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Assistance Needed 

It had been a normal morning for Emma. She woke up, had her breakfast, and went down 

to the local farmer‟s market to buy some vegetables. Emma was excited to finally have a 

weekend with nothing to do, and it meant binging on Netflix for the next thirty-six hours. But 

Emma needed a shower first, since it had been hot outside and she got a little sweaty. And as 

Emma stepped out of the shower, she tripped on the shower door track. She hit the floor with a 

hard smack on her arm, which at first seemed to have been unaffected. It wasn‟t until Emma 

went to push herself up that Emma found out she wasn‟t okay. A sharp pain shot through her left 

arm, and she cried out. 

“God, I hope it‟s not broken.” She turned her head, looking at her arm. Emma noticed 

that her shoulder didn‟t look quite right, and cussed under her breath. “Not broken, but 

dislocated.” She looked around her bathroom, and noticed that her iPhone was sitting just inside 

the cabinet by the toilet. She dragged herself across the floor with her one good arm, pulling out 

her phone and calling several of her friends. None of them answered their phones, and Emma 

was left with one last hope: her ex-boyfriend. He was known as Jake to everyone else, but he 

insisted that Emma call him by his first name, Andrew. Emma had stopped calling him „Andrew‟ 

when they broke up.Emma stared at his name on her list for a couple of minutes, her finger going 

back and forth over his number, before finally hitting „Send‟. It started to ring, and her stomach 

flipped. Each ring made her more nervous than the last, until he finally picked up, with a slightly 

surprised tone. 

“Em, I never expected to hear from you. What‟s going on?” 

“Jake, I don‟t want you reading anything into this, or think this is some kind of White 

Knight-thing, but I am desperate.” Emma paused for a moment, remembering the excruciating 
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pain she was in at that current moment. “I fell getting out of the shower, and I think I dislocated 

my shoulder. Could you possibly take me to the hospital?” She waited to see if he was going to 

snicker, but was met with silence on the other end of the phone. “I called all of my other friends 

before I called you, but they didn‟t answer their phones. Like I said, this call is an act of 

desperation.” 

“So, you‟re a damsel-in-distress?” Emma heard the wide smile he had from the other end 

of the phone, and she attempted to make some rude gesture that he couldn‟t see, but was met 

with sharp pain. 

“Jake, are you going to help me, or do I need to call 9-1-1? I am naked, and I‟d rather 

have someone who has seen me in a compromising position help me, but if you‟re going to be a 

jerk, I can hang up and call them now.” 

“Wait a second: your friends have seen you naked?” 

“No, but since we‟re all women, it‟s not like we haven‟t seen boobs before.” Another 

sharp pain shot through her arm, and Emma loudly gasped. 

“Are you okay?” Emma heard his tone go from slightly amused to that of concern. “I‟m 

on my way. I still have the key to your place that I never gave back to you. Besides, I wouldn‟t 

be able to live with myself if I let you lay on the floor in agony while total strangers see you 

naked.” 

Emma felt relieved. “Thank you so much, Jake. I‟ll be lying here, like a slug in my 

bathroom until you show up.” 

As Emma lay upon her dark-blue tile floor, her nerves were getting the better of her. She 

hadn‟t seen him in several months, ever since she discovered that he cheated on her and left her 

that same night. She had been very angry with him at first, but had recently forgiven him as a 
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means of helping her to move on so she could start dating again. She wondered if he had matured 

at all, but judging from the phone call he hadn‟t. 

After feeling like she had been laying face-first on the floor forever,she heard Jake‟s keys 

hitting the bowl just inside the door and his footfalls as he approached the door. 

“Jake, is that you?”Dear god, I hope it’s you. The door slowly opened, and all Emma 

could see were the soles of a pair of really nice shoes in front of her. 

“Well…this is an appalling position to be in,” Jake said, with a light giggle. Jake knelt 

down, resting his hands on his legs. Emma looked up at him pitifully, which quickly turned into 

agitation when he wasn‟t helping her. 

“For crying out loud, just help me!” He moved to Emma‟s side, groaning as he bent down 

to pick her up gently. Emma cried out, since her shoulder felt like it was on fire, and he adjusted 

the way he held her to alleviate some of her pain. She groaned against his chest. 

“This is so embarrassing, Jake.” He chuckled, walking out of the bathroom and toward 

her bedroom. After delicately sitting her on her bed, she directed him to grab her strapless bra 

and tube top, so that she could look somewhat put together without making herself hurt any 

worse. Emma is very annoyed with herself, for having getting into this situation and having to 

rely on her ex-boyfriend to help her out. Jake picked up her blue suede ballet flats and wiggled 

them onto her feet and made sure the hems of her jeans were pulled over the back of her shoes. 

He then picked her up again, being mindful of her shoulder, and heads out towards the front 

door. 

“Don‟t forget my purse!” He stopped at the dining table so she could grab her purse from 

the entryway, and then again so she could grab his car keys.She muttered his name a few times 

under her breath, which rubbed him the wrong way, and he had to correct her. 
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“Emma, do you remember how I don't like when you call me Jake?” 

“Of course I do. You prefer I call you by your given name, Andrew. It‟s been that way 

since the eighth grade.”Emma realizes he can‟t close the door behind him with her in his arms, 

so she stuck her leg out pulling the door shut with her foot. “Thank god for those handle 

doorknobs, right?” 

“Thank you,” he said, as she locked the door with her one working arm. “I don‟t know 

why you‟re the only one I want using my given name.” 

“It‟s because you liked how I said it. Don‟t ask me why, I just went with it when we were 

thirteen.” Emma put her keys into her purse, and then looked up at Andrew. “That‟s enough 

reminiscing. For now, we‟re going to the E.R.” 

At the Emergency Room, Emma became an even larger ball of nerves. Not because she 

was there with Andrew, but because she suddenly realized what was going to happen. 

Emmagrew up watching ER, and had become very acquainted with their onscreen method of 

resetting dislocated joints. She had heard the noises, and remembered how they cried out when 

their joints were reset. Emma thought about all of this, but was in so much pain she couldn‟t tell 

Andrew about her fears. 

Once they were led back to a room, they offered Emma a sedative that would allow her to 

be conscious, but unaware of what was happening to her. Emma was grateful for this. She might 

have been thirty-one-years-old, but the thought of possibly hearing her shoulder pop back into its 

joint turned her into a child. After being given the sedative, she started to relax. Andrew started 

talking to her, as a way of keeping her mind off of what was going to happen.  

“I think I will scream when they pop my shoulder back in.” 

“Why is that, Em?” Emma turned her head toward Andrew, placing her hand on his arm. 
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“I will hear it pop back in.” Andrew smirked. “Don‟t laugh Andrew! You know how 

much I hate the sound of anything being broken, let alone reset. Do you remember how I reacted 

when Buffy the Vampire Slayer started making neck breakings a weekly occurrence?” 

“I do,” Andrew said, nodding his head. “You stopped watching the show. You were so 

put off by it that you couldn‟t even bring yourself to watch the series finale. But I don‟t really 

think you‟ll be able to hear it. You‟ve been given really nice drugs which will make you not hear 

it, okay?” Emma nodded. Emma looked around the room, humming a song quietly to herself. 

And then, she grabbed Andrew‟s arm in alarm. 

“You‟ll be there to cover my ears, right? I don‟t care if I‟ll hear it; just knowing my ears 

were covered might help me just a little.” Andrew used all of his inner strength to not laugh at 

Emma, who didn‟t even know they were in the hospital room at that moment. 

* * * * * * *  

Emma woke up a few hours later with her arm in a sling, and Andrew sleeping alongside 

her. 

“Andrew, what are you still doing here?” 

Andrew groaned, turning to look at her. “You asked me to stay here while we were on the 

way back to your house. You were afraid that you might have an adverse reaction to the drugs 

they gave you at the hospital, and lose consciousness forever.  I was your lifeline, to make sure 

you woke up.” Andrew smiled, stretching his arms above his head. 

“That sounds like something I would say,” Emma said, throwing off the covers and 

getting out of bed. “I get so paranoid when I am on hospital painkillers. Do you want some 

food?” 
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Andrew nodded. “While you were asleep, I went to Target and bought some waffles for 

you. I even bought chocolate chip ones.” 

“I only eat blueberry, you eat chocolate chip.” 

“Exactly,” he said, walking down the hall towards her kitchen. 

“Your shoulder being dislocated offers us an opportunity to talk about what happened a 

few months ago.” Andrew looked over at Emma, as he pulled his third waffle out of the toaster. 

“It‟s not necessary. I forgave you for all that stuff a month ago; let‟s not rehash all of it.” 

“If that‟s what you want, okay. How‟s your job been going?” 

“That's how I want it, Andrew.” 

“How is Melissa?” Saying her name tasted bitter to Emma, but she swallowed it. 

“Melissa and I didn‟t work out. I am now seeing a Kindergarten teacher, named Stacy.” 

Emma smiled at him, motioning for him to continue. “Do you really want to hear about her?”  

Emma nodded. “Before we started dating, we were best friends. It might be a long time 

before we can get back to where we were before, but I would like to see if we can get back to 

being good friends.” 

“Stacy is amazing, and a lot nicer than Melissa ever was. And she seems genuinely 

fascinated by the fact I am trying to build up my photography portfolio. She wants to accompany 

me to Catalina for a wedding I am shooting next month. Do you think it‟s too soon for that?” 

Emma shook her head. Andrew smiled, and rested his chin on his hands. 

“What about you, Emma? Do you have a special guy?” Emma vigorously shakes her 

head. “And why is that? I figured you‟d have been dating by now.” 

“There have been some possibilities, but they never panned out. I hate online dating, and 

that‟s all people seem to do nowadays. I think I‟m too old for that online crap.” 
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“You‟re a librarian, Em. I‟m sure there‟s plenty of old ladies that you see on a daily basis 

who wishes they could set you up with their sons or grandsons, or even single dads that think 

you‟re pretty.” 

“Well if there are, I‟ve yet to meet them.” Emma sipped her tomato juice. 

“I could ask Stacy if she knows any single teachers at her school, and I can see if they‟re 

worth your time.” Emma laughs.Andrew only spoke like that when they were friends. Emma 

remembered when they were in high school and he said the same things. 

“Andrew looked down at his watch, and threw back the last of his coffee.  

“Speaking of Stacy, I am meeting her for dinner tonight. I need to run home and take a 

quick shower. Are you going to be okay?” 

“I was planning a Netflix binge-fest, until my accident took a few hours off of that. You 

go, and have a fun date. And be careful getting in and out of the shower.” Andrew smiled, and 

walked to the door. “Thanks for coming to take me to the ER.” 

“You‟re welcome, Emma. Take it easy, and enjoy your Netflix binge.” 

“I will. Now get out of here, and go on your date. Have a good night.” 

Emma locked the door behind him, and walked into the living room. She turned on the 

TV and pressed the button that would bring up Netflix. As Emma waited for Netflix to load, she 

thought about what Andrew had said. It had been several months since they‟d broken up, and she 

was ready to start dating again. After scrolling through her list of shows and movies she wanted 

to watch, Emma pressed the „Enter‟ button. 

“I think I‟ll call Andrew tomorrow, and take him up on his offer to have Stacy 

recommend someone to meet with.” She settled back against the couch, and smiled to herself. 

Things were looking up, for the first time in a long while. 


