The Directors

My Circle of Support

By Dottie Adams

It is about 5 AM, but I was driven to get up and put some thoughts on paper. I had wanted to write a story about my cancer surgery that might be helpful to share with others. It wasn’t the surgery per se … but the friends who supported me through that experience.

I was blessed with having a sisterhood of friends who sometimes call themselves “The Directors.”  I don’t know if Dr. Green realized the power and determination of this group of people … I’m sure they would have stepped in to assist him if they thought that was needed.

Let me introduce you to each of them.

I’ll start with Joy. I called her on the morning of the surgery. There had been a lot of thunder, and I wanted to know if they were having storms too. Not just a thunderstorm, she had a tornado touch down in her backyard. Nine trees were down and the power was off.

That didn’t matter that day. She walked away and came to the hospital to be there for me and  my son. When I knew I was going to have surgery, there was no question that I would go to their house to recover.  I didn’t have to ask … it was just understood. They wouldn’t have me be alone. They even bought a new bed for the back bedroom because they knew I couldn’t get up and down off their low futon. They made me feel like it was an honor for me to be there.  I felt so welcomed.

The next director is Vi. Vi is a church lady. She sings in five choirs. I know she has a direct line to God, and you want that kind of connection when your life is on the line.

I got to be one of Vi’s directors several years ago when her daughter went through a kidney transplant. We hung out with her at Piedmont Hospital so she would feel our love and support.  As directors we did take liberties. I remember two signs in the waiting area:




No Food


Don’t Move The 








      Furniture

They didn’t know who they were dealing with.  We had brought a special cake to have that day.   I remember carrying a large knife in my purse to cut it with. Glad security didn’t stop me that day. We did share the cake with the woman at the desk. 

We also moved the furniture so we could all sit together. There was also one nurse who thought she could stop us. How foolish of her. They were pushing Vi’s daughter from surgery back to recovery, and we all went in the hallway so we could see her. The nurse who was pushing her tried to make us get back but we couldn’t be denied. Vi needed to see her ... we all did. Vi commented that her daughter was in pain. That is what she saw in her eyes.

My son and the directors were upset that I was put in a semi-private room on my first night.  Chris, my older son, got a little nervous when Vi and Pat wanted to take on the hospital to get me a private room. It ended up being okay because I was sharing a room with a special education teacher.

Pat, a long time friend, is probably the biggest rebel of them all. Pat can have attitude and is proud of it. She uses a wheelchair, but don’t let that fool you. She has participated in civil disobedience and actions all over the country.  She will chain herself to doorways and shut down government operations.

She has a rap sheet from all her times of being arrested. You don’t mess with Pat.  

She has a sharp tongue and a quick mind that can argue a point eloquently. She is one of the smartest women I know. Pat underwent breast cancer surgery several years ago, but she is a survivor and that is who you want on your side.

Sally, another friend, added to the director ranks.  Sally is sometimes referred to as “the angel of death,” but that is not who she is. Sally has helped close several state hospitals and helped free people to lead better lives in the community.  Hospital staffs don’t like to see her come in because she is going to persist until each person is thoughtfully planned for and supported to move into the community.  

She used to say she thought she should wear camouflage and have black paint under her eyes so she could sneak in and get things done without so much resistance.  

Sally is one of the most compassionate people I know. She really cares about people and she cares about me.

Linda and I used to work together in Athens.  We had offices across the hall from each other.  That was fun! Linda is a petite person, but she has strength and determination. She is over a large part of the agency and runs it well. She will take on issues that need to be addressed and argue the points until she gets her way.

Carol has also become one of the directors in my circle of support. She has moved up in the ranks at her job now being the big boss.  She has great vision and values. Carol had a bright idea. She brought a laundry basket filled with snacks. It was great to have it in the room even though I was on a soft diet. I could offer goodies to the nurses, techs and lab folks when they came in. I think I had more traffic through my room as a result. They had a hard time resisting the goodies.

Carol got the flu the week after my surgery. I hope she didn’t catch it at the hospital. Dr. Green said the hospital was “flu infested” and got me out of there after only four days.

Marlene works with Carol and is a really creative, “out of the box” thinker. I’m not sure if she was there that first night, as I was kind of groggy, but she came to see me several times while I was in the hospital.  She always has on a smile and brightens your day.

My surgery lasted longer than expected. I had been on a blood thinner for seven months and even though I had stopped taking it a month before the surgery, there were some residual effects. My surgery was scheduled for 12:30 PM and Chris and I had figured I should be done by around 3:30 or 4 PM at the latest. When I awoke from the anesthesia, I looked at the clock and it said 7:30 p.m. My first thought was, “UH-OH something must have happened.” The surgery that usually takes about 45 minutes took 4 hours.  

Everything Dr. Green touched started bleeding.  I had to have a transfusion afterwards. Dr. Green was also very thorough. He said he would give it all the time it needed, and he did. I hoped that by the time I got to the room, he was at home with his feet propped up sipping a good glass of wine.  He deserved it.

While I was in surgery, I know my son and the Directors were anxious. Occasionally they would report that I was stable, but what the heck did that mean as the hours marched on?  I was so grateful that the Directors were there to be with Chris. It would have been so lonely to be waiting by yourself, and I’m sure they added comic relief!!!!

I am a person who takes pride in my independence. I am a very self sufficient person,   but it made me feel so blessed to have my son and the Directors with me that day. I was glad that I felt lucid after the surgery, so I could talk to each one of them. They came to my room two by two until Vi said it was time to let me rest and sleep.

So if you are facing surgery or have a friend who is, gather those folks around you who can be your directors or step up and be a director yourself. It is empowering. It is good to know that folks have your back and will make sure things go the way you want them to. I will be eternally grateful to them for bringing their support and their individual gifts in my time of need.

