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Uuuuuugggghhhhhhh!  Why does it feel like EVERYTHING in my body exploded at once?  My skin feels as if I’d been jerked, at the absolute last second, from feverish and starving flames before being entirely burned at the stake.  

Lying here, a shredded pile, all that remains is goo, sadly attempting to move anything.  To offer any sign of life I’ve heard someone pleading...no, several someones have been speaking around me asking for the same.  I don’t think I can get my eyelids to twitch.  My mind is trying but my body...we aren’t on the same page currently, and I can’t...why?

Although, if I can feel pain, hope is not lost.  I can feel EVERYTHING, so I know I survived whatever.  Unless this is all in my head and I’m trapped like this.  NO!  I can’t be a literal potato!  Oh God, please tell me this isn’t my funeral. Hhhhhuuuuuggggghhhhh my head!

“The machine’s beeping faster.  I think her med is wearing off.”  Oh, my baby boy...ow-wow, ouch...I hear you!  Hold up...MACHINE?  MEDS?  What on earth is going on here?

“Are you sure we should allow her to fully wake?”  An older, husky, almost haggard, male voice continues with a burdened sigh.  I know that voice...wait a....  “My daughter is not pleasant nor easily cooperative.  Especially if in pain.  This is...my God, it’s beyond imagination.  The looks of her, I’d ready security for a combative patient if she can move at all.  They allow them to arm up, by the way?  I’d suggest a dart gun at minimum.”  

POPS?!?!  How did my father get here?  Why is he here?  Better question...where is here?  Right!  My son had been instructed, by me, to call ONLY his grandfather for an emergency contact.  However, the rule always was EXTREME emergencies, so what’s this?  

Oh yeah, I had a minor delay after work.  Noooooo-uuuuugggghhhh, it’s starting to come back, and I don’t recall it being a truck grill heading towards my face, but I feel it!

Wait...what did my father say?  Holy shit!  I better not be plugged into anything, clinging to life and still feeling all of this.  Un-freakin-believable!  If that’s the case, NO ONE better trip over any cords!  I have a full calendar, responsibilities, and I am NOT done yet!  AHHHHHH!  HEAR ME PLEASE!  I am captive in my own skull!

A throat clearing followed by a very surly voice penetrated my panic attack, halting all thoughts.  My functioning senses, aside from PAIN, hyper focusing on my surroundings as I listen closely.  “We only need a few moments with your daughter, sir.”  

I can’t see jack and I’m freezing from the head down.  Shuffling sounds, crisp dress shoes on a tile floor as if the man shifted uncomfortably on his feet.  Bet he’s in a suit.  Wonder who he is?  He seems tense and he’s just standing around.  I can trade!

“We have asked the doctor be present to ensure we don’t push if she’s not in good condition to answer.”  That unrecognizable voice added.

“She may wake with amnesia as bad as the doctor reported so far.”  My father remarked sharply with a mix of anger and sadness in his tone.  “They’ve been icing her entire head all night and her eyes may still not open.”

The familiar sound of him running his calloused working hands over his bearded face kept my mind from churning over the bits of information I am getting from eavesdropping.  I envision him stroking that damn beard in thought.  Hard eyes locked straight ahead and distant as he always did when his focus went deep.

The other fella quickly agreed.  “That is why we requested the physician’s presence, sir.  Our only option for now is to, at the very least, ask if she can point us in a direction to continue our work while she heals and eventually, can better tell her story.  We’re nearing a brick wall for leads, sir, though we have narrower theories, and I’m not resting or stalling out while that clock’s running.  Her condition needs to be noted as part of the case no matter how this may go.  Better we personally check on her for our reports.”

I heard a hard breath and that same voice seemed to be reassuring.  “As a father myself, please understand your daughter’s wellbeing and ensuring she gets justice is paramount as I would care for one of my own.  That said, as a private citizen off the clock, I’d like this solved before it happens to another.”

“We appreciate this greatly.”  My father sighed heavily, and he either sat down or was moving to stand.  

I didn’t hear his telltale pacing, so he must have sat or is standing perfectly still.  No matter how stoic Pop’s appeared at all times, that tick always betrays his shield.  The more his mind simmered, the speed he wore a pattern into the floor.    

Pops cleared his throat and notes uncomfortably.  “I am aware the farther out we get from the...incident, uh...the more difficult this becomes for you too, officers.  You are doing a tremendous job allowing us to focus on ours, which is getting our girl healed and home.  My apologies if I seem gruff.  I’m old, protective, and no matter her age, she is my only baby girl.”

Officers?  Plural?  Who else is here?  Are these police officers?  Explains the sounds of rustling suit fabric, hard-soled shoes, and respectful tone while everything is still calm.  What did I do?  What do they need to ask me?  What incident specifically?  They mean tonight, right?  Actually, there was a lot that happened after I clocked out, errr, I think that was last night according to Pops and that icing my head comment.  

What do these suits know if they’re almost out of gas on their trail, according to unfamiliar voice number one.  Ha, and something was said about alerting security.  They need backup against me as bad as I feel?  Well, if anyone’s here to point fingers, that’d be smart to prepare because missing my skeletal system or not I AM OUT!

“Understood.”  I heard that other voice reply to Pop’s last statement.

Just a sec...I caught something else.  Pops, what was that old man suggesting?  ‘Getting OUR girl healed and home’?  Who’s home?  When?  EXACTLY who is WE?  Why is my son so quiet?  We BETTER be going to our home.  Our lives are here.  Damn kid...argue with that crazy old fu...

A rapid succession of beeps from one side of me blared like an ignored alarm clock and the snooze button’s broke.  Next, I hear a gasp and muffled swearing to my other side, chair legs scraping the floor, pounding boots, and a set of skate shoes coming closer.  Behind that and to my other side, a commotion of movements and sounds moved in.  Hands!  Pain! 

Air squeezed from my lungs and head throbbed to near explosion.  Confusion hit and my thoughts swirled as my name was spoken in several voices.  Both my birthname on my chart and my nickname always as Pop’s “Princess”.  Initially, I couldn’t recognize the agonized blood curdling scream cutting above the ruckus.  

My goodness...that’s ME!  The pain is slicing through my brain like an axe, and I can’t think!  God...what happened?  
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Scurrying sounds all around me.  Hands holding me firmly, that my eyes refuse to open to see.  Ohhhhh, my arm...that stings!  

I felt the immediate rush of medication, for what, I can only pray is sedating at this point.  Though attempting to soothe all those voices around me, the pain was suffocatingly overwhelming.  My body thrashing and contorting as if at the will of another.  One final yelp and my body collapsed, sinking into the bed with immediate exhaustion.  

I’d barely caught my breath, and my eyes flicked open, covered in sleepy haze.  Blurry but identifiable shapes bustled around before me.  I spotted my father and my son, blinking rapidly to clear the film, so I could see those wonderful faces at my bedside.  A person with a bright, white lab coat to my other side readying a light to shine in my eyes.  He did and stepped back.

Coughing when I tried to speak, my throat dryer than Death Valley, I finally managed.  “Hey, Pops.”  Which made my father and Mr. White Lab Coat blow out huge breaths of relief.  My son could only wave, half smiling, but that made me giggle and thankfully his smile widened, seeming comforted I was back.  

Oh, my poor son.  He’s not so little anymore but his face right now...he’s my baby boy and scared for his momma.  Hell, I’m terrified!  I never wanted him to see anything like this.  Life hasn’t always been so kind
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