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Episode 2

 


Mid-afternoon, mid-week,
mid-climate swinging winter in mid-Cambridge &
mid-Boston

 


Text dialogue

 


Gracelynne: You out of PT?
Did you puke today? Where are you? Are you at JP Licks having
coconut almond chip cone without me?

 


Celeste: Yep. Almost. In da
hospital Healing Garden-decompressing. Too nauseous for ice cream.
Feel like shit. Like a really bad rollercoaster ride. Woozy in a
very crappy kind of walking on a floating dock in a too loud, too
bright, too much motion world. God, I hate this bloody f’ing
“therapy.” When the hell will I feel better? It’s been months! – no
years! WTF!

 


Gracelynne: Oh geez, sorry
Foi. I can pick up Trader Joes brioche toasts! – are we
out?

 


Celeste: IDK. I don’t care
right now. I just f’ing need Liam Hemsworth jetpack off a Swan
boat, blow over the Charles and to f’ing parachute into the healing
garden right f’ing now! Walk through the door & straight over to me, right,
here, right now & give me one of the kisses, he gave Kate
Winslet. A Teddy & Tilly kiss or about a thousand of those. I
need a monogamous Mr Bond, that I can cry 4,000 tears on, pound my
fists on his chest for all I have lost. He will be compassionate to
my pain, be my Rock, my Bodyguard, my Lover, my EVERY-Thing! Nobody
f’ing gives a sh*t, I am so f’ing done with with all this crap. No
one even gives me any f’ing shred of hope that I will ever be
remotely who I used to be. WTF, is it against public insurance
policy to offer up an ounce of hope? Or do they all think we are
just piss ants, malingers, system riders, what is the term the
Twitidiot uses? Whatever, don’t answer that.

 


Gracelynne: Oh merde, oh
putain,oh zut! Oh, fuck it. I don’t know what to say! I want to
make it all better, but I know I can’t. I can’t and it’s bullshit
to think I could. I HATE feeling so HELPLESS!!

 


Celeste: Well, that’s better
than 99.99% of people can imagine to manage. They say the “You look
Great!” squeaky as a pesky, perky, high school freshman
cheerleader! Make me gag and possibly punch or Bruce Lee them
straight in the solar plexus.

 


Gracelynne: Of course you’re
angry! The Dodge Ram Hemi-driver totally changed your life, in a
second and then they just drove away and their life kept
going.

 


Frustrated by the arduous
task of texting, she went straight to being direct via phone but
got G’s voicemail. She just kept on talking as if Gracelynne were
actually on the receiving end, soaking up every
syllable.

 


“Yeah and the state trooper
didn’t get it either. I sat on the side of a snowy winter road for
hours waiting for a tow truck. After they re-opened the highway,
cars were just whipping by completely ignorant of the pileups that
had just happened hours earlier. There are moments in your life
that later on you realize, ‘Wow, I should have not been alone then.
I was in a state of shock.Don’t state troopers look at a Beetle
that’s been squished to half it’s length and wonder hmmm, how’s the
brain of what was in that metal accordion?’ That really wasn’t
safe. I almost puked and fainted in the Whole Foods, once I got a
rental car – across the street from the avti body tow. I wasn’t
okay. I needed to believe I was okay. It was only 2 months since
the tournament concussion, to the day. My forehead was exploding
right away. I grabbed my bag in the front seat, took migraine meds,
ibuprofen, Arnica Montana in one big handful of pharma with a gulp
of H2O before I got out of my crushed ultimate chick car Beetle
convertible, marched up to her window and yelled, ‘HEY!, Why didn’t
you stop? Why did you hit me?’

What fucking stupid
questions. She didn’t swerve…”

 


Gracelynne had picked up the
message & phoned her back. “No, stop it! Don’t be so hard on
yourself. You were in shock. Your brain had just been whipped back and forth in
your skull. I can’t talk now, gotta run, the ER has me by the
balls.”

 


“Thanks for the visual. But
yeah, I was really f’d up.”

 


“Denial’s a powerful
thing.”

 


“Adrenaline’s a powerful
thing! I was bullshit – I knew I couldn’t have another concussion
and she had just served me up a whopper but good. Little teeny
bopper in her daddy’s big truck, she didn’t even f’ing swerve to
try to avoid crushing me. “

 


“Hey – listen – My shift is
done in 2 hours. I can meet you, I can get one of the chaplains –
they are good with this stuff. I can book you an appointment with
Justine or Eric at Acupuncture Together? They help, they are
sliding scale, I can book it for you. When you want to go? I can
order an Uber or Lift or taxi, whatever you want.” Gracelynne’s
voice was tense, the panic was there. She wasn’t done grieving the
loss of her cousin who had severely suffered from multiple
concussions from Pop Warner, Little League and youth hockey. Too
many bells rung, too many staying in the game because he was so
good & the coaches felt they needed him even when he was
neurologically compromised.

 


“Nah, well- maybe on the
acupunture, it does help, – I just want Liam to parachute in here,
sweep me off my feet and hang glide me to somewhere peaceful and
private. Where I could cry on his shoulder for a few weeks and get
it out of my system. Maybe then I can move on – make some progress
with P
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