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Phalanges. The scientific meaning of the bones in our hands we prefer to call fingers. Elliot watched the scalpel drag along the palm of the hand up to the tip of the middle finger; it dug in so easily, as if it were mold instead of skin. 
The blood came out thickly, so thickly that in a matter of minutes it had already begun to drip onto the floor. Knox peeled either side of the cut open, revealing the bloody muscles and veins underneath. Bits of off-white tissue were on show, shielding the veins from any possible harm.
The surgeon clipped back the skin and grabbed a smaller scalpel. Leaning closer, Elliot noticed that all his instruments seemed to have pieces of blood and skin covering them. This made her wince. 
The blade sliced past the joints and straight to the bone of the body part, and with that started scraping the rest of the skin and tissue off the finger, revealing the entire bone to the compact air of the hall. The man's un-gloved hand lifted it lightly off the wooden stained table to show the audience the different sections of it.
All while he was explaining this, blood flowed from the injuries and formed a pool on the floor. The hall had started to smell, it almost made the girl faint at points throughout this madness.
He had moved on from that and was now focusing on the Palmer Fascia -the firm layer of soft tissue which stabilizes the palm of the hand-  and began cutting and opening that as well, showing even more of the bone resting behind it. 
It still shocked Elliot that he was going through with all of this without any gloves or clean products whatsoever. 
The doctor raised both arms and grinned into the crowd. 
It was as if that lifeless eye was starting right at her, taunting her, trying to tell her something that she couldn't quite grasp. Elliot had an idea of what it could be but prayed that wasn’t the case. 
It was at that very moment that everything turned slow; it was agonizing watching his hand reach for the edge of the cloth and lift it up. As the rest of the body was revealed Elliot began to hope harder and harder that it was just some kid that looked somewhat like Jack. 
By the time the face was shown Elliot’s heart broke into pieces. How could she not have realized sooner that those monsters were not to be trusted from the start? She had been unrealistically blind, and now she was to pay the price of it. 
Elliot slowly stood from her seat; her breathing began to get heavy as the room blurred. The thick portrait covered oak walls started to swing and enclose around her. The floor beneath her started to rock and twirl.
People looked back at her with confused stares, at this point everyone’s eyes were on Elliot. Even the doctor’s eye itself. She felt as if she was being circled by sharks, waiting to drag her under.  
“Elliot,” He called her by name. “Are you alright? Unless you have something to say, can you please sit down.” 

