Sa wove a path between the other medical pe sonne
approached the bed.

It was a trauma patient. The man's clothes were covere
blood and mud.

"How is he?"

Melissa frowned as she studied the man in front of her, feeling
a little heartbroken.

“The heart rate is low. The blood loss has caused his body to go
into shock,” a doctor said.

‘The emergency department had no other choice but to call us,"
the head nurse said.

Everyone was trying their best to rescue the patient.

After making a preliminary judgment, Melissa decided to
operate. If treatment was delayed, the patient would die.

“Ask for his family's permission to perform the operation
immediately,” Melissa instructed the departmentdire ‘

“It's too late to do a proper examination. If som:
- we can't take responsibility.’

f we dont do the operation




“Like the director has already explained, we need a decision as
soon as possible. The patient will die if we do not operat
quickly.”

“You'll do the operation? You'll save him, right?” The woman
cried sadly, but hope glimmered in her eyes.

‘| can't gquarantee the operation will be successful, but | will try
my best. However, if the patient doesn't have the operation as
soon as possible, he won't hold on for more than 20 minutes.
Although there are risks, operating is his only chance for
survival.’

Hearing this, the woman collapsed and sobbed.

Melissa felt anxious. If the woman didn't sign the agreement,
she couldn't do the surgery.

"How much will it cost? We have children in school and elders
to support. We really can't afford much money."

"Don't be stupid. If Elliot dies, how will you make rqé
support your family? You're just a woman. Yo
Save him and we can help if you re short of mo




Sweat seeped from Melissa's head. Her assistant wiped it away.

“Continue the blood transfusion.”
"‘Number seven."
"Ready to remove the steel bar. Insert the pipe."

Time passed. The light on the door of the operating room
dimmed after more than four hours of surgery.

The man had been saved.

A doctor left to inform his family. The people outside cried with
joy.

Melissa sighed in relief. She had saved another patient's life.
She did not know that it was only the beginning.




;é'ollapsing onto the bench outside, Melissa let out a heavy sic
of relief. It had been an extremely dangerous operation and
mistakes would have left the man dead on the operating table 4

“Dr. Sherman, the patient's wife is kicking up a fuss in there,” the f
assistant said, rushing in. ‘

‘What?" Melissa said, surprised. She wondered what the
woman could be making a fuss about,

"Why is this so expensive? The surgery will cost us over a
hundred thousand dollars, and now you say the follow-up
treatment is going to be at least the same again. Are you
kidding me?" screamed the woman, her eyes wide with anxiety.
Melissa could see the panic behind them.

Melissa felt helpless as she saw the woman's clear distress.
But she couldn't just stand aside and watch, that was life.

‘It was a very dangerous procedure,” the department director
explained, "using only the best medicine and equipment.
There's a city charity fund for the hospital you can apply for if
you can't afford it, but it's true that the follow-up tre

- of the medical expenses had been reimburse
‘were trying their best to help. But still the w




& ;__véwllves, but not at her own expense She
protect herself.

The woman was taken aback, not having expected that fr
Melissa. She was left at a loss. Eventually the people wit
persuaded her to leave it, and she let it go. For now. 1

Melissa thought that would be the end of it. After all, the ?
patient woke up the next day. It might take him a while to make
a complete recovery, but his life had been saved. However, she'

was wrong. ?

Melissa was called in for questioning over the matter by the

hospital board, and her department director was given a
reprimand by them.

News spread quickly, rumors flying everywhere that Melly had
wantonly charged too high a price for the operation, using the
title of the Divine Surgeon. She cursed the patient's wife and
even collected money in secret. :

Melissa ignored it and carried on working.

~ factory visit. They would go on to visit othe
departments. Their work expenence activity
3y pure chance, Merrick and ﬂ’ sey we
dquarters of Everetts’ ‘
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he's so cute. She looks like a doll.*

'Yes, and her twin brother is cool. | would be very happ}ﬂ 1

- were my children.”

Merrick and Lindsey listened to the compliments as they
politely, their hands full of snacks.

“All right. Go back to work. I'll take them to see the CEQ."

The assistant smiled and was about to open the door when a
senior staff member joked, “They are going to see the CEQ?
Keep an eye on them. Don't let our boss frighten them."

Hearing her words, the assistant smiled helplessly and didn't
say anything. Everyone believed Mr. Mayfield was reserved and
indifferent.

When the two children entered Everett's office, they were
shocked by what they saw.

“Mr. Mayfield!" Lindsey exclaimed. She hadn't expected to wsnt,,
Everett's company and was delighted. i

‘Mr. Mayfield, did you decorate the room for u ?’f




Lindsey loved the decorations, but Merrick seemed unha
he looked around.

He couldn't understand why Lindsey was so elated. It was
obvious Everett had planned this. Merrick decided women were
too easily tricked.

"What would you like for lunch?' Everett asked.

He showed the children the game area, where there were toys
and books. They could stay and play there all day. Everett

asked his assistant to bring a batch of new toys.

‘Can we go to the canteen? We are supposed to learn how hard
adult life is, not enjoy the games," Merrick said sarcastically.

Merrick didn't want to show respect to Everett. He believed
Everett was a bad man, who would hurt his mother and sister.

Everett was amused and turned to Lindsey.

“Well, | should listen to my brother," Lindsey said. Sh
stupid and understood her brother was unhappy. If
on following Mr. Mayfield, Merrick would be fu




mployees whispered as they watched the CEO

selection area, holding plates and cutlery.

‘Choose whatever you like." Seeing the choices of @
Everett nodded at his assistant with satisfaction.

The menu included children's meals. Even the buns

| shaped like cartoon pigs.




his set the woman off into a fit of laughter.

“You should eat more vegetables," Everett said as he looked
Lindsey's plate of meat and desserts.

"My brother always gives me vegetables."

Lindsey followed Everett and carefully put the plate down on a
table.

With appreciation in his eyes, Everett watched Merrick as he
picked out food with his assistant.

Men should bear responsibility, but Merrick was only a child.

Had his father been here, then he wouldn't have to shoulder so
much at such a young age.

‘Mr. Mayfield, can we go to the gym this afternoon?" Lindsey
asked, curious about the fitness area she had seen when she
visited the company.

Everett happily agreed. If he had more contact with the chlldren, ‘
then he could leave a deeper impression on them.

The most important thing now was to find out who
and the two children in front of him... !




said, "l don't know why. | took a dislike to hi
we met him. Besides, he has a fiancee and he's alu
pestering our mommy. | prefer Mr. Brustin. He is gentle

strong. If our mommy wants to find us a new father, then | hop
it's Mr. Brustin." :

going on in his head before. He knew it would be hard for his
mommy if she was on her own. He understood that she needed
someone to help take on her burden, but he really wanted that
person to be Aloys Brustin.

Lindsey thought this over, rubbing her chin. Aloys was a good
man, gentle and easy-going, and he loved them very much. But
she always got the impression that her mother didn't like Aloys
very much.

‘But what if our mommy doesn't like him?" She blinked her big
eyes at her brother.

And this time Merrick was surprised. He had no idea who his
mommy liked, but he could see from the way she was around
Everett that it wasn't him.

Merrick said nothing in reply, and just gave an angry snort.

It's adult business and nothing to do with us. We
support whatever choice our mommy makes."

. They both agreed that they should s

i

He had never told his sister so much of what was actually
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| jed t emsel\/es at the Ma
dlhave \b" ar#‘lhappler if Everett hadn't been 4.

e‘_patrent insisting on leaving the hospital? Haven't you told
'stoo early for that?"

[an had only been awake for a few days; he was nowhere
recovenng She couldn't understand how he could be

ﬂlpo choice but to follow hospital rules and sign he,n_.

ask,}d her assistant to go and find the departme




i "Why have they come to see me?" Melissa asked, a littl

- confused. All her recent patients were undergoing treatme i
without any complications. Why had the people from the State |
Food and Drug Administration come to see her?

"It's because of that last operation. They came with that woman.
I don't know the details. Everyone is in the meeting room on the
fifth floor right now. The department director asked me to
come and warn you first. Someone should be coming soon..."

Before the assistant could finish speaking, someone knocked
on the door. A man in uniform waved his ID at Melissa,
indicating that he wanted to talk to her.

Melissa stopped what she was doing, nodded to the man and
left.

| "What should | do?" the assistant asked anxiously, watching
~ Melissa leave. She didn't know whom to look for. '




f , n the ground tears s
I l\\ illing to get up.

| Il
‘1 ‘,,‘ 5S¢ ‘L/atched her without saying a word. After all, s

| sL lcient video evidence to prove herinnocence. She was
her o make her statement.
| l\l |
1l
"Let's begin," the policeman asked Melissa,

" Melissa told them everything that had occurred from the day
‘u of the operation to the follow-up treatment

‘That's what happened. When he left the hospital, | did all |
could to talk the patient and his family out of it, but they
insisted...

This was the key point. She couldn't understand why the
woman had dragged her into it and wasn't blaming the staff at
the hospital where he had died

It was over an hour later when the police released her and it
was already getting late. She got a taxi to take her home, but
saw a very familiar car at the crossroads

It was the Sherman family's car. What was it doing here?




