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“1 Do not judge, or you too will be judged. 2 For in the same way you judge others, you will be judged, and with the measure you use, it will be measured to you. 3 “Why do you look at the speck of sawdust in your brother’s eye and pay no attention to the plank in your own eye? 4 How can you say to your brother, ‘Let me take the speck out of your eye,’ when all the time there is a plank in your own eye? 5You hypocrite, first take the plank out of your own eye, and then you will see clearly to remove the speck from your brother’s eye.

 

~Matthew 7:1-5~

 


 

 

 

 

 

When you see something odd say something or so the saying goes. Would not it be great if when you saw something odd, you had the power to do something about it too?

~Unknown~

 

This book is dedicated to all you seers and doers out there. Just be careful that you do not do too much. 


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 1: Hello, I’m April Leigh. Welcome to the neighborhood!

 

April Leigh was Dr. EM Wilder’s uber-friendly neighbor. She lived across the street from a doctor in a quiet neighborhood of mostly owner-occupied homes. Not only did they own their homes and live directly across the street from each other, the same architect and contractor built both homes.

April’s house was a two-story affair made of yellow brick and dark green wood trim and siding, while the doctor’s home was made of red brick and dark brown redwood trim and siding. Their homes had two stories, with an invisible trap door in a ceiling that led to an attic, which neither woman used. Both homes had three exits and entrances: one in the front, one on the side of the home and another one in the rear basement.

Three bedrooms were on the second floor. There was a master bedroom with its own bathroom and two guest bedrooms with a shared bathroom. The first floor in each home had a nice-size kitchen, dining room, and living room. Their basements were finished. Their boiler rooms were walled off from the rest of the basement. The exterior of April’s home was wonderfully landscaped with colorful plants, shrubs and evergreen bushes. She installed a wraparound front porch. The doctor’s home had no landscaping, or an elaborate front porch. It had a lawn filled with dandelions and grass turning brown. April lived in her home for eleven years. In contrast, the doctor had just moved into her nearly twin home six months ago. Both she and the doctor were a part of an homeowner’s association.
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April remembered the day Dr. EM Wilder moved in across the street. Back then, she didn’t know that much about the doctor. She and her girlfriends, Ingrid, Erin, Oma and Nova, were sitting on her wraparound porch pretending to playing cards but were currently exchanging the latest hospital gossip underneath two ceiling fans, a couple of floor fans and inside the screened-in porch with the matching yellow brick steps and matching forest green hand grips on the wrought-iron bannisters. The women were drinking ice cold beers or lemonade laced with a bit of alcohol or mint juleps. They were eating mini-finger sandwiches that April and Ingrid loved to make.

“Looks like you’re going to get your answers about the new neighbor across the street today, April,” Ingrid remarked, watching a large moving truck parking across the street. A local housecleaner’s van had parked in the same spot two days ago to clean the entire two stories and the attic to get ready for the new owner.

“Yeah, I wonder where the owner is,” Nova remarked, watching the men in uniforms hop out the large moving truck. She studied their gray T-shirts and matching slacks with baseball caps that spelled out the moving company’s name.

“I count five guys and the driver,” Oma said, studying the men hopping out of the large truck. She continued to study them as they opened the rear of the truck and started setting up a ramp to use and dollies to load up.

An older navy-blue SUV drove up and double-parked to speak with the driver of the moving truck. Minutes later, the truck driver pulled up further so the SUV driver could park in the driveway.

“I bet that’s the owner,” Erin remarked as she watched the SUV driver climb out of the car wearing sunglasses.

The driver removed her sunglasses and looked around. She sighed and then walked down the driveway’s slight slope to the movers.

“Oh my god, she is!” Erin nodded, agreeing with herself. Then she whistled softly, studying the extremely attractive woman.

“Yes, she certainly is!” Oma said, gazing at the woman too.

“I’m moving in with you, April. Not to just spend the night; I mean permanently,” Ingrid remarked. She couldn’t take her eyes from the tall, sturdy cinnamon-colored woman in worn faded jeans and a gray and white T-shirt and gray sneakers. “She looks healthy as hell.”

“Does she even know how we’re looking at her like that?” Nova remarked as she sipped on a beer then held the icy can against her hot forehead. “Ahh, that’s so good.”

“April, why don’t you go over and ask her to share a beer with us. It’s a hot day. I bet she’d love a beer or three,” Erin suggested.

“Yeah. April, go ask her.” Nova backed her friend.

“You said she had to join your homeowner’s association, April. Go introduce yourself. Invite her over here as part of the welcoming committee that you’re on,” Ingrid stated. “She’s single, right? No wifey, right?”

April flushed. “You know I wasn’t supposed to read that information. I just wanted to see the type of person living almost next door to me.”

“What type of work does she … do?” Ingrid stopped talking to watch the sexy homeowner help one of the men carrying armchairs into the house. Then she helped carry a table wrapped in quilted protection into the house. She helped carry many things into the house.

“That looked heavy. And yet she made it look like child’s play.” Oma stated the obvious.

“Was that a dining room table, maybe?” Erin asked to nobody in particular.

“Who cares? I hope your sexy neighbor gets all sweaty so that T-shirt and those jeans sticks to her buffed shape. I never thought muscles could be so-o-o sexy on a woman that isn’t a weightlifter,” Nova said in a voice full of admiration. She was always looking for the next Ms. Right Now to bed. “I want to meet her so-o-o-o bad. I might even pretend to be you, April. Just to meet her.”

“Nova! Please stick it back in your pants and zip them,” Ingrid scolded. But she couldn’t blame her friend. The new neighbor was very attractive. Even more so, since the woman had no idea her neighbor’s friends were ogling her behind a bug screen. Wouldn’t be great if the woman was in the medical profession too? Like maybe a nurse or medical tech or a physical therapist. Lord knows, she had the build for a physical therapist. She had the strength to lift patients. She sighed. Lifting patients was never about brawn. It was about brains, using gravity and physics to move patients around. If that didn’t work, there were always orderlies who could help move patients around.

“April, when you snuck a peek at her application, did it say what she did for a living?” Nosy Nova wanted to know.

April groaned as she sipped her hyped-up lemonade. Her annoyed look included all four women who were seated on various versions of her comfortable outdoor furniture. “Okay, ladies, you all need to swear ‘cross your hearts and hope to die’ not say anything.”

“This must some serious stuff. Is she an undercover cop or something?” Nova asked.

April chuckled. “No, she’s the ‘or something.’ She’s a doctor. I’m not sure where she works, though. I didn’t have time to read the entire application.”

“Oh, Sugar, that’s so perfect,” Ingrid exclaimed, staring at April and then winking at her. “The next time we go cycling or jogging, we should invite her to go with us.”

April shrugged. “I don’t know if I want that closeness.” She sighed. “If something went wrong, I’d be stuck with a neighbor that hated me. I’d have to avoid her all the time.” She opened her arms wide. “I love this place and people in it. I don’t think trying to establish a relationship with one woman is worth giving all this up. And you ladies too.”

“Why us?” Nova wanted to know.

“You’d have to take sides when we broke up. Breaking up always ruins the friends too,” April remarked then looked at her friends. “I love you ladies too much for all that mess!”

“Well then, you won’t mind if I try to hit that, will you?” Nova remarked.

“Nova? Haven’t you been listening to April?” Ingrid demanded. “How that woman across the street has the potential to break up relationships and friendships?”

“I want something different from her than you do, April.”

“Amen to that,” Ingrid, Oma and Erin said in unison. “This we know is true!” They laughed hard and long. Then they stopped to study the woman helping her movers with the furniture. Nova got her wish. The doctor was sweating heavily. Her T-shirt and her jeans were saturated with her own sweat. Her clothes clung to her like a second skin. Each woman imagined herself with the sexy doctor being treated for an illness she didn’t have or something even better, sleeping with or sexing her.

It was long after dark when April’s four friends finally decided to go inside. They had time to sober up and then get drunk again, watching the doctor move her things into her new home. April insisted they spend the night, as all of them, including herself, were too drunk to drive home. It was also then that April grew even more curious about the doctor. She knew her name was Dr. EM Wilder. Unfortunately, when April was sneaking glances at the doctor’s application, she didn’t have time to read where the doctor worked or what her specialty was.
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April decided there was one way to learn more about the woman. She could go directly to the source and ask probing questions. The perfect opening would be to bake one of her delicious, mouthwatering red velvet cakes and bring it over as a welcoming gift to the neighborhood. And that was what she did a few days after the doctor moved into her new home. But nothing went as she planned.

When Dr. Wilder answered the door, April presented the cake wrapped in a see-through cake container with a purple bow on it. The cake said “Welcome to the Neighborhood” in rainbow colors. “Hello, I’m April Leigh, your neighbor from across the way. I watched you moving in. I thought I’d bake a cake to honor your entry into our neighborhood. Welcome to the neighborhood, Dr. Wilder.”

Dr. Wilder stared at her until she grew uncomfortable. “Keep the cake, Lady. Go away and leave me alone!” Then the doctor closed the door in her face.

That left April feeling embarrassed and stupid. She looked around, making sure nobody was watching her humiliation. She went home. “The woman is crazy, troubled or something worse,” she muttered as she dumped the cake in the kitchen’s garbage bag. She decided to keep what happened to herself.

Several weeks later, April bumped into the doctor again.
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The next time she saw Dr. Wilder was at work during lunchtime. She learned the doctor worked at the same hospital as she did. The doctor was a trauma surgeon in the ER and sometimes in the OR. Her specialty was pediatrics. While April usually brought her lunch because it was cheaper, however, on certain days, they served meals she loved. That day, it seemed that other hospital employees loved the same dishes she did. She looked around the cafeteria. It was packed, a full house today. The last empty seat in the cafeteria was next to her unfriendly neighbor, Dr. Wilder. Soon as she sat down, the doctor groaned loudly. Then she rose with half a sandwich left to eat and a can of unopened soda to drink. The doctor and her food tray left abruptly.

“Whoa! What was about, April? What did you do to her?” one of the security guards asked. “I heard the doctor was a strong, silent type. She never says much. Not a good morning or a good night to me or my co-workers. But today, just now, she was damn rude to you!”

April sighed. “Maybe it was just a bad day for her.”

“More likely a bad year or something.” The security guard rubbed his chin as he and April watched the doctor scurry out of the room. “Makes me want to look up her record and see what’s up with her.”

“It’s not worth it. She’s not worth it,” April remarked quietly. “Just let it go, Marty.”

Later that night, April wasn’t sure what to think about her neighbor across the street, except that the woman didn’t like her much. She was still curious about the doctor and so she watched. She didn’t see anybody stopping by to visit the doctor at home. At work, the doctor ate alone in a corner of the employee café. Whether it was breakfast, lunchtime or dinnertime, the doctor was always alone. Through her network of nurses, she discovered the doctor was excellent at her job. The doctor got along well with her small patients. She liked them and they loved her. The doctor took on impossible cases that other trauma surgeons and EMS workers gave up on. The patients lived and their parents even returned to thank the doctor.


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 2: Minnie’s 24-hour Diner. It’s in the neighborhood.

 

It had been six months since Dr. Ella-Mae Wilder moved across the street from April. After finishing a punishing night at work, Nurse April Leigh yawned. She was ready for sleep today. Something told her to stop at Minnie’s 24-hour Diner. She knew Minnie personally. She’d helped deliver her teenage granddaughter’s baby boy Israel Junior. She remembered it well.

Several years ago, she’d stopped in for one of Minnie’s fabulous deluxe turkey burger plates. It came with tossed salad or soup, a large turkey burger with Swiss cheese, crunchy sweet potato fries and a soda or a hot beverage. She was at the cashier’s register waiting for her takeout order when she saw the waitstaff quickly leaving their workstations to hustle into the kitchen’s swinging doors. The only one not leaving was the cashier and her.

“What’s going back there?” April asked, full of curiosity.

The male cashier groaned. “I hope it’s not what I think it is.”

“Which is what?”

“Miss Minnie’s granddaughter is due any day. She works the kitchen making salads and chopping vegetables for the soups. For a kid, she’s just like her grandmother. She can cook her ass off. Her grandmother started teaching her when she was a little kid. Since she babysat the kid while the mother did her thing as an artist, her cooking lessons stuck.” The cashier studied April. “I heard you’re a nurse, huh?”

“Yes, I am.”

“You might want to get on back there and offer a hand or something, Miss.”

April groaned and yawned then sat down and took her medical backpack off. “If you knew how tired I am, you wouldn’t ask.”

One of the waitstaff burst out of the kitchen doors and rushed over to April. “My co-worker says you’re either nurse or a cop or somebody who knows about birthing babies. We need your help. Please!”

“Okay. Okay. Show me the mother.” April rose from the stool. She followed the waitstaff into the kitchen. The mother couldn’t be much older than eighteen or nineteen. She was sitting on a stool near boiling water that was sitting on huge commercial stove burner, and rubbing her belly. Also on the stove were burgers, frying chicken, fish, French fries and sweet potato fries too.

April walked over to her new pregnant patient. “Let’s get you out of here. Is there any place more private, Sweetie?”

A good-looking dark beige-complexioned woman wearing a chef’s jacket with a hairnet covering curly black hair with gray streaks marched over. “Hello. I’m Minnie, the grandmother. I don’t think she’s ready to pop yet. I thought I’d keep her mind busy ‘til she was ready to pop.” She wiped her hands on a clean towel and then dabbed at the sweat on her granddaughter’s forehead.

“Miss Minnie, let’s get your grandbaby into an office space or a lunchroom where it’s more private. If you just show me where, we can get her there.”

Minnie studied the nurse for a long moment without saying anything. Then she sighed dramatically. She raised her hands to clap them together. “Okay. Okay. Attention everybody! Guys.” She pointed to two porters. “I need you to carry my granddaughter to my office.” She pointed to a member of her waitstaff. “You go get tablecloths. I think three should be enough, right, Nurse? Spread two across my couch. Better make that five.”

April followed the two men carrying the granddaughter to her grandmother’s private office. And the grandmother issued orders like a drill sergeant, making her staff hop too. The waitstaff person quickly spread two stark white table clothes across a comfortable-looking leather couch, covering it completely. The other three she stacked on the arm of the couch. She watched as the two men carefully settled the girl upright on the couch then quietly left. “Let’s do some basic things first. I’m April Leigh. What’s your name?”

“Her name is Minnie Junior. We call her M2 to keep from mixing her up with the original, which is me!” Minnie emphasized.

April realized she would need to get Grandma out of the room so she could establish a decent bond with the new mother. Unless the grandmother was more sensitive than she was acting, that might prove to be difficult. “Okay, let’s take your vitals.” She opened her backpack and pulled out a portable blood pressure monitor, a portable oximeter and her stethoscope with the bright red tubes. She also opened a package of latex gloves and masks. “Miss Minnie, if you stay to help, you must wear gloves and a mask.” She watched the woman turn pale and look green at the gills.

Minnie weakly cleared her throat. “That’s okay. I’ll bring you a white coat and some aprons to wear for the delivery,” she remarked, hustling out of the room as fast as she could.

April looked at her new patient, Minnie Junior, with a frown. “What did I say that got her so upset?” she asked as she attached the oxygen monitor and blood pressure cuff.

M2 giggled. “It’s not you, Miss April. She talks big shit. But she faints at the sight of blood.”

“How about you? Does blood bother you?”

“Nah. Never bothered my mom either.” M2 frowned as she rubbed her belly. “My mother said I just popped right out. My grandmother said she was in hard labor for days. She claimed labor felt like ten million horrible toothaches. She made it sound horrible to birth a child. Miss April, will it be horrible like my grandma says?”

April patted her new patient’s hand. “It’s hard to say. Let’s take a listen to your heart and lungs.” She pressed the stethoscope against Minnie Junior’s chest and lungs then had her breathe in and out. Everything was normal. She listened to the baby as well. “You’re doing very well, Minnie Junior. Want to hear your baby’s heartbeat?”

M2 giggled. “Oh yes, please.” She grew very excited listening to the heartbeat of her first child.

Both women heard a knock on the back door.

M2 sighed. “That’s my baby’s daddy. His cousin works for us as a porter. He delivers meals and picks up supplies or whatever my grandma wants when she needs a driver and his truck. She doesn’t like him very much.” She sighed. “Could you please let him in? Just tap the red button near the hinge to shut off the alarm. Once, he’s inside, tap it to go red again.”

April shook hands with the young Hispanic man after she let him inside. “Hello, I’m April. Minnie says you’re the daddy.”

The young man grinned at April as he shook her hand. “Hi, I’m Israel Gomez. Yep, that’s me.” He cleared his throat. “I wanna see our boy being born. I’d like to help if I can, Doc.”

“Sure. Sure. Wash your hands first. Then put on gloves. Take one of the aprons and put it on to protect your clothes. Meanwhile, I’m gonna check the position of the baby.”

M2 suddenly grabbed April’s hand, nearly bending it backward. “Oh-h-h, it hurts, Miss April. It really hurts more than before.” She automatically squatted, still squeezing her hand. “I don’t know what’s happening to me, Miss April.” She started panting like a cute puppy. “I just wanna push.” She pushed and strained like she was constipated.

“Israel, get over here and hold your honey’s hand. M2, let go of my hand, Honey. I need to guide your son outside,” April explained as she quickly disengaged from Minnie Junior and bent down to guide the baby out of the birth canal. “M2, on the count of three, push. One, two and three, P-U-S-H, M2. Keep pushing until I say stop. That’s a good girl. Keep pushing. I can see his little head. Two more big pushes. There we go. He’s out.” She grinned as she lifted the chubby boy and handed him to his mama. “Let him sniff your chest, Honey. Help him latch on to a nipple.” She smiled as the baby sniffed his mama’s chest then rooted for a nipple. He latched on without help and started to suck.

“Israel, help your baby’s mama stand a little more. She’s not ready for the couch just yet,” April explained to both young people.

Minnie Junior suddenly squatted down to push again. The afterbirth popped out. “What’s that, Miss April.”

“It’s the afterbirth,” Israel answered. “Remember from those birthing classes we took? You gotta go to the hospital to make sure it’s all out. And get our son typed and registered.”

The baby’s daddy was more observant about his family’s medical care than the grandmother gave him credit for. Hopefully, his continued involvement would convince the grandmother to be more welcoming.
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April chuckled at the memory. The boy was ten now. He helped his father with his truck business when he wasn’t in school or at the diner. He loved both places. She was so glad everything turned out as well as it did for the family.

Today, she was too tired to cook and decided to pick up a breakfast meal. Ever since she delivered Minnie’s great-grandson, if Minnie was at work, she wouldn’t charge her for a meal. She pulled up and parked on the street in front of the dining car’s entrance. She was way too tired to mess with parking in one of the narrow spaces in the lot. She took her car keys, her cellphone and her wallet, trudged through double doors and inside the diner.

“Morning, Miss April,” the cashier remarked.

April knew this wasn’t the same cashier from ten years ago. That cashier was a man. This cashier was a young woman. However, somebody told her about the history of the owner’s grandson so that she offered free meals too. When she was very tired, she couldn’t remember names for anything. She went with the typical greeting. “Good morning, Young Lady. How are you today?”

The cashier smiled warmly at the nurse. “I’m good. How about yourself, Miss April?”

April rubbed her forehead and sighed. “I’m tired as usual. So tired, I didn’t feel like cooking breakfast today so I’m here to place an order. I’ll take the usual breakfast deluxe, number 201.” She sat down on a stool designated for single customers ordering at the counter as opposed to customers sitting at booths and tables. She rested her elbows on the countertop, then propped her chin on her hands. She was nearly asleep when she heard a somewhat familiar voice speaking.

“Hello, how may I help you today, Miss?” the cashier asked of the tall customer.

Dr. Wilder sighed and removed her sunglasses. “This will sound a little odd.”

The cashier giggled in a flirtatious way. “I’m used to a little odd.”

“I understand you all make a delicious cup of coffee. I usually make my own cup of coffee. This morning, I cooked and ate my breakfast. I made coffee same as usual. It tasted so nasty, I had to throw it out and then clean my coffeemaker. I forgot I hadn’t cleaned it this week.” Dr. Wilder drew a deep breath. “Can you please recommend some coffee for me? I’ll take four of them.”

The cashier studied the tall, red-brown attractive woman with the wonderful gray-green eyes and soft voice. “If I were you, I’d order our French vanilla with a dollop of whipped cream.”

“The butterscotch toffee is delicious too,” April suggested, which made the doctor turn to study her. She was surprised at the gray-green eyes studying her. She hadn’t really noticed the doctor’s eyes before. Now, she wondered how she could have missed them. “Very pretty,” she muttered softly.

“What did you say? It’s Ms. Leigh, isn’t it?”

“Nothing.” April thought, Ah so you know my name, do you, Doctor?

“I heard you say something, Ms. Leigh. Tell me what it was,” the doctor ordered, soft and low.

April sighed loudly and then yawned. “I was just commenting on how delicious the butterscotch coffee with whipped cream and dribble of melted caramel is.”

Dr. Wilder studied the nurse she’d been secretly spying on for months when she was home. “Miss, order me four of those, what she said.”

“Will that be medium or large?”

“What size do you recommend, Ms. Leigh?”

April studied the doctor and frowned. Why is she being so friendly today? She cleared her throat. “You’re a big girl. Ex-large should do it.” She groaned when she realized what she’d just said. “Oh God, I didn’t mean that! I was thinking … about something else,” she ended, expressing her thoughts weakly.

Dr. Wilder stepped closer to feel April’s forehead with the back of her hand. “Mmm, you’re warm. Too warm.” Then without permission, she examined April’s neck and ear glands. “Follow my finger,” she ordered softly, moving her finger across April’s sight range. She quickly pressed into April’s neck to measure her pulse.

April groaned and smacked at the doctor’s hands. “Could you just stop that shit. I’m a damned nurse. I know when I’m sick!”

“Do you? I don’t think so. Your lymph nodes are slightly swollen.” Dr. Wilder studied the nurse. Her skin felt overly warm. If she had her stethoscope, she bet the nurse had some upper respiratory congestion. “Did you drive here or walk, Ms. Leigh?”

“OMG!” April exploded. “I’m fine, damnit!” She pulled out a credit card and slid it to the young woman. “Put it on this and deliver it and the card to me at the address on the card.”

Dr. Wilder hurriedly pulled out two twenties and slapped them on the countertop. “I live across the street from her. Deliver mine too.” She pulled out a business card. “My home address is on the back.” She hustled outside and managed to slip into the passenger side of April’s car. “You shouldn’t be driving, Ms. Leigh. You’re over-tired. That’s as bad as driving drunk.”

“Christ! Who are you?” April screamed as the doctor slid into the passenger seat. “You slammed the door in my face when I tried to welcome you to the neighborhood. At work, you got up and removed yourself so you wouldn’t have to sit next to me. Now, today, you’re all handsy, touchy-feely. You’re worried about me and my health. I’m effing worried I’m living next to a sociopath!”

Dr. Wilder studied the nurse, who didn’t look the least bit frightened. Then she thought about what the nurse said and began to laugh loud and long. “Take me home, okay? Try not to fall asleep behind the wheel.”

“You can always jump out, Dr. Wilder. If you feel unsafe with me at the wheel, jump the hell out!”

“Don’t be ridiculous, Ms. Leigh. Take me to your place. I’d really like to exam you fully.” Dr. Wilder nodded as April turned into her own driveway.

“I wasn’t planning on parking in your driveway.” April suddenly felt weird. “Oh God, I feel sick.” She quickly flung the door open before she leaned over and vomited underneath the car.

Dr. Wilder scooted as close as she could and applied pressure and belly rubs to help April empty her stomach. “Let’s get everything out, Ms. Leigh. Then I’ll carry you into your home. If you tell me where your hose is, I’ll clean your driveway and car after I get you settled.”

“Humph, I don’t need help!” April retorted, trying to wiggle away from the woman who smelled fresh and clean. “OMG! Gonna vomit again.”

“It’s okay, Ms. Leigh. I got all day.” Dr. Wilder scooted closer to rub April’s back.

“And you’d waste it on me?”

Dr. Wilder sighed then cleared her throat. “I realize I haven’t been very friendly since I moved here.”

“That’s an understatement!” April snapped, rubbing her upset stomach.

Dr. Wilder studied the attractive nurse, who closed her eyes. “How are you doing, Ms. Leigh?”

“I’m waiting for the next round of stomach emptying,” April remarked with a sigh. Her belly was roiling.

Dr. Wilder pulled a hanky out of a back pocket and started to dab April’s sweating forehead. “Is it safe to help you into your house before the next round?”

April handed the doctor her house keys. “Open the front door. Help me into the bathroom behind the kitchen. Better hurry.” She suddenly felt her body swinging in the air for a moment. Her body landed in the bathroom. Or maybe that was when April opened her eyes again. She didn’t remember much after that.
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After Dr. Wilder changed April into clean night clothes, she decided to leave. There was nothing else to be done far as providing care for the nurse. The nurse had an upset stomach that went along with a cold, mild congestion and a fever. The nurse emptied her stomach both ways. Now, the nurse needed plenty of fluids and lots of rest. She left a note where the nurse could easily see it. As the doctor was locking up the nurse’s home, she wondered if she should call any of the four women that she saw visiting the nurse on a regular basis. She realized in her state of misery, she never bothered to find out who they were. She had no names or no phone numbers or addresses. She sighed with disappointment as she left the nurse’s home and then crossed the street to enter her own home.

She went into her converted office space. She had no medical cases to work on tonight. Nothing required her signature either. She picked up a stack of medical journals and began to read. She read several journal cases until she fell asleep as usual in her comfortable recliner.
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Hours later, April woke with a foggy memory. It was too hot in her room. She sat up and kicked the covers off. She frowned. What was she doing here in her own bed? She held her head. The last thing she remembered was Minnie’s Diner. She ordered food, a breakfast meal, didn’t she? When she looked down, she expected to see her nursing uniform. She was dressed in a nightgown. How did she get here? She rubbed her throbbing, aching forehead. She closed her eyes and groaned from the sharp pains. She eased back down against the pillows carefully stacked behind her head. That was when she saw a note on a pillow next to her. There were two small pill envelopes inside the folded note. The note had instructions for taking the pills if needed. It also mentioned she was on sick leave for forty-eight hours until her temperature was back to normal. It was written in a neat script and signed EM Wilder, MD. She groaned. That must mean she was sick enough to need the services of a doctor. Something she didn’t remember. She sighed. Did she change her clothes herself or did the shy hermit doctor do it? She fell asleep wondering about that very thing. That and remembering how much the doctor’s eyes reminded her of gemstones … glowing blue sapphires.


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 3: Who is Dr. E.M. Wilder, April’s neighbor across the street?

 

Dr. EM Wilder was pacing around the kitchen of her new home. She was having one of those sleepless nights into the next day moments. She’d been having plenty of those since she moved here to the Bronx from Old Smithtown North over six months ago. She sighed as she sipped more coffee then made a face. It tasted bitter and tart. God, how old was this shit she was drinking? She spit it out and threw the rest of the mug’s contents in her kitchen. She emptied her old-fashioned coffeemaker in the sink. She washed its removable parts along with the mug and this morning’s dishes. She put all of it in the dish drain. She needed her morning coffee badly. She had two days off and she needed to do something to waste time, all forty-eight hours of it.

She decided to take a walk down the block to stop at the all-night diner she passed by every morning she went to work. She hadn’t ordered any meals from them since she’d moved here. She either cooked meals herself or she ate at the hospital cafeteria in the basement. She sighed. Then she remembered the last time she tried to order something from the diner. Her neighbor across the street had gotten sick. She did get her coffee, but it was cold and stale by the time she remembered it on her front porch. She threw it out.

She helped the neighbor get home. She wondered if the neighbor even remembered what happened. She didn’t mention it. A week later, she found a delicious basket of tiny bite-size red velvet cupcakes on her doorstep with a handwritten note: Thank you. The cupcakes were delicious, mouthwatering so. She sent the basket back with a note that said: You’re welcome. And that was that. She continued to be the quiet hermit doctor she was and the neighbor across the street left her alone.

Today was the day to experiment. Try something new. She looked out the window, expecting to see the neighbor who lived directly across the street from her. Recently, she’d discovered the woman who lived across the street was in the medical profession just like she was. While not a doctor like she was, the woman across the street was a senior nurse who worked at the same hospital. Her kitchen window faced the nurse’s kitchen window. She’d been observing the nurse who lived across the street even before the interaction they’d had at the diner. She wasn’t sure why she’d been watching the nurse, but she found herself doing it anyway. It seemed like every time she grabbed a cup of coffee, she’d been curiously observing the nurse and her friends. She watched the nurse sipping coffee in the mornings before work or late night after a four to midnight shift.

She watched the nurse jogging or cycling around the neighborhood with her four friends. She also noticed the all-night card-playing sessions with her four friends. She’d also seen the nurse take a drunken friend’s keys and make her spend the night to sober up. The nurse seemed popular in the neighborhood too. The nurse held a couple of homeowner’s association meetings at her home too. Although the nurse stuck notes underneath her door several times inviting her to them, she never attended the homeowner’s meetings. She was nervous about attending them. She felt out of her depth being around other homeowners and neighborhood folks.

She wasn’t ready for all the curious and typical questions she imagined her neighbor homeowners would ask her as they shared cocktails and ate appetizers.

Are you married or divorced?

Do you here alone?

Why buy a large home if there’s nobody but you living there?

When are you going to fix your lawn?

I know the name of a good landscaper.

Let me introduce you to a great gardener.

We homeowners expect our lawns to look a certain way.

Your lawn will soon become an eyesore if you don’t do something about it now. And Blah. Blah. Blah. Blah.

She sighed as she finished washing the few dishes that she used this morning. It was time to stop spying on her neighbor and go buy some decent coffee. And see if she liked the diner’s food too. She hoped she didn’t see any homeowners she was expected to have a conversation with. She grabbed an all-weather beige raincoat with a zipper-in fleece lining and a hood. She grabbed a pair of sunglasses too. She could only hope nobody recognized her as she walked briskly down the street. She made it halfway up the block and decided to turn around and go home. She could simply go online and order what she wanted that way. And that was what she did. She honored that philosophy. If she didn’t need to go outside to do anything besides work, she didn’t.
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Dr. Ella-Mae Wilder decided to order more than coffee from the diner. Minnie’s 24-hour Diner online menu sounded delicious. Everything on the menu sounded like she should try it. She ordered a luncheon meal and a dinner meal in addition to four flavors of coffee. While she waited on the orders to be delivered, she read a couple medical journal articles. She used post-it notes to highlight the parts she had questions about as she always did. The doorbell rang with her orders. She paid for it in cash. She put both orders and three of the coffees in her neat and orderly refrigerator. She grabbed the other coffee and went to her office to finish reading the medical journal.

As always, medical journal articles, when they weren’t giving her useful information, put her to sleep. She brought the medical journal to her living room and sat in the recliner. Besides her beds and her bookcases with the books she loved, those were the only things she enjoyed touching, studying or reading. She’d brought them with her from Old Smithtown North. 

She also brought sets for each room in her new house. By sets, she meant a dining room table and four chairs, a pullout couch, a hutch to hold the china and silverware she brought. Along with the recliner, there were end tables for the living room with their accompanying lamps that she hated but found useful. The peach leather couch and the rugs, she felt pretty much the same icy cold hatred. She rose from the peach leather recliner and walked over to the bookcases. Her hands automatically touched the books she loved. 

She played with the knick-knacks on the shelves. They were Nina’s favorites. If it was up to her, she would have left them in the Old Smithtown North house she was trying to sell. It was Frankie Ortega, her almost sister-in-law, who carefully packed all of them and hid them where she was sure to find them in an underwear drawer. Tiny Black dolls rested in cribs or cradles. They also rode horses or milked cows or played with tiny dogs. They played sports too, like baseball, basketball, soccer, handball and even football. They danced in cute tiny ballet or jazzy modern dance outfits. They rode motorcycles. They drove sports cars and trucks. They worked in offices, in garages, drove trains, flew planes. They were teachers, doctors, lawyers, plumbers and roofers. The dolls were all hand-carved Black girl dolls. Their outfits reflected their occupations and were all handmade too.

She trudged back to the recliner. Then she picked up the medical journal, sat down and began to read. She made it through two articles before she adjusted the recliner with her long body stretched out. Her head was comfortably resting against the pillows and her feet were raised, when her eyelids drifted closed.

 


[image: ]



 

Dr. EM Wilder couldn’t control her restless body. As she napped, she was wiggling and jiggling then moving around on the recliner. She began muttering loudly as she relived the bad times before she moved to the city in her dreams.

“Frankie, I can’t do this no more!” Ella-Mae remarked, covering her head with both hands as she sat on the stairwell steps weeping.

Francesca Ortega stepped outside into the stairwell and then joined her almost sister-in-law on the cement and steel steps with hazard stripes on them. She’d heard from her nurse’s circle how Ella-Mae, her best friend, had to deal with a young kid and his parents in the ER and then in the OR. The parents didn’t make it. They both died on the operating table. The kid made it off the table. He died in the pediatric ICU, ninety minutes later. The nurses told her Dr. Ella-Mae Wilder was in the staff lounge showering when she got the news of his death. She rushed out like a bat out of hell.

“What happened, EM?” Francesca asked, as if she didn’t know already.

Suddenly, EM was back in the pediatric ICU. She couldn’t believe the little boy died. He was doing so well. She went to see him in the kiddie ICU. His deceased body was so tiny underneath the sheet. He still had a tiny breathing tube stuck down his throat. His eyes were still wide open in a cute, slightly swollen face. His lower belly still bore the stitches from the surgery, as did a broken leg and ankle in a heavy cast. His heart couldn’t take the stress from the accident and the surgeries. She wondered if she’d waited to cast the kid’s bones until after the abdominal surgery, would he have lived to go on and lead a normal life? Was the kid dead because she fucked up doing too many surgeries at once? She covered her mouth as she tried to swallow the bile in her throat. She barely made it out of the room and into the stairwell before she fell apart.

“How did you know where to find me, Frankie?” Ella-Mae asked in a soft, weepy voice. She pulled out a cloth hanky and blew her nose. She was ready to wipe her dripping eyes with the same hanky until her friend smacked her hand.

Nurse Francesca Ortega, or Nurse Frankie, as she was known to friends and patients alike, shook a finger at her best friend. “Eyes first then nose. Never nose then eyes unless you want an eye infection from cross contamination! Then you can’t operate for the next seven to twelve days. Doc, you know that.” She studied sad eyes full of tears. She sighed. “Talk to me, Ella-Mae. Tell me how you’re doing.”

“Unless you’re blind, you can see how fucked up I am!” Ella-Mae screamed at her best friend.

“Yell at me again like that. I swear that I’ll kick your ass, Doc!” Nurse Frankie threatened. Then she cooled off. She pulled Ella-Mae against her shoulder. “You came back too soon. You need time off to grieve; to really mourn them.”

“You’re back working. If you can do it, I can too.”

Frankie sighed as she looked at her best friend and sister-in-law. “You know as well I do how folks heal at different times. They mourn differently too.” She rubbed her best friend’s back, then gently poked her in the side. “Go home, Doc. I’ll tell Admin that you came back too soon. Okay? They’ll give you a month if you needed it.”

Ella-Mae moved away from Frankie, angrily frowning. “No! It’s not okay. I’m back and I’m working just like you did today.” Then she started weeping into her hands again. “He could have been our kid, Frankie. Your nephew and my son … if, if only.” She couldn’t finish because she was weeping and sobbing against Frankie’s shoulder. She kept thinking about what could have been. What should have been. What would have been, if only it hadn’t happened.
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Ella-Mae’s body shuddered and shook with the deep emotional pain she was feeling in her sleep. She woke up in a cold sweat and looked around her living room. All she saw was darkness and shadows created from the moon’s glow against the windows with the open curtains she didn’t close. She grabbed her phone from the pocket of her jeans. She scrolled through it for the icon to turn on lights and close curtains. It was dark, and now there was soft, glowing light from her living room lamps. When she pulled a hanky from a jeans pocket to wipe her sweat and the dampness in her eyes, she was reminded of Frankie’s wiping instructions. She had to smile. Then she rubbed her chin. She hadn’t called Francesca Ortega since she’d moved here, except that one time to return her call. It was just to let Frankie know she’d arrived safely and so had her furniture. She’d emailed pictures of the new house loaded with boxes and then another one of everything unpacked and in place. They hadn’t communicated since then, other than a quick text or two. Contact with the big sister of the very pregnant woman she was to marry, when the murderous accident happened, was just such a painful reminder of what could have been. She guessed that was why she stopped answering Frankie’s texts and emails.

 


 

 

 

 

CHAPTER 4: What’s going on in April’s neighborhood tonight?

 

Dr. EM Wilder smiled. She could hear the loud, smooth jazz music when she turned halfway down the block. It must be another one of her neighbor’s all-night card-playing sessions with her girlfriends. She still hadn’t met any of them. Not that she’d tried very hard to meet them, because she hadn’t. She liked to watch rather than participate. She’d become quite the voyeur since she moved across the street from April Leigh. It was late, after midnight, when she drove into her driveway and parked. While she found hearing the soft jazz drifting out from April’s house nice, she wondered how the rest of the normally quiet neighborhood felt about the loud, smooth jazz.

The back of Ella-Mae’s neck suddenly itched as she climbed out of her SUV. Then she heard something. Was that gunshots? She ducked down and hid behind the hood. She heard it again. Whizzing noises then plunking or thudding like bullets hitting wood or metal. Somebody burst out of the front door. In slow motion, one of April’s girlfriends fell out the front door and onto the porch but not before a huge bright red flower appeared on her chest.

She could feel her heart thudding against her ribcage. It was so loud, she knew anybody within ten feet could hear it. So far, nobody had seen her as she huddled behind the hood of her SUV. But how long would it be safe? Then she saw something she hoped not to see.

April Leigh was strolling down the street with a six pack in each hand and earbuds in her ears.

“Christ, an effing beer run! Somebody should warn her,” Ella-Mae muttered softly as she watched in horror as the events transpired. She quietly opened her driver’s side, slipped behind the wheel.

How was this going to go?

Would April realize the danger and run?

Could she outrun the bullets aimed at her?

Whoever fired another shot missed April but got one of the bottles in the six pack. And it exploded. Then another one exploded too, sending glass shards everywhere.

April dropped the other six-pack.

April took off racing down the street.

April was running for her life, literally. All that jogging around the neighborhood paid off.

“Time for me to do something!” Ella-Mae muttered as she also screeched out of the driveway then raced down the block just ahead of the men shooting at April. Her tires squealed to a halt. She leaned over to fling the door open. “Get the fuck in the car now!”

April’s eyes widened. She looked confused by the order.

Ella-Mae leaned across the seat to offer a long arm. “Take my hand. It’s me, the hermit who lives across the street, Doc Wilder!” she remarked as she yanked the nurse into the car. “Close the effing door!” The nurse still looked confused by her orders. And so, the doctor quickly pulled the door closed. Then she hit the gas at the same time. The tires burned rubber, leaving an acrid smell in the air as the SUV hurtled down the block and beyond.

She squinted at her rearview mirror then her side mirror. She’d seen one of men’s faces when he raised the mask for a minute to catch his breath. It was a familiar face. Was he a patient’s parent? She pressed the gas pedal, laying it on with a heavy foot until they were blocks away from the neighborhood. Then it was miles away as she sped up, heading for the highway.
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