Memories of Blood

As the sun began to filter through the trees I felt the warmth of its rays on my face.  My eyes flickered open.  The brightness that hit me was painful and I clenched my eyes shut again to block the sun’s burning rays. My body ached. I shifted my weight to ease the pain in my back.  Where was I?  I lay on what felt like grass beneath me realising I had no idea where I was.  I opened my eyes a fraction, squinting in the discomfort of trying to see my surroundings.  Trees towered over me. I looked to my left and then turned my head the other way.  Trees everywhere and very little else.  Some kind of forest I guessed and I was lying in a small clearing.  I could hear birds singing but I couldn’t see them.  My head pounded and the forest began to swirl around me in a dizzy haze as I tried to pull myself up.  I sat with my aching head in my hands. “How the hell did I end up here?”  

I tried to remember the events that lead up to this.  Me, alone in the middle of the forest. I looked at my dirty hands.  I tried, but my memory failed me.  I tried to look back further.  What was the last thing I remember?   But nothing manifested itself.  Goddamn it. I couldn’t even remember my name.  

The sun was hot and bearing down on me, it was becoming unbearable.  With my head still swimming I crawled to the nearest tree seeking shelter from this intolerable heat.  I closed my eyes and tried to recall something. A shred of my past, my name.  I searched my clothing for clue.  

The clothes I was wearing didn’t fit well.  They weren’t comfortable.  Dirty black trainers which looked quite new under the dust. Black jeans just a little too short.  I was wearing a black long sleeve shirt with a shabby black trench coat that came down to my thighs.  Such heavy clothing for this hot weather.  Why would I have chosen these things to wear?

Searching through the pockets of the trench coat my hand found the cold metal of a key. The key was attached to a key ring that advertised the Sleep tight Inn, Room No.16.  I stared at the key. Waiting for it to jog my memory.  But nothing happened.

Further searching of my clothes proved fruitless.  I wasn’t even wearing a watch.

My head seemed to have benefited from sheltering from the heat and no longer felt like it was about to explode, attentively I rose to my feet and looked around.  

In the distance I could hear cars passing on a road nearby.  I stood for a few seconds gaining by balance and deciding if I was strong enough to head off in that direction.  I ventured out from the shade of the tree and as the sun beat down on me once more my head began to throb with a vengeance.  I returned to the relative cool of the forest, took off the trench coat and laid it on the ground.  I eased my painful body on it and lay down.  Within a few seconds I was asleep.

Without a watch it was impossible to tell exactly how long I had been sleeping, but the sun had set and night had fallen.  My body felt less bruised but still ached when I moved.  Standing in darkness I lifted my coat from the floor and I started off towards the road using noise of the cars to guide me.  

I struggled on through the trees not allowing myself to be frightened of the noises, not allowing myself to turnaround when I heard the rustling that seemed to be just behind me and when I stumbled and fell, tripped up by the undergrowth, I picked myself up, sore but I forced myself onward.  This dark journey seemed to be never-ending with trees in all directions and every one identical to the one before.  It was only the fact that the sound of the cars was growing louder assured me I wasn’t going round in circles.

After what seemed an eternity I glimpsed the road ahead.  Relieved at finally returning to mankind and its machines I finally acknowledged the pangs of hunger and thirst that had gnawed at my insides for hours.  I had to find food.

Still confused and baffled about why my memory evaded me, throughout my exhausting trek to the road I had tried to think of my parents.  I had tried to bring up some image of when I was a child.  Commonsense told me I had had to have some family once.  What if I was an orphan? Could I remember a school?  Everyone had a childhood memory that haunted them.  An embarrassing moment maybe?  How old was I anyway? From my clothes and height I thought I must be in my 30’s.  This, above all else scared me.  I couldn’t even remember how old I was. What the hell was wrong with me?

I stood, exhausted, with my body bordering on the edge of starvation at the edge of the long black road.  I looked down the road; the cars were few and far between.  I had my arm held out thumbing for cars.  It was painful to hold my arm up for long.  A couple in an old estate slowed down as they passed, both heads were turned to look at me.  They didn’t stop and I couldn’t blame them.  I would have second thoughts about picking me up.  Then a white van pulled up beside me.  I peered through the passenger window and met the eyes of an elderly black man.  

“Mister.  You look like you need a doctor!”  

I saw my reflection in the car’s wing mirror and stared hard.  The face was mine, I couldn’t remember it, yet it didn’t seem out of place.  Was my hair that dark? I felt it should have been more mousey and my skin, it couldn’t be natural to be that pale.  

I felt like some medical help would go amiss.

“Can you take me to the nearest hospital?”  Was that my voice? 

I was more worried about my lack of memory than my complexion but, common sense told me if you wake up in the middle of a forest, bruised and dehydrated the first thing you should probably do is find a doctor.  The man smiled at me.  

“No problem. Hop in”. 

He began to drive off and I slumped back into the chair.  I couldn’t believe how hungry I was.  I felt like I hadn’t eaten for days.  Why hadn’t I eaten for days?    

“So what happened to you?”   I looked at him.  He looked honest enough; he had one of those faces you thought you could trust.  

“I can’t remember” I whispered. My throat was dry and my voice struggled to be heard.   I tried to fight the pain of hunger.  

“What’s your name son?  I’m Samuel?”   

“Samuel” I croaked “I can’t even remember my name”.  

I gritted my teeth and turned my head to the window.  I felt so helpless not knowing anything.  Samuel saw my frustration and looked confused.  He turned on the radio.  

“It helps me to stay awake whilst I’m driving” he explained. “Been on the road for some time now”.

Samuel looked like he regretted picking me up and wanted this journey to end as quickly as possible.  The radio was playing a slow jazz tune as I stared at the road ahead.

My head was pounding like erratic drum beats, slow, uneven, with every beat jolting my body but through it all, in the warmth and relative comfort of the van, I began to drift away.  I was on the verge of passing out.

“That’s horrible, I hope they catch them sick bastards.”  Samuels’s voice pulled me out of this trance.  

“What.  What’s horrible?”  

“Weren’t you listening to the radio?  Down at the Sleep tight Inn they found a dead girl.  Her guts were everywhere.  They reckon it’s the work of a satanic cult.”    

The Sleep tight Inn! It was the same place that my key was from.   I put my hand in my coat pocket and felt the metal key. Could I be connected to that?  Would I do something like that? I hoped I wouldn’t.  I mean, I’m a nice guy. Aren’t I?  It’s got to be just a coincidence.  

“Sick bastards” I murmured in reply as I sank back in to the seat and passed out.

My eyes open, where was I now? I wasn’t in Samuels’s car. I was in a bed. Everything was white. My hunger had subsided but I still could not remember who I was. Only memory I had was waking up in the forest. As my vision came back to me, I was in a hospital room. In front of me was a wooden door, a window to the left of me, with the shutters closed. I was connected up to a drip. The wires ran from my arm to a bag of red blood. Someone had changed my clothes; I was now in white hospital PJ’s. The colour had returned to me.  Beneath the window was a chair with my clothes on it. The door in front of me swung open. A nurse stood in the doorway. She was tall and thin. Her uniform didn’t fit properly. Her eyes were dark and were highlighted by eye shadow.  She seemed surprised to see me.

“Oh you’re awake… How are you feeling?”

I felt physically fine, but my memory was still gone. 

“I’m good; how did I get here?” A good question all I can remember is Samuels’s car ride.

“Well, a man called Samuel Harding brought you in. you were in a state last night. You had lost a lot of blood. But you didn’t have a scratch on you. Do you remember what happened to you?”

I paused before answering, should I tell her that I woke up in the middle of a forest? Well I couldn’t think of anything else, and she maybe able to give me some answers.

“I can’t remember…anything. Yesterday I woke up in the middle of a forest. With my head pounding, I don’t know who I am. How old I am. What town this is and why I lost blood without a scratch on me” I felt angry at myself. The nurse approached my bed; her name tag read “Natalie.”  A cross hung from her neck. I could see her concern for me. She placed her hand on my forehead. It was warm and soft. I was soothed by it. Healing hands. She picked up a click board from the side of my bed, and began to jot down some notes on to the board.

“You don’t have a fever, that’s normally a cause for memory loss. We will have to give you a CAT scan.” A scan? At least it doesn’t sound painful. But it doesn’t sound like a cure either. It occurred to me then that I have been missing for at least 2 days; someone has probably filed a missing persons report. Maybe I am in the local news paper.

“Natalie could you do me favour? Could I read a newspaper or something maybe it will jog my memory.” She smiled at me.

“Sure, I’ll bring you up one. Just one problem, when we checked your clothes for i.d we found a key ring.” Damn, this is about the motel murder with the little girl. Better play dumb.

“Oh that’s good, maybe someone could check it out for me. I might have my wallet there or something”

“Well normally someone might go.” Natalie hung her head. 

“But a little girl was murdered in that same room. So we were obligated to report it to the police. There going to be here in half an hour.”

I saw this coming; I should have chucked the key away when I heard about the murder at that inn. The police were going to eat me alive. And it’s not like I have the best defence in the world. I can’t remember wont cut it. 

“That’s not good, what am I supposed to tell them, I can’t remember anything”

Natalie stared at me.

“Well you don’t look like a killer, so I guess there’s no harm in telling the truth, and once we did the CAT scan, that’ll tell us if you have lost your memory. You did wake up in the middle of a field with massive blood loss. If anything you’re a victim.” With that Natalie walked out of the room, while another nurse brought in a tray with food on it.

Chapter 2
After lying in bed for two hours scanning several newspapers trying to see if I’m in the missing persons section. Nothing turned up. The newspapers all had the same top story. Little girl mutilated, Motel Blood bath, Dead unknown girl. All the stories weren’t very long; the police had seemed to keep on top of the details, something about the girl being mutilated. Her insides were torn out with an upside down pentagram on the wall of her. Most of the papers said it was a cult thing. One paper said it was aliens, but they all seemed to agree that the police had no leads. This however would probably change when the papers here about me. I could see the headlines now; the missing link to the murder has a missing memory. The public would probably crucify me. 
I was tired of reading newspapers, they didn’t help refresh my memory, and instead they just confused the hell out of me. For some reason I was in a rural part of England. A town called Frome. Just south of Bath, I was in there small hospital St Margaret’s. From being inside a room, I guess you can never tell how big a place is, the hospital was 4 floors, I was on the 3rd floor, and there were 2 wards, 1 mess hall, 1 Surgery, a couple of patient rooms, and a couple of diagnosis rooms. I guest that I was in a patient room, my door had a tiny window on it about head height, on the other side of the door, was a corridor it was rare that anyone walked past it. I must have been in a secluded part of the hospital.
I looked at the clock above the door. 2pm exactly, the police should be here by now. The sounds of foot steps were coming towards my room. Speak of the devil, Natalie showed two men into my room. 

“These two men are police officers, I’ve told them your conditions but they still wanted to see it for themselves.” Natalie said with a dull tone.

“I’m Inspector Hatimy, and this is my colleague officer King. So we hear you lost your memory.” Both men were dressed in suits. Inspector Hatimy was a small Arabian man, he seemed like a simple man, but his eyes were like hawks constantly searching my face. Officer King was the opposite, a tall young man, he chooses to look intimidating rather than look for something at all. 
“That’s right Inspector, first thing I can remember is waking up in the middle of a forest. I heard cars nearby, walk towards them, hitched a ride from a man, passed out and woke up here.” Inspector Hatimy saw the newspapers, on the floor next to me. He fished into his pocket and pulled out a clear see-through evidence bag. Inside was the damn key ring and key. “What do you think happened in this room?” Inspector Hatimy asked.

“I read in the papers, that a little girl was used in some kind of occult ritual.”
“I believe that people, who have complete memory loss, can be jolted in to remembering a thing by looking at pictures is that right Nurse Natalie.” I looked at Natalie; she looked at the inspector, who remained at the edge of my bed staring into my eyes.

“Sometimes that may work.” Natalie agreed. Officer King stepped forward, he hand the Inspector a folder. The inspector didn’t take his eyes off of me.

“This is what I had to deal with two days ago, you see the cleaner came into the motel after the room was checked out. And the poor woman walked into this.”
Inspector Hatimy handed me a picture. It was taken from the door way looking into the room. There was a bed at the end of the room, a cabinet with a mirror on one side of the room and a door leading to probably a bath room on the other side. On the wall behind the bed, were two big tent pegs, which were dug into the wall. A chain led from each peg; at the end of the chains were the wrists of a young girl. Her back was against the head board of the bed, and her legs laid flat on the bed. Her head hanged down, bringing her long black hair over her face. The hair looked like she had just got out of a shower, dark and matted together. But it was washed in the stuff as the rest of the room. Her night gowned was soaked in her blood. All along her arms were slash marks from what looked like a small blade. These straight line slashes formed a pattern, almost like something readable. But it wasn’t English. A dark red whole was in her chest. Her rib cage had been ripped open. Broken rib poked through the bloody gore. Her guts hanged out exposed, and for a second there I thought I could smell the putrid rotten flesh smell of the room. Down her legs were more of the slash marks. Forming there own periodic pattern. It looked more coherent than the marks on the legs; it almost looked like old Hebrew writing. The bed was a pool of blood. The walls were blood spattered and on the cabinet mirror, an upside down pentagram was drawn in blood.

There were black candles on the cabinet. Behind the bloody walls, looked like a word, it was written in black charcoal. I could barely read it; it slowly came to me, the name “Emma.” I stared at the name hard, it was impossible to see Emma from it. Somehow I knew it said that, and that scared me.
“That photo doesn’t do the room justice. The smell of the dead is something you can never get used to. There are also a few details that you can’t see from the photo…Her heart and eyes are missing. You remember anything now?” Officer King asked. You could tell King was fighting back an urge to attack. It showed he had great respect for the inspector. But no doubt, if the inspector clicked his fingers King would be on me like a plague. I pushed the photo away.

“I don’t remember, for all you know someone could have knocked me out and planted those keys on me.” I seemed to doubt that idea in my head. Deep down I felt I had something to do with that girl’s death.

“We thought of that. And we’re checking out your story. Your friend Samuel is going take us back to where he picked you up. Then we’re going to retrace your footsteps. In the mean time, I am going to keep a guard outside your room.
