
				HOSPITAL VISIT 

I walked into the hospital’s front door holding my Mum’s hand.  She led me to a long, varnished and shiny oak bench with a spindled back, and carved arms on each end. 

“Darlene, you sit here on this bench and don’t you move.  Stay here and be good until I come back.”

Then she left me there by myself.  I was three years old.  

I sat there on the cold hard bench, in the empty windowless waiting room.  There was an opening to another hallway a little distance from where I sat, but my mother said not to move, so I couldn’t walk over and look down that hallway to see what might have been there.

There was nothing to do. It was very quiet.  There was no music playing, no bustling of nurses or doctors holding clipboards walking in or out of rooms.  There were no toys nor picture books for me to look at, so I sat still and waited, and waited.

I don’t remember knowing where I was, nor why we were there.  I had never been to a hospital before.  I just knew I had to follow my mother’s instructions and so I did.  I felt impatient and wishing she would come back.

As I sat there, I felt the need for a bathroom, and I remember wiggling, and worrying and wondering how terrible it would be to pee my pants.  I slipped off the bench, and took tiny wee steps in a circle, dancing and quietly humming to myself.  I moved no farther than one foot from the bench and when it felt like I wouldn’t pee my pants anymore, I quickly got back up on the bench and waited for my mother to return.  I remember feeling guilty for having gotten off the bench and not behaving as she had instructed.

It was many years later when I realized my mother was there to visit my father who was deathly ill with heart issues.  Children were not allowed into hospital rooms in those days, so my mother had to leave me by myself while she went in to visit him.  He died suddenly at his work of a massive heart attack a few months later at the age of 33.  I was not told of his death and so never got to say goodbye.

Children were told to be seen and not heard.  Be quiet, sit still, do as you are told and unfortunately, we did.  I wonder how much joy I might have brought to my father that day if I could have gone in to that hospital room and given him a hug.  

In a meditation years later, I did get off that bench.  I went into that hospital room. I saw my three year old self on the hospital bed where he was lying, covered with a soft white blanket. I was laying on his chest, his arms were around me, and I was kissing his cheek saying  “ Daddy, I love you.”  


Written by darlene atkinson lamb
May 7, 2022


I

