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Sample Chapter
Mischief on 68th Street

It was still August; the weather was warm, and the city was quiet. Sun
washed the floor in her hospital room at the end of the day. Taylor was
exhausted and irritable about being cooped up. Every twenty minutes or so, the
nurses would pop in, saying, “Remember, Taylor; you owe us one more walk.”
Taylor would listen, wave them off, and turn her head.

On the last attempt, the senior nurse came to push Taylor—and push her
hard. She played the integrity card: “Taylor, you promised one more walk



today.” The nurse tried to make the walk sound appealing by suggesting that
Taylor walk outside for some fresh air. Taylor was uncharacteristically immune
to the nurse’s appeal. She was done with demands and pushing. She turned
away again. The nurse looked to Bob for an assist. He told the nurse, “Leave it to
me.” He knew his audience.

Bob very gently put his hand on Taylor’s head, and as she turned toward
him, he said, “Tales, you know this is part of getting back on your feet and
getting home. You promised one more walk. I know you have had it with the
pain and the pushy people. But I think you're missing an opportunity.” Her eyes
searched his for a hint.

“Tales,” he said, “they want a walk? Let’s give them a walk they’ll never
forget.” She was intrigued. He had her attention now and could see her impish
grin. “They think we should go outside? Let’s go outside!” Taylor began
giggling, knowing she was part of a scheme created by Bob. “Tales,” he said,
“let’s go get some ice cream!” Tales was as energized and as upbeat as she had
been in a while.

Since I wasn’t there at the time, Bob told me all about it later. “She
fidgeted, while suppressing her giggles and excitement as they mundanely
moved the IV lines, disconnected the wires, and set up the mobile IV pole.” The
nurses couldn’t believe her change in enthusiasm. They waved and called out,
“You go, girl! Take your time and walk as much as you like!” Tales didn’t hear a
word. She was laboring, tired, and in pain, but she was giddy. She was on a
mission.

When the elevator opened on the ground floor, Tales headed for the main
entrance onto York Avenue. Bob remembers the smell of cigarette smoke filling
his nose as they passed a pack of hospital patients getting some air —most of
them, unbelievably, smoking. Taylor never noticed or flinched. She skillfully
kept walking, turning left at the corner of 68th Street and heading uphill toward
First Avenue. This was one heck of a walk!

Tales was still in her hospital gown, a thin gray smock with the back wide
open, exposing blood seeping through the bandages. Her underwear was like a
flag waving in the back as she pushed her IV pole laden with three bags. She
looked to any passersby like an escapee from a mental institution, and Bob
remembers thinking that they wouldn’t have been completely wrong. But this
was New York City, home of the good, the bad, and the ugly, and a half-naked
insane person strutting down the street wasn't that shocking.

She should have been afraid of the uphill walk and the physical effort, but
instead she was delighted at calling the shots and once more poking her finger in
the eye of the giant. People on the street stopped, stared, and then applauded.
Cabs tooted their horns, maybe thinking she was a nut or maybe congratulating
her. Passengers opened windows to cheer her. They all laughed like it was a
publicity stunt. She walked all the way up that hill, huffing and puffing, turned
right onto First Avenue, and kept walking. First Avenue is far busier than York



Avenue, so there was even more commotion. Taylor was clearly tired but elated
and felt in control.

The truth is, neither Bob nor Taylor knew exactly where the ice cream
store was, and there was no such thing as Siri in 2003. Bob asked Taylor, “Do we
turn left or right?” They weren’t sure how far they had to go, but really, this
wasn’t about the ice cream. They were taking a walk, Taylor style.

Bob watched as sweat accumulated on Taylor’s brow and she began to
look a little pale. Her little body was asking for a break. He could see that her
steps were slowing, and she was leaning on the pole, which he was now
pushing. The point was made. The ice cream seemed to get farther away with
each step. She was still smiling and enjoying the street attention, but she was
ready to go back to her bed for some care and monitoring. Bob said, “This was
the plan all along—take the walk, make a point, and return triumphantly,
demonstrating who was in control.” Adventure over. Taylor, 1; hospital, 0.

Downhill was obviously easier, and I'm sure she felt more secure knowing
she was on the way back toward comfort and care. What Bob didn't know was
that the nursing staff had begun to panic. After all, a post-surgical patient can
only walk so far. The nurses started asking the patients on the street, “Did you
see a young girl passing by?” I guess someone recalled her “turning left a while
ago.” Now they really hit the panic button. Security was called, and a search was
initiated. They were missing a very sick patient who was under their care.

Around that time, I received a call on my cell phone and heard a very
angry voice ask me, “Do you know where your daughter is? She has been off the
floor for a significant amount of time, and, Mrs. Matthews, you do understand
how sick she is!” I asked, “Who are you?” The person on the other end declared,
in an arrogant and aggressive tone, “This is security!” I replied, calmly and
perhaps a little smugly, “Yes, I understand she is very ill, but if she is with her
dad, I am sure all is well.” Of course, this only infuriated them more.

In the meantime, Bob and Tales were gliding downhill toward York
Avenue when suddenly they saw two very angry security guards trudging up
the hill. Laughing, Bob said, “These guys weren’t exactly physical specimens, so
the hill was no bargain for them. They were sweating more than Tales was. And
they were clearly out of breath.”

Watching two very perturbed and portly security guards running uphill
looking for her was the perfect end to the walk. The more she laughed, the
angrier the guards got, until they finally reached her. By now, anyone could look
at the scene and put some of this together. Those watching whooped or gave her
a thumbs-up. The guards chuckled, too. It was hard not to laugh along with Bob
and Taylor. Bob remembers Tales being in her glory as she strolled past the
security guards with her head held high.

Two very pissed-off nurses were waiting when they got back to her
hospital floor. Tales tried not to antagonize them and painstakingly held in her
laughter, but both she and Bob looked like the proverbial “cats who ate the
canary,” sporting huge grins. Neither of them spoke a word as Bob tried not to



look at the nurses. He knew at whom they were really mad. The head nurse
blurted out, “Where have you been?” and that was all Tales could take. The
giggles took over, and all she could get out was “ice cream.” She kept walking.
Bob kept walking. The nurses trailed behind, clearly feeling dismissed. As they
glared at Bob, looking for an explanation, he just held his hands up with a shrug,
saying, “She took a walk, just like you asked.” Uncharacteristically, Tales said
nothing. She was triumphant but clearly running on fumes.

Moving her to the bed and re-establishing all of her wires and tubes was
done with a constant drone of criticism for taking such risks and worrying
everyone. Sometimes it was directed at Bob and sometimes at Taylor. Tales just
smiled, but the nurses were starting to hit a nerve. She glanced at them with her
“you’re boring me” look and said, “I'm sorry you were so worried, but my dad
was with me. You told me I could walk as much as I wanted, and you told me I
could go outside. So, I did.” She turned away and closed her eyes, as she reached
for Bob’s hand.

Instantly Bob felt warm all over, as emotion and pride rose up and
pulsated throughout his veins. As she held his hand, he knew how much she
appreciated him taking her on their adventure and that she was glad he was
staying with her that night. But he couldn’t help but think that by not letting his
hand go, she was also protecting him from the nurses who were anxious to have
a private word with him. She was fast asleep in minutes, clearly wiped out and

exhausted. But she never let go.
Bob tells me that sometimes when he closes his eyes, he can still feel her.
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