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I dozed for a bit when Lisa left and was roused by a nurse retrieving my lunch trolley. Soon afterwards I received a visitor from my doctor, who nodded a brisk greeting and removed the clipboard from the foot of my bed. He studied this for a moment and then peered at me over the rim of his spectacles. 'How's the headache?'

'Much the same. Like my head's being crushed. But the pain killers help …'

He pursed his lips, looked thoughtful.  'But otherwise you feel okay? You have mild concussion, but your skull's intact – no fractures. And the cut on your cheek will soon heal. You can go home this afternoon. But you need to take things easy for the next week or so – and next time, don't have so much to drink …'

'Wasn't drunk. Someone pushed me – from behind. Some stranger.'

'Well, just be more careful when you're out on the street at night.'

He replaced the clipboard, nodded to me again and left the room.
Busy guy, I thought. But the good news was: I would soon be going home. Didn't fancy being hospitalised.

I tried browsing the magazines Angie had provided but my brain found this tiring, and I was dozing again when Rachel sailed back into the room. She unclipped the bedside monitor from the pads on my chest – 'You can take those off yourself,' she said, 'so I don't make you say “Ouch!” '. Then she told me to get showered and dressed, that my father would be calling for me in an hour.

But first she had me sit on the edge of the bed while she replaced the dressing on my cheek with a flesh-coloured plastic strip and said to leave this undisturbed until the stitches were removed. 'It's not a deep wound,' she assured me, 'and the scar will scarcely be noticeable. You were very lucky.'

'I know,' I sighed. 'I could have lost an eye …'

I felt a mite unsteady on my feet when I stood up and a mite woozy in the head, so I moved around for a bit to stretch my legs and to ease the dizziness. Then I showered and got dressed.

Dad was waiting for me in the visitors lounge and looked relieved to see me up an about. He'd signed my discharge sheet and quickly steered me out of the building and into the waiting Beetle.

'How are you feeling?' he asked as we drove off.

'Bit groggy. But that'll soon pass. My head hurts, though …'

'Not surprising. That was quite a wallop you copped. Nurse gave me some painkillers for that. You think someone pushed you?'

'I know someone did.'

'But not who it was, right?'

I nodded. And didn't say anything else until we arrived home.

Angie gave me a quick hug and promptly took charge.

'You're in here for now,' she said, guiding me into Dad's study. 'You'll find the spare bed more comfortable than the camper. And you can rest up in here when you need to …'

'Sorry to be a nuisance,' I mumbled.

'You're not. The fall wasn't your fault– just bad luck, being accustomed by some drunken idiot. Few minutes earlier and it might not have happened. Just take things easy for the next few days, okay? Doctor's orders. I'll set up your TV on the desk. Anything else you'd like?'

'Right now, I'd just like to lie down for a bit. I get awfully tired …'

'Go right ahead.'

I stretched out on the bed. This was so much better than being trapped in a hospital bed - I had Dad's bookshelves and the James Dean poster for company and I was home.

'How will you manage at the bookshop?' I asked.

'We'll be fine. Adrian's volunteered to do some extra shifts – and Erika's offered to help out if needed...

Why was I not surprised by this news? Dad had said she was angling for a job at wordsmyths and she'd seized her chance. 'Makes sense,' I said. 'Seeing they both live upstairs …'

'I told her she'd have to dress down to work in the bookshop. Micro-minis may be her style, but they'll distract customers and take their minds off the books. It's jeans and long dresses for her if we do decide to employ her occasionally. But we'll discuss that later …'

She placed my small TV on the desk and left the remote on the bedside table, along with the magazines and paperback. And when she left the room I dozed for a bit, the pain in my cheek and head now reduced to a dull ache by the sedatives. 

I was fast asleep and Angie gently roused me when she brought my dinner. 'It's nothing fancy,' she said setting the tray on the table. 'Just some grilled fish with salad and some chips on the side. If you're still hungry when you've finished this, there's dessert waiting …'

I glanced at the plate. And suddenly felt hungry. Angie got me sitting up and placed the tray on the bed. 'Like something to drink? There's Coke in the 'fridge...'

'Coke would be great.'

I enjoyed the meal but the effort tired me. I passed on the dessert and watched some TV. None of the early shows caught my interest, so I picked up the Ballard. But I read only a few pages before setting the book aside. My concentration span lasted only a few minutes and I figured I was experiencing some kind of delayed shock – how else to explain this constant weariness?

I was in a deep sleep when Lisa called and Angie decided it would be best not to wake me. Lisa said she'd call again the following evening, and to make sure I was awake – which I was. I felt more alert now and the sound of her voice had me instantly clear headed. I said I was glad to be home and enjoying lots of TLC from  Angie, but I could use some extra from her. She laughed and promised to see me the following night – and yes, she would bring Louise.

'She's been asking after you,' she said. 'I told her what happened and she's really concerned …'

I was wide awake and sitting up in bed when they arrived the 
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