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They left me laying on a gurney for hours, studying the ceiling
tiles and the sprinkler system, wondering if some of those black
hemispheres above were really security cameras or just something
to trick us. They gave me as many blankets as I wanted, and every
few minutes someone with a stethoscope and a notebook would
politely ask me if I was alright, knowing there was nothing they
could give me but a reassuring smile; then they told me things they
had to know I would never remember. Two sturdy women rolled me
into the operating suite, and I carefully hoisted myself from the
gurney to the operating table. They strapped my arms to those
same things they used in Dead Man Walking, and that was when a
tear slid out of my left eye and into my ear. The nurse wiped it away,
and told me some shit I didn't want to hear about what they were
getting ready to do, saying, “It will all be alright,” and then the
anesthesiologist turned to the right and said, “Here comes your joy
juice,” as I felt ice creeping into my right hand and rapidly up my
lower arm. “Night-night,” she added perkily, as the mask tipped
over my face and I lost consciousness, having never made eye
contact with the woman who was holding my life.
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