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ER Visit Number One

	Emergency rooms are a scary place, especially the first time.  Noises can be heard behind other curtains, different machines can spew their mechanical sounds, and if a traumatic event has occurred you might witness blood on some things, which can amplify the apprehension of your visit.  My first appearance happened after a friendly neighborhood game of kickball.  I was in fifth grade, and the neighborhood had an abundance of youth to play outdoor games.  I had grown quickly, standing five foot four inches by this time.
	On this sunny April day, a group of neighborhood kids gathered to play in one of the front yards.  Competitive as I am, I joined the game.  
	After the teams were chosen, my team began the offensive first.  Two teammates were already on base; it was my turn.  As the pitcher rolled the ball toward me, I stepped forward and, with all my might, brought my leg and foot to meet the ball, only to be stopped short as my toe caught in the three-inch tall grass and abruptly stopped.  The momentum of my leg and the rest of my body continued forward, at which time I fell to the ground in extreme pain.  Crying and unable to get up, the other children thought I was teasing and proceeded to jump on top of my downed body.  Screaming in agony for them to get off, they could not hear me from all the laughing and commotion.  Finally, my pleas were heard, and they slowly piled off.
	I hobbled across the street, desperately searching for my mother, who quickly drove me to the emergency room.  The x-rays confirmed I had broken my big toe on my right foot, in the middle of the foot.  They called it a metatarsal fracture.  To be followed by the application of a cast. 
	The anxiety didn’t end there.  I then had to learn to maneuver with the crutches, especially traversing the school hallways with all the student traffic.  When returning to school the following Monday, I figured out how to carry my bookbag but found it impossible to get my lunch tray.  I stood awkwardly in the lunch line, waiting for someone to help me get the tray to a table.  To the rescue finally appeared a teacher to assist me with my lunch tray, and I was forever grateful.  
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