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Like an old Atari video game I attack the folders in my inbox
Successfully devouring each power pellet placed in my path
Gulp, gulp.

Faster, faster.

Pushing to the finish line where husband and kids are waiting.
I am anxious to hear the digitalized music announce my victory.

Apparently, I am accumulating rewards for all of my clicking
cherries for remembering to recheck labs
stars for sending patient reminders
extra lives for erasing the red in my registries
It seems that I am winning the game.
Perhaps on target to my all-time highest score.

One by one the inbox folders disappear
Results—gone
Patient messages—annihilated
Refill requests—vaporized
Pretending to be invisible Ms. Pac-Man
I navigate through the maze of stories and ping-ponged charts
Excited that the screen is almost clear and
I am closer to winning..

Until, out of the blue,
a ghost appears
And gobbles me up.

While tabbing into chart review

I am warned

“You are entering the chart of a deceased patient”
And the game stops

My extra lives are gone

The joystick is short-circuited

As I enter the chart, the arcade facade fades away

Replaced by a weighted cloak of grief and warm memories

I smile as I think of him ten years ago,

Wearing a saucer-sized belt buckle with a picture of his young wife baked
onto its enamel

And the times in between then and now
when he joked and smiled and never complained as the waves of dementia,
pulmonary fibrosis and lymphoma lapped at his feet.
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Then my mind turns to his wife,

Whose caregiving roles include her husband, an adult son with disabilities,
an alcoholic daughter, 11 birdhouses and countless squirrels

I close my laptop and pick up the phone.

She answers, and the authenticity of gratitude in her voice sounds better to
me than any victory song.

My attempt at high score will have to wait for another day.
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