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Snapshots

I remember. 
That’s what they want me to say, this Woman sitting 

beside my bed, this Man by the window. But I won’t, 
because it would be a lie. 

The Woman places a stack of photos on my bedside 
table, then slowly slides the top one toward me. Her eyes 
dart from me to the Man. He leans against the wall by the 
window, staring at the tree branches outside.

“Honey,” she calls to him, her voice tight. He looks at 
us over his shoulder with tired eyes, then shuffles closer. 
It feels like the room, the entire building maybe, sucks in 
its breath when I pick up the photo and study it carefully, 
slowly, as if my life depended on it. Because it kind of does.

A family stands on the beach. The Woman, petite with 
wavy black hair, has her arms around the Girl’s shoulders. 
The Girl’s sunburned face is lit up by a grin. The Boy, 
wearing an oversized pirate hat, sits on the Man’s shoulders.  
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They are all wearing colorful beachwear. The Man is 
stocky, with a buzz cut, and has socks on with his sandals. 
There are palm trees and ocean waves behind the family. 
Obviously, it’s a vacation shot, taken somewhere far from 
here. How do I know? 

Some things—the big stuff—I am sure of. Like, I do 
not live in a tropical place, and the Earth goes around the 
sun. It’s the not-so-minor details that leave me guessing, 
like what my favorite flavor of ice cream is, why my head 
hurts and who I am exactly.

Nine days have gone by, they say, since I awoke from 
the Big Sleep. The coma. I stare at the photo, the expec-
tation so thick in the air that I can almost taste it. This 
Woman and this Man want my eyes to open wide and a 
loud click to go off somewhere in my brain. For me to say, 
“Oh yes, of course, how could I forget that amazing day?”

But it doesn’t happen. 
I do know that the Girl on the beach, with the naïve 

I’ve-got-my-whole-life-ahead-of-me grin, is the same Girl 
who gazes back at me from the bathroom mirror. But I 
could be looking at a photo of some random generic, 
happy family in a resort brochure, because I feel only a 
cool emptiness when I gaze down at them.

I slide the photo back across the table, look up at the 
Woman and shrug. She nods her head and says softly, 
“Okay, okay,” but her eyes glisten with disappointment.

This Woman, you see, is my mother. This Man is  
my father. The Boy in the photo is my ten-year-old 
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brother, Stephen. My name is Jessica, and I am fifteen 
years old. And thanks to a bison bull named Ramses on 
their—our—ranch, my brain is mush. One Very Bad Day, 
April 26, to be exact, Ramses charged me, putting me in 
the coma. Eleven days in the coma plus nine days out 
equals twenty days in the hospital so far. I can walk and 
talk and eat and don’t need sponge baths anymore. 

But my old life is a long blank that my brain no longer 
fills in for me.

I know all of this because they explained it to me, 
slowly and gently, with concern in their eyes. Intellectually, 
I can understand. Inside, though, where it really counts,  
I can’t feel any of it. When she—the Woman, my mother—
reaches toward me and wraps her arms around me, it’s 
like I am being hugged by a complete stranger waiting in 
front of me at the grocery-store checkout. Not an ounce 
of warmth or love flows through me. Not even sadness. 

The Woman releases me from her grip, then picks up 
the photos with shaking hands. She doesn’t want me to 
see her face, I think, because she walks over to a bulletin 
board on the wall near the window and carefully starts 
putting the photos up, one by one, with push pins.

The Man steps closer and puts his hand on my 
shoulder. I flinch. “Well,” he says, “maybe next time.”

I watch the Woman as the Man paces around the room, 
glancing out the window every now and then. I am a lump,  
sitting there. Feeling nothing and saying nothing. 

I may finally be awake, but I am hollow.


