Delirium (1)
I swung my feet over the side of the bed.
I stared as the people busily walked around with occupied hands.
This glass bedroom was a mystery.

The pores of my cheeks filled with tears
This place held memories but there were no sign saying this is the VA Hospital
I was afraid, wordless, my head full of empty thoughts

An obstinate status women stood at the foot of the bed.
She barked, what is the year, who is the president, can you tell me your name?
I answered with an empty stare and a closed month.

I didn’t know the identity of my visitors
My head held a vacuum of questions as the room filled with excitement. 
I knew these were my people

They brought laughter along with answers to the elusive questions.
The year is 2023, Biden is president.
The person in my skin is Trina Mioner.

I have been here for days, lost from myself. 
They told me I was suffering from an allergic reaction,
Which left me with delirium.

The doctor said I could go home tomorrow.
Does that mean my thoughts would mysteriously reappear.
The fear was paralyzing.
There was no interrelated sequence in my mind.
The absence of thought was so real, a story with no plot.
An empty space in my head called delirium.






