Listening

I slept for four days last week.

I was vomiting the week before that.

No I couldn’t have done chemo on Friday,

the constipation had made me feel crap.

I remember looking in the mirror

at my face dripping with sweat

having sat on the loo for hours

straining my lower back.

It was like giving birth to a child,

inexpressible pain.

And at the end of the process,

I had no baby to raise.

Just a massive stool in the toilet,

blood and an anal fissure,

to remind me of what I had been through

on the loo that afternoon.

No I couldn’t have done chemo on Friday,

I needed some time to myself.

Some time for my body to recover

From pain, sickness, ill health.

That’s why it was so good on Sunday

to go out for a day in town.

To catch a local market

and to wander in the crowd.

To feel normal again with no wig,

to have wind blowing my hair.

To feel sun on the back of my neck

and to taste and eat the fresh air.

That’s why it was so good on Monday

to spoil ourselves at Pennyhill park

to eat afternoon tea in the bar, 

and then to have time in the spa.

That’s why it was so good in the morning

to pick a holiday spot.

To find a late deal with the agent

when we could both get away from this lot.

We made a list of the dates,

times to negotiate with.

Could we get a week’s break from the treatment,

I asked,

‘I’m not sure’ was the response that we got.

‘I want to consult with colleagues’ he said,

‘see what the specialists say’.

‘I want to check bloods and markers next week

before I can say go ahead’.

He seemed not to see the importance of dates,

the vital impact of time.

Of living in worlds of rotas and terms

when time was no longer just mine.

He didn’t seem to want to listen,

to listen to my scream within.

To listen at the deepest level,

where I knew the pain was held in.

He heard at the level of speech I don’t doubt,

But he didn’t seem able to hear,

the cry that was silent and mute within

that echoed in the air.

That’s why it was so important

to find those who listened and cared.

To talk to those who would hold me,

would listen to the whisper unheard.

That’s why I couldn’t talk to the nurses

or others in my close net of friends,

because I knew that their first reaction

would be to try and mend.

To paper over the screaming,

to soothe and offer support.

Whereas in essence what I most wanted

was time, stillness, and thought.

That’s why I rang an ex prisoner, 

a con who’d been inside for a while,

the person I knew who had been here,

and knew the depths of my pain.

If you want to come alongside me,

to offer your help and support,

I’m begging you not to use speeches,

but to listen from the depths of your heart.

To listen to the barely heard whisper,

and not even try to understand,

but to hear me beyond the expression

of words that seem feeble and bland.

To listen to the voices of angels,

to listen to the still voice of God

that speaks for me when I can’t say things

and whispers the words I cannot.

I’m expecting a lot – 

I know that.

I’m expecting my friends to tune in

to a voiceless, unheard whisper

that even I sometimes cannot hear.

No wonder he didn’t seem to listen,

the oncologist sat in his chair.

No wonder he seemed not to notice

the voice of the patient in there.

He must have heard on one level,

of that I’m sure alright.

But to listen to the voiceless whisper,

I think was beyond him this time.

So my plea to you my dear reader

is not just listen or understand,

but to hear the unspoken voice that is silent

the voice that is empty, profound.

