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Like a Bolt of Lighting

“Crap! Crap! Crap! Crap!!! Are you ok?! Please be ok.” Gerald, a man in a blue suit and red tie, threw the door of his car open and jumped out. Without bothering to close the door behind him, he dashed out to the front of his blue 1995 Cadillac. Lying on the dark pavement was a little girl, who couldn’t have been older than ten. She was several feet out in front of the car. Her pink T-shirt was torn on her sleeve and across the collar exposing parts of shoulder and the upper part of her chest. There were scratches all over here exposed skin, and there was blood beginning to stain her shirt around her hips and waist. Her face had a big black and blue patch on her left cheek. Her eyes were closed, she had dark hair that was cut short so that in hung just below her earlobes, and was kind of mushroom shaped. Gerald got on his knees and tried to lift her head. He felt that her hair was moist with blood. He tried to gently move her hair out of the way to see how bad the wound was. He exposed her ears, which were dotted with small white studs. The gash were she had hit her head was in the back and it was bleeding very badly. 

“Help!!! Somebody help!!!” people from the surrounding houses began to come out of their homes to see what had happened. An old man with white hair came running down his front lawn, and several housewives came out in sundresses, and within seconds a ring of about six people had formed around Gerald and the little girl. “What happened?” asked one of the women. “I…I don’t know. I was driving and she came out in her bicycle.” A small red bicycle was lying close to the sidewalk. The basket was hanging off of only one screw, and crumpling the streamers that came off the handles. “Were you speeding?” asked another of the women “I don’t know. Maybe, just a little. Look it doesn’t matter right now. Somebody help. I don’t know what to do.” Gerald was still holding the little girl’s head with both hands. The old man trotted up to the little girl. He took off his beige cardigan and crumpled it up into a little ball, and put it under the girl’s head. “Call 911.” The old man got on his knees behind the girls head and began to put a little pressure to try and stop the bleeding. Meanwhile, Gerald took out his cell phone and dialed.

“God damnit! I’m not getting a signal! Somebody call an ambulance!!!” 

“They’re on their way.” Responded one of the women who had run back into her house once she had seen what had happened. “Oh Thank God.” Said Gerald with a small sigh of relief. “My Baby!!!” Mrs. Yung came running down from several houses down the street. She broke through the crowd of people to see her daughter collapsed on the road. She let out a muffled yelp, and buried her face into the shoulder of a woman gawking at the scene. All the women tried to reassure her that her daughter would be ok, and that an ambulance was on its way. 


“Oh no, please no. She’s not breathing.” Said Gerald. He tried to keep his voice down but it was too late. Mrs. Yung heard him and she rushed over to her daughter’s side, and began to try and hug her. “Xia-ling. Xia-ling! Listen to me!” said the old man “It’s very important that you try not to move her too much before the paramedics get here. Ok?” Mrs. Yung listened to the old man and let go of her daughter. “Help her, help her please!” she cried. She was on her knees next to her daughter. She started to rock back and forth and pull her hair out of her face. She mumbled to herself, begging that her daughter be ok. She kept on rocking back and forth and began to say a prayer under her breath. 


The old man looked at Gerald and said, “You have to give her mouth to mouth.”  “I don’t know how.” Responded Gerald. “Just make sure there is nothing blocking her throat and breath for her. Oh and also check to see if her ribs are broken so you don’t puncture anything.” When Mrs. Yung heard that, she began to pray a little louder and rock a little faster. “How do I check her ribs?” Asked Gerald. “Feel her body.” Gerald looked at the body of the little girl. “Maybe we should let her moth…” “Just do it!” commanded the old man. Gerald began to feel the sides of the girl’s body with both his hands. “I can’t tell.” “If there isn’t anything sharp pointing out then it will have to be good enough.” Said the old man. Gerald opened the girl’s mouth and peered down the girl’s throat. He couldn’t see anything so he guessed that there was nothing there. Gerald hunched over the girl, and put his mouth over her’s. He let out a big exhale and watched the girl’s chest expand. He put his hand over her chest and pressed down to push the air out. He felt small vibrations inside the chest as he pushed. He looked at the old man with fear in his face trying to hold back his own tears. “I can feel bubbles!” The old man looked away and winced. He tried to recompose himself and looked back at Gerald. “Keep doing it, she needs air.”


Gerald continued to hunch himself over the girl’s mouth and he acted as her lung, breathing in and out for her. A few moments later the high shrill sound of sirens could be heard getting louder and louder. The ambulance came charging down the street and stopped on the left side, right next to Gerald’s Cadillac. A whole team of people dressed in blue paramedic’s uniforms came rushing out of the vehicle. The crowd began to break up as the paramedics yelled for them to make way. They surrounded the little girl and Gerald and the old man stood up so as to let the team do their job. “I tried breathing for her…I felt bubbles in her lungs.” Said Gerald stuttering to make the words come out. The driver of the ambulance, a woman carrying what looked like a tackle box and some sort of plastic bag Gerald didn’t know what was for, responded. “Sir Let us handle this.” She lightly shoved Gerald back to give herself room to work. The Paramedics started to give each other orders and pass around medical devices Gerald couldn’t identify. He also couldn’t understand what they were talking about. They were speaking too fast, and using medical jargon that he didn’t know. Two men rushed to the back of the ambulance and came back out with a stretcher. The team all lifted the little girl together and put her on. There was a plastic pump attached to her face and squared white patches on her arms. Gerald really couldn’t get a good look at her as they took her to the back of the ambulance. “Is she ok!?” shouted Gerald. Mrs. Yung ran up to the paramedics and told them she was the mother. They told her to get in the back, and to go with them to the hospital. They took the stretcher and lifted it into the hold. Two of the four paramedics climbed into the back and Mrs. Yung followed them in. The driver got into her seat and started the engine while the last paramedic shut the back doors, first one and then the other. He made sure that they were secure and then ran to the passenger side to get in. Just as he was closing the door, Gerald shouted louder to try and get over the sound of the engine. “Is she ok!?!”


The ambulance backed up into a driveway and turned around to go the way it came. The sirens came back on and they blared away. The old man picked up his cardigan off the ground, now stained red with blood. The crowd of people began to walk back to their homes as Gerald was left standing there, watching the ambulance drive off into the distance. The sirens got quieter and quieter until he couldn’t hear them anymore.

