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Inside Out


Steve Taylor picks up his
morning newspaper, walks out of the gate and onto the footpath. It
is a beautiful fresh autumn morning.

Glancing at an article he
is distracted, steps onto the road, and is hit by a car.

Taken to hospital with
minor injuries, more tests were requested by a specialist. The
results aren’t what Steve expected.

Standing at his bedside,
the specialist gave the bad news. ‘Your scans revealed a brain
tumour. Unfortunately, it is terminal: Is there a relative or
someone I should call?’

‘No, that won’t be
necessary, thank you. How can this happen? I haven’t been suffering
any symptoms. I keep myself fit. How long do you think I
have?’

‘Six months, maybe a year!
I’m very sorry Mr Taylor.’

Steve was stunned. Now
alone, his thoughts went to his twin brother Ray, whom he had
disowned a long time ago after an argument: Their father had been a
police officer for many years before he was shot dead by an armed
intruder. Ray wanted revenge and chose a life of crime. Steve
became reserved. He couldn’t understand why his brother mixed with
gangs, spending his days breaking the law: Their mother never got
over the trauma of that day and died of a heart attack. Ray was
serving a hefty prison sentence and was refused permission to
attend her funeral. That ended their former bond, he couldn’t bring
himself to visit his brother, not in the past or
present.

On reflection, he has a
comfortable life and occasionally wished he’d helped his brother
more in their teenage years, but that was history; now he doesn’t
know if Ray is in or out of prison. Thoughts came back of being
identical twins, growing up and making a pact to always watch out
for each other. How easily they had grown apart?

Did he now want some sort
of connection, maybe reconciliation?

This thought process plus
the diagnosis brought him to the decision to try and locate his
brother.

‘Perhaps Ray’s last address
is somewhere in the apartment. This could take longer than I have
to live!’

‘Are you okay Mr Taylor?
Your Specialist would like to see you in his office. You can get
dressed I’ll take you when you’re ready.’ said a nurse as she
pulled the curtain around the bed.

Steve was surprised,
assuming he’d have to remain in hospital considering what he’s been
through.

Slowly managing to stand up
and remove the gown, he carefully put on his clothes and sat
waiting on the bed, until the curtain was opened.

‘In you get.’ said the
nurse, ‘Your chariot awaits; I’m taking you to the
doctor!’

Steve had never sat in a
wheelchair and didn’t think it necessary but hadn’t the energy to
complain. Just as well because the trip through the corridor was
further than expected.

‘I’ll leave you here.’ said
the nurse.

Steve stood up and off she
went, back down the corridor pushing the empty
wheelchair.

He knocked on the door
before walking into the office and is greeted with a
hand-shake.

‘Please sit down Mr Taylor,
I’m going to discharge you, but we need to discuss a treatment plan
for your tumour. It may prolong your life for a few more months,
but I’m sorry there are no guarantees!’

‘I decided earlier to
refuse treatment and feel good about this decision. I’m pretty sure
I won’t change my mind, feeling I have a better chance of survival
without surgery. If for some reason I want to reverse my decision
do I make an appointment with you?’

‘Yes but don’t hesitate for
too long; as it is now, you’ll have to go straight to Chemotherapy!
Please go home and think seriously about your decision.’

After signing a release
form, Steve walked towards the hospital exit passing a nurse,
someone that looked very familiar.

He turned for a second;
could she be someone from his past? Could it be the girl he once
dated and fell in love with?

Stepping away from the
exit, he glanced in her direction. Yes, it was, Cathy Stewart! They
had been a couple for many years but split up mainly due to work
commitments, eventually they lost touch.

Approaching her from
behind, he placed his hands over her eyes and said ‘Guess
who!’

Startled, she turned
around. ‘Steve?’ Words failed her for a moment.

‘I can’t believe it, how
are you, what are you doing here? Oh my goodness, how long has it
been?’

‘Perhaps we can go to the
café if you have time for a coffee? Then I will answer your
questions.’ he replied.

‘Yes, I’d like that; I’m on
my break. I work here. I’m still a nurse as you can
see!’

Sitting in the hospital
café, they ordered coffee. Steve gave her his full attention,
finding her conversation intriguing.

He didn’t want to spoil
this reunion discussing his problems while she was so happy to see
him; talking freely about her sadness over their split. She’d gone
overseas to move on with her life. Married an abusive man, whom she
divorced following a miscarriage; then got a flight back to live
with her mother until she could get back on her feet.

Being a nurse, she was
accepted by this hospital. So found a small flat close by and went
back to using her maiden name Stewart.

When there was a pause,
Steve explained his situation as briefly as possible. Cathy was
stunned.

‘I’m sorry for being the
bearer of bad news.’ he said, seeing the look of disbelief on her
face, tears filling her eyes as she spoke.

‘That is dreadful Steve,
I’m so sorry. Is there anything I can do?’

‘Yes you can join me for
dinner; that’s if you haven’t other arrangements? I need to make
the time I have left as enjoyable and productive as
possible.’

After agreeing to meet that
evening, they exchanged phone numbers and organised a time and
restaurant.

They both arrived at 8 pm.
Steve made an effort to look smart. Cathy looked stunning: It was
as if they’d never parted. Conversation flowed with an ease he
didn’t expect. Cathy mentioned she was in a relationship with Sam,
a doctor. They’d been seeing each other for a year but nothing too
serious.

Ordering a second bottle of
wine, he talked about his accident, diagnosis, and the fact he
hadn’t told anyone else, not even his brother.

‘My results have made me
reconsider. I must make amends before it’s too late. Ray is the
only living relative I have. ‘

He’d mentioned Ray in the
past, so Cathy was aware of the conflict between them. ‘I think you
should write him a letter? You never know, he might want to be in
touch with you!

Please Steve; I’m begging
you to have treatment. I’ve just found you again and there’s a
chance you can get through this!’ she said.

‘I’ve told the specialist
if I change my mind I’ll contact him, but I’m sorry Cathy, I
believe I’ll have a better chance without treatment.’

Leaving the restaurant
Steve asked, ‘Would you like a coffee at my place?’ Cathy
agreed.

That evening, they talked
about the past, work, and life in general. Their feelings hadn’t
changed: Waking up next to each other the following morning, they
had rekindled their relationship in a short 24 hours.

A week had passed when
Steve asked her to move into his apartment.

‘Give up your flat. It
makes sense. I’m near to the hospital, so you won’t have far to
travel. This house can be yours when I’m gone. I have no one to
leave it to; no point leaving it to Ray; God only knows where he
is. I really want you to have it!’

‘What the hell! Yes, if
you’re sure it’s what you want? We can make the time you have left
as good as possible.

Don’t give up trying to
locate your brother. I think you should forgive and forget past
issues. He should hear about the test results from you
personally!’

‘You were always a
thoughtful, straight talking person. You haven’t changed a bit. I
will try harder to find out where he is!’

Steve searched through
boxes of old papers, eventually finding an old envelope containing
partial information on a previous address. After making a few
inquiries he found someone that knew where Ray was now
staying.

Scribbling a note he posted
it, still unsure if he was doing the right thing. He was quite
emotional and tried to hide that from Cathy. He wanted to be strong
mentally if not physically.

Less than a week later,
drinking his morning coffee Cathy handed him a letter. ‘This could
be a reply from Ray,’ she said, sitting next to him at the kitchen
table.

Opening it he smiled saying
‘Ray has agreed to see me, and says what took you so
long?’

Steve was excited, but
anxious at the thought of seeing his brother. It must be twenty
years at least since their last meeting. He was studying to become
an Architect back then and Ray was mixing with bad company: How
quickly those years had passed.

‘I understand why you want
to rush into this visit, but think of your health. I must leave for
work, if you need me text!’

Cathy kissed him before
heading off to the hospital. She didn’t glance back. She wasn’t
looking forward to telling Sam her decision to end their
relationship. Keeping that news to herself for as long as possible;
not wanting to hurt him intentionally. Although they worked at the
same hospital they had different shifts.

Steve sat at his desk and
finished what would be his final free-lance job. Fatigue takes over
as he puts his head in his arms, falling asleep bent over the desk.
When he awoke he picked up his phone and dialled the number Ray had
put on the end of his short letter.

Their conversation was
difficult at first but soon relaxed; ‘What have you been up to?’
asked Steve.

Ray replied ‘It’s a long
story, but I’ll save you the details until we meet up. That’s if
you still want to see me when I tell you I’m out on bail for a
crime I didn’t commit; not that you’d believe me, but I am
innocent!’

Steve wasn’t surprised.
Nevertheless, he arranged a time and place to meet the following
week.

Later that day, Cathy
arrived back at Steve’s home. She opened the front door and called
out for him.

‘I’m in the kitchen,’ he
replied, as she rushed in to find him preparing dinner.

‘I have some great news!’
she said. ‘I’ve spoken with Matron and asked if I can take owed
leave as from tomorrow, she’s agreed: It will give me time to move
in with you. I’m now off for a week. What do you think; it’s not
too soon is it?’

‘Of course it’s not too
soon, I was the one that suggested it!’ he replied. ‘I’ll be paid
for the job I completed with a nice bonus for my prompt
service.

Getting you moved in is now
my main priority. We’ll start organising the move first thing
tomorrow. Tonight we can celebrate with a meal and a bottle of
wine.’

Steve mentioned the phone
call and arrangement he’d made with Ray, also the fact he was out
on bail but says he’s innocent.

‘That’s not good! This
isn’t what you need right now. Don’t get involved in his life if it
causes you stress! Let’s not discuss your brother tonight; I’m
looking forward to a romantic evening.’

Cathy slept peacefully, but
Steve was having a restless night. Perhaps it was the wine along
with the excitement of moving her into his apartment. They were
only back together a short time but being with Cathy was more than
he could have wished for: Thoughts were racing in his head. Would
it be too much for her when symptoms attack my body? Perhaps it’s a
good thing she’s a qualified nurse but when you love the person
you’re caring for it must be so stressful: Unable to bring the
subject up over dinner last night, should I talk this through over
breakfast or wait until she’s moved in? No, that’s being
insensitive, but the alternative was how would I cope without her
now?

It was almost dawn and the
birds had started to sing. He managed to get out of bed without
waking her; creeping into the kitchen he made toast and coffee.
‘Good morning,’ he said, taking her breakfast in bed.

‘I’m awake!’ said Cathy as
she sat up against the pillows. ‘The move should only take a couple
of trips. I rented the flat furnished, so I’ve only my clothes and
a few personal items: Are you alright? You’re very pale. Sit on the
bed! Oh my goodness, please tell me what’s wrong.’

Steve took the tray
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