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     Crack!  It sounded like a home run, but I wasn’t playing ball; I was 

falling.  The branch I was still holding hit the ground with a thud and then I 

hit, too.  I wanted to scream, but I couldn’t breathe for what seemed like a 

very long time.  And then the pain was so overwhelming that I did scream.  

I rolled over and tried to get up, but my left arm would not work.  It was 

numb, but at the same time it hurt.  It hurt a lot!


     “Tim, are you OK?”


     “No.  Help me!”


     Mike and Lee climbed out of the tree and ran over to me.


     “Don’t touch my left arm,” I cried.  And then I did cry.  Lee ran into the 

house to get his parents, while Mike did his best to help me get up.


     Slowly we walked together to the car.  I knew this was bad and I had to 

get home, but I wasn’t sure if I could even climb into the car.  Mike opened 
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the door and helped me up, but as I turned to sit down, my left elbow hit 

the dashboard.  My arm jerked and my elbow bent the wrong way.  It bent 

backward!  Mike looked like he was going to throw-up.  I did.


     Mr. Brennan came running outside with Lee close behind.  He took one 

look and yelled to Mrs. Brennan to call my parents.


     He then asked me, “Tim, can you sit back and hold onto the door 

handle with your right hand?”


     He drove me very slowly to my house, which, thankfully, was only a few 

streets away.  We went through the garage and up the stairs to the 

kitchen.   My mother very gently got the winter coat off and then just cut 

away the shirt.  One look sent my father to call the hospital and then we 

were on our way. 


     The hospital was two towns over. It was normally about a 35 minute 

ride, but the slightest bump caused me such agony that my father tried to 

drive as slowly and smoothly as possible.  The trip was an eternity of pain 

and fear.  We pulled into the emergency entrance and two large men in 

white came running out with a big stretcher-like thing with big wheels and 

side-rails that dropped down.  They picked me up; sat me on the stretcher 

and started to hurry back to the emergency room when I cried out.


     “Go slow.  Go slow,” I screamed.  They slowed down to a walk.
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     Automatic glass doors swooshed open and we went through to a bright 

hallway.  A woman dressed in white smiled at me; pointed and said, “ Look 

over there.”  So I did.  “How old are you?”


     “I’m seven, almost eight.”


     “Do you feel this?” she asked me.  I looked back and saw she was 

sticking multiple pins into my left arm starting at the wrist and moving up 

towards my elbow.  “No.”  She looked worried.  My parents looked 

worried.  I was more than worried. I was flat out scared.


     Suddenly there were all sorts of people around me doing all sorts of 

things.  My clothes came off.  I was lifted onto a different kind of stretcher 

and moved into a big room crowded with things I had never seen before.  I 

saw my mother and father and then something was put on my face and 

there was a smell.  Someone told me to count backwards from one 

hundred.  I think I made it to 94.


     I woke up in a new place and I felt awful.  I was lying flat on my back 

with the bad arm hanging above my head.  I felt really awful.  Uh Oh, it’s 

going to happen, I thought.


     “It’s going to happen,” I gagged and threw up.  The smell of my own 

vomit was terrible.  I threw up, again.  A cool, damp cloth cleaned my face 

and a friendly voice told me she would get me all cleaned up in a jiffy.  It 

was the ether that made me sick, but I’d soon feel better, she said.
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     She was right, soon I was feeling better and started looking around.  I 

was in a room that had two other beds.  In the one across the room was a 

girl younger than I, who was asleep, and directly to my right was a boy a 

year or two older with very dark skin.  I’d never seen anyone with such 

dark skin.  I guess I stared.  He stared back; then he smiled and told a silly 

joke.  I laughed, which was nice, but my laughing also made my arm shake 

and the pain was so bad that I began to cry.


     “Hey, I’m sorry!”  He was at the side of my bed.  “What’s wrong with 

your arm?”


     “I don’t know.  I fell out of a tree.”


     “Geez, it looks like there is a big pin through your elbow.  That must 

hurt a lot.”


     “Some times,” I agreed.  “Why are you here?”


     “I’ve got hemophilia.”


      “What’s that?”  I’d never heard of it.


     “Well, sometimes if I bang into something or fall, I start to bleed and it 

doesn’t stop.  They have to give me new blood.  Hey, my name’s Philip 

James, PJ for short.  What’s yours?”


     “It’s Tim.  Short for Timothy.  PJ, what do I do.  I have to pee?”


     “Call the nurse.  See this button?  Press it and she’ll come to help.”
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     The nurse came and I told her my problem.  “PJ back in bed,” she told 

him and then pulled closed the curtains around my bed.  “So, here’s what 

we do.”  She took a kind of tube off a table; moved the covers off and 

pulled down my pajamas.


     “How embarrassing,” I thought, but better than wetting the bed, 

especially since I couldn’t get out of bed.  I started getting sleepy and 

when I closed my eyes, it hit me.  Talk about embarrassing, how do I 

poop? 


     I found out soon enough.  I guess I slept until morning, because 

breakfast showed up and I was hungry.  But how am I supposed to eat.  

I’m flat on my back and can hardly move.  And then my parents were 

there.  Oh yeah!  We talked while they fed me.


     “Your elbow was badly damaged and right now it’s pinned together, 

because the surgeons could not set it.  Tim, unfortunately you’re going to 

be in the hospital for a while, so we all have to make the best of it.  We will 

be here with you every day, whenever we can and bringing games, books 

and, yes, school work.”


     Eventually I looked forward to having school work, although right then I 

wasn’t thrilled about it.  An hour or so later a nurse came in and asked if I 

need to try and defecate.  I learned then a fancy name for pooping.  No, I 

didn’t.  Much later in the day I was asked again.  No, I didn’t.  The next 
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time I was told that yes, I did.  Another embarrassing moment, the second 

of many.  I also learned another new word, “enema”.  I also learned that 

having a sponge bath, having to use a bedpan and having someone clean 

you up all the time isn’t so great. But after a while it no longer becomes 

embarrassing, just necessary and eventually routine.


     The second operation was not an emergency, so there was no urgency 

and chaos.  I was less afraid; I wanted it to work and so to be able to get 

out of bed. A different anesthesia, another new word learned, didn’t make 

me sick this time, but the elbow was still pinned and hanging over my 

head.  They couldn’t set the elbow.  Something about a lack of blood flow 

and possible gangrene.  And I was now in a private room.  I was moved 

because I had been in the “Children’s Ward”.  Besides PJ making me 

laugh all the time, which did nothing good for my elbow, there were kids 

coming in the room lots of the time.  Kids running around.  Kids banging 

into the beds.  Too much pain.  But now I was lonely.  I missed PJ.  Even 

with the books, games, school work, my parents and even my older 

brother, I was lonely.  And sore.


     “Move over just a little more on your side,” my mother said as she 

rubbed my back, bottom and legs to prevent bedsores.
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     Every day there seemed to be a new difficulty.  The most recent was 

gas.  The pain in my guts was so bad that they had to massage me to 

move the gas along my intestines.  I learned another new word.  

Flatulence.  The first time in my life it was OK for me to fart.


     And my birthday came.  What a crummy way to turn eight, but then Mr. 

& Mrs. Brennan showed up.


     “Hi!  Is Mike and Lee here, too?”


     “They wanted to come, but unfortunately children under 12 aren’t 

allowed to visit, but they sent you a card and a gift,” said Mrs. Brennan.  

The card was funny and the gift was neat.  It was an ant farm.  You’d think 

watching ants would be boring, but it wasn’t.  It was really interesting and 

helped to pass the time.


     A day or so later one of the doctors came in and checked me over.


     “Ready?” he asked me.  They were getting me prepped for the third 

operation.


     “Is it going to work this time?” 


     “We will do our best!”


     This time when I woke up there was no arm hanging above my head.  

My left arm was at my side.  A big, hard cast encased my arm from fingers 

to shoulder.  It worked?  It worked!  Now I can get out of bed, I thought.  
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So I swung my legs around to the edge of the bed and was about to stand 

up when the room began to spin.  The longer I sat there, the faster it spun.  

I guess I was groaning when the nurse came in.


     “No, no, no,” she said as she was helping me lie down.  “Are you 

dizzy?”


     I shook my head ‘yes’ and that was a big mistake.  She held a pan in 

front of me just in time.  I’m really getting sick of getting sick.


     “You’ve been in bed for so long that it’s going to take a while before 

you can walk.  For a start just get used to sitting up in bed.


     The next day they had me practice standing up.  The day after I started 

walking, but I was really ‘shakey’.  The following day was better, but I still 

couldn’t go to the bathroom by myself.  And then a few days later I could.  

Oh, yes!  I also walked the halls and could go to the solarium, another new 

word.  And then the big day.  With my arm in a sling, I got to go home after 

almost a month in the hospital.


     And I went back to school.  The entire class, including my teacher, 

signed my cast that first day.  It was great to be back, but I couldn’t do a 

lot of fun things like kickball and use most of the playground stuff, but at 

least I was back with my friends.  Mike helped me a lot.  I guess he felt 

guilty that I got hurt at his house, but he’s my best friend and I told him it’s 

not his fault.
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     Another big day arrived, because the cast was coming off.  “How do 

you get it off,” I asked the doctor.


     “With this,” and he showed me.  It was some kind of saw.


     “But isn’t it going to cut me?”


     “No.”  I must have looked doubtful.  “Believe me,” he said.  “I’ve done 

this many times and never drawn blood once.”


     He was right.  It cut the plaster cast, but didn’t hurt me at all.  It was 

amazing and now the cast was off.


     “Move your elbow.”


     I couldn’t.


     “Move your elbow, NOW.”  He was practically yelling at me.


      I got so upset that I started crying.  “I can’t.  I can’t,” I sobbed.  He 

calmed down.  I couldn’t.  I was afraid I would never be able to use my 

arm again.


    


     I was wrong, but it took a long time, a lot of hard work and a lot of pain.  

Every morning before school my mother drove me to the hospital for an 

hour of physical therapy, another new word and I hated it.


     George, the head therapist, was old, grumpy and I thought mean.  The 

hour started with my arm in a whirlpool bath and then he had me doing all 

kinds of exercises, most of which hurt.  Hurt a lot!  The worst was when 
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George had my elbow on a padded table; put a weight in my left hand and 

began pushing my arm downwards.  In the beginning I’d be crying, but he 

just kept pushing.  It was awful.


     “You want to be able to use this arm, don’t you?” he growled at me.  “If 

so, then you’re going to have to work hard at it and it’s going to hurt.  But I 

promise you this.  If you do as I say, you will be able to use your arm 

almost as well as before the accident.”


     Every afternoon after school and on the weekends I had to do more 

exercises at home that George had given me.  Also everyday, three times a 

day, I had to rub this stuff on my elbow.  It was called shea butter, but it 

sure didn’t smell or taste like butter.  Yes, I did taste it. Yuck, that was a big 

mistake.  But it did help my elbow, I guess.


      George was right and I came to understand that all he was trying to do 

was help me.  And he sure did.


     “George, look.”  I stood in front of him and held both arms up and out 

to my side.  I bent my elbows to try to touch my neck with my fingers.  I 

could touch with my right and only an inch or two short with my left.


     “Splendid,” he said.  “You have at least 95% or more use, and it’s all 

because of you.  I merely showed you how, but you did the hard part.  

Congratulations, I’m proud of you.”
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     It took almost 6 months of physical therapy to ‘un-break’ my elbow.  

But now I can do everything.  It’s just as if I never broke it.  I can swim; I 

can play ball and climb trees - - well, maybe I won’t be climbing any trees.
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