On November 19, 2003 I made an entry in my journal that started with the following sentence: “I am so lucky to be alive and in one piece.” 
It was an ordinary day, like any other. It was cloudy and cool—a normal November weather. As was my habit I walked to the community college. I wore a coat and had an umbrella in my bag alongside the books, in case it rained. I lived on Grand Avenue, and the college was on Grand Avenue. However the college was on the other side of the street, so that at some point I had to cross it, and I routinely did so at the stop-light. I had just my usual five-times-a-week Math class that day. It ended at 2 p.m., and I started back home. 
At the stop-light, I pressed the button and waited for the green light. Then I started walking across. I saw a van ahead that was turning, and I thought the driver saw me as well. But he wasn’t stopping. I saw the van moving closer and closer to me, and I realized that he is not going to stop. In panic I thought of what I should do—run forward or back. Here my memory cuts off. I do not remember how the van hit me. I must have blacked out.
What I remember next has the same vague quality that dreams have and seems unreal. Everything was white. I couldn’t see anything in this whiteness. I heard someone saying “Don’t move” and someone shouting “No, no, no” repeatedly, and now I believe the former was a medical worker and the latter was me, though I wasn’t aware of this at the time. I was not aware of anything beyond feeling something heavy on my right foot. 
Gradually I became aware of my surroundings. I was lying on my back in a moving vehicle. It was dark where I lay, but the light flowing from the windows in front seemed almost blinding. For some time I still thought I was dreaming a weird dream, but as nothing was happening—unusual for a dream—I felt that something was terribly wrong. My memory was just as blank as my vision was in the first moments. I could not remember anything—what has just happened, what happened before, where I was, who I was, how old I was—anything at all. I felt confused and lost. Something about the situation brought back a blurry memory of a childhood event, when I broke my leg while playing with a strange boy.
Perhaps I realized I was in an ambulance, and trying to think of an explanation what happened, why I was in an ambulance, my mind found the more distant memory more readily available. However, the people sitting in front were talking in English, and thus I knew I could not be in Latvia. They radioed ahead, and I caught something about a van, but didn’t understand what it meant. One of them asked me to remember a number. I asked what date it was, but they would not tell me. In a bit they asked me what was the number they asked me to remember, and I said “twenty-five”, not really sure that that was the right one. It was. 
I kept thinking hard to figure out just what is going on. By the time we got to the hospital, and while the nurses were doing X-rays and CAT scans, I started remembering bits and pieces: starting with general things, then the events of that day: going to college and at last the details of the accident. But some details I can only reconstruct from other external evidence: shoes and torn jeans with wheel tracks, newspaper article about the accident, information gleaned from talks with doctors, a helpful policeman and my lawyer. 

I remember worrying about things that seem silly in retrospect. Here I was—struck by a van—and rather than worrying about myself, I wondered how I was going to pay for the bill, and I didn’t want to worry my parents, who were away at the time, as my step-dad had just returned for 2 weeks of leave from where he was stationed in Iraq, and I certainly didn’t want to spoil this, and I was concerned over missing my classes at college. I even cried a bit over these things, and the nurse said to me, “It’s okay to cry. You’ve been through a lot.” I suppose I was shaken up and could not think straight yet—these things are of no great importance in a situation like that. 
They asked me to spell my name, and I think I had to sign something. Then a doctor looked over the scans they made, and said that they looked okay—no broken bones. I just had a contusion or abrasion on my right foot, swelled up right eye, which could swell up more, slightly chipped teeth and a few bruises. Then I was released, which I did not expect. I didn’t know how I would get home in my condition. A policeman helped me. I sat in a wheel-chair and he pushed it towards the exit. Then as the cool air was coming from the opening doors, I realized that I forgot my coat back in the hospital room, as they had to take it off to make some scans. 
