
Part II 

The visit to the doctor’s office had done the opposite of what it was intended to do.  Alan Finch 

felt more worried than ever.  He had hoped a trip to the doctor would either give him a good indication 

of what he had or do him the most desired solid of being informed that he was indeed disease free.  But 

the doctor left him just as he had come; uncertain.  In fact knowing that the doctor couldn’t even give 

him any of what it might be made it worse.   Over the past three weeks up to the night before the visit 

to the doctor he had been looking up his one and only symptom on sites ranging from reputable ones 

like WebMD to those like yahoo answer threads.  He learned he could have a nice explainable testicular 

cancer.  Dick cancers get sympathy and no one blames you for having them.  A happy fundraiser disease 

that doesn’t  have quite the social backlash as the other diseases connected to ball sacs.  Sac pain was 

also a possible symptom of pretty much every STD according to the internet.  He would have been 

happy to hear that it was one of the lighter STDs that could be cured with a week or two of antibiotics.  

No one would ever have to know really.  There are of course scarier STDs out there and that is what 

consumed his fears.  They are unexplainable.  No one really has sympathy for these diseases because it’s 

naturally assumed you got them because you are some kind of deviant.  Their stigma lingers on your 

person.  It’s not that everyone will know you have it but when it eventually does require explaining you 

have no recourse.  You are just the man whore who caught herpes or HIV or Hepatitis.  The paranoia of 

knowing all the things he had done was real and growing stronger.   

 On the drive back home from the doctor’s he was in a self-absorbed pensiveness.  He didn’t 

even notice the traffic which usually left him infuriated on a Tuesday afternoon leaving downtown 

Atlanta on I85.  This must have been the calmest he had ever appeared to other motorist on the road.  

The storm inside his mind was too preoccupying to let him ponder anything else.   Counterfactual 

thinking left him tearing through what ifs, would haves, could haves and should haves.  He was back to 



the beginning.   He pondered the situation of his genitals and his social life.  How, without a clean set of 

genitals, he would ostensibly be out of the game.  He couldn’t go to bars and pick up girls.  He couldn’t 

go to Vegas with the fellows again and party up like they had the last time when they met those girls.  

That night he got swasted, picked up the sexiest girl in this crazy bridal shower and smashed her on the 

couch.  She still called from time to time saying they should meet up again.  She offered to drive down to 

Atlanta from Virginia but he never had the time to meet her.  Partying, hooking up with girls, the trips to 

the Dominican Republic and Thailand with his college buddies, that was all over.  Even just talking and 

flirting with girls at bars and ball games would be over.  What was really the point of going out without 

even the possibility?  He felt a strange kind of emptiness.   

Alan pulled into his parking spot at the Gardenvale apartment complex on Sugar Loaf.  He got 

out of his black BMW which was too low for his long legs.  He basically had to climb up and out of the car 

and today not being a good day made the task laborious.  It also made laborious the walk up to the third 

floor where he unlocked the door and entered Apt. 375 to the sound of his wife laughing as she watched 

TV on the couch in his grey t-shirt and her black yoga pants.       

 


