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	Words

	By Paul Alan Fahey

	My condition started some time ago. It could have been weeks, months, or even years. I have no idea. At least, that's what I think on a good day; I don't have too many of those anymore. So I rely on the present, what I experience in the here and now, and do my best to live in the moment. Because once it's gone, I forget.

	I'm sitting now in the orchestra section of a theater, waiting for the overture to a huge critical and audience success--just read this in the program, so it's still fresh in my mind. The handsome, elderly man sitting next to me must have arrived late; at least, I didn't notice him when the usher led me to my seat. He took a while settling himself in, then started flipping through the Playbill.

	We are so close. Our arms brush against each other. I have the feeling I know him. He lightly jabs me in the elbow. "A lot of musical numbers for a two hour show." Then he glances at his watch. "Three minutes to curtain."

	I nod. The lights go down and the overture begins.

	Words. I want to tell this stranger my problem, share a confidence. Tell him how I'd be home at the window staring out into the garden, or sitting in a comfortable chair reading by the fire, and wonder how the hell I got there. So much is locked inside me. I suppose it could have been a stroke, but I don't recall being in a hospital for any length of time. It seems I turned over in bed one day and woke up like this.

	Meanwhile, the show begins. The nice-looking elderly man turns to me and says, "I can't wait to see what happens next."

	Next? I laugh and he takes my hand in his. He raises an eyebrow. His eyes crinkle around the edges, and they tell me he's concerned, worried. Is it for me? There's something in his touch, the papery roughness of his hand, a communicated security in the way he gently weaves his fingers through mine.
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