I opened my eyes to utter darkness; in the flash second it took for me to come fully awake, I knew I wasn’t in my apartment.

This darkness was like nothing I’d ever experienced. It was thick, closed, absorbing. Suffocating. I had a sense of what the emptiness of space would feel like. My body floated, aware of its cells disconnecting from each other, as if they drifted in a vacuum but stayed together out of whimsy rather than choice.

Maybe I’m dead, I thought. But if I were dead, how could I think I was dead? 

I’d always been certain that death would bring oblivion, but I still remembered everything. I remembered the pain. I remembered I’d lost the only thing worth living for. I remembered that I’d wished I’d died for the past two interminable years. No such luck. 

If I was alive, then where the hell was I?

I couldn’t see. Either the darkness totally surrounded me, or I’d gone blind from my last encounter with Grant’s Scotch. I scrunched my eyes closed and opened them again. Spots of light danced in front of me and faded back to darkness.

I was lying on my back. Maybe. Where was up or down? I couldn’t feel my arms or legs. I couldn’t even move my head.

I breathed down my panic and tried to concentrate on the moments before I’d passed out. I'd sat in my apartment in front of the tube, packing it in like every other night. What was I watching? Pre-season hockey game, that’s right. Habs against the Leafs. The game had just started. I’d turned the sound off and put Rigoletto in my CD. The players danced to the opera tunes; the coaches sang the arias. Funniest thing I’d seen in a long time.

But I hadn’t lost it. I didn’t scream or break anything. Just got slowly drunk in my own sweet time. Which meant I couldn’t be back in the psych ward at the Royal Ottawa. The memory of a white shape with two heads flashed through my brain.

“Hey,” I threw out to the dark in front of me. “Anybody home?”

My voice fell flat, as if walls I couldn’t see had absorbed the sound. “Okay,” I said through clenched teeth. “Let me up, whoever you are, or I swear I’ll mush your face as soon as I break free.”

In response, sound ripped into me like a tidal wave pounding the shore. Screeches battered my body from all sides. I pulled on my restraints, my only thought to free my hands so I could shut out that godawful caterwauling.

I was swearing up a storm and getting really agitated when the lights went on and the shrieks stopped. It took a few minutes for my eyes to adjust. Not that there was much to adjust to. With my head immobilized, I could only see a small portion of a plain white ceiling. I slid my eyeballs down to my feet, then to the sides as far as I could push them. 

Unrelenting white. 

I twisted and pulled. Wait a minute, I thought, something didn’t feel right. What had happened to the croak in my voice, my proof of dutiful cigarette smoking and hard drinking? Come to think of it, where was my hangover? Apart from being tied up and mad about it, I felt great. Physically, at least.

“Please do not move, John Meter, it impedes your recovery,” a high-pitched voice said.  

“It’s not John, it’s Jack,” I said.  “What the hell did you do to me?”

“But our information indicates John as your given name.  Why would you insist that we call you Jack?”

“Because it’s my name, okay?”  The guy was a moron.  If it was a guy.  “Where am I and what do you want?”

The Voice stayed silent.  I thought it had left until I heard a rustle.  “We brought you here because we need your services, Jack Meter.  But, first, we had to repair you.”

“Repair me? What am I, a toaster?”  I yanked on whatever was holding me down.  “Let me up, will you?”

“We cannot do that, Jack Meter.”

“What did you do to me?”

“You were dying.”

