
  
    Chapter 9


    JULIA


    September 9, 2020


    With earbuds in, I punch the boxing bag I just bought. James probably won’t appreciate this purchase—he always favors communication over violence—but I don’t care. I’ve been dreaming of getting one of these little toys for months, and I desperately needed it.


    My knuckles hit the thick fabric covering the sand, and I wince. The seller didn’t have gloves in my size, so I had to order them by express delivery, but they won’t arrive until later this week—too late to clear out my negative emotions.


    I can still see Fin’s smug, petty face as he told me I wouldn’t be assigned to any of the day’s operations. A low blow, especially since I’m the only intern who hasn’t set foot in cardiology in months. Is this revenge because of Dean? People say Fin doesn’t have friends, but I’m starting to think otherwise.


    I scream in frustration, kicking the bag with my left foot. A beep makes me glance up—7 a.m.


    Tara should be stopping by soon. She thinks I’m rushing to finish my shift to meet her. The anger she stirs in me forces me to unleash another flurry of punches on the bag. My hands strike in rhythm with the rap song playing on the radio. I don’t know the lyrics, and I’m making too much noise to understand them anyway. It doesn’t matter; I feel like I’m in sync. Words like betrayal, pain, and fight emerge from the deep voice of the singer.


    “You don’t look great,” Nina said, watching me arrive at the hospital just hours after seeing Dean leave Tara’s building with a blissful smile on his face. My friend—or at least, that’s what I thought she was.


    My mother had told me Tara had been talking to Dean a lot after the wedding, but I didn’t think it had gone further than that. Instead of comforting me after the most disastrous wedding in history, she chose to console the man who shattered it. What kind of friend does that? Tell me!


    Rage whitens my knuckles again as they slam into the leather. The seller had tried to pawn off one of those soft, child-friendly bags on me, but he had no idea how badly I needed a solid partner to face off against.


    I need it to be tough, resistant to abrasion and blows.


    “Coward,” I yell.


    My knee slams into the sturdy material as I imagine Dean’s face appearing on the leather. He can’t even lift his head when he passes me in the hospital corridors. Then Tara’s face, pretending she knows nothing about my situation.


    The punches rain down until I have to stop when the pain in my limbs becomes unbearable.


    At this rate, I’ll be walking around with bruises for a while.


    Not wanting to have a conversation about violence and alternative ways to deal with my inner conflicts, I pack the bag into a box I found on the street on my way home. It’s big enough to hide my new purchase, which I drag into the storage room—a place James never sets foot in.


    I race up the stairs to take a quick shower. Not for Tara, but I don’t know when he might get back from his late meeting, and I don’t want to hear any comments about my sweaty workout clothes.


    He knows as well as I do that physical exertion has never been a need for me—until now, when I have to expel all the negative energy swirling around me. My hair stays tied in a loose bun on top of my head as I quickly rinse off. My skin is burning, so I turn the dial to cold to lower the temperature, which is bound to rise again when I see the face of my so-called friend, who I now consider a traitor.


    I hear a noise downstairs as I slip into something comfortable.


    My oversized sweatpants, perfect for lounging around the apartment, cover the simple cotton underwear I’ve put on. I have no desire to look sexy while discussing Dean and Tara’s sexcapades. I’ve had enough images in my head for days, making me nauseous nonstop. My medical school sweatshirt is a strategic choice, a way to remind her that Dean is just like every other student I’ve met—a player. Nothing more.


    “Coming!” I shout as I head down the stairs.


    The way the workers remodeled the loft suits me so much better than before. I no longer feel like I’m living on half a floor. The doors are no longer just passageways but actual barriers that protect our privacy. The bedroom is our sanctuary, and no one else will set foot in it. James promised me that, and I believe him.


    I quickly let my hair down, the loose curls falling over my shoulders, before pressing the handle to let the wolf into the sheepfold.


    My friend’s face is drawn with fatigue, but there’s a serene air about her. I want to launch into hostilities immediately, but I hold back.


    I want to see how far she’ll go to lie to me and get information.


    “It’s nice,” she says softly, stepping into the newly decorated entryway.


    I nod, not hiding my pride in the loft’s new look. Her eyes scan every corner. Occasionally, she lets out an impressed whistle or a small sound of approval before stopping in the living room.


    “Want something to drink?”


    My politeness isn’t fake; I was raised well, and my manners won’t change.


    She settles for orangeade, so I fetch a pitcher and two glasses.


    The ice clinks in the glass as I set everything on the coffee table.


    Tara watches me silently.


    The urge to bring up the elephant in the room seems mutual.


    “You know he…”


    Tara hesitates mid-sentence.


    “Yes?” I prompt her.


    “Dean wants to hear from you,” she says softly before taking a sip from the glass I just handed her.


    The information is hard to swallow. Is she seriously suggesting I get back in touch with him after what I saw the other day?


    “Are you sure?”


    I struggle to articulate the simple question.


    “Yes. Well… I’m not really sure if you…”


    Her discomfort is so obvious that I take no pleasure in continuing this little game.


    “I know you’re seeing him, Tara,” I say, easing back into the couch to watch her reaction.


    “Did he tell you?”


    Her shocked expression is worth at least the price of the orangeade. The idea that he might have told me without warning her doesn’t seem to sit well with her.


    “No. I didn’t need him to.”


    “Need him to? What are you talking about?”


    Her arched eyebrows and pursed lips perfectly play the part of someone who clearly doesn’t understand the situation.


    But it doesn’t work anymore. James already warned me about my friendship with her. I had assured him Tara would never want to hurt me. I was wrong.


    “I saw him leaving your place the other day. He didn’t seem to need me,” I add.


    “That’s not what…”


    “What I think? Stop trying to think for me. James was right.”


    “James,” she scoffs. “Let’s talk about your perfect husband who does plenty of thinking for you!”


    “You sound just like Dean!”


    “Maybe because he’s right. Have you considered that possibility?”


    Her eyes flash with anger as I pick up my orangeade to avoid completely losing my temper.


    “Stop talking about things you don’t understand,” I reply coldly.


    To my surprise, she starts laughing. It’s a sarcastic, irritating laugh.


    “Seriously? That’s all you’ve got? Because, honestly, I’ve never heard your side of the story. The only one who noticed I still existed was Dean.”


    “Is that why you took him to bed? To thank him?” I snap.


    She takes the low blow without flinching.


    “You slept with him, didn’t you?” I press.


    She lowers her head, ashamed or uncomfortable. Did she really think I wouldn’t figure it out? I see her fists clench on her tight jeans.


    “Say otherwise! I dare you!” I spit, trying to get a response from her.


    She shakes her head from side to side. I’m ready to come at her again when she lifts her face to mine.


    Her eyes are dark as night, and her mouth carefully forms her cutting reply:


    “You have no right to say anything, Julia. You’re a married woman. I could marry Dean and even have children with him, and you’d have no right to object.”


    My eyes widen, and I take a step back.


    The pain splits my heart into a thousand pieces.


    Tara stammers, realizing what she’s just said.


    “Get out,” I whisper, burying my face in my hands, imagining children with her and Dean’s features.


    She could carry such cute babies and…


    The images fade to protect me, and I open my eyes to glare at the woman who just crossed the final line in our friendship. She stands frozen, her mouth half-open, stunned by how our reunion has unraveled.


    “GET OUT.”


    My tone is threatening as I stand, pointing toward the door. Tara understands the command and the menace in my voice and leaves without another word.


    Tears of rage stream down my face as I hear the door slam. Dazed, I decide to go to bed immediately to avoid running into James. How could I explain the situation without hearing him tear into Dean and Tara yet again? Even though my friend’s betrayal shatters my heart, I don’t want him to pile on pain.
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    Chapter 1


    HAROLD


    September 24, 2020


    “Honey?”


    My sweet yet demanding wife’s voice echoes through the living room.


    “Yes?”


    “Did you pack a change of clothes? Just a reminder, we’re invited to the Cumons’ tonight.”


    I sigh. Another dull dinner with our boring neighbors.


    My thoughts drift to Eliot and what Dean told me yesterday.


    “Can’t we postpone? I’m tired of running around while…”


    “Absolutely not! she exclaims, storming in with her hands on her hips, her hair full of curlers. I have no intention of running for a second term and managing my campaign alone! Last time, I accepted that your work was important, but I’m done explaining your frequent no-shows. Soon, they’ll think you don’t even live here anymore,” she says, visibly irritated.


    “Why should they care where I sleep?”


    She clenches her jaw, then relaxes, repeating the motion several times. It’s a technique her campaign coach suggested for managing stress.


    “Harold, I’ve never questioned your outings for decades. I don’t mind playing the doting wife when you recount your medical exploits. I don’t care that people gossip about how I wasn’t “good enough” to be a mother. I’m indifferent to the petty rumors about our life, even when they’re uncomfortably close to the truth. I only ask one thing, for heaven’s sake. Just one! You come to dinners with me, you say you’re proud of me, that marrying me was one of the best decisions of your life, and that you trust my many qualities to win re-election as mayor. That’s it. I need six months of your attention. Nothing more.”


    Her monologue finished, she spins on her heel, leaving me stunned.


    I open my mouth, then close it again, completely thrown off. It’s rare for my wife to speak to me like this.


    “Hunny,” I whisper trying to soften her.


    She’s never liked me calling her by her first name—too impersonal, she says. From the moment we met, I noticed her love for honey, and the nickname came naturally.


    “Oh no. Don’t use that apologetic tone. I don’t want to hear excuses, not at my age. If you want to make it up to me, go to work and be back on time for dinner,” she insists


    I don’t even get the chance to cross the room to play my last card. I frown. Has she always been this commanding?


    If she wins the election in our town, which I don’t doubt, she’ll secure her second term. While we’re nothing like Los Angeles in size, Costa Mesa is still a suburb of over 100,000 residents, without the extravagance of millions or celebrity neighborhoods.


    Nevertheless, her position demands full-time dedication and the social dinners that come with it.


    “I promise,” I say, grabbing my briefcase and the gym bag with my clothes for the evening.


    I slam the door and grab the car keys from the garage wall. My shiny SUV, a gift to myself for my 60th birthday, gleams in the light.


    “Time to save lives,” I say cheerfully.


    My father once told me something.


    “Son, it’s impossible to love your wife for more than twenty years, let alone your kids, who’ll make you regret every moment you forgot yourself. What truly matters is waking up every morning, heading to work with a smile. That’s where you’ll spend the best years of your life.”


    He never said anything truer. Since leaving the army, I’ve savored each day as if it were my last, grateful to help others. Kids weren’t part of the picture, and I didn’t mind. I’m already the proud uncle of lively, exuberant little rascals. Thinking back to my father’s advice, I laugh, realizing there was never love between him and my mother, nor between him and my brothers.


    In my case, it’s different. I earned a kind of love by following in his career footsteps—the only legacy he was proud to pass on.


    I start the car and drive out of our quiet neighborhood. Passing the Cumons’ house, I let out a resigned sigh. If it means that much to her, I’ll go to yet another dinner, even if my heart and mind remain at the hospital.


    Several nurses on the night shift left me messages. Eliot’s condition is worsening. Thinking of him, I weave through the dense Los Angeles suburb traffic. My movements are automatic as I take the right exit, the morning news playing on the radio.


    “A beautiful day in L.A. Don’t forget, part of the freeway is closed all day for major construction. Today, they’re demolishing the bridge!”


    The news excites the journalist, sparking a debate about whether taxpayers should foot the bill for the roadwork.


    I listen half-heartedly, unable to form a solid opinion by the end. I turn off the radio as the hospital roof comes into view. The last few meters in silence, I take a deep breath to prepare myself. I park near Julia’s car and frown. What’s she doing here?


    The atmosphere at work has been less pleasant since her return from her honeymoon. Dean is a shadow of himself, Julia is cold and distant, and the staff can’t stop gossiping, picking sides in their drama.


    I step out of my car and approach hers to confirm it’s really hers. A glance at the leather seats and the customized interior, courtesy of her wealthy husband, confirms it.


    Feeling uneasy, I head toward the hospital, sensing the day won’t be an easy one.


    I start my shift with the good news that Mathias, my youngest patient, is about to be discharged. Thrilled, I decide to visit his room first to say goodbye to him and his lovely parents. Though he’s an adult, I believe family presence is crucial for his ongoing fight. Not everyone is so lucky, and it saddens me.


    “I heard you won again, champ!” I say as I enter, mimicking a goofy move I’ve seen young people do.


    “Bad dab, Harold!” he laughs.


    Sitting cross-legged on the bed, he’s already dressed, despite the early hour.


    His arms are covered up to the wrists, but I can still make out the recurring bruises caused by blood transfusions. My young patient suffers from a rare hematological condition, Evans syndrome.


    His blood is affected, and his immune system attacks vital elements of his body, categorizing the syndrome as an autoimmune disease. A real nightmare that the medical field still doesn’t fully understand.


    Even though Mathias is a fighter, the syndrome causes him recurrent fatigue and significant hemorrhages, requiring frequent transfusions.


    My colleagues admitted him in a terrible state, according to the hospital grapevine. It’s in moments like these that I’m glad I’m not always at the hospital. I prefer seeing him like this, smiling and rejuvenated.


    “The doctor says I can go home,” he announces, visibly delighted.


    I pretend to hear it from him first, and he seems proud to tell me.


    “Take care, champ. Let’s not see each other too soon,” I say.


    “Not until next year, at least,” he tells me.


    The odds of that are slim, but I hope so with all my heart as I leave the room. At the next room, I pause at the door. Sékou, a 23-year-old man battling leukemia, is asleep. A note hangs on the door.


    Rough night.


    The night shift nurses mentioned he wasn’t doing well, and it shows. Sékou frequently comes here for cancer treatment. His chemotherapy was going well until he received a transplant and developed graft-versus-host disease.


    After his allogeneic stem cell transplant, he developed GVHD, where the donor’s lymphocytes mistakenly attack the patient’s healthy cells. It can range from mild to potentially fatal.


    Sékou isn’t in critical condition yet, but he’s moved from moderate to severe.


    No one has told him yet. The doctor will break the news soon. I gently close the door to let him rest, rearranging my visits to give him time to regain strength before the difficult conversation ahead.


    My rounds continue, and the morning flies by. I’m about to grab a lunch tray when Dean appears beside me, out of breath.


    “What a day. I could’ve used a nurse like you today instead of rookies panicking at every little thing,” he grumbles.


    Dean was one of the first senior staff I genuinely liked. We’ve built a bond without realizing it, and despite his heartbreaker reputation, I value him.


    He reminds me of the son I could’ve had. His mischievous eyes reveal a sharp mind and an unusual story. I don’t know much about him, like everyone else here. He shares information sparingly, each anecdote carefully chosen, and I don’t mind. Some criticize him for lacking spontaneity and sincerity, but I disagree. I think he simply knows how to separate past, present, and future, as well as personal and professional matters.


    As for me, no nurse or doctor knows about my special attachment to Eliot, and it will stay that way until he leaves. Just as I’ve never brought my wife to a colleague’s farewell or welcome party.


    In this field, you must keep emotions separate, or you risk ending up like Dean today, the man with the icy heart and incredible caution who didn’t see Julia’s whirlwind coming.


    In just a few months, she turned his world upside down, taking with her everything he’d spent so much time building.


    “You okay?” I ask, adding a piece of bread to my tray.


    He shrugs, and I know I won’t get a better answer today.


    His fingers are a bit battered, but I pretend not to notice. If the department head found out about his boxing hobby… he’d be in serious trouble.


    We eat in near silence, which doesn’t bother me. The constant noise of a hospital can quickly become exhausting without moments of quiet.


    I’m the first to leave the table, with work waiting for me.


    Dean remains motionless as I leave, and I imagine he’ll continue avoiding everyone as he has for weeks. I might be the only one he still speaks to here.


    I rush to catch an elevator just as it’s about to leave. Inside is a tall brunette woman in a fitted suit and heels that would leave nurses swooning after a long shift. No doubt she’s heading to the upper floors—the realm of offices and paperwork.


    A bit dreamy, I forget to press my floor and find myself watching the doors open at the top floor, where the mysterious woman strides out with a swaying walk, far from the efficiency of our services.


    I’m about to press the elevator button when I hear the director’s voice.


    “It’s a pleasure to see you here again, James. Thanks for letting me know.”


    “Thank you for listening, James replies, his voice unmistakable from Dean’s and Julia’s countless descriptions, though their accounts differed greatly.”


    “It’s only natural. You’ve always been… insightful.”


    The words hang heavy with unspoken meaning as the two men exchange a knowing look and a firm handshake. I press my floor button repeatedly, but James moves too quickly to miss the elevator.


    The doors begin to close when he speeds up slightly to press the call button. Instantly, the doors reopen, and he steps in beside me without a greeting.


    My tongue itches to say something, but I hold back. At least now I know why Julia’s car is in the parking lot. It wasn’t her using it, but her husband.


    I pray Dean doesn’t run into him.


    Feeling awkward, I regret not being like my younger colleagues, always with a phone in hand for moments like this.


    That way, I wouldn’t have this awful feeling of having nothing to do but ignore this man, likely coming across as very rude.


    But pretending nothing’s wrong after hearing part of Dean’s side of the story is impossible.


    “This elevator is painfully slow,” he grumbles under his breath.


    On that, I completely agree. The ride feels so long that when I finally step out on my floor, I can’t suppress a sigh of relief. Whether he heard it, I don’t know.


    “Everything okay?” a colleague asks, concerned.


    I nod, heading back to my afternoon tasks, hoping to shake the strange feeling this chance encounter left in my stomach.


    The afternoon flies by, and I’m relieved to see the day coming to an end when a nurse bursts into the small office where we’re jointly filling out paperwork.


    “Did you see the news? It’s like something out of a movie… A bus drove a car off a bridge…”


    “Oh no… Where? Marvin, one of our young recruits,” asks.


    “The bridge they were demolishing. Apparently, they removed the barriers to let through some construction equipment and didn’t have time to put them back before a bus and a family car came through… They went straight into the void. It was a school bus…” she adds.


    Lara claps her hands over her mouth before grabbing her phone to call her husband. She’s quickly followed by everyone else with school-aged children.


    After beingsoothed, Lara urges me to get changed.


    “I’ll start early if they need me… Maybe they’ll send some of the victims here; we’re not far.”


    She’s right—the accident site isn’t far from the hospital.


    I agree, trying not to think about the victims, or my heart would compel me to stay and help.


    Without looking back, I head to the break room to change. Wearing a suit at the hospital feels a bit much, so I cover it with a spare lab coat I brought in my gym bag.


    Dressed this way, I blend in as I leave the break room. The elevators are right across, and I soon step into one that holds only one other person..


    Feeling satisfied, I check my watch. Fifteen minutes until my day ends, meaning she’ll be thrilled. For once, I won’t ruin her perfect image of a fulfilled, accomplished woman. Between the two of us, the absence of children weighs more heavily on her. Though she tries to compensate by painting an ideal picture of our life, I force myself to follow her carefully crafted script to keep appearances. Not that I have much to complain about. I’ve learned to love her as much as she loves me in return. Our relationship is built on respect, trust, and shared experiences. But passion has no place in the picture.


    She only thrives amid endless meetings, and I never stop smiling when I’m here, at the hospital, my true home.


    Outside our professional lives, our conversations stick to current events. Sometimes we debate, but our opinions rarely differ, cutting discussions short.


    My wife has truly become my best friend, except I can’t open up to her about my heartaches.


    Our distance pains me, especially since I know the cause. Her upbringing and kindness prevent her from addressing our marital issues. But neither of us needs to. Every grain of sand in our daily machinery stems from one fact, and one fact alone: my love for a man.


    She might have handled it better if it were just fleeting affairs, without real attachment. Instead, I’ve deeply loved the same man for years. Since his arrival at the hospital, a chasm has grown between us. I wanted to hide his presence from her, but I’ve never lied to her. When she asked about my mood swings, I had to acknowledge Eliot’s precarious health. Just hearing his name, she knew. I’d never told her his name before, as if it would mean sharing a secret that wasn’t entirely mine. What followed was a conversation we’d both dreaded for years. With a tight throat and tearful eyes, she asked what I planned to do. I was stunned. Her question was the most surprising thing.


    “What do you mean?” I managed to ask.


    “Are you leaving me?”


    Then, tears poured from her eyes. Between sobs, I understood this had been her fear all along. She’d known this day would come when I’d realize her love wasn’t enough. For the first time, my wife confessed she truly loved me. Not like a high school sweetheart or a lover, but the way you give your heart and life to your soulmate.


    I held her and cried.


    I cried for her pain, which I’d carried all along. The pain that hollowed my heart, unable to choose between the two. And the grim reality: Eliot would never leave this hospital alive.


    I couldn’t tell her that day, fearing I’d collapse under the weight of my grief. Would she have believed I only loved him, seeing my pain? Probably.


    So, I waited months before revealing Eliot was on his deathbed. Saying it aloud to someone who understood its impact on me was liberating. She supported me. For one night. The next day, we never spoke of it again. I understood that’s how it would be. She didn’t want Eliot’s case to define our daily lives, and I accepted that. I understood, too. She’d loved me knowing from day one that another man already had my heart. How could I blame her for protecting the little dignity she had left by ignoring this truth? It didn’t bother me, being able to see both of them in my day. I no longer felt the emptiness that had gnawed at me for years away from him, convinced he’d forgotten me. We had hours to share our lives, and I had found the part of myself I’d lost.


    Meanwhile, she threw herself into politics, and I admired her courage and determination. Without hesitation, I supported her as she’d always supported me.


    Marriage is about giving your energy to the other and receiving it in return. It’s a constant exchange.


    But lately, I’ve only brought negative energy home from the hospital. And she sees it.


    Eliot is in excruciating pain, and it’s driving me mad. The helplessness is unbearable, and no professional detachment can help. I feel like I’m fading along with him.


    My elevator neighbor’s pager beeps, pulling me from my thoughts. I don’t need to look above the white coat to recognize the doctor beside me. After such a long career in the same hospital, I can identify anyone from afar by small details. For this doctor, a pediatric specialist, the many waterproof bandages adorning his coat leave no doubt about his identity, even from the other end of a hallway.


    “H, did you get your diploma?”


    My eyes widen. No one knows I took the emergency nurse certification exam, except the hospital director, who gave me time off to take the tests.


    The results came out exactly sixteen days ago, the same day I saw Eliot intubated.


    “I did, I admit for the first time aloud.”


    “Fantastic. Can I ask you to come? The ER is completely overwhelmed, and I’ll need your medical and interpersonal skills.”


    “What’s going on?”


    “A woman refusing to let go of her child… he explains,” already resigned.


    Erin, the oldest attending and probably the one I dislike the most, waits for my agreement.


    Unsurprisingly, I accept. I’ve never said no to anyone. I’m not rushing for him, but for the patients on the other side of the alert.


    And now that I’m an emergency nurse, I can truly make a difference.


    It might spill over into my shift, but so be it. My wife will have to understand. The Cumons’ hors d’oeuvres don’t hold the same weight as a family in distress.

  


  
    Chapter 2


    JULIA


    October 6, 2020


    “Hey, you there!”


    I turn my head to see who just shouted that in the hallway.


    “Yes, you. I don’t know your name, but you’re one of the interns from yesterday morning, right? The one from the ER?”


    I nod, stepping closer to figure out what this attending wants.


    His stern expression suggests something’s wrong.


    “Look, I don’t have time to explain the whole situation. Long story short, I have to take an intern I’ve never worked with before. We agree you’ve never been on any of my surgeries, right?”


    I shake my head no, still not fully understanding what he’s saying. What’s this about an attending who can’t choose the intern he wants?


    If it were Dean saying something like this, I probably wouldn’t believe him. But here, there’s no reason for him to lie to me.


    “I’m Dr. Toob, recently transferred here. I specialize in visceral surgery, particularly hemicolectomies, which is what we’ll be doing today. You won’t have to do much, he continues as he walks ahead.


    I follow him, trying to process what he’s telling me. The patient’s age, weight, medical history—my mind becomes a mental notebook, and I forget to introduce myself.


    “Visceral surgery isn’t glamorous,” he adds. I’m not looking for an intern devoted to this field. But know this: in my OR, we’re here to save lives, not to become the next genius who invents the latest prosthetic.


    He presses the button for the fifth floor as he says this. We’re heading straight to the OR.


    “Usually, it doesn’t take more than two hours, but you never know what might happen.”


    I stay silent, a little intimidated yet excited to be heading into surgery today, especially since I expected to spend the day changing post-op dressings like I have the past few days.


    “Did you see the red-haired woman standing next to me earlier?”


    “Yes, I whisper, vaguely recalling her worried expression.”


    “That’s the patient’s wife. If he dies, you’ll be the one to tell her, he says as we step out of the elevator.”


    This information stops me in my tracks. I want to stammer a protest, but I can’t.


    I catch up to him in the empty hallway lined with operating rooms.


    “It’s not about being inhumane, he preempts me. I need you to understand that squeezing an intestine too hard can cause death, not listening to me can cause death, laughing at a nurse’s dumb joke can cause death. I need an intern who understands that our job is beautiful—when it goes well.”


    He says these last words directly to my face, his just inches from mine. I inhale deeply, fully grasping his reasoning.


    “If he dies, I’ll go. But that won’t happen today.”


    “We’ll do our best,” he adds, seemingly satisfied with my response.


    He
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