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A SENSE OF URGENCY

by
Allen Amundsen

A Sense of Urgency was debuted by Candace Nguyen as Emily. The
author would like to thank Candice for her hard work and insight in
developing the narrative.

Cast: EMILY is ayoung woman in her late twenties

death, to be specific. | often think about what prderfor my very
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| am not on Death Row. . . but, in a way. Because | am waiting, isolated,
wrapped in shadows. . . | am on a senseless journey (no more taste,
touch, smell, sight, sound.) In time, | will lose them all. . . a sense of
urgency washes over me and | am crashing towards a dark corner
destiny. But somehow. . . | feel fine.
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| don’t enjoy being cooped up. It's been five months, and | am still here.
The star freak—| mean patient—at a special oncology clinic in Marin
County. Sure, it's quiet, tranquil and relaxing. . . but still. . .

My physician is named Dr. Kline. She is the smartest woman on planet
Earth. And when her perplexed green eyes met my tearful gaze five
months ago, my world crumbled inside. The words fell fr her lips in
slow motion; “Emily. . . it's. . . unusual. . . | have never seen
this. . . | looked through the literature on brain tumor ere was
nothing. . . You are the first. . . The first to ever have this
Wow. Finally. . . the first at something. Auntie S
proud.

since the Summer of Love, Sunshine
proudly—as bright and vibrant as th
supernova groovy colors, a dead giveaway that sereamed HIPPIE.

My Auntie Sunshine is my only family. ts passed away when |
was very young and she becam de facto mother-aunt-grandmother-
guardian angel. Auntie Sunshine%son that | trust the most. She
is the strongest woman on plan r e looked breast cancer in its
disheveled face and defeated i

We were having our week
explain the details of

runch together. It took me awhile to
jtion:

“What is it that you ha gain?” Auntie is always curious. “A brain
tumor.” She laughs. “Pssh—2a’little chemotherapy will take care of that in
no time, honey!” “Mygdoctor says that what | have is. . . different.” Auntie
Sunshine let out % ated gasp. “Doctors? What do they know?” “But

my doctor | Auntie.” “Yeah, well my Doctor said that | had
ou did.” “Well there, it's settled. . . whatever this mess

one at all. But | showed that old quack, didn't 1?”

The story goes like this: | woke up on a Saturday morning, refreshed,
renewed—I| had had a horrible week at work—I shuffled downstairs,
flipped on CNN, and brewed a pot of Good Morning America. | sat down
to caffeinate and ruminate and | spilled the scalding hot coffee all over
my forearm (Klutz, Klutz, Klutz!)
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There was something strange about this. | didn’t feel anything. | should
have been screaming my guts out, because of the scalding hot liquid.
But | didn’t. | didn’t feel the burning. | should have felt the burning. But |
didn't feel it. . . not a thing. . .

Naturally, |1 had a bit of a freak out. (Scaredy cat, hypochondriac, warp
drive worrywart. . .) And | went to the Emergency Room and they didn’t
know what to do or say. | waited ‘tii Monday and bar into my
physician’s office, Dr. Kline, the smartest woman on pl . And |

cried, because | couldn’t feel anything. My skin was a ns ,and |
couldn’t sleep, | could only cry, and dream the worst
Dr. Kline tried her best to soothe my fears: “ Emily, Calm

down. . . we will find out what's wrong.”

Crying, hysterical, | lied down for a f
MRIs, bloodwork, and lots of waiting r
. Dr. Kline’'s green eyes of confusion
said the words: Unusual. . . First person to ave this. . . Mystery.

Dr. Kline booked me into the onMc and it’'s been nothing but a
parade of tests, observations, pi nd x-rays.

@ of friends nestled in my cerebral

. This critter has lodged itself into
the sensory electrical impulses; those
w me {o touch, taste, smell, see, and hear. . . |
tral nervous system. No surgical tow-truck
oing so would make me a brain-dead

I'm the Anomaly: | hav
cortex, this mob of mischi
the part of my brain
little blue sparks that
have a traffic jam in m
can bail me out, because
vegetable.
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