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a notch, made him more provisional, thereby raising her. “Do you 
want to tell me about the incident in here today?” she remonstrated.
 “An incident?” The respite room had been so sparsely visited 
that there had been no chance of an incident: no breach of patient 
con!dentiality, no !ghts or loud voices, no need to call security, no 
lack of hospitality. Not even spoiled milk in the refrigerator. “Nothing. 
There was hardly anyone here the whole day.” 
 “Some man !led a complaint,” she said, now in her exasperated 
voice. “Some foreigner. I can’t even pronounce his name. Said you 
made him feel unwelcome. Said you stalked him out of the room.” 
Kristen laughed. “I’ll bet the translator had a wild time with his 
complaint.” 
 “There was a Somali family in here earlier. They left a little 
abruptly.” 
 “Probably them.” She !ngered the log sheet. Her voice was more 
moderated now. “Good riddance. People come in here and think they 
can just help themselves to whatever they want like they’re entitled to 
our largesse. Take. Take. Take. And they never say thank you. Have 
you noticed that? And then they dare to complain?” She snatched her 
purse and canvas bag. “You bend over backward to help people but 
they don’t ever appreciate it. Good riddance.” She shoved her things 
in the large bottom drawer of the desk and turned the key to lock it. 
Then she slipped the key in her pocket. 
 “They won’t be back. And they wouldn’t be welcome if they were. 
Don’t worry about them. If they want to use our facility, they’ll need 
to show a little more humility.” She smiled at Roger. “You should 
consider hiring on here permanently. Become part of my team.” 
 It was then that she noticed the few items in the blue bin. “Well 
marvel of marvels. It’s good to see that some people understand the 
concept of giving!” 
 Roger waited until he was certain she was !nished. He still had 
the towels in his arms, and by putting them away, he could get away 
from her as well. He’d made his decision. His shift was over.

A drainage hose snakes from the gaping hole 
in his neck. A nurse steers his gurney.  
Wincing, he waves, "ashes a grin.  
Everybody’s friend, always ready for a game, 
he loves puns and kids, he’s liberal with clichés.
Even on his back, he’s combustible.
He goes well into the maw of 50-
50. I am unfazed: I have mastered 
my father’s lessons in denial.  

   Hours trickle by. 

Then the doctor’s in the corridor, 
green scrub cap, surgical mask tendrilled 
onto his chest.

   All went well . . . 
   we began to suture, but 
   couldn’t stop the bleeding, 
   and we lost him.

The "oor gives way. Light dust mattes its waxy sheen.  
The doctor wears brown shoes. A broom bristles 
toward me. A custodian, smooth dancer 
on linoleum, keeps time pushing the push broom, 
which chants and we lost him, and we lost him.

All Went Well
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