| | | | | back room of the office. But, to my dismay, she told me, "Get back on the freeway, go three exits south, take a left under the freeway, turn immediately right, and look for a house that you can't see for the bushes in front until you go past it." Seeing the distressed look on my face, she quickly drew the directions on the back of one of the motel's business cards. | | | |
| | | | | So I got back into my old car with the slipping alternator belt, took the third exit south, turned left and went through the underpass, turned immediately right, went past the house because I couldn't see it for the bushes, turned around, found the driveway, and pulled up to the garage door. I arrived at the door just in time to meet a man coming out of the house with a bloody towel over his face and blood all over his shirt. I helped him into the car, then realized I didn't know where the hospital was. | | | |
| | | | | He gave me directions in a muffled voice through the towel covering his face (which explains why I still don't have the faintest idea what he looks like). When we got to the hospital it was one giant construction zone, with hand-lettered signs pointing every which way to the emergency room entrance. When we finally found the ER door, a nurse was waiting with a wheelchair. She put him in it and told me to go park the car somewhere else, then come back to the waiting room. | | | |
| | | | | When I got back, the receptionist sat down at her computer, looked at me, and said, "What's his name?" | | | |
| | | | | "I don't know that either, but it's a house next to a Dairy Queen about three exits back down the freeway." | | | |
|