I’ll Never Get Out of Here

Ken Volonte

You know those adds that say, “fortunately, there’s Walgreens”? Well I needed some more antibiotic for my ears.

It happened a few weeks ago, that I noticed a rather serious hearing problem with my right ear.  My doc said I had wax in my left ear and proceeded to clean it out.  “How’s that”, he asked, obviously proud of his accomplishment.  I closed my left ear and the world sounded as if it were coming through an old transistor radio.  “It’s my right ear”, I said.  

“There’s nothing wrong with your right ear, so I’m going to try some amoxicillin.  That worked within a day, but now the infection was back in my left ear.  So here I was back in line at Walgreen’s waiting for my prescription, my guide dog under the chair. “Your prescription was denied.  Maybe your doctor needs to see you”, offered the counter lady.  I had just been to his office.   
Suddenly, there were perhaps twenty people in back of me.  It seemed like every other person had their own dog story. There were dogs that jumped and dogs that peed and dogs that growled and snapped at company; a plethora of dogs.  “I don’t ‘low my dog in the house”, said a young woman.  “She a little Chihuahua and I hit her when she come near me”.  This was going to be a very long wait.  

A lady spoke in what sounded like German in a long sentence that ended with the word “blinda.  From her tone and what little I knew of German, it sounded like I shouldn’t be out but should be taken care of by my family.  The thing was, I couldn’t defend myself because I wasn’t being directly addressed.  People were just talking to each other, loudly and animatedly, but I couldn’t say anything.
The other thing was that my family, was waiting in the car under a blistering sun.    

There were chairs all around for people to get flue shots.  One little kid said that he wouldn’t take medicine where there were dogs. Soon all of the people were waited on and they left while I still sat in the chair.  

After another fifteen minutes, I approached the counter lady again.  “Your prescription was denied Mr. Volonte.  Maybe your doctor needs to see you”.  

“I just saw him”, and then I stopped letting the words trail off.  I was so weary of having to explain myself one more time.  “Call me when it’s ready”, I said.  

Out in the car, I told this story to my wife.  Her reaction was most instructive.  She said, “and they tell you that black people can’t be prejudiced”.  My Doctor doesn’t think that this antibiotic will work either.  He prescribed it only because it worked once.  Just wait until I’m dead!  You’ll be sorry.  Fantasy has its uses.    

