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				Reality Check
[bookmark: _Int_sZ8kBdgE][bookmark: _Int_Rhv3oprt]“That’s it! I’m going to California and be a hippie!,” I declared as I rounded Three East’s
charge desk. It was early 1968.
[bookmark: _Int_uu8zBRv2] I had worked as a nurse’s aide on the medical floor since last Christmas. 
        Before that, I had worked one floor above it on Four-South, the Medical-Surgical floor
of Mercy Hospital.
[bookmark: _Int_XjJsXYOK]I had no plan to accomplish my dream, didn’t understand everything the hippie lifestyle 
involved. 
But, with the way my life was going lately, the freewheeling culture of muumuus and 
[bookmark: _Int_EimbI41w]mini vans looked pretty good to me.
The preceding May, just as I was about to graduate high school, I learned my widowed 
 mother was suffering from a terminal illness.
Last night, I had had my first big disagreement with my fiance.’ 
And now, due to one mishap following another, this day was quickly going down the toilet.
	At my outburst, my spinster lead nurse bolted up out of her chair behind the desk.
Leaning her hands on the desk, she stiffened her arms as she met my eyes.
	“You’ll do no such thing!” she admonished me. “You will work out your problems with 
your young man and go on to make a life with him.”  
[bookmark: _Int_71CPUxyF]	She didn’t know me all that well. What did she know about my life?
     Oh, wait a minute. On better days, she had undoubtedly heard me gush on and on about 
how much in love we were, how we were planning to redo our farm home before we walked 
down the aisle. 
[bookmark: _Int_nYZktmVI]	Obviously speaking from personal experience, she went on, “Don’t you realize, by 
running from responsibility now, you could be saddled with more of it than you ever 
imagined?”
	She knew of which she spoke.
	It was well known on our floor, along with her nursing duties, she was caring for her
[bookmark: _Int_UeEziUtS]invalid mother. She didn’t want me following the same path.
    Thank you, Leila, for bringing me back to the real world.
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