Waiting for the Doctor

She stood in the hallway alone, outside the pale blue curtain that screened her from her son.  She could hear the swoosh, swoosh of the respirator as it continued its fruitless toil, pumping air into his unresponsive lungs.  


“We can’t turn it off,” the nurse had told her.  “Not until the doctor comes.”


She leaned back against the wall and tried to block out  the relentless cadence.  Still it persisted, mocking her with its pretense of life.  Soon she would be forced to face reality.  Now she couldn’t – not yet.  Not until the doctor came and silenced that macabre machine.

