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The nurse allows Ed, Denise, and Carl to visit one at a time, for a few minutes.
One time, Denise comes in and says, “Paul is here and wants to see you.” What the hell is my ex-husband doing here? “I had to call him to get your parents’ phone number.”
“My parents? Why call them?”
“You are hurt pretty bad, Patricia. I needed to tell them what happened. They are driving here now.”
I still couldn’t understand why they would drive from South Louisiana to Orlando, almost 800 miles, in the middle of the night.

At one point, I realize my ex-husband, my date, and my affair are all sitting in the same waiting room. I breathe deep, thankful I’m in here and not there.

“Can you cut these off, please?” I raise my hand and ask the kind nurse. “They hurt.”
“Sweetie, you must be kidding. Your fingernails are what’s bothering you?”
My natural nails are paper thin, so I never had the beautiful hands I always wanted until acrylic nails became popular. I visited the salon every two weeks and told my troubles to the nail tech as she repaired, shaped, filed, and applied a new coat of bright red polish. 
Now, many nails are broken into the quick or hanging on by a sliver. Dirt and blood combine where my nails were ripped, and my fingers feel so sore.
The nurse stands beside me with a pair of clippers. “Okay, let’s do it.” The clippers create a crushing sound as the tough acrylic gives way to the pressure. Afterward, she washes the dirt and blood off my hands.
“There, how’s that?” she asks.
“Better,” I say, and I mean it. My fingers are still sore but not throbbing. “Thank you.”
She smiles and shakes her head.
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