
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter One 
 
 
 

White 
 

 

“I need a doctor right now!” a tall muscular man in a white shirt 
and faded jeans demanded as he swaggered across the waiting room 
packed with disgruntled patients. 

“Excuse me, sir, but there are people ahead of you,” the ER 
triage nurse in green scrubs politely said. “Please have a seat and I will 
be with you as soon as possible.” 

“Well, I cannot wait. I have an emergency!” the man blared. 
“Gimme a break!” an old man with a cane bellowed from the 

side. “Get a number! All of us have a fricking emergency!” 
“Hell, yeah! But I bet you still have your fingers attached to your 

body, don’t ya?” the big man yelled back, raising his left hand that was 
wrapped in some dirty linen. A few drops of blood began to leak. 

“Let me see that,” the nurse said as she jumped to her feet and 
led the man to a corner table. She grabbed a pair of gloves and started 
unwrapping the soiled fabric. 

“Be careful!” the man gasped. “It hurts!” 
“I’m sorry, sir, but I need to take a look,” the nurse calmly 

replied. 
“But don’t yank it!” 
“I won’t, I won’t. I’m doing it very slowly.” More blood began to 

trickle. “Can you tell me what happened?” 
“I was doing some woodwork. Then my hand got too damn 

close to the revolving table saw. Before I knew it, the shit snagged my 
glove and ate through it!” 

Holy crap, the nurse winced as she uncovered the mangled hand. 
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“What?” the man asked. 
“Your pinky is just about totally severed. It’s hanging by a mere 

tendon. And looks like the saw ate through the base of your ring finger 
as well. The bone’s exposed. Much of the flesh is gone.” 

“Shit! Are you sure?” 
“Yes.” 
“So get me the doctor now!” 
“Let me get some information first, and then I will call the 

doctor,” the nurse quickly replied as she removed her gloves and 
grabbed a clipboard. “What is your name, sir?” 

“First name Wayne. Last name Tucker.” 
“Middle name?” 
“Joseph. Wayne Joseph Tucker the fifth, that’s my full name." 
“Alright, Mr. Tucker. And how old are you?” 
“Forty-five.” 
“Any allergies?” 
“None.” 
“Do you have any underlying medical condition?” 
“No.” 
“Are you taking any medications?” 
“No.” 
“Any contact numbers we can call just in case?” 
“You can call Alliance Family Health down in Biloxi. I’m one of 

the administrators there.” 
“Do you have their number?” 
“Can you please quit asking questions and get the doctor now?” 

the man rudely said. 
“I’m just asking, sir. There’s no need for you to get upset.” 
“No need for me to get upset? How about we trade places and I 

start asking you those stupid questions?” 
“They are not stupid questions,” the nurse irately snapped. “We 

need to get some basic information so we can help you best.” 
“Well, you can help me best by calling the damn doctor right 

now!” 
The nurse clenched her jaw, tightened all her sphincters, and 

managed to contain a fiery explosion that blasted from within. “Alright, 
Mr. Tucker,” she heavily sighed. “Let me get your vitals real quick and 
then I’ll roll you in.” 
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The nurse moved with caution as she reached for the man’s right 
arm and felt for the radial pulse. It wasn’t hard to find. The pulsations 
were strong and rapid—about a hundred beats per minute. She quickly 
rolled up the man’s sleeve but briefly froze when an imposing tattoo 
suddenly jumped and blew up in her face. Intensely inked on the man’s 
upper arm was a Confederate flag—adorned at the bottom with a 
hangman’s noose. She bit her lips and immediately wrapped the tattoo 
with the blood pressure cuff. She groped for the pulse again and then 
rapidly pumped the rubber bulb until the pulsations were no longer 
palpable. She then intently listened with the stethoscope as she slowly 
released the valve. The mercury gauge slowly throbbed on its way down 
as the whishing sound came and went. It finally whispered 160 over 95. 
The man was hypertensive. 

“How much longer is this gonna take?” the man insolently asked. 
“I’m gonna call the doctor right now,” the nurse answered. 
“And who’s the doctor?” 
“Dr. Agyekum.” 
“Dr. who?” 
“Dr. Agyekum. He’s the head of the ER.” 
“Is there anyone else besides that doctor?” 
“Dr. Huang.” 
The man growled and shook his head. “Where’s Dr. Crawford?” 
“He’s not in today.” 
“When is he gonna be here?” 
“I’m sorry, sir. But I cannot give you that information.” 
“Sure you can.” 
“Excuse me?” 
“Well, I want to be seen by a white doctor!” 
The nurse blinked. “Sir, you will be seen by whoever is on call. 

Dr. Agyekum or Dr. Huang will first evaluate you. Then they will most 
likely call the hand surgeon and then go from there.” 

“And who’s the hand surgeon?” 
“Dr. Abdullah.” 
“Good God! Don’t you have any American doctors around here 

that can help me?” 
“Sir, we are trying to help you. But you’re delaying the process.” 
“Are these doctors even US graduates?” 
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“You tell me, sir. You said you’re an administrator. I am sure 
you’re quite familiar with credentialing. Do you think these doctors 
could even set foot in this hospital without going through the hoops?” 

“Well, whatever. I said I wanna be seen by a white doctor! Why 
can’t you just call my own doctor?” 

“Sir, this is the emergency department. We will call your primary 
physician as soon as the ER doc has completed his evaluation. It 
doesn’t work any other way.” 

“Then I will wait until another doctor becomes available.” 
“But we just started our twelve-hour shift. You’re gonna wait 

here for a long time.” 
“Then call Dr. Crawford! Tell him it’s Wayne Tucker. He knows 

me well.” 
“Sir, he’s not on call. I already told you that." 
The double doors to the ER exam rooms then suddenly swung 

open and out emerged a fair-looking young fellow with a red 
stethoscope hanging around his neck. 

“Hey, Yamilet, what’s the hold up?” the young man said. 
“I’ll be right there, Ted,” the nurse replied. “I’m trying to help a 

gentleman here.” 
The big man swiveled his thick neck and snorted at the young 

fellow. “You a doctor?” 
“Yes. I’m Dr. Davis.” 
“Finally, an American I can deal with!” the man exclaimed. 
The doctor glanced at the nurse, puzzled. “Is there a problem 

here, Yamilet?” 
“Yes, big problem,” the nurse replied, frowning like a prune. 
“What do we have here?” 
“I butchered my hand with a table saw,” the patient explained. 

“Wanna see it?” 
The young doc took a quick look and cursed to himself. “We 

better get you inside. I will see you right now.” 
“Now that’s what I’m talking about!” the man said gruffly. 
“Send someone from registration inside to get the rest of the 

information,” the doctor nodded at the nurse. “And page Dr. Huang. 
He’s in radiology. I can’t bother Dr. Agyekum right now. He’s busy in 
trauma one.” 
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 “Now hold on a second,” the man interrupted. “I thought 
you’re the one who’s gonna see me.” 

“Yes, that is correct.” 
“So why are you calling another doctor?” 
“Well, that’s how it works around here. First I examine you. 

Then I present the case to my ER attending and then go from there. 
We’ll most likely consult the hand surgeon and get you to the OR as 
soon as possible. Your hand needs to get fixed ASAP.” 

That’s what I just said, the nurse mimed angrily behind the man’s 
back. 

“But I thought you’re the doctor!” the man grumbled. 
“I am the doctor. I’m the resident.” 
“A resident! So you’re not even a real doctor. You’re just a 

trainee. I need a real doctor!” 
“Well, what do you want me to do then?” the young fellow said 

crossly. 
“Call Dr. Crawford,” the man demanded. “He knows me 

personally.” 
“I’m afraid that’s not possible, sir. If you want, I can have Dr. 

Huang see you directly.” 
“But I already told your nurse here. I want to be seen by a white 

doctor. Not some foreign grad from Timbuktu.” 
“I see. So that’s what this is all about.” 
“Well, isn’t that my right as a patient? To choose my own 

doctor?” 
“Yes, I understand. But that doesn’t work here. This is the 

emergency room. You don’t have much say which doctor you see. You 
will have to settle for whoever is on call.” 

“In other words, you’re not helping me.” 
“What do you mean I’m not helping you? That’s what I’ve been 

trying to do all along!” 
“Then call Dr. Crawford!” 
The resident took a long, deep breath and counted to a thousand. 

“Sir, you’re not listening. Forget Dr. Crawford. He’s not gonna be here. 
Not today. Not tomorrow. And even if you call him and he answers, I 
can assure you. He will direct you exactly right here. You’re running out 
of time.” 

“I’m running out of time because of you! But you know what? 
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Since you don’t want to do what I am requesting you to do, then I’m 
outta here!” 

“But where are you gonna go?” 
“That’s none of your business!” the man blasted as he bolted 

across the hall and disappeared through the sliding doors. 
“What is wrong with that guy?” the nurse grunted. 
“I have no idea,” the resident softly exhaled. “But don’t worry. 

He’ll be back soon.” 
“How do you know that?” 
“He’s probably heading to our competition down the next exit. 

But they’re gonna haul his ass right back here once they find out what 
he’s got. And then he’s really gonna get pissed.” 

“And why are they gonna bump him back here?” 
“Because this is the only hospital within a fifty-mile radius that 

can handle his case.” 
“And why didn’t you tell him that?” 
“I was going to. But he didn’t give me a chance.” 
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