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Alone she awoke on a cool wintry evening.  Was all the white around her snow?  No, this place was too cruel to be snow; too menacing to be associated with the sweet vanilla-flavored snow cream that her mother used to make.  The white in this place was too clean, sterile.  Glancing around, the fluorescent lights briefly blinded her.  How did she get here?  As her eyes refocused, she was able to make out shapes in the white.  She wasn’t standing, but rather lying down.  Why was she in a bed?  Yes, it was a bed.  It wasn’t the cold, hard floor as she might fear (though this metal bed with superbly white sheets wasn’t much more comforting than a cold, gray floor).  Attempting to rise she realized she was in a room.  Was this a hospital?  An empty room; was that all it was?  No, not empty.  She was in the room, and most certainly there was a bed beneath her.  On her left, a silver chair with powder blue padding sat lonely, empty.  

How long had she been here after all?  A metal table sat to her right, empty save a dusty telephone.  But who could she call?  A tall silver pole with a bag of fluid sat to her right as well.  As she followed the tube protruding from the bag, she found that she was connected to it.  How long had the IV been in her wrist?  A flashing memory swept through her mind like a lightning bolt.  As if it were an out-of-body experience she felt she was watching herself fall to the floor, passing out after so long without eating.  She had refused any nutrition, any sustenance; she couldn’t allow anything healthy to enter her body.  But this IV in her wrist, just what was it putting into her bloodstream?  In reality she still felt weak, but at the very least she was able to sit up.  Was she in this room because of anorexia?
As she surveyed her other wrist she noted a bandage.  What could she have possibly done?  Another lightning flash of memory and she hears a shriek escaping from her own mouth as a rusty razor sinks into her pale flesh.  Why had she done that?  If anyone cared for her, surely it was them who had found her and saved her from herself.  But if anyone cared why weren’t they beside her now?

Again glancing around the room she notices a mirror.  Stretching her stiff legs over the cold metal bars of the bed, she pushes herself to her feet.  A minute of dizziness passes as she collects herself.  Step by wobbly step, she hobbles to the mirror, clutching the rolling IV stand so as not to cause any additional pain that ripping out an IV can cause.  But how can she know that?  Looking into the small, powder blue trimmed mirror, she sees an unfamiliar face staring back.  Who is this person with jet black locks of hair extending to her shoulders?  The hair is so unkempt and tangled.  The pale pink lips can’t belong to anyone she knows.  The color isn’t healthy like the rosy red lips she had after a full day of sledding with friends.  The skin tone is so light, as if the body hasn’t seen real sunlight in months.  The weak blue eyes stare into her own as she comes to the horrific realization that this unfamiliar person is herself.  Where were those friends?

A lightning flash, and again she is graced with a memory.  The sweet smell of a pastel pink rose lifts her spirits.  It was the corsage that clung to her matching pastel gown on the night of the dance.  What about her date?  He was gone.  He’d taken drugs again, just like all the times before.  She’d begged him to refrain from partaking of those mind-altering medicines.  She recalled the crying, the pleading.  The stern look he gave her as he slapped her and told her to shut her mouth wouldn’t escape her memory.  She loved him.  She didn’t love staring into his handsome face knowing that he wasn’t himself.  Why couldn’t her love pull him away from all the bad things in his life?  The lightning in her mind still flashing, she saw him ram into that tree.  She saw the flames rise from the vehicle, enveloping the black mobile with a red glow.  She saw the medics arrive on the scene, the explosion.  She knew he was gone.  The pain felt reliving this memory was unbearable.  She’d attempted to follow him home; she knew he could never make it home while so utterly out of control of his own brainwaves.  How she wished she’d been mistaken.  She just wanted to hold him in her arms again, but she couldn’t.  She watched the box containing his body be lowered into the ground while the mass of black-clad folks pretended to be distressed at the loss.  They were indifferent.  She had tossed the wilted and browned corsage into the ground after him.  A rose to remind her of his love was not something she desired to look upon.  She regained control over her memories and was back in a hospital room.  

How did she get a nurse in here anyway?  Surely there was a call button…somewhere.  As she made for the bed she reached for what appeared to be a call button.  She hauled her body into the bed, collapsing into her thoughts.  She was still very weak and in dire need of more rest.  As she drifted again into a state of unconsciousness, the same dreams repeated themselves.  Over and over, her memories cycled through her mind; even to the point she felt he was alive again.  For a moment she felt loved.  Only a moment and she was forced back to reality.  A crash in the room, metal upon an icy floor, reverberated through her entire body.  Rising up her head, her shoulders followed, until she was sitting upright on the bed.  A white-clad figure crouched in the floor retrieving the clip-board of vital signs and other necessary pieces of information necessary for a hospital stay.  The figure was a nurse, ornamented only by a basic white knee-length button-up dress.  She stood and became paralyzed with fear as the realization struck that this girl had awoken.  The nurse’s brown eyes twinkled and her pearly teeth showed as she smiled at the blue-eyed girl.  The girl noted that this nurse had a brown bob for hair, and that her knees quaked with nervousness.  When had she become so observant?  The nurse only shook as invisibly as she was able, attempting to cloak the fear that held her bones together.  Step by tiny step, she backed to the door, reached her right hand behind her while clutching the retrieved clipboard with her left hand and turned the door handle.  She inched the door open—still masking her fear with a smile—until she was free from the girl’s glare and into the open hallway.  As the door closed the girl could hear the incomprehensible scream filling the void outside the nurse’s mouth with sound.
Why was anyone afraid of her?  The nurse, in her stint of panic, had alerted a more mature nurse seemingly capable of handling the situation of this suicidal anorexic female who simply needed the reassurance that she was loved.  The nurse, with her frosted brown hair tucked neatly under a traditional white cap, similarly attired as the former frightened nurse, stepped into the girl’s room.  The nurse only attempted to motivate the girl into choosing life over suicide.  Why were people she didn’t even know so worried?  What had she done?  The girl only smiled and shook hands with the nurse, pretending she actually understood the events taking place and had undergone a change of heart.  What had happened, and how in the world could she have a change of heart when she only knew that her heart beat and was devoid of love?  

So many questions were on her mind as she slipped under the covers and into that same unconscious thought.  Another lightning flash of memory usurped her mind.  It was the first time she met him.  The clarity of the scene caused the tears to well up and fall on her physical body as she was overtaken with memory.  She remembered the way he held her in an embrace, not ever wishing to let go.  Then as he knew it was time to depart, he leaned in for a kiss and pulled apart.  There weren’t fireworks with this kiss, but she had a comforting sense of assurance.  With her lips pressed to his she felt loved; she felt alive.  When she was with him she felt that she had a purpose in life and could do literally anything she desired.  But her consciousness regained control and she was forced to live in the grim reality that he was dead.
Staring into the fluorescent lights in her wakefulness, alone, she couldn’t help but cry.  What had she done in her life to be afforded such painful retribution?  Was this simply preparation for something to come?  Lifting her thin arm, she extended her pale finger to the call button that was on a white remote attached to the right side of her bed.  She was ready to find out where people she knew were at.  She questioned this nurse that entered, appearing identical in dress and happy facial expression as the nurses who had entered before.  However, this nurse hid blond hair under her little white hat.  The nurse was evasive and seemed preoccupied.  The most information that escaped her parted peach lips was a manifestation of sounds that conveyed the message that this girl’s family had been alerted to her new-found state of consciousness and would arrive in the evening to take her to their new home.  What time was it anyway?
