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One minute I'm fine, working peacefully on my mosaic, the next, tragedy strikes. 

First, the dot of glue, then the perfect placing of the piece that fits in just right. Blue, like 

the color that you see only in the ocean waves, and the green, like a black cat’s jade eyes and 

yellow, as bright as the sun itself, start to blend into a masterpiece-my best yet. This one, this one 

will be great. The perfect gift for my best friend. Then I notice that my throat is raw. I need some 

water. I get up and turn towards the kitchen. I place my foot down on the ground and something, 

something is very wrong.  

My mom jumps to her feet and shrieks like a crazed animal enclosed in a cold, dark cage 

at the zoo. 

My brother lets out a shrill scream like the fire alarms that make you jump five feet in the 

air. 

I look down slowly. My eyes bulge out of my head.  

My foot has been sliced open by the stained glass. The stained glass that was sticking out 

of the bucket on the floor with no lid. A disaster just waiting to happen. 

A scorching, gooey substance is running down my foot and onto the chilled, rigid floor. 

The blood. It’s everywhere.  The glass also, has been stained by the blood. What a miserable 

word…blood.  

 

 

 



 

Everybody around me is as pale as ghosts.  

My brother is a cheetah as he runs for the phone. He is shaking violently as he hands the 

phone to my mom. 

“Call 911! Call 911!” he commands like a military officer. 

She takes the phone and dials with her shaking hands.  

“911, what’s your emergency?” I hear them say from the phone. My mother fled the 

room as if she was running from a fire, so that I don’t have to hear what she is saying. As if I 

don’t already know and she is somehow protecting me from the truth. 

Then I am standing there, my parents at my foot, trying to hold it together, to put pressure 

on it.  Anything that they can do to stop the bleeding. I can't tell if they have been successful. My 

head is spinning like it used to when I was little, in my pink tutu, spinning around and around 

holding the hands of my friends.  All I see are tears streaming down my brother’s face.  He is 

stricken with anxiety and despair.  

Then I hear the sirens screaming. They are coming for me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



First the firemen show up, telling me to sit down. I am in a daze. I'm not really listening. I 

have lost control over my body. They are wrapping up my foot, I think.  

“Ma’am, do you need oxygen?” says a voice in the darkness.  

Are they talking to me? 

“No,” I manage to say. But did I actually say it? I cannot tell.  

“Ma’am I need you to try to keep your eyes open” says the same voice, “and are you sure 

you don’t need oxygen?”  But it's just so hard. How can I keep them open, when they feel as 

though they are a hundred thousand pounds?  

“No,” I mumble again. “No oxygen, I'm fine.” 

More sirens. I never liked sirens, their jarring voices penetrating the beautiful silence.  

Then people are barging through the threshold and into my home with a long, white 

stretcher. That can't possibly be for me, I think, those are only in crime shows, and movies. But 

sure enough, a moment later, I am being lifted onto a stretcher, strapped in with the cold, metal 

straps that shock my skin with any contact, and rushed out the door.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The ambulance is scary. It is lined with needles, and medicines and unrecognizable jars 

and containers. The woman next to me is asking me questions. Why won’t she just shut up? I 

hear my mother saying to the driver to take me to Winchester because Children’s hospital is too 

far away.  

Then the doors are open and I am rolled inside. Where is my mom? I want her here, next 

to me!  

White washed walls, white washed doors. Why is there so much white? 

“Why white?” I ask my mother.  

“I don’t know,” she replies. I can hear the worry in her voice as she says this. I don’t push 

the matter any further. 

 Click, click, click go the wheels as they pass over the tiles.  

I never did get that water. 

The doctor is nice enough, though he looks fatigued, as if he has been there all night. His 

cool brown eyes reassure me, as if they are telling me that it will all be okay. I have to look at my 

Eye Spy book while he stitches. I cannot bring myself to peek over the rim of the book. I want 

to, though; I want to see what they are doing.  I can feel it, the occasional tug of my skin as the 

doctor stitches another piece of my foot together, but I cannot bring myself to look. I focus on 

the search.  

 

 

 

 



“Three dogs, two fishhooks, a broken oar…” I read.  I need to search, to get the feeling of 

the strings probing and tugging the two flaps of skin tight together, out of my head.  

After what seems like forever, they are done. I will need to be on crutches for eight 

weeks.  

 I am excited.  I have never had crutches before, I think to myself, my friends will be so 

jealous! But the excitement quickly withers as the Novocain starts to wear off.  The pain starts to 

creep in. Now is the time to be strong. They start to instruct me on how to use the crutches, their 

long silver poles connecting me to the floor.  I wobble about like a young foal. 

Eight hours, twenty-two sutures, two crutches and one fully wrapped foot later, I am 

leaving the hospital, finally.  

 

 

  

 

 

 

 


