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The cool, quiet serenity of the night is
blasted by the pounding of footsteps on the sidewalk. You turn
toward the sound behind you, the darkened storefronts on your right
sweeping past your vision in a quick blur, when you feel the sudden
hot shock of impact, the riving of flesh, the pain surging down
your spine. A howl of pain and fear rips from your mouth as a pair
of hands grabs at your shoulders and arms from behind. A pale,
featureless face bobs hurriedly in front of you, and you feel his
hands probing your pockets and tearing out their contents. A sharp
scream rends the air, and you realize it is you, crying for help.
The hands let go, the bobbing face disappears, you are suddenly
unable to hold your own weight and you are falling. A second later
there is an explosion in your skull and the world is red and
boiling.

From far off you can hear the sound of
moaning: monotonous, unceasing, chantlike. There is blackness, a
thick palpable black--suddenly dotted with specks of light. The
night sky...dim, hazy, as if seen through a film of gauze. You
realize again that the moaning comes from you. Beyond the moaning,
footsteps clatter away down the sidewalk.

With the awareness that you have been
assaulted and robbed comes the renewal of the pain, with that the
sensation of a warm stickiness draining beneath you.

Why? This couldn’t happen to me. Why? Won’t
somebody come and help?

Your eyes strain from their filmed-over view
of the sky to look out and ahead at the blank, black-walled
buildings across the street. A light winks on in the blankness, a
figure is visible in silhouette against it. Help me...your
brain says the words and your mouth works vainly to shape them. No
sound comes out. No sound at all, save for the thrumming moan that
seems to have a will of its own, uncontrolled and undirected.

Your eyes roll up and back in an effort to
see behind you. Through the film there is the expanse of night sky,
a blur of stars, the searing red pain behind the eyes. Move your
head. You pause to marvel at that, at having to order yourself
to perform the most natural, mechanical task. But you set to it as
if it were the most strenuous task you ever had to perform.

Sound rolls over you suddenly as if you had
just awakened from a dream, a gaggle of voices blending and merging
into
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