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"My left ankle hurts," I tell the nurse during a brief lull in the frantic action surrounding me.
"I'll need to cut off your boot to check it out." I didn’t realize all my clothes had been cut off, but they left my boots on.
"No, I love these boots."
"I can take it off, but it will hurt if something is wrong." I nod. In one swift motion, she cups the heel and pulls. I nearly pass out from the pain as I hear her yell, "Get ortho in here."
I look down. My leg is facing forward, but my foot is horizontal, pointing to the left.

The nurse with the kind eyes stays with me. She acknowledges I came in with “that guy” but asks if she should call anyone else. 
“Denise, please,” and I give her the number. Denise is my only real friend. Living secretly in an affair had made my life small without much room for people.
Denise shows up soon afterward. “Hey there,” she says and kisses me on the forehead. “How are you doing?”
“Been better,” I say. Even though I can breathe now, talking takes effort I don’t have.
“I bet.” Denise, also a nurse, talks with the woman who’s remained by my side and learns where I am medically.
Before being ushered out, Denise asks, “Do you want me to call Carl?”
“I don’t know.” She knew the pain I’d felt, extracting myself from this affair. “Should I?”
She nods. “Yeah, I think he needs to know.” 
“Then, go ahead.”
Seemingly within minutes, Carl is by my bedside in the ER. “I’m here now, baby. You’re going to be okay. I’m here.” I believe him and feel both relief and failure. I’ve opened the door yet again.

