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“How many fingers am I holding up?”

     Nav couldn’t quiet see who asked her the question.  She had woken up in a fog of pain so intense that at first her eyes wouldn’t focus.  Eventually, in the dim light she could make out a face.  It was a Cheshire cat of woman grinning ear to ear.  She held up four perfectly manicured fingers and asked again, “How many fingers am I holding up?”
Nav’s head drooped and she tried to look at her own hand.  It wouldn’t move and when she pulled hard the pain intensified.  She looked at the bloody stump where her hand should be.  She looked up and saw the woman was holding her severed hand with the thumb bent back.  She began to scream.  The woman giggled.

“You’re no fun.” Cheshire Woman said as she pushed a rag over Nav’s mouth.

     “Okay everyone, let’s make a monster.  We each take our part and add it to the pile.  Let’s see what we can make.  I’ll throw in a hand.”  The soft voice sounded like a teacher from some black and white movie, and Nav was sure that she was still sleeping in some punctured state.  Until the feeling of a wet splatter and her own severed hand hit her face.  She struggled against her bonds, pulling any way she could and stopped when she saw there were two other people in restraints.
They were all strapped to metal tables, the one to her left had no eyes and the one to her right was missing his entire face.  Adrenaline soaked her in a pungent mess and she fought harder against the bonds, her stumped arm almost slipping though the cuff restraint before a strong and feminine hand pushed it back into place and tightened it.
     Lights were slowly turned up into a staggering brilliance, and Nav recognized from her own experience as a surgeon that she was in an operation theater.  An old one, by the looks of it.  Behind the glaring lights Nav could see the brown and stained alabaster ceiling and the top row of ancient wooden seats that were empty.
     
     The Cheshire Woman was the closest to Nav.  Her face was round and white like the moon, just as cratered.  It was framed with long greasy black hair from under which two jaundiced eyes peered.  Two other faces leaned over Nav, each as grotesque as Cheshire and both female.  
     “I sew on an ear.  Then you add a leg.  You lend a hand.” The Thin Sister said.  Nav was already making names for each of them, categorizing them so when she escaped, and she would, she could make sure in identifying them.  Thin sister was as pale as the others, with a pinched face and eyes that were different colors, one purple the other green.
     “We each add our piece.”  Bertha belched.  Her face was doughy and mottled, and she kept reaching into a bag of marshmallows, popping them singularly into her gaping, rotted mouth.
     “Open the wound so that we can sew on the pieces.” Thin Sister told Cheshire.  Nav heard it first, the popping of stitches being ripped instead of cut, and then the pain came.  Fire laced up her arm and she blacked out from the pain.
     Nav didn’t know how long she had been unconscious for, but it couldn’t have been for more than an hour, she was sure.  Her eye’s rolled in her head and she struggled, screaming for help.  The two other people strapped to the tables screamed as well, but no one except the Weird Sisters seemed to be able to hear them, and they seemed to be gone.
     Every part of her body felt like it was burning and she could feel lacerations and cuts throbbing from her legs to her scalp.  When she moved her hand, or where her hand had been, there was a dull clanking sound.  She pulled harder and harder, looking around for the Sisters as best as she could.  Her eyes stopped when she saw the upside-down shadow of a tall, long legged abomination standing in the top row of the operating theater.  His face was handsome, and that was the most disconcerting part of him, for it instantly showed a clear cut on either side of the face that was stretched onto an oddly shaped head.  It was like a monster wearing the face of a model, trying to pass as human.  She screamed and struggled again, fighting the urge to vomit, fighting the restraints, fighting and fighting until the monster left, and then she fought and screamed some more.
 
     Nav awoke some time later, and again she couldn’t tell how long she had been unconscious.  Momentarily forgetting that she had been restrained, she lifted her right hand to her face and stabbed herself in the cheek with a knife.  The shock snapped her back into reality.  She was free from the restraints.  She rolled off the operating table and fell to the floor, throwing her arms out to brace herself but she had no hands.  Or, she did not have the hands she was born with.  The stainless steel surgical blade that had been grafted onto her right arm in a permanent prosthetic glanced across the concrete floor, and where her left hand had been was a strange machine with a small flywheel and a series of thin metal cables running up her arm that attached to a series of leather straps that crisscrossed her upper body.  The machine let out series of rhythmic clacks that called to Nav, the sounds of her grandmother using a sewing machine to make felt dolls and little dresses for her.  Awkwardly she pushed herself onto her legs and knelt in unholy prayer, staring at her limbs in shock and awe as the cut on her cheek bled into her gaping mouth like communion wine.

“Yes.  That’s the way.  Get up.”  Cheshire Lady came out from a pile of bodies that Nav hadn’t been able to see while strapped to the table.  Two fresh corpses, the other victims in this farce, were at the top.  Cheshire Lady glided to her, her body wrapped in loose and bloody scrubs that seemed more like a hospital gown that dragged on the floor, and Nav couldn’t see her feet or legs moving.

     Screaming, Nav launched herself at the grinning moon, slashing with the knife hand.  As fast as Cheshire Lady was heading toward her, she now flung herself back.  She wasn’t quick enough and Nav jumped at her, knocking Cheshire to the ground.  The sewing machine hand rattled and spun in her left hand as she punched over and over, hacking with the knife hand and matching the rhythm.  Nav didn’t even notice the third arm protruding from her stomach that swung feebly in anger. 


“That’s it!  That’s it!  Very good!”  Sister Thin cried, clapping.  She and Bertha waddled up to Nav, a set of needles and thread clutched in Bertha’s fat hands.  She held them out to Nav, probing her to take them.

“Sew on a piece.  Add your part.  Let’s make a monster.”  She drooled slightly, and Nav saw that Bertha’s lower half of her face didn’t match the structure of the rest of her.  “Come one.  Add your piece.”  Nav stood up on legs that were much stronger than her original ones, and towered over the bloody and gasping Cheshire Lady.  Staggering back, her mind filled with hatred and revenge, Nav made her way to the pile of corpses and began poking through the pile, her third arm grabbing what she needed.  Once the ragged piece of human detritus was chosen Nav went back to Cheshire and straddled her prone torso.  Bertha deftly slapped the threaded into the sewing machine hand and stepped back as Nav went to work.

“We’ve made an excellent monster.” Sister Thin rasped.  
“I wonder what she’ll make of us?”  Bertha stuffed another marshmallow into her mouth and giggled. 
