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I watch nurses and doctors run in and out, each with a distinct purpose to fulfill.
“Gotta take her upstairs,” a guy with short gray hair and glasses says. I hear the click as he unlocks the brakes and groan as he gives the gurney a shove. 
As I roll by, the nurse with kind green eyes says, “I’ll be waiting for you when you come back.” I manage a slight smile.
Other orderlies wheel me around the hospital, where I’m imaged, scanned, and x-rayed. After each trip, they return me to the curtained-off room with the same nurse. She seems glad to see me every time.
This nurse remains close by, checks the IVs in both arms, hangs new bags, and studies the machines I can hear behind me but cannot see. I watch as she jots notes in a folder that grows larger by the minute with what I assume are test results. I listen to the rhythm of my heart beating on one of the monitors, a steady blip, blip, blip, and feel soothed.
At one point, there’s a lull where the medical team isn’t rushing around. The noise around me dims, and a blanket of silence falls over me. I feel quiet inside. Why, I’m not sure. The pain medication probably has something to do with it, but I feel calm.
I see everything happening around me from a distance, but I am not afraid. I wonder, Am I going to live, or am I going to die? I don’t know the answer, but I am okay either way. I am more curious about how this will turn out for me.
The moment is interrupted by another trip to somewhere to have some other test done. That perspective doesn’t return, but the feeling stays with me.

