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A Trip to the Hospital
Catherine Farrar
	When I was six (in childhood memories I was always six) I had a sore throat. Mom called Dr. Gruber. He was our family doctor and the only doctor in existence as far as I knew. He came to our house and diagnosed a case of tonsilitis. I knew about tonsilitis from my friends. It was better than having appendicitis because right after they took out your tonsils you got ice cream. You didn’t get anything if you had appendicitis except stitches. That’s all I knew except that my tonsils must have been in my sore throat. I also hoped I didn’t have to have my ad-annoys taken out, too, whatever they were.
	The day of my operation Mom drove me to Mercy Hospital, very close to where we lived. I felt pretty special in spite of worrying about what was happening to me. It was all strange stuff. Mom walked me down some long windowless halls. I think they were painted green. There was a funny smell like somebody was boiling rusty knives and scissors. I didn’t like it and squeezed Mom’s had tighter. 
	We went over to a high bed. Mom set me up on it and a nurse came. She pulled some long curtains along a rod and made a little room for me where the walls were made of cloth, like when Bob and I made forts with blankets over the furniture. It was fun to be inside, a secret hiding place. Mom undressed me and helped me into a funny looking bathrobe.  Then she had to leave me, but the nurse stayed. She was nice. She took my temp-a-ture and let me lie down. I pretended I was a princess who was sick, and all the people were coming to tell me how sad they were for me.
	I must have dozed off because the next thing I remember is being taken from the bed and lifted onto on a red handcart like men use to move heavy boxes around. They wheeled me down another hall into a big operating room and put me on a tall metal table. I saw a silver tank shaped like a fat bullet sitting on the floor and then heads with masks over their mouths looking down at me. Somebody put a rubbery thing over my nose and mouth. When I woke up, I was in that special bed again and someone brought me ice cream. I could hardly swallow it. 

