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He woke with a start. Squinted eyes strained to see through the foggy atmosphere. Blurred white, like clouds but grayer, was all he could see. As he widened his eyes in order to better assess the environment, tiny black specks floated through the air. Dragging his tongue through his dry mouth, he searched for the distinctive tastes of alcohol or chemicals. There were none. No cravings for drugs or alcohol existed in his mind or body. Do I like alcohol? What about drugs? A cold glass of water and a clearer view of where he was: that’s what he wanted. A faint smell of Italian seasoning filled the air, but no scents of liquor or unusual chemicals. In a total daze and state of confusion, he stared at the chalky expanse above him, feeling the warm, cushy surface beneath his body, which seemed a little bruised. 

Sunlight streamed into the room. Where was he? Altered, and in unfamiliar surroundings, thoughts ricocheted through his head: Was I drugged? Am I an addict? Is it possible that whatever drug I took or was given had left no obvious traces? The whole situation was perplexing, and at the same time, disturbing. It was accomplishing nothing to consider these things, to which he had no answers, other than making him feel a little nutty. He tried to yell out for assistance, but his parched mouth refused to cooperate, emitting only unintelligible sounds as though it was stuffed with marbles.

Disoriented, he lifted his head and examined his immediate surroundings, recognizing that he was lying in a bed. He started to get up, and then feeling his rubbery, heavy legs under him, allowed himself to fall back into it. He wasn’t going anywhere for a while. With intense pain running through his head, weakened hands reached up to inspect it for injury, revealing a smooth scalp. No hair at all. Even the skin on his face was silky and hairless. Maybe this will pass. This can’t be happening. These fleeting thoughts vanished as he realized he had no idea what his name was or what he even looked like. Adrenaline surged through his body. Beads of sweat covered his face. Even through blurred eyes, the tiny particles of water leaking out of his palms were visible upon close inspection. His heart pounded, and not being able to move about freely, panic mode was set off in his frazzled mind. Why on earth would I not know my own name? And who has no recollection of how they end up somewhere? Once panic took hold, he was unable to shake it and began a downward spiral into an abyss. The silence was deafening. What if I am stuck in here forever and die fully alone, never to be found? His memory was gone for the most part. No recollection of learning anything. Walking, talking, past birthdays, friends, family, or events. This overwhelming void was downright emotionally paralyzing, but he had to do something.

Knowing that he wasn’t steady enough to walk, he slid off the bed and crawled pitifully alongside it, in search of anything that might help him identify who he was. Nothing. Just nothing. A pair of pants lay in plain view, not far from the bed, sitting on an elegant wooden chair. He made his way there, reached into the pockets, and pulled out a brown leather wallet. Other than fifty dollars in cash, there was no identification. Great! This makes no sense. Why would someone bring me here but leave money?

He hadn’t been thinking clearly since he had woken, and there was a moment of lucidity when he questioned if perhaps he was in a partial dream state or fully asleep. Dream or not, he was going to have to think hard and develop a plan. Maybe he would wake up and realize this was all an illusion. A few moments passed, and he had decided to just let himself lie on the floor. It was best to do nothing and let his mind go blank. Then, he would remember or wake up. He cocked his head to the left and saw an end table next to the bed. Staying on his back, he inched toward it, mainly because he noticed an object with a red light on it. He wanted to reach it to see if it might provide a way of calling on someone to help him. It looked like a phone, and he knew how those worked, despite having no phone numbers in the confines of his mind. Finally an idea that had potential.

He grabbed the receiver and held it to his ear. No noise came from it. “Damn!” he shrieked. “Is it not working or what?”

He pulled himself back on the bed and lay on his side facing the phone. Next to it was a laminated sheet filled with writing. He read what he realized were instructions for using the phone: To reach an operator, press 9, wait for the dial tone, and then press 0. With deliberate moves, he pressed the 9, waited momentarily, and then pressed 0. The phone rang and rang. No answer. 

It occurred to him that he really had no idea what type of place he was in at all. Was it a lodge? A home? A motel? Why would the phone have instructions next to it on dialing an operator? The instructions fell out of his hand, behind the table, and out of sight. His head began to throb. With no memory of much other than how to think and move, and perform simple, automated operations like dialing a phone or following instructions, how was he to know anything about his past or present situation? Back to square one.

Questions began to whirl through his mind. What type of person am I? What do I do normally during the day? Is someone looking for me? Do I work? Do I have kids? It provided minimal comfort that he had some mental faculties, but not enough. Everything turned to faint lighting and his hearing dimmed. His world turned black. 
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WITH A JOLT, HIS EYES opened spontaneously, while rapid body twitching shocked him back into consciousness. The setting sun struck his tired eyes, momentarily blinding him. Once the sunlight faded, he could see that he was in a large room with colorful pictures on the wall. Shades of yellow, green, red, and brown caught his eyes, which now could focus, but struggled to read the words on the vase in one picture. “Vincent,” he muttered.

Sunflowers. A flash of a boy picking sunflowers traveled through his mind. Was that a memory or what? His eyes scanned the room, covered in well-arranged prints. They rested on a familiar picture, filled with swirls of yellow, blue, white, and green.

“Van Gogh,” he said aloud. “Vincent Van Gogh. A famous painter. At least I know that.”

Pressure and pain wrapped around his abdomen. Looking around, he searched for a restroom. He didn’t have time to consider the wall of decoration. He had to go, and he had to go now. Without thinking, he spotted a door and walked briskly toward it. Looking both ways upon his exit, he noticed another room down the hall and to the right. The toilet was in plain view, and he rushed to it, as warm droplets trickled down his leg. Throwing the toilet seat up, he freed himself and a violent rush of liquid flowed from his body. This was the first moment of relief he had experienced since his initial waking. His body relaxed, and reaching forward, a tired hand pushed down the metal lever. Swirls again. In the corner of the large bathroom stood an oversized round bathtub that easily accommodated two people. Opposite the bathtub was a sink, a tile countertop, and a large mirror just above it. He stood in front of the mirror, staring into it, waiting to recognize the man looking back at him. Bald, short, stocky, and muscular. A brown-colored birthmark was on his forehead, just above his left eye, about the size of a penny. He had longed for the moment when he could see himself—this would spark his memory—but similar to the place in which he found himself, his face was unrecognizable, like that of a stranger. Looking down at the counter, he saw a razor, a small pair of scissors, a bottle of shaving cream, and a bar of soap. A lot of good this stuff will do me. With the turn of the faucet handle, water flowed out and he splashed his face many times and took several gulps of water in his cupped hands. The pictures in the bedroom had revealed more than an image of himself had. Terror gripped him again, and he froze momentarily, after which he decided that this was the time to find an exit. In a frenzied state, he ran down the hall. Midway and to the
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