The Broken Leg

Greg came to get me at the house where we lived at the end of second street. He lived at the other end of the block, and we had been friends forever in our blue-collar neighborhood.
It was cold, but not bitterly so. A deep layer of snow blanketed the ground.  We ambled down the newly shoveled sidewalk with no particular plan in mind. Finding ourselves at the corner we turned right and continued on to Eddie’s house.  He lived cattycorner from Greg.  Ed’s house was next to the railroad tracks, and the house would rattle when trains went by. 
Now three, we headed across the street, down the gravel road that was fourth street. We liked the street because the moms in our neighborhood couldn’t see us there.
“Hey” Greg exclaimed “Look at that!” pointing to the loading dock behind the warehouse on the right side “Let’s check it out”
In the corner of the dock, snow melting from the roof had dripped down onto a large pile of snow pushed into the corner, coating the entire snow pile and forming an ice stalagmite. 
Climbing up to the dock we took measure of the ice hill “I bet we could break off that icicle” declared Ed, seeing a challenge.
I wasn’t so sure. It looked formidable. “Let’s give it a try” replied Greg, eying the hill as if it were the north face of the Eiger Mountain.
I was the first to try but I only made it half way up before sliding down. Ed took a shot, backing up to get up a head of steam and then taking a run at it. “Whoa” he cried as he fell abruptly on his behind. 
Greg took a turn, crab crawling up. At the top he turned over on his back and slid down, spinning across the ice-covered dock. Forgetting the icicle, Greg and I mounted the hill reaching the top at the same time, but I started down first. 
I had only moved a few feet when Greg, yelling “Whoo Hoo” leapt on my back.  I let out an “oof!” as we spun uncontrollably across the dock. I felt a sharp pain as I my left leg came into contact with something.
“Owww” I cried “My leg is broke”.  “Don’t be a wussy” Ed replied as he prepared to climb “your leg isn’t broke. There isn’t even anything sticking out”.  Greg laughed “Get up! Don’t be a wimp”.  
Rubbing my leg, I saw the source of my misery, a board sticking up from the ice. I examined my leg. There was indeed nothing sticking out. I stood up gingerly, but my leg felt a little funny. The incident put a damper on things so we started home. The leg still felt funny so I tried a test run and only made it a few strides.
  “Owww! It feels like my leg is coming apart when I lift it” I said, beginning to think there might really be something wrong.  “You just need to walk it off” Greg advised. 
So on I trudged on, not at all confident in Greg’s medical analysis. 
Arriving home, I was met by my father. “Where have you been?” Dad asked sternly “Your mother has been holding supper for you!” 
I had no choice but to explain where I’d been, sure that would go over like a lead balloon. But after hearing my tale, dad laughing said “we’ll check it after supper”.
“Well, it looks a little swollen” my dad said in a soothing tone as I sat on my bed with my left leg extended. “Ooh!” I exclaimed as dad pressed on the leg. My mother sat quietly, her gaze alternating between my face and my leg. Dad said “grab the ben-gay from the medicine cabinet”.  When she returned dad squeezed a large dollop into his palm and rubbed it in.  When the ben-gay hit my leg a horde of miniature terrorists set off bombs at every nerve ending.
“It burns, it burns, It burns” I screamed. Mom jumped from the corner of the bed where she was sitting and ran to get a towel, quickly wiping the area. The pain level dropped from mind bending to merely intolerable. Dad, assessing the situation, said “well, maybe we better take him in to the doc tomorrow”.
The next day at the Medical Arts Clinic, Dr. Veum quickly determined my leg was broken and soon I was on my way, learning to use my new crutches.


