Judy Fink
Day two challenge
Part 2, Unexpected Emergency
Joe and I took our son Jamie home from the hospital one week after open-heart surgery.  I’ll never forget the sight of the surgery scar running down his chest.  It reminded me of my father.  He had open-heart surgery when I was about 16 years old.  That would have been around 1962.  That type of surgery was cutting edge at that time.  Today, not so much.  But the red scar running down his chest was the same. 
Before Jamie could be discharged many things had to be attended to.  His case worker had papers to sign, his cardiac nurse had instructions for home care and cautions and so on.
His surgeon, Dr. Shultz stopped in for a moment to send him off.  I asked “Dr. Shultz are six bypasses unusual?”  “No, not at all,”he answered. “Four and six bypasses are the norm.  I’ve already done nine on one patient.”  “Nine!” I responded.  “That is truly amazing.” 
 I also made the mistake of asking him about cutting Jamie’s sternum.  “Oh yes, we had to saw it apart.” My eyes widened at that response, “Oh my, I’m so sorry I asked.” Envisioning it made me cringe. All I could see in my mind was a table saw going through Jamie’s chest.  Shaking that thought out my head we continued through his discharge. 
Interestingly, he was told not to sit in the front seat of the car.  Just in case an air bag would go off.  Protecting the chest was paramount.  All cardiac patients received a bright red heart shaped pillow with a diagram of the human heart on the front.  It was about 15”x18” and anytime he had to cough or sneeze he was to hug that pillow to his chest to protect the incision.
Upon arrival at his house he tried to sit and relax.  Unfortunately, that didn’t happen.  Jamie was supposed to call his wife Dawn as the discharge was being done so she could ask questions.  With all the people coming in and out of the room, he forgot. 
 Dawn didn’t.
She began raising her voice to the point of yelling how Jamie didn’t respect her enough to call and she’s the only one stepping up to take care of him.  I couldn’t believe what I was seeing and hearing.  As she continued to rant, she became more agitated.  She began slamming doors, throwing dishes and loudly cursing and crying.
We were stunned.  Sitting there uncomfortably having to witness this was inconceivable.  Jamie just came home from the hospital and the house was in chaos.  I felt terrible for him and angry she was causing so much unrest by her actions.  He tried to get her to calm down.  “Dawn, I’m sorry, there was so much going on at the hospital, I forgot to call.  Please, please, please calm down.  I need to rest.”  She refused to answer but loudly kept making noise in the kitchen.
To top off the event, Dawn’s son Benton, a 26 year old deadbeat who moved in with them one month after they got married, without talking to Jamie first, began playing his drums from the basement.  When I heard that invasive drumming, I saw red!  It took everything in me to not go down there and kick his ass!  I thought, what an inconsiderate prick, to play drums when someone comes home from open-heart surgery and needs peace and quiet. 
Thankfully, Dawn and Benton both quieted down but the damage was done as far as I was concerned.  My opinion of her just hit rock bottom.  
We were going to go back to our hotel for the night.  As we walked out the door to the car I turned and looked at the house.  My heart ached for my son.  I hated to leave him in that house of chaos.


