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NARRATIVE
ESSAYS

I scrawled a silly face on a latex glove blown up to distract you,
smiled as we waited in a cramped exam room. 
“You brought me here,” your eyes accused, watching 
the heavy minutes tick by.

Your doctor retired, a new one had ordered “This test and that,” 
an ultrasound to confirm his suspicion of gall stones—
and there in the right kidney, “A spot.”
 
“No way to know if it’s cancer. Best to remove it,” he’d said.
How to live with that on your mind! I suggested a second opinion.

The urologist, tall, distant, white coated as I at other times,
told us your choices, the risks. We sat there in silence,
thinking what could not be said.
 
“I’ll never escape! What should I do?” You frowned at me. 
“Say something! You’re a doctor!”
 
I thought of my father, who’d prided himself in his medical judgment—
told his patients what to do. He’d have advised you, but I was not him.
“Mom, a difficult choice, I can’t decide for you,” all I could muster 
seeking my own escape.

Neither of us spoke on the drive to your place.
I turned the radio on, turned the radio off
as one thought echoed through my mind.
Could I advise surgery you might not survive?

Week after week I phoned. You said,
“I’ve scheduled the pre-op tests.” Always 
postponed, you’d made a decision 
to proceed with surgery…
at some distant date.
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