The Lyrics

It is the smell that eventually awakens me, recycled air with a hint of disinfectant. I am not where I should be and she is not beside me. I can feel the wrap of bandages tightly around my head. There is an itch I cannot scratch, a small shaft of steel is embedded under my skin. I feel cold fluids seeping into my arm. I am propped up right as I open my eyes. Diffuse light from a hallway gives a slight glow to the curtains drawn around my bed and in the corner of my eye the blip of machinery and monitors. A dancing dot rises up and down like an old sing-a-long cartoon. I am alone. I reach for her beside me I feel the cold steel tube railing of a hospital bed.
I am lost in swirl of darkness and pain. I hear a backbeat to a song I know so well. Voices in harmony emerge from a cacophony of sounds yet the lyrics are elusive, other sounds begin to take over, the blip of machinery and the slow rise and fall of a bellows forcing air into me. The song is lost I search for it amongst the fragments of thoughts and memories. Darkness and pain envelope me and all sense of time is lost. 
I dare myself to look forward, at the end of the bed I see him sitting there. I look for some sign as to who he is, a doctors coat or nurse shirt, yet the man at the end of the bed reminds me of a reflection. His posture somewhat slumped, enveloped not in either darkness or shadow but his presence is a part of my consciousness as I know that I am of his, this person at the end of the bed reminds me of me.
I am sure he is me, I can feel him thinking my thoughts I have now as a memory, a memory of this moment of the past. It is a future me come back. There is an instant connection between us, a communication without words. I feel my tongue thick and dry in my mouth, neither my tongue or jaw responds to my command to for the word “Who?” Words are elusive and flittering. Pain flashes through my head. The world around me blurs, moves and shimmers as ripples of pain that distort my perception settle. I am unable to speak, speech is denied to me due to weakness from what it was that happened to me. The world shimmers again with another surge of pain. I am lost in a sense of timelessness, moments feel like hours and hours have passed in mere seconds. 
I feel myself in two places at once, here with the blimp of monitors and at home, lying on my bed dreaming of this moment. I search for her hand, the softness of her shoulder. She is not with me. The lyrics, the song, I cannot remember the words to the song, I know the music, the lyrics are gone, I have to sing them, to let her know, I am here and all is good. I can hear the melody echoing on the edges of my memory, the wail of a mouth organ and strum of guitars, faint memory of her releasing the hold of my hand and her voice lost in the din and pain.
“Keep breathing” I hear his thought in my head almost but not the same as my own, there is a difference to it, like the outer ring of bark talking to the smaller tree that was once inside it.
“Happy Valentines Day.” He says as a sense of sadness could be felt from the me at the end of the bed. “It is Feb 14th for both of us”
“Who are you?” The thought was more resonant that any vocalisation I could give.
“Through the marvels of Mr Johnny Walker and his good buddy coke I am you, sitting on the end of the bed at home, possibly passed out drunk.” Came the answer.
His presence is like the feeling of familiarity you get walking into your own room, you feel the expanse of your presence, I could feel him, as sure as I know my own identity, I know the figure at the end of the bed was me, a future me reaching through to now. “Weird physically at home I am as pissed as a newt, but here everything is clear, sharpened. Sober”
“Whats happened?” I am still unsure how I came to be in a hospital room.
“You just had surgery, they found something in my head, I was hoping for it to be brains but.”  
I try to raise my hand to my head but I cannot move, it explains the bandages. “I remember, I think.”
The memory of a doctor, I was sitting in a consulting room, he explained that there was a risk, a chance that I might die. “I remember” I thought back. A section of the lyrics rise to the surface of my memory as the do the feelings of having my arms wrapped around her, her giggling as my voice whispered the song out of tune.
“Why?” I ask, there is moment of stillness between us, the sound of medical monitors beeping seem to echo in the space between us.
“Cause I am drunk and you are on the best pain killers Medicare can provide.”
“That’s more a how, but why? I haven’t died have I and this is me comeback?” I seem to fade a little and the presence of me at the end of the bed comes back stronger.
“Nope I’m fine, probably going to feel like you are now though in the morning. To be honest I don’t know if this is a memory or a dream, I think it’s a memory, but I only remember it now. It could be a dream, but I remember waking up seeing myself at the end of the bed.”
My mind grasps onto the only thoughts strong enough to demand my attention. “What’s happened? There must be a reason for this?” I ask “You picked a shit time to give me tattslotto numbers, I don’t have a pen on me, let alone the ability to write.” A surge pain sears through me and feels like a burning poker has been pressed against my head. I feel his thoughts reach me beyond the surge of pain.
“Keep breathing, just keep breathing.” I hear the medical monitors ring out an alarm. “Breathe in and breathe out.” His voice, my voice inside my head rides through the surge, the monitors alarms cease and go back to their methodical blip. The blip reminds me again of back beat to the song. My mind searches for a verse, a piece of the chorus. The pain subsides as I feel a tingle where the itch in my arm is and a smell like a sweet chlorine seems to be trapped in my sinus cavity, it is a sweet release. The pain is still there but I am no longer concerned, it registers lower on my attention that the sweet disorientation I am experiencing.
 “Yea it will happen for a bit, no matter how bad that the pain gets just focus on your breathing.” He says, I feel his weight at the end of the bed shift and his hand, my hand gently rest on my leg, at least someone is here. “It will surge again soon, stay focused.”
“Why now?” I need to know, something is wrong either with me now or later, part of me left deficient.
“Your out of surgery, they fixed that time bomb in your noggin” he says.

“Something is wrong though?” A wave of sadness washes over me, a memory yet to happen surrounds me.
“Nothing that much wrong with you, mentally your fine, might even learn a thing or two, though the next few days will be a blur, I won’t remember me coming back here till now. I have no idea why I remember now, could be Valentine’s Day thing I guess. Given the choice I would rather go back and tell a twelve year old me to pull his head out of arse and do some homework.”  He says as we share a smile.
A sense of loss could be felt from the end of the bed, he shares the memory of singing to her. The lyrics came back and merged with the tune in my head perfectly. It was an early Beatles song, she told me it was one of her favourites. 
“Why drunk?” The me at the end of the bed looked away, raw emotion surged through him, I could feel them rising in me.
“She’s not coming back.” There are truths we only admit to ourselves, this is one of those truths. Sadness hit me like a physical blow, It takes a moment to process the thought through the confusion.
“She’s left? What do you mean left?” Panic surges through me. I trawl my fragmented memory searching for the words, the order and tone that would change the future. 
“Why would she leave? Am I whole or has something happened to me?” Pain races through me, blinding me, my heart seems to erupt as I was already missing her and truth of her having left. My lungs and throat burn and my first audible sound escapes me, a cry of “No.” The monitors ring out in alarm and frantic bleeps wail. A solid constant bleep pierces through the cacophony of machinery. A burning surrounds me I feel I am on fire.
My voice from the end of the bed sounds raw, panicked. “Keep breathing, will your heart to beat.”
The world around me fades and I feel the clenched muscle in my chest, I look for the spark, the nerve to reset and I will it it to fire, my heart releases the tension and clenches again. Once more I seek the spot and apply my will, release and clench. I draw cold air into my lungs fearing it will add to the burning with in me. The sounds of the world fade and I feel a weakness settle into me, I should stop fighting it, rest. My voice from a distance place reaches me.
“Together, breathe in, heart pumps. Breathe in heart pumps.” I feel the in-substantial me draw me back to reality, back to life.
Footsteps running could be heard in the hall, Voices yelling terms and words that were not the lyrics, not the words for the song. The sound of curtain being flung back and the world of light and sound is forced upon me. Cold fluids enter my arm and a dizzying sickness reminds me I am alive, my heart releases the clenching feeling and the burning in my lungs is doused. The pain subsides and there I am still at the end of the bed crying.
“Hey you with me?” He asks from behind the hustle of doctors and nurses my future thoughts reach me. 
“I am sorry, so sorry, I knew it was a surge but I didn’t mean to near kill me.” The doctors dispersed one by one and a nurse moved back to her station.
“Did you comeback to save me?”
“I sure as hell didn’t come back to kill me.” He replied
“She’s gone? Will she be there when I get back?” I hoped to at least say goodbye.

“For a little while, recovery will take time. Things have never been easy for you with her.” He says admitting a truth we were both aware of yet never given voice. 
“I understand why you’re drunk?” There is a deeper current below the feeling of loss. “You feel guilty about it, want me to change what happens am I right?”
“Yes.” He admits
“You feel guilty cause your relieved. It was her decision, her actions am I right?” I ask
“Yes.”
“You can’t change her so your here to try change me?” I ask.  
“I guess so.” The future me replied
“I will do you a favour, I am going to sleep and in the morning I will forget I was here, and when we wake up in the morning I am going to accept that it’s going to hurt, but that hurt will not stop me. I will just do what I can to accept it.”
“I didn’t marry her for it to end like this.” I feel the disappointment in his thought, the sense of failure. 
“Why did I marry her?” The song lyrics pulsed through me with every heartbeat. Part of me wanted to hold her, never let her go, to reside in a dream. I did love her but more than that I felt responsible for her. The future me shared the same thought. Our marriage was one sided, I dragged my bride to the altar and when she had a chance, she ran. The relief was in stopping the chase to let go, to catch my breath.
“She is too far gone.” It was not in the distance between us the future me meant. “So what should I do now?” He asked.
“Keep breathing and focus on your heartbeat, find that spot and will it to fire.” I let go, a tingle in my arm and the sweet chloride smell wafted through me. I smile and sleep the white out sleep induced by a cocktail of medications.
