	Muted sounds of people passing in conversation, heels clicking against waxen neat flooring outside the door roused me.  I opened my eyes to be greeted by stark white walls, silver bedrails...a hospital?


	I sat up with quite a bit of discomfort, and reflexively reached to my head.  Other than the persistent pain in my chest that breathing seemed to cause, I felt okay.  I didn't feel any diff...


	Wait.  Who am I?  What's my name?  What do I do?  Where is my life?  I frantically racked my brain.  Everywhere, everything was easily identified: bed, button to call for the nurse, bedpan, one of those machines that beeps at the dramatic moment of death or near-death, like in those hospital dramas.  Did I ever watch hospital dramas?  As easily as I could identify everything around me, I could not, however, recollect any of my own information.


	The button.  Go back to the button and call the nurse.  It buzzed the way I expected it to.  Not that I really knew what my expectations were.  And a bored-looking brunette came in, wearing a once-starched uniform.  She stifled a yawn, shot me an apologetic look and asked in a friendly tone what I needed.


	"I need to know who I am."


	Her eyebrows pulled together in uneasy sympathy.  "I'm sorry, but..."


	"You don't know either.  Does anyone here know?"


	She shook her head and came over to pat my hand.  "I'm sure someone will be down to I.D. you soon.  You were in a bad traffic accident.  Not many people survived.  You have that at least, hm?"


	"Yeah.  I...I am glad I'm not dead.  I suppose.  I mean, I don't really want to be dead but..."


	"You'll figure it out.  Sometimes it's just temporary."  She smiled automatically.


	"Yeah.  Th-thanks.  Um...how long do I need to stay here?"


	"Well, you bruised your ribs up pretty badly, and we can't just let an amnesiac wander around by himself.  If someone doesn't come in to figure out who you are...why, I suppose we'll just...umm...."


	"Cross that bridge wh...if we come to it?"  I could never resist helping a damsel in distress...I suppose.  "How long was I out?"


	"Hm? Oh, let me look..."  She hurried over to the door, apparently glad of something she knew how to do, and pulled the chart off the wall.  "According to this, you were admitted about five hours ago."  She smiled warmly over the top of the clipboard.  "So you must be getting hungry, hmm?  Want me to bring you something?  The food here really isn't as bad as they all make it out to be."


	"Um, sure.  Just...whatever.  I don't want to be any trouble."


	"Oh it's no trouble at all!"  She hustled cutely, perhaps too cutely, out the door, stopping only to quickly replace the chart on its hook near the door.


	It was a disappointment to say the least.  My memory might or might not come back; someone might or might not show up to tell me who I was.  And whoever I was, I didn't like this feeling of powerlessness.


