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“We’re here,” Ed says as he sits on the horn and jumps out of the car. 
Moments later, the car doors fly open. A woman dressed in white looks down on me. “Oh, sweetie. We’re going to take care of you.” She puts her hand on my forehead; it feels warm.
“Get a backboard,” she says to the guy looking at me from the other opened door, and he disappears.
She continues to talk to me until several others show up. One fastens a brace around my neck; the others slide a hard, yellow board onto the seat next to me.
“Sweetie, we need to put this under you.” I nod. My body screams with every tug and bump.
Behind me, I hear her yell at Ed, “What the hell were you thinking bringing her in like this? Are you crazy?” Ed doesn’t respond. “Stay here,” she tells him as they push me through double doors into a large room filled with light and noise and people.
“Hang in there,” she tells me. “We’ll take good care of you.”
People rush around me, cut off my clothes, start an IV, hook me up to monitors, place a mask over my nose and mouth.
A young guy in a white coat rushes in. “Hi, Patricia. I’m Dr. Samuels. You’ve taken quite a tumble, haven’t you?” I try to smile. “Your right lung is collapsed. That’s why you’re having a hard time breathing. I can fix it, but it’s going to hurt.” 
With that, he inserts a tube and pushes hard on my right side. The pain is horrible, but I hear a whooshing sound and take a deep breath, the first one in a while. “Good. Now, we’ll get you something for pain and check you out.”

