’t have the energy in me to yell at her to stop.  As I looked out the window we passed a sign that said “10 MILES to McLean ASYLUM.”  As soon as I saw that sign all I could think about is “One Flew over the Cuckoo’s Nest”.  Just then I noticed that Charlotte’s thumping began to increase and I realized that she was probably aware of her impending doom.  My flurry of emotions ranging from sadness, relief, fear and now doubt began to flood my mind as we got closer to the place where her horrific living hell would begin.  I suddenly felt déjà vu, I had lost my parents and now I was going to lose my sister. I couldn’t help but feel a since of helplessness and loneliness. I started to feel depressed when we pulled into the drive way and got a repulsive feeling in my stomach. When the nurse came out to get Charlotte I grabbed her and said, “Excuse me Miss, I would really appreciate it if you would give Hannah green peppers during lunch. But make sure when you give her green peppers that it is not Charlotte because, she hates green peppers…”the nurse nodded in agreement as she pulled my sister along.  I waved goodbye to her, and as I walked away I couldn’t help but smirk realizing that I had killed two birds with one green pepper!  

