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How to  Ask F or Help

How to Ask For Help
 “God, I hate inpatient.” Angel groans to nobody in particular, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. She hasn’t changed
out of her pajamas yet, and why should she have? It’s not like the group therapist is gonna care and the other girls
look just as bad as her, even in their baggy jeans and sweatshirts. Everybody’s been lulled into a state of exhaustion
by their dull surroundings if nothing else, and the multivitamins they shell out each morning aren’t doing much to help.
Cracks creep up the plaster walls like spiderwebs, the dusty insides peeking out. It looks something like when you
crack open a loaf of bread and she’s sure if she banged her hand by the split, dust would explode out into the air
much like crumbs. She never thought plaster could make her hungry.
    The girls slowly amble into the common room and curl up on the stained couches and recliners which are that
worn kind of comfortable that results from years of use. Angel sits down in one of the big chairs and pulls her knees
to her chest.
    There’s the sound of metal on linoleum as Dr. Carmichael drags a chair in front of the TV where everybody can
see her. She sits down and adjusts for a second, tucking a stray lock of hair behind her ear and flattening out her
pantsuit. “So,” she starts, looking around the room with a warm smile, “how are we all feeling today?”
    Angel rolls her eyes at the use of we.
    When nobody responds Dr. Carmichael flattens her palms against her legs and nods slowly. Angel thinks that she
looks like the drinking bird her therapist keeps at the front of her desk in her office. “Nobody wants to share?” she
questions, raising her eyebrows.
    No response.
    “Nobody wants to share,” she concludes, as if it were not something already wholly obvious. “Alright. That’s fine
then. I won’t make you,” she offers, putting her hands up in a mock surrender sort of way. “How about this? I’ll go
first. My oldest started kindergarten this Monday. It was difficult. He cried,” she shrugs, “I cried. But ultimately it
had to be done. Some changes, while difficult, must be made.” She looks around the room with that same familiar
smile. “Now, what are some difficult things you all have been dealing with the past couple of days?” 
    Angel looks over to the crack in the walls again and wonders if she reached her hands inside if she could just pry
the wall open like an elevator door and step through to whatever was on the other side.
    “Angel, how about you go.”
    And of course she already knew those words were coming. Inescapable in a way; no asylum in the cracked walls
or elsewhere. Angel thinks it's clear that she proves to be the doctor’s favorite adversary every single time. It’s been
starting to feel like Dr. Carmichael doesn’t even want to therapize her so much as take her apart to see what makes
her tick.
    “I’d rather not,” she responds dryly, examining her nail beds.
    Dr. Carmichael’s smile tightens. “Humor me.”
    Angel looks at the woman without moving her head. “Don’t think I know any jokes.”
    She presses her lips even tighter. “Well, what have been some stressors for you lately?”
    Angel shrugs. “Food’s shit. That count?”
    Dr. Carmichael tilts her head in consideration, though it feels just for show. “Well if it’s triggering anything, then
yes, it does.”
    “What it’s triggering is my gag reflex.”
    Dr. Carmichael does the drinking bird nod again. “Well, I’m not sure there’s anything I can do about that, Angel.”
    Angel rolls her eyes and slouches down in her chair, crossing her arms over her chest. “Isn’t it your job to help
us?” she mutters.
    “Well, I can’t help if you don’t let me.”



    “Jesus Christ, I’m not asking for therapy, I’m asking for meat that doesn’t taste like rubber.”
    “You sure about that?” Dr. Carmichael responds coyly.
    Angel looks up at the woman and a moment of dry silence is instilled between them. “Pretty. Fucking. Positive.”
    Dr. Carmichael sighs and crosses her legs, flipping through the pieces of paper on the clipboard she has sitting on
her lap. “If you want a change of food you might consider talking to the patient wellness advisor for your floor,” she
mentions almost offhandedly, though there’s a certain rigidness in her movements and the subtle flick of her eyes
towards the girl that makes her words seem pointed. “The house chef is a little prickly, but I believe your advisor
Miranda knows him well. She may be able to convince him to change the meal choices.” 
Angel sits up a little bit, uncrossing her arms. She tilts her head in something that could almost be construed as a
nod. A part of her wants to just reply with a snarky comment, continuing to brush anything Dr. Carmichael says off
as an attempt to get inside her head. But the other, much stronger, part of her thinks that she’d give anything for a
piece of beef that doesn’t taste like styrofoam. And if it’s Dr. Carmichael telling her how to do that she might just be
okay with it.
Dr. Carmichael looks at her out of the corner of her eye before returning her gaze back down to her clipboard. “Just
something to consider.” She rifles through the pages before unclipping a pack of particularly cheerful looking
worksheets from which cartoon cliparts of bubble letters and smiling bees look back at her. “Time for our wellness
check.” She lilts cheerily.
    Everybody groans.


