
    I awoke to the sound of freeway traffic coming through the living room window and looked at my watch. It was 5:30 a.m. This is Southern Idaho for God's sake, that's a lot of traffic for a sparsely populated rural area. I shifted positions on the recliner to reposition my broken shoulder and get more comfortable.  Damn sure wish I had a Mulligan, a do over. I'd of picked that barbed wire up instead of tripping on it with an eight inch piece of irrigation mainline on my shoulder.

    I’d lowered the electric fence by moving an insulator down the post so I could step over it as we carried the pipe to the trailer to be loaded. I'd been going over that wire for years so I was on autopilot and wasn't thinking or even being particularly careful. John, my brother-in-law, was on the other end of the pipe and I would have suspected him of pushing the pipe forward so I’d fall but then John would have to finish putting the mainline together himself and no one in their right mind would do that.

    Last fall there had been cattle on the hill and unbeknownst to me a cow had drug a piece of wire in front of the crossing. I put one leg over the fence and shifted the weight of the pipe. When I picked my other foot up, it caught on the wire and the weight of the mainline propelled me head forward onto a rock. I hit on my left shoulder, hard. It exploded with pain. I lay on the ground with the pipe on top of me. It took me a moment to catch my breath and then I moved the pipe over and got to my feet. 

    I stood for a moment and then tried to extend my arm downward. When I felt bone grating on bone and the ensuing burst of pain, I had an epiphany, I’d broken a bone.    

    “You okay?” John asked.

     “I don’t think so,” I said.  “I’m pretty sure I broke something.”
    “Good God, you landed right on your bad shoulder, didn’t you?”
    “Yeah, it wouldn’t have been so bad if that rock had’na been there.” I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry so I did a little of both. I cried in frustration because work would be out of the question for at least a few months and it was summer and I loved the outdoors. I laughed because it hurt so badly and I’d split my pants and my white underwear were bulging out and well, because crying hadn't made me feel any better.

    John started laughing, too. “I sure hope those are clean.  I don’t want to take you to the hospital if you’re wearing dirty underwear.”
    “I chang’em once a year whether I need to or not. Of course, I might have pooped my pants when I hit that rock,” I laughed. “Why don’t you go get your pick-up so you can pick me up in front of my house,” I said, still laughing, a painful nervous laugh.

     John ducked under the fence and walked over to the old Ford Ranger. It wasn’t licensed and the door handles didn’t work but he could drive it to the home place where he’d left his pick-up.

    I watched him take off across the pasture and drive down to the gate in the southeast corner. Why in the hell is he driving so slowly? Doesn’t he know I’m in pain? I walked slowly north and along the fence line that led east to my house. I got to the fence and tried to get over it. I was holding my left arm up with my right so it didn’t hurt so bad and couldn’t figure out how to hold the top wire down so I could climb the fence. Just then I had another epiphany, getting over that fence is going to cause more pain than it’s worth. I changed strategies. There was a gate on the other side of the house that led to the county road. I could escape there.

      I walked; actually it was more like baby-stepped, back along the fence going west until I came to an opening that led to the pasture where the gate was. I crossed behind the house to another opening and then walked back east again. Each step agitated the break and brought freshets of pain that washed through my shoulder. Good God, where’s an easy button when you need one, I thought, and then searched the skies in vain for a rescue helicopter.

    Finally, after three thousand thirty-four baby steps of pain, I make it to the Red Sea. Dear God I know I'm only religious in times of need but I don't need a sea parted, I just need the gate to fall down so I can get through it. Suddenly it dawned on me that I'd have to wait for my glacially slow brother-in-law to arrive and open the gate. I could see the home place and watched as he calmly parked the Ranger and got out. He didn’t run to get his pick-up, no the bastard walked and in that instant I hated him for it.

 After what seemed like ages, he was in his truck and moving. Does he peel out? After all it is an emergency. NO, he drives like he's talking on his cell phone and slowing down to listen to someone. Again I find myself praying, I guess in this case it could be called preying, to God. Please don’t let him get a phone call from a client wanting to buy real estate, he’ll leave me standing here where my first prayer hasn't been answered.

   I watched his 4x4 diesel pick-up as it crept through the yard, not even going fast enough to raise a little dust and I thanked God. Yes, as incredible as it seems I thanked God because suddenly I realized how kind and benevolent he really was. Yes, I had a broken arm, yes I felt excruciating pain as my shoulder bone grated on every pain nerve in my body, but thank God I wasn’t bleeding to death because I'd have bled to death waiting for a white 4x4 pick-up, the ignominious death I hope I don't deserve.

    My extreme pain drove out all semblance of patience. At that instant I was a teething two year-old wanting a bottle, the only difference being that my wailing was falling on deaf ears. And then, finally, after an ice age, my brother-in-law pulled up outside the gate.

     He opened the door and got out. Expecting him to rush around and open the gate, I was somewhat demoralized when he walked around the back of the pick-up, picked up two beer cans from the barrow pit and threw them into the back of his truck. He picked a helluva an awful time to go green and I resented it. 

    “Can we go to the hospital now?” I screamed rather impolitely.

     My impatience didn't phase him in the least, he was worried about something else. “I don’t suppose you had time to put on a clean pair of underwear and change pants,” he asked nonchalantly as he opened the gate. At that moment I again experienced the anger and frustration of the teething baby who realizes that it is totally dependent on someone else. 

    I felt every bump and swerve on the way to the hospital. They registered as bursts of pain but again I chose to look on the bright side of things and thank God. I thanked God that we were in a heavy truck with a decent ride and that we weren’t going through a trailer court with speed bumps. 

    I had my arm immobilized and the pain had slackened somewhat when I realized I was thirsty. I was as dry as an Arizona desert in summertime. “Can we stop at a service station and get a bottle of water?” I pleaded.

     My brother-in-law looked at me and smiled, an evil, wicked smile, “Are you going in?” he laughed.

    I didn’t see the humor but I laughed anyway, “Pease, I’ll pay for it.”
    “No, I can pay for the water,” he said and glanced over at me. When he saw the pained expression on my face he relented,  “I was just kidding, I‘ll go in.” 

    John returned with the water and handed me a 24 oz. bottle of cold, delicious wet. He kindly twisted the cap off for me. I grabbed the bottle from him and downed half of it before he had his keys in the ignition. I temporarily forgot the broken shoulder and the pain as the water addressed my thirst. In that instant I even forgave my brother-in-law. I mean, after all, John was my friend. 

    John never did hurry. He just calmly drove me to the emergency room door of the Cassia County Hospital. And I have to admit, he delayed showing a house to deliver me to the gates of hell. There was no need to hurry anyway. The first thing the emergency receptionist said was, “It’ll be a while. You’re on the bottom of the triage list.”
    I don’t think anyone ever realized how much pain I was in but me. For the first time in my life I regressed back to my earliest days. I cried and wailed, clenching my teeth to keep the sound inaudible. I didn’t want John to now what a baby I was. 

    We arrived at the hospital. Hurry up and wait and I’d lost my patience hours ago. It’s tough being the only person in the world who realizes how important I am.  Just give me a bottle of morphine and I’ll be fine. Just give me the bottle and I won’t mind being a helpless baby. I’d already lost any dignity I had by standing in the E.R. with my private parts bulging out.

    It hurt too much to sit so I stood and listened to what was happening behind the door of

 the E.R. The doctors and nurses were trying to revive an eighty-three year old who’d just had a heart attack. Okay I admit there’s always someone worse off than I am. My wound wasn’t life threatening and it was quite a ways away from the heart. I settled down and regained my patience.


