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As I walk down this dark and lifeless road. There’s a disturbing feeling in the air. The moon is casting enough silvery light, to cause an abundance of shadows. It is an unusually quiet. The only sound is the leaves dancing across the pavement. With each firm gust, the tall grass sways with an unseen hand is gliding over the tops. There isn’t one owl screeching out. The hairs on the back of my neck and arms are at attention. I’m getting an ill feeling. So I turn to head back home.

I believe my ears are playing tricks on me. I imagine the sound of misery, if misery had a sound. It’s not familiar. So I strain to see what it is. I’m frightened. No matter how tightly I squint, I still can’t see anything. Between the moonlight and the shadows; nothing looks the way it should. There isn’t anything that looks recognizable. It’s a collage of darkness and fear. The canopy of trees becomes hypnotic as I walk.

My imagination is beginning to take on its own identity. My pace has quickened, as has my pulse. I know I’ll be safe once I’m inside the gate. I think I hear that noise again. I’m not even sure if it’s animal or human. I could use my walking stick as a weapon. But what if it is human and has a gun. My stick would be no match. Quickly I rap my stick to the pavement several times. I was trying to startle. Maybe get it to move so I can get a general location of where it is.

I’m debating on whether or not to run. The doctor hasn’t completely released me to return to all activities, such as running. I’m allowed to walk fast, but running is a no. Maybe I’ll wait until I’m closer to the gate. The noise has been left behind me. It could be a raccoon, fox, a stray cat or dog. Most of these critters wouldn’t just up and attack. Would they? What if it’s rabid or injured? That puts a whole other light on the subject. The thought of being bitten and the shots given after isn’t making me feel warm inside. I heard years ago that the shots could even kill you.

Oh! The noise has changed. Now it’s more of a growl or a sigh of an animal in pain. Maybe it won’t notice when I take off running. That growl is my cue to haul it. I’m going to do my best to sprint to the gate. I’m off. My knee feels like it’s holding up so far. Crap. It sounds like it’s following me. My brain is screaming in fear and my chest is starving for oxygen. Nope, my knee isn’t ready for this. But I can’t stop now. I can hear it running behind me. The road stretches before me into an abyss of darkness. It’s closing in on me but I’m almost to the gate. When my hand touches the gate, my body is knocked to the ground.

I’m face down on the ground, kicking and screaming. I want to see what it is before I die. It is so heavy it must be a dog. I want to face my attacker. I can barely move under its weight. With the adrenaline racing through my body, everything happened so fast. It took a minute for me to realize I wasn’t being chewed on or torn apart. I am being covered in slobber, dog slobber. I eventually was facing the animal that knocked me down. Once I was able to see the face that was covering me in drool, it was the most beautiful face I’d seen in a long time.

Oh my God, it’s my dog Bleu. I haven’t seen him in over two weeks. I never thought I’d see him again. I thought someone stole him. I’ve had him for over seven years, so we are close. I’m so happy; my eyes are beginning to fill with tears. When I wiped my eyes and sniffed my running nose, I got a big whiff of Bleu. Good grief… What the heck? He stinks badly. After getting him off of me I told him it was bath time.

“Come on boy, let’s go,” I said only loud enough for him to hear.”

With both hands on the gate I’m barely able to pull up the latch. If Bleu hadn’t been leaning against it, it would have been a lot easier. I kept telling him no when he would jump up on me. The next time he did it I noticed his snout and bottom lip had cut on them. He’s definitely going to need some medical care after his bath. Finally I was able to keep him off the gate so I could open it. Once it was open Bleu bolted for the porch. Of course he reached the porch before I did.

“Calm down Bleu,” I tried to command as I made it to the porch.

He seemed like he might sit still for a minute, so I reached for the doorknob. I’m turning the knob in slow motion. I hear metal sliding and a mechanical click… maybe a second of peace then…BANG! A fast flash, pain, and then I drop to the porch. My side feels like its on fire and Bleu is having a small fit. The space in front of me cleared and I was shocked. Amy was standing there with my granddads shotgun in her hands. Her eyes were as big as pie tins. Once she realized what has happened, she dropped the gun and ran to my side.

“Amy what are you doing? Are you crazy or something?”

“Oh my God Jessica, what have I done? I’m so sorry.”

“What would make you get the gun?”

I heard a scream and something hit the gate. So I ran to the closet and grabbed the gun.”

Her body was trembling all over as she began to cry. I thought she was going to end up on the porch beside me. I wasn’t sure of what to do next. I’m in a horrendous amount of pain and can barely think. It felt as though white-hot barbed wire was laid on my side. My head was spinning with confusion. I have to talk to Amy so she can save me. She’s pretty rattled right now, as am I. Someone needs to get a hold on the situation. It’s possible I could die right here.

“Tell me what to do… Tell me what to do.”

“Get the phone and dial 911. Then get some towels from the laundry room!”

“Where are the towels?” her voice cracking.”

“They’re in the laundry room in the cabinet above the drier.”

As soon as the words left my tongue she was gone. Before I could have spoken another word she had disappeared. I reached up to try and calm Bleu. It only took Amy a few moments and she was back by my side. Once Bleu saw us together he seem to calm down more. His pacing around was making me nervous. Amy is still on the phone giving the rest of the directions. After she hung up she started putting towels by my side. She placed one towel on my side and put some pressure on it. It really made the wound hurt worse, but I knew it had to be done.

“There is so much blood,” she sounded very concerned.

“My side feels like a million fire ants are all biting me at the same time.”

“What else can I do? What…?”

“Do you think you could get me a pillow and a blanket?”

“Are going to be okay? I don’t want you to die.”

“I don’t want to die either, ” I tried to assure her.

I suppose the thought of me dieing is making her sick. She turns her head to try and hide the gag and the tears welling up in her eyes. But I could still tell what was happening. I tried to hold her hand but I would have to reach across myself. That would have been painfully impossible. I’m not in any condition to be doing any reaching. I need to think of a way that I can calm her. She looks like she hanging on by a thread.

“Amy let’s try that relaxation technique we learned in that class. Come on. Will you do it with me.”

“If you really want to,” she answers reluctantly. 

“Put one of her hands in mine. Picture our cabin on the small lake. Look for the dock that is built at the edge. We are sitting in our rocking chairs. The sun is almost touching the horizon. From the breeze the water is lightly lapping the shore. Can you hear it? Can you see it?”

“Yes it’s beautiful;” she begins to hum softly.”

She was starting to become calm. So I decided to do a little humming myself. But I had to stop when a sharp pain halted my voice. I must have flinched, because she stopped humming too. Her hands started to shake again. Fear was in her eyes along with small tears. I wish I could have kept from jerking. But it was out of my control.

“What’s wrong? Why did you jump?”

“Well, other than the hole in my side that hurts like nothing I’ve ever known. I’m fine…I’m sorry. It’s that I’m in a lot of pain. Could you get the blanket and pillow now?”

“Yeah, right away.”

With amazing quickness she retrieved a blanket and pillow. Then she popped out from the door again. I heard while she ran through the house. I was able to guess when she was about to come out of the door. She gently draped the blanket over me. I could see by look on her face she wasn’t sure what to do with the pillow. She picks it up from the porch and opens her mouth.

“Where am I supposed to put this?”

“Put the pillow under my legs and ankles. It’s supposed to keep a person from going into shock. Will you tuck it around my legs?”

She had such a blank look on her face when I finished talking. But she did as I ask her. Amy is trying so hard to keep herself from falling apart. For the most part, she can generally keep herself together. This is a special circumstance though. She has a little bit of a weak stomach. I used to live on a farm and had to get used to a lot of gross stuff. Most of which would make a lot of folks vomit.

“Don’t worry. You are doing fine.”

“I think you’re a little bias. That’s why you think I’m doing fine.”

“Would you go get the first aide kit?”

“Please don’t ask me to dig anything out of that,” pointing at my bloody side.

“I need the clotting powder out of it. It doesn’t look like the bleeding has stopped. I’m not going to have you dig at anything. It would hurt way too much.”

“Will you be all right while I go get it? Would it help if I put more pressure on it?”

“The pressure would help. But it already hurts so bad I think I’d pass out from it. Or it’s possible that a terrifying scream would come out.”

“Okay where is it?”

“It’s in the bathroom closet. I won’t be able to keep pressure on it for long. So you’ll need to hurry.”

My stomach begins feeling queasy. I’m trying so hard to keep my eyes from slamming shut. I have lost a lot of blood. I’m having difficulty keeping my eyes open. It’s not looking real good for me. I’m so proud of Amy, she’s doing so well. My mind keeps fading in and out. As I was fading back in, my entire body gave way to a severe jolt of pain. It was so bad it scared Amy. I looked up to see her staring at me. 

“Did you go get it?”

“Get what? I haven’t moved,” looking at me puzzled.

“The first aide kit, I really need it.”

 “No. You said you wouldn’t be able to keep as much pressure on it.”

“Well how long has it been since you called 911?”

Amy tried looking at her watch. But with all the blood, looking for something clean to wipe it on was difficult. She had to pull some of her shirt from behind her. The porch light isn’t very bright. I was surprised that she was able to read it even after all that, but she did.

“I think it’s been about twenty-five minutes. I’m not positive.”

“Could you get another blanket for me? I’m cold.”

“Are you going to be all right?”

“Just grab the one from the back of the couch,” I suggested.

She was gone and back in a flash. I’m feeling a little worse that earlier. I’ve been praying ever since this happened. I say my prayers every day and night I give thanks for the good and the bad. I thank God for all things I can’t imagine, bad give thanks for the one I can’t think of. It fact it’s a great blessing just to wake up.

“Amy, will you hold my hand and pray with me?”

“Of course I will.”

We both closed our eyes and began to pray. I want Amy to hold my hand because I’m scared. I asked God to tell my Mom and Grandma, ‘Hello, I miss you.’ Then I started with The Lord’s Prayer, it’s my favorite. I hadn’t gotten very deep into it when I thought I sirens. At first I thought it was my imagination, so I didn’t say anything. Not even a minute later I really did hear sirens.

“Did you hear that?” I asked as I grabbed her arm. 

“Yeah barely, but I’m not seeing any lights yet though. Wait a minute…”

Amy stands up quickly to try and get a better look. She totally forgot about the pressure she had been applying to my wound. I did my best to put pressure on it myself. But I’m not being too successful.

“Amy…”

She looks down to see how I’m doing. She immediately kneels back down to my side to continue pressure.

“Oh God I’m so sorry. They should be here in just a few minutes. You are going to be all right, they are going to take care of you. I’m going to put Bleu on his chain at the end of the porch. Okay? I’ll hurry.”

“Sure. I think I’ll be okay for a minute. Go ahead.”

She quickly takes Bleu to the end of the porch and puts him on his chain. Then she’s back at my side.

“It looks as the bleeding has stop,” she verbally observed.

“It’s that or I’ve almost run out,” joking but not really.

“The lights look like they’ve pasted the ostrich farm. If it’s all right, I’m going to grab my bag. Okay?”

“Can you please wait until they get here? I’d feel a lot better if you’d wait. Okay?”

She kneels down beside me and takes my hand. As I begin to release a sigh of relief, a screaming police car comes flew up the driveway. Amy looks frustrated. I suppose she was expecting the ambulance. She stands abruptly looking put out, with her hands on her hips. I’ve not seen her, this mad in a while. What could possibly be running through that minds of hers? What ever it is, she’s about to share it with the officers.

“Why are they here? They can’t help you,” she says very sarcastically.

“They arrive first to make sure it’s safe. It’s to keep the medical personnel from being hurt. Try not to get so worked up.”

“I told them it was an accident.”

“They still have to show up fir…”

“Jessica, Jessica. Can you hear me?”

I feel my body being shaken. I think I hear Amy calling out my name. I’m right here. Why is she yelling out? Why does it seem like she is so far away? She must think I’ve passed out because my eyes are closed. She must be getting closer; her voice seems to be coming in clear for me now. I am starting to see light peeking through my eyelids. My eyes are opening more and more. With them open I can see Amy standing over me. Wow, she looks really scared!”

“What’s going on? Why are you looking at me like that?”

“You must have fainted or something. I thought I had lost you. I don’t know what I would do if that would have happened. You have to hang in there.”

The ambulance must have been right behind the police. It didn’t even seem like five minutes before I was being surrounded by the E.M.T.’s. In a flash I was on a stretcher and being carted away. I couldn’t see Amy for a moment or to and almost started to panic. Fortunately for me she popped in to the right side of my sights. I saw poles at my head with a bag of clear liquid and on my left a bag of red liquid. The ride in the stretcher was bumpy but short. They must have been able to park close. I’m glad I only had part of the yard fenced.

“Amy. Are you going to ride with me?”

“There isn’t enough room. I’ll be right behind the ambulance in my car. Okay?”

“All right, I love you!”

“I love you too. I’ll be right behind you.”

I was quickly hoisted up into the ambulance and the doors were furiously slammed. I guess I’d be in a hurry to if I were them. They must have given me something for pain. My side doesn’t feel like it’s on fire anymore. That’s a good thing, right? I think I’m going to rest my eyes for a little while. I’m sure it’s going to take more than five minute to get me to the hospital. Soon enough someone will be poking at me. I’m glad we live fairly close to a good trauma hospital. I really didn’t think I’d need it though.

When I opened my eyes again there is a frenzy of nurses all around me. There are two bags of blood hanging on one pole. I guess its blood. It sure is red enough. There is a nurse on my right taking my blood pressure; a couple others are getting my clothes cut off. Several times I tried to get one of their attentions without success. I was trying to be nice but it wasn’t working. So what could I do but yell.

“What the hell is going on here? Will someone PLEASE answer me?” I waited.

The nurse that was the one who had been barking out order rushed to my side.

“Ms. Brooks, we are trying to prep you for surgery. We need to get the bleeding to stop.”

“I thought it had stopped.”

“It only seems to stop because there wasn’t much left. Once we started to put more in it started coming back out. We have a surgeon ready as well as an operating room. We’ve already given you two pints. We need to get you in now!”

“No first you need to go get my partner. I want see her before going in and I’m sure she’d like to see me. So go get her or you’ll have to wait until I pass out before you take me.”

“What is her name? I’ll get her myself.”

“Her name is Amy Winslow. The sooner I see her the sooner I’ll go to surgery.”

The nurse hauled major butt to the waiting room. When she returned, the nurse look to be running to keep up with Amy. I could tell Amy had been crying even though she wasn’t right now. I know I need to make this quick and I’ll do my best. She must have been sitting right beside the door waiting.

“Jessica… she told me you are going in for surgery. What’s going on?”

“That’s right. They need to get the bleed to stop. I wanted to tell you I love you and I’ll see you soon.”

“I love you too and I’ll be right beside you when you wake up.”

As her lips touch mine I am pulled away. I catch a glimpse of her beginning to cry as my eyes start to close. The chatter on the way down the hall becomes more and more unrecognizable. I hear the bell of the elevator and the door opens then closes. Voices are saying, ‘There isn’t much time’ and ‘She’s lost a lot of blood.’ I’m sure they’ll do their best. I hope they don’t end up pull my donor card. I didn’t plan on it being cashed in just yet.

Amy is escorted back out into the waiting room. As soon as possible the nurse from before tells her which floor Jessica will be going to after surgery. Amy is frozen with fear and doesn’t get up from her seat for about a half a hour. When she does manage to stand she walks to the nurse station and asks for the chapel. Oddly enough it’s only one floor from recovery and intensive care. She continues past the nurse’s station to a set of elevators. Barely able to see through her swelling eyelids, she pushes the button. At this hour there isn’t much civilian foot traffic, but there is plenty of medical personnel. The door to the elevator opens and almost completely closes before she reacts.

Once behind the massive doors, Amy slowly melts down the back wall of the elevator. Drawing her knees up to meet her folding arms, she drops down her head to cry. It was not a whimper. The sound could be heard through the doors as it reached each floor. It pierced the air as though fifty babies had gotten stuck with a pin during their changing. When the doors opened for her to exit, she didn’t move. The doors shut and immediately popped back open. It was enough to grab Amy’s attention, so she looked up. It was a man with a mop, bucket and a sign.

The man was startled when he saw her and dropped to one knee. Slightly embarrassed that a stranger saw her like this, she let him help her to her feet. As she started to stand she secured her purse over her shoulder. He asked if she needed a doctor. She assured him she didn’t, but she needed the chapel. He tried to assist her, but she insisted she didn’t need it. So he backed off, pressed the elevator button, and picked up his things. Part way down the hall she glanced over her shoulder to see if he was following her. She caught a piece of him as he entered his ride.

When she turned her head back around, she had almost past the chapel. The double doors were decorated with stained glass. The door opening automatically startled her. Like God himself was opening his comforting arms. It soothed parts of her and stirred up others. There wasn’t a single person in sight. There’s an organ playing but it didn’t assault with sound. She walked to the front and dropped to her knees. Her tears still flowing, the sobs are not so loud. Enough time had past that it made it difficult for Amy to get to her feet. Fortunately there is a railing to pull her up with. She takes herself back to the elevator she was helped out of. The wait for it was average.

 Amy still feeling God’s presence believes everything is going to be all right. It just took seconds after the doors closed when they opened back up. Traveling one floor is a snap. She first goes to the nurse station to let them know where she is, and then she goes to the waiting room on that floor. She couldn’t watch television it wasn’t distracting enough. Looking through the magazine didn’t take long and there must have been around fifteen or so. Just as Amy is about to start pacing the halls a nurse came into the door.

“Ms. Winslow, Ms. Brooks is out of surgery. Do you want to go sit in the room with her?”

“Yes, thank you so much. Is there a coffee machine around?”

“Don’t worry I’ll bring you a cup.”

“Again thank you so much.”

“She is in that room, right there,” the nurse points toward the room that is directly across from the nurse’s station.

As Amy walks toward the room she tries to prepare herself for what she is about to see. Approaching it, she sees that the upper part of the wall that has the door is glass. The door is open so she can hear the heart monitor beeping. The beat sounded steady. But it didn’t make her walk any faster. Coming to where the room is split she starts to see the foot of the bed. Slowly Jessica’s body starts to come into view. She notices a clear plastic bag hanging on the lower rail of the bed. There looks to be a reddish liquid in it. Amy thinks that Jessica has blood in her urine and her heart skips a beat. There are wires coming out from the neck of her hospital gown. ‘Okay those go to the heart monitor,’ is her thought. Then Jessica’s pale face has an oxygen mask over it and Amy begins to sob.

Stopping before actually reaching the door, she leans against the wall to better steady herself. She can feel her body starting to tremble. Taking in few deep breaths she starts to pull herself together. One more deep breath with her eyes close and she’s ready. When she opens her eyes the nurse is almost to her and it startles her. After she gasps from being spooked, the nurse apologizes for the surprise.

“I’m sorry Ms. Winslow. I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“That’s all right you didn’t do it on purpose.”

The nurse stretches out the hand with the coffee and Amy takes it. Her hands were shaking so bad she spilled some of it. The nurse told her not to worry she’d get housekeeping to take care of it. Amy smiles with some embarrassment from not being very steady. Amy is so scared and doesn’t want to go in by herself. She has so many questions. Of she’s not positive that she’ll want to hear the answers. She decides to ask the nurse her questions. She braces herself against the wall and begins.

“Can I ask you some things?”

“Yes ma’am. I’ll do my best to answer them.”

“Okay first of all, is Jessica bleed from her kidneys?”

“No that’s drainage from surgery. Do you want me to tell you how?”

“No, I don’t have a very strong stomach. And right now it’s even weaker.”

“Okay. What else can I answer for you?”

“Why is she so pale?”

“Ms. Brooks lost a great deal of blood. It will take just a little time for her color to come back, but that’s normal. Is there anything else?”

“Yes. How long before she wakes up?”

“That I’m afraid, I can’t give you an exact time. It varies from person to person.”

“Okay, okay. I have one more question. Would you walk in with me?”

“Sure, that’s not a problem. Are you ready to go in?”

“Yes. I’m ready.”

Amy’s body stopped shaking. It’s more of a slight tremble now. She still couldn’t believe what she was seeing. The nurse had also told Amy, that Jessica’s heart stopped beating three times on the operating table. That they wouldn’t be sure how much brain damage occurred, with a total time of ten or so minutes the brain was deprived of oxygen. Amy’s eyes began to well up with tears again. She walked to the opposite side of the wound to sit down. Her bag fit on top of the nightstand just barely. She had just about everything she’d need in it. So it was over stuffed to say the least. The nurse told her if she needed anything to just ring the nurse’s station and she’d try to help.

Amy quietly pulled out a magazine to read and a notebook in case an idea came while she was reading. She tried not to stare at Jessica’s extremely still body. The only movement was the rise and fall of her chest as she breathed. Amy flipped through the magazine as if she could speed read. She couldn’t distract herself from what was around her. After around forty-five minutes or so she had to get up and stretch her legs. After sitting for a little while she reached out for Jessica’s hand. She started talking to Jessica, even though her eyes were not open. Amy heard somewhere, that even if a person is in a coma they’re still able to hear. It’s that the person cannot respond. 

Another hour passes and Amy looks up at Jessica’s eyes and they start to flutter. It’s as if she’s having a dream. The flutter begins to increase in rapidness. Amy stands then grabs Jessica’s hand. Then Jessica’s hand started to twitch and squeeze along with the eyes’ flutter. She didn’t use the call light because she knew it wouldn’t be good to call unnecessarily. She continued to stand beside the bed a while later. She keeps her hand in Jessica’s and sits down. She pulls the chair closer so she can rest her head on the railing. It’s not long before she’s asleep on the rail.

Good grief my head feels like it isn’t attached to my body. I guess this is what it feels like to come back after being put under. To start, it’s bright as all get out. But that moderately diminishes as most things come into view. I can’t believe someone would think it would be funny to have my curtains pulled all the way back. Oh look. It’s Amy. She looks so uncomfortable. Both her legs are folded up under her like in Yoga except; the one leg that is on the seat, the foot is hooked in the arm. The other; the knee is drawn up close to her chest, the foot is tucked under the ankle its opposite. I want to wake her up but my throat is so dry I’m not sure if I can speak. I have to try.

“S Q U E A K,” is all that came out. 

The sound that came out didn’t make a word. It wasn’t even a half of a word. I know how to talk. I’ve been talking for years. Maybe I can reach that pencil on my bedside table. Let me see, I just need to reach through my rail and… I rested my hand lightly onto my left side. Yep, this hasn’t been a nightmare. This is much too real. I suppose I’ll take my chances with the call light and press it, I did. In the wall behind me I heard a click and a soft “bong” out in the hallway. In seconds a nurse appeared at the door. I motioned to her not to say anything. She quietly walked to my side and I made the gesture for something to drink. Once I had enough to wet my throat, I whispered my next request to her. I ask her to wake up Amy and not to startle her.

“Ms. Winslow,” she says as she’s walking over toward her.

“Ms. Winslow,” the nurse says as she touched her shoulder.

“There is someone here that wants to see you.”

“Tell them some other time; I’m not leaving Jessica’s side.” Amy gently snapped at the nurse.

“I’m sorry. But I really think you’ll want to see this person.”

Amy untangles her legs while she’s turning to face the nurse. She’ll glance at me first. I just know it. I have my eyes on hers, waiting for them to meet. When they do she can barely contain herself. There is a squeal that comes from her mouth that gave me chills. I’m very surprised the glass didn’t break out of the hospital window. Her body is twitching around with so much joy and excitement. I’m shocked she hasn’t hopped in bed with me. I think that might be next.

“Jessica, your eyes are open. You can see me. You can see me, seeing you. Oh my God!” she screams as reaches out to grab me… She stops just short.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I don’t want to hurt you. Sure, maybe you’re medicated right now. But what if I grab you wrong and you don’t find out till later.”

“Gee. I didn’t think you were going to jump up and down in the bed.” I tried to be funny. It didn’t go over too well.

“No I wasn’t going to jump in the bed. I have more sense than that.”

“So do you think you can move with caution and give me a hug. I sure could use one.” 

Amy lowered the rail so she could sit beside me instead of bending over it to hug me. I thought it was a good idea, because she’d be closer to me while hugging me. I’d feel more of her body next to mine. By the time she was able to get the rail down I had motioned the nurse out of the room. She gently sits at my side, just above my right hip. I put myself more upright with the controls. Reaching out to me putting my face in her hands, she looks deep into my eyes.
“You know they told me you’re heart stopped on three different occasions during surgery. I was told you lost a total of ten minutes of oxygen to your brain. Until more tests are done their not sure of any damage. You really had me scared. I’m not sure what I’d do without you. I really think I’d be quite lost.”

Then very carefully she wrapped her arms around my next. I was able to put my right arm around her waist part way.  The left arm was connected to more things so I didn’t move it. I gave a pat on her back, I wanted her to break away a little. I wanted to talk to her. 

“I’m not finished with my business here yet. I have so many more lives to touch and to help. I want to be more involved with protecting our environment, the children, our elderly and watch out for the government. Speaking of children, I want children or a child to enter our home. Like adopt or for one of us to have one or possibly a surrogate.”

“WOW! You came up with all of this while you were unconscious? Your brain just doesn’t stop. Are you sure you are okay? I’ve never seen you like this.”

“I’m great. I’ve never seen things so clearly in all of my life. I have a very important question to ask you. It’s not a joke either.” ‘Will you marry me?’ 

“Are you serious? Of course I’ll marry you.”

“I’ve been saving for it. I just didn’t know when I’d ask.”

“Well I’m glad you finally did. I wasn’t sure you would ever ask me.”

Amy moves in to give me a hug for a whole different reason. I’m returning the hug as best I can, but I’m not feeling as good as earlier. I’m feeling very taxed all of the sudden. Should I interrupt this moment? Fine, I’ll ring for a nurse. I gave Amy the pat on the back like before. I press the call button for the nurse. It’s getting more and more difficult to breathe. I raise my hand to my chest. Amy runs for my nurse or maybe a doctor. My heart seems to be beating way too fast. I can’t believe how bad the pain is in my chest. I wonder if it’s radiating from the wound in my side.

“Amy,” I called out. 

She entered the room and was followed by more nurses and doctors. The nurses began to pull aside some of the wires another started listening to my heart. A doctor pulled thing from around my wound. I caught a glimpse of a lot of red. Something must have pop loose. Will I make it through another surgery? She said yes. I ask will you marry me and she said YES.

“Jessica. Don’t forget you ask me to marry you and I said yes.”

Right after that she was pulled away from me. I hear her voice. It’s still in the room. They didn’t take her out. But the next sound I didn’t want either of us to hear.

BEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP

“Paddles…Clear…” Slam…

BEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP

“Nothing. Charging…Clear…” Slam…

BEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP

“AGAIN!”

BEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP

“That’s it. Call it.” 

“T. O. D. 9:08 a.m.” I heard a male voice state.

They are pronouncing me dead. How can that be? I know the hearing is the last sense to go. How long will I have to hear all this, the crying and other sad voices? I’m sorry you can’t hear me but ‘Good- bye Amy.’


”


