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The X-Ray Before my Second Surgery
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While I worked in a high rise in Beverly Hills, my love 
for skiing pulled me to the mountains on winter weekends. 
It wasn’t long before my skiing habit weighed upon Jodie, 
my then-girlfriend who was far more interested in boozy 
brunches than freezing ski lifts. That was fine with me – in 
fact, I enjoyed waking up before sunrise and driving out 
to the snowy mountains that rim Los Angeles. I liked the 
biting weather, the open slopes, and the silent flakes fall-
ing on the pine trees. My weekends became the polar oppo-
site of my weeks: instead of dry heat, there was wet cold; 
instead of talking in boardrooms, I listened to the sounds 
of nature; and instead of negotiating deals, I let my mind 
wander. Not to mention, I became one hell of a skier. But I 
wasn’t immune to my fair share of accidents.

In the gap between Christmas and New Year’s, I took 
a ski trip to Mammoth Mountain where the flurries were 
thick enough to blot out your glove if you held it in front of 
your face. About a quarter of the way down the mountain, I 
clipped a hunk of granite that sent me toppling backwards 
over my boots. The bindings held strong…stronger than the 
bones in my left leg. Buried in powder, I had no idea that 
my tibia had popped through the flesh. In fact, when the 
ski patrol arrived, I insisted that I’d be able to ski down the 
mountain once I caught my breath. They patted me on the 
shoulder and strapped me into the rescue toboggan.

The pain started to kick in just before the paramedics 
loaded me into a van, which went blaring to the local hos-
pital. I immediately underwent surgery to set the bone in 
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place. The end result was a plaster cast that extended from 
the ball of my foot to my hip joint. My entire leg needed to 
be destabilized for six full months.

It’s safe to say that Jodie was less than pleased when I 
returned. In her defense, I was essentially useless after the 
accident. Between the cast and the pain medication, she had 
to handle everything from cooking our meals to taking my 
dog for his morning and evening walks. While she might have 
stepped up to the plate, she did so with as much bitterness as 
she could muster. Our relationship, which had its faults to 
begin with, fell into a swift death-spiral. Rather than growing 
closer after my injury, we’d come to resent each other.

“I don’t think it’s news to anyone that we haven’t been 
happy for a while,” I told Jodie one weekend.

“Are you suggesting that we break up?”
“I just think we should be honest about how we’re feeling.”
Jodie advanced towards my shattered leg, which was sus-

pended in a sling above my chest. With a malicious twinkle 
in her eye, she wrapped her fist around the big toe that was 
poking out of my cast.

“I think you should reconsider,” she said slowly.
“…excuse me?”
“Who would take care of you if you got injured again?” 

She lifted my leg upwards, drawing it away from the sling. 
Mind you, my leg muscles had completely atrophied after 
months without moving.

“Don’t…You…Dare…”
But dare she did. Jodie released my big toe, sending my 
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leg crashing to the edge of the couch. Who’s to say how far 
along I was in the healing process, but I can confirm that 
any progress was rendered moot. Not only did I feel my leg 
snap, I heard it from within the cast. The vocabulary that 
came out of my mouth in the following moments isn’t fod-
der for reflection, but let’s just say that my relationship with 
Jodie promptly ended. She left the apartment for good, 
and I proceeded to crawl on all fours towards the landline 
in the kitchen. I ended up needing a second operation to 
re-set the bone, and my rehabilitation clock was reset to six 
months. On the bright side, I had survived the wrath of a 
deranged girlfriend.

My misfortune ended a few months later while I was nav-
igating the grocery store on crutches. In the frozen aisle, I 
set my eyes on a woman who was studying the descriptions 
of two ice cream cartons, as if her life depended on it. My 
game was far from 100% with a huge plaster cast and a 
clunky pair of crutches, but I wouldn’t have forgiven myself 
if I walked away without saying anything.

“Need help making a decision?” The woman scanned me 
critically, seeming to assess the likelihood of me being a 
serial killer.

“Rocky Road or Moose Tracks?” she asked cautiously.
“I think you need both.”
Five minutes later, I was beelining out of the grocery 

store with Elizabeth Barnard’s number in my pocket. While 
I thought my gentleman’s charm was responsible for my 
success, I ultimately found out that Elizabeth really just 
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pitied me for my injury. So I suppose I have Jodie to thank 
for re-shattering my leg. It led me to find the woman of my 
dreams.

It wasn’t long before the excitement of getting Elizabeth’s 
number transformed into an obsession over what I would 
do with it. I didn’t know the first thing about Elizabeth 
Barnard aside from the fact that she liked ice cream and 
saw the world through a pair of big, blue eyes. As her num-
ber collected dust on my kitchen counter, I agonized over 
where we would go and what we would do on a first date. 
Never before had a woman stressed me out so much, and it 
rattled me beyond reason. 

Looking back, I think that our subconscious knows when 
the stakes are high. The gut can sniff out the key inflection 
points in a person’s life before the mind can. At any rate, 
something in me knew that calling Elizabeth wasn’t the 
same as scheduling any other date. It marked the beginning 
of a chapter that would span the rest of my life.

The following week, I found myself sweating bullets in 
a booth at Happy Seasons, a purportedly swanky Chinese 
restaurant. Ben Wright, an old friend from high school, had 
raved about the place, but as I waited for my date to arrive 
I started to question his taste. All of the plates coming out 
of the kitchen were covered in a quarter-inch of glop, and 
the décor of the restaurant consisted of cheap paper lanterns 
and creepy masks. As I started to question the credibility of 
Ben, it dawned upon me that he still lived with his parents. 
I’d never known him to score a romantic partner of any sort.
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Happy Seasons Restaurant: The Site  
of my First Date with Elizabeth

When Elizabeth sat down, the first thing that I noticed 
was her red hair. She had tied it into a bun at the grocery 
store, but now it was laying over her shoulders in thick, 
broad curls. I was immediately brought back to the wisdom 
of my grandfather, an interior designer who never missed 
the opportunity to talk about color palette.

“I don’t care what style you’re going for – every room 
needs a touch of red.” Elizabeth ended up proving my 
grandfather right: in that divey Chinese restaurant, she was 
just the touch of red that I needed.

Over the course of our meal, I gathered all of the nuts and 
bolts to Elizabeth. I learned that she had grown up in Utah 
in a cedar-planked house that her father had built after 
working in the copper mines for twelve years. I learned that 
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she had moved to Los Angeles – not to pursue show busi-
ness like every other attractive woman in the city – but to 
earn her Master’s degree in occupational therapy. I learned 
her favorite band: The Beach Boys; her childhood dream: 
to summit Mount Kilimanjaro; her greatest fear: the great 
white shark. I was captivated by all of these details, but they 
weren’t what made me fall in love with her. What did the 
trick was Elizabeth’s old soul. Forty years later, I still find it 
hard to describe: Elizabeth has a quiet calmness that shines 
off her like a mute siren. Without saying a single word, she 
has the ability to make you see the world straight.

As our waiter brought us the bill, the last thing I wanted 
to do was say goodnight. Walking towards her car, I noticed 
blue, glowing letters in the window of a rundown storefront. 
By the stripped paint on the windowsill and the painted 
crystal ball on the door, I knew it was a psychic reader. I 
squinted to make out the neon text:

“Open until 2 AM”

“Let’s get our palms read,” I blurted. I half-expected her 
to look at me as if I had two heads, but something told me 
that Elizabeth wasn’t the type of person to spit in the face 
of spontaneity.

“Sure,” she said. “I’ll accept any help in sniffing out red 
flags.”

As soon as we walked through the door, I knew that I’d 
made a mistake. The place reeked of mildew and incense, 
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the ceiling was covered in asbestos, and the room was 
packed with grubby, upholstered chairs with far too many 
tassels hanging from them. The place felt even creepier 
when I saw the psychic waddling into the lobby. While her 
bottom half was covered in sweatpants and filthy sandals, 
she wore a snake-green, sequined blouse and a golden head 
cap. It was fairly obvious that she had gotten dressed assum-
ing that her clients would only see her from the waist-up.

“Welcome,” she said gruffly, through a mouth that had 
smoked a thousand cigarettes. “Do you dare to see your 
future?”

“Hi – yeah, I suppose we are. What services do you 
provide?”

“What services do you want?” she answered suggestively.
“Uh…psychic stuff. Crystal balls, tarot cards – where are 

your prices?” The psychic glared at us. I have to admit, she 
was either truly psychic or fiercely observant because she 
could definitely tell that we were on our first date.

“For you two…a couple’s palm reading starts at $225.” 
Luckily I wasn’t drinking anything, because I would have 
spit it out.

“Seriously? That’s the going rate?”
“It’s far cheaper than ignorance,” she responded.
“Give us a moment, would you?” I grabbed Elizabeth’s 

elbow and drifted towards the window.
“Maybe we can find another place,” I suggested.
“No one else is open,” the psychic chimed in. I turned and 

scowled at her from across the room.
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“It’s up to you,” Elizabeth said. “We can table it if you 
want.”

I immediately realized that I was trapped. To keep myself 
from looking like a cheapskate, I had to pay the charlatan. 
But as the psychic swiped my credit card, I realized that I 
was risking far more than my pride and money.

“Come with me,” the psychic told Elizabeth devilishly.
“Should I come too?” I asked.
“One at a time.”
“I thought this was a couple’s reading.”
“That’s an extra hundred bucks.”
“For Christ’s sake! Elizabeth – you don’t really believe in 

this stuff, do you?”
“What if I do?” she responded mystically, winking and 

disappearing into the back room with the psychic.
A point of wisdom for any prospective daters: do not 

make an enemy out of a psychic. They quite literally hold 
your future in their hands, especially when they have the 
ear of your date. I spent the next twenty minutes straining 
to make out loose threads of conversation. The door was 
brittle enough to catch a few key words here and there…
words like ‘unfaithful,’ ‘egocentric,’ and ‘unsupportive.’

Eventually, Elizabeth returned to the foyer with an 
unreadable look on her face. I was summoned into the 
Reading Room, which was actually a small closet. The 
psychic proceeded to berate me, insisting on my broken 
chakras and general repulsiveness. By the time she was 
done, I was sweating through my shirt.
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“I get it…you win,” I said, rising from my chair.
“I always win,” she croaked back at me.
As Elizabeth and I left, I was sure that I had blown my 

chance. It’s not easy to rebound after being smashed to bits 
by an allegedly omniscient being.

“So, what’s the verdict?” I asked nervously.
“Apparently you’re the spawn of Satan.”
“Go figure.”
“You know what’s funny?” she added. “I don’t care.”
And at that moment, I knew that I’d found the woman I 

would marry.

My Wife, Elizabeth Barnard


