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At the coffee stand as always getting tea,
so always that the ladies see my weary face
and start the water steaming without words.

I hover there with others waiting think through labs to check

imaging to glance at does he have pneumonia or pulmonary edema

has social work found her a nursing home will his family want a feeding
tube despite his end-stage dementia did I order cytology on that peritoneal
fluid when will I next see the sun it's so

“Oh, did you take care of him before? He’'s dead.”

unnatural
in here fluorescent
now where was I peritoneal fluid hey I wonder who is dead

“Yes, I heard. We all had him at some point.
He was in the hospital every few weeks for his heart and renal
failure. What happened?”

“He didn’'t want to suffer anymore. Had us turn off his defibrillator.
Stop dialysis. Arrhythmia. Likely hyperkalemia.”

I know the man they mean without names.
I took care of him before. He’s dead.

His heart pumped ten percent it couldn’t keep fluid out

of his lungs and felt like drowning sometimes better after
dialysis but he hated the fistula in the arm that got infected
so sick all the time I guess he couldn’t take it anymore

no quality

Tea is ready. Over to the cream and sugar shelf.

of life and it’s a relief really for him
and so many who tried to help but the gathering dark
could not be stopped
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