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Review
"Colleen Oakley takes on the big three--life, death,and love--and delivers a jewel. Before I Go absolutely
glows with humor, wit, and compassion. I adore Oakley’s fresh voice and could hardly bear for the book to
end." (Lynn Cullen, author of the national bestseller MRS. POE)

"In Before I Go, Oakley address the oft-asked question: if you only had six months to live, what would you
do? In her deft hands, what could easily turn maudlin becomes a funny and insightful journey with Daisy,
and the love of her life, Jack. If you loved JoJo Moyes' Me Before You, this book is for you." (Catherine
McKenzie, bestselling author of HIDDEN and FORGOTTEN)

"What would you do if you knew you were dying? This emotional debut and its gutsy heroine will have you
laughing through tears and staying up late until you’ve reached the final, fully satisfying page.” (Jennie
Shortridge, author of LOVE WATER MEMORY)

“Brilliant in its simplicity, beautiful in its sentiment, heartbreaking in its honesty, Colleen Oakley’s Before I
Go takes on one of life’s ultimate cruelties, death before one's time, and makes us believe.” (Susan Crandall,
author of WHISTLING PAST THE GRAVEYARD)

“BEFORE I GO is a big-hearted tale, with a fresh take on a woman grappling with the inevitable. The
characters are approachable, full of wit and humor and--above all else--touching sincerity.” (Suzanne Ridell,
author of THE OTHER TYPIST)

"Oakley expertly tugs at the heartstrings with well-rounded characters and a liberal dose of gallows humor."
(Publishers Weekly)

"Highly recommended for laugh-out-loud fans and the tearjerker set." —Library Journal (Library Journal)

"This emotional novel will make readers laugh through their tears." (Kirkus Reviews)

“Oakley has produced an affecting work that, while avoiding maudlin sentimentality, makes the reader care
about Daisy and her determination to live while dying.” (Booklist)

“Author Oakley has set herself a tricky balancing act here, blending a comic sensibility with the depth and
poignancy her subject requires. She pulls it off.” (People)

“An impressive feat…an immensely entertaining, moving and believable read.” (Atlanta Journal-
Constitution)

"Emotional, insightful novel." (In Touch Magazine)

"Oakley knocks it out of the park in her treatment of a very sensitive subject…pleasurable, thought-
provoking reading." (Athens Banner-Herald)

“Colleen Oakley’s debut deftly balances sorrow with laughs and compassion.” (US Weekly)
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Before I Go

one

THE KALE IS gone. I’m standing in front of the open refrigerator, allowing the cool air to escape around my
bare thighs. I’ve pushed aside the stacks of Tupperware containing leftovers of dinners that we’ll never eat.
I’ve searched the crisper, even digging beneath the wilted celery (does anybody ever use an entire bag of
celery before it goes rubbery?). There was some type of slime that had accrued on the bottom of the drawer. I
added cleaning it out to my mental list of duties. I even pulled all the organic milk and juice cartons from the
top shelf and looked behind them. No dice.

The kale is definitely gone.

Then I hear it. The high-pitched squeal of Queen Gertrude, our Abyssinian guinea pig, coming from the
living room. And I know what’s happened to my greens.

I feel anger bubble up inside of me like a bottle of Dr Pepper that’s been rolling around the floorboard of a
car—just waiting for the top to be taken off so it can burst free from its confined plastic.

It’s just kale.

It’s just kale.

It’s just cancer.

My anger is supposedly grief wearing a disguise. That’s what the therapist said in the one session I agreed to
attend four years ago when I had breast cancer.

Yes, had.

But now I think my anger is just anger at the possibility that I might have breast cancer again.

Yes, again.

Who gets cancer twice before they turn thirty? Isn’t that like getting struck by lightning twice? Or buying
two Mega Millions winning tickets in one lifetime? It’s like winning the cancer lottery.

“Morning.” Jack lumbers into the kitchen, yawning, in a rumpled T-shirt that says STAND BACK, I’M
GOING TO TRY SCIENCE and his green scrub pants. He pulls a travel coffee mug from the cabinet above
the sink and places it under the spout of our one-cup coffeemaker. He pops the plastic cylinder of breakfast



blend into the machine and presses start. I inhale deeply. Even though I don’t drink coffee anymore, I love
smelling it.

“Jack,” I say, having moved from my recon mission at the fridge over to the counter where the blender is set
up. I pour a cup of frozen raspberries into the glass pitcher.

“Yeah, babe.” He walks up behind me and plants a kiss firmly between where my ear and jawline meet. The
swack reverberates in my eardrum.

“Benny!” he says, also directly in my ear, as our three-legged terrier mutt skitters into the room. Jack kneels
on the ground beside me to greet him. “There’sagoodboy. How’dyousleep? Ibetyou’rehungry.
YouhungryBennyboy?” Benny’s tail whacks the mauve tile on our kitchen floor repeatedly as he accepts
Jack’s morning nuzzles and ear scratches.

Jack stands and heads to the pantry to scoop a portion of kibble for Benny’s food dish.

“Did you feed Gertie the kale that was in the fridge?”

“Oh yeah,” he shrugs. “We were out of cucumbers.”

I stand there, staring at him as he grabs a banana from the fruit bowl on the counter and peels it. Benny is
munching his breakfast contentedly.

Jack takes a bite of his banana, and finally noticing the weight of my gaze, looks at me. Then he looks at the
blender. He lightly taps his forehead with his banana-free hand. “Aw, damn. I’m sorry, babe,” he says. “I’ll
pick up some more on my way home from the clinic tonight.”

I sigh and jab the blender’s crush ice setting, making my morning smoothie, sans kale.

Deep breath.

It’s just kale.

And there are children starving in Darfur. Or being murdered in their sleep. Is Darfur the genocide thing? I
can’t remember. Either way, bad things are happening to kids overseas, and here I am worried about a leafy
vegetable.

And the possible come-back cancer.

But Jack doesn’t know about the cancer because I haven’t told him yet. I know, you’re not supposed to keep
secrets from your spouse, blah, blah, blah.

But there are plenty of things I don’t tell Jack.

Like the fact that you can’t just pick up organic kale at the Kroger down the street. The only grocer that sells
it is more than eighty-five miles away, almost to Atlanta. And the farmer’s market that I’ve been getting my
organic kale from this season won’t be open again until Monday. There is a small produce stand in Monroe
that sometimes carries organic kale, but it’s only open on Saturday. And today is Thursday.



Jack doesn’t know any of this because he doesn’t do the grocery shopping. He doesn’t do the grocery
shopping because the one time I sent him to the store for dishwasher detergent and a lemon, he came home
with $125 of stuff we didn’t need—like three pounds of rib-eye steaks and a case of forty-two snack-size
plastic cups of mandarin oranges.

“Don’t worry about it,” I say. “I’ll get some next time I go. It’s no big deal.”

It’s no big deal.

It’s no big deal.

I pour my pink-but-should-be-green smoothie into a glass and walk over to the counter where I keep my to-
do list. I pick up the pencil lying beside the pad of paper and write:

4?Clean out vegetable drawer.

5?Call Monroe to check on kale for Saturday.

Then I scan the other three things I need to accomplish today in between classes.

1?Make flash cards for gender studies exam.

2?Buy caulk for windows.

3?Work on thesis!

My thesis. For which I still don’t have a topic. I’m in the second semester of my master’s degree program in
community counseling and I have chosen, researched, and then discarded roughly six different themes for
my dissertation.

“Diorama!” Jack yells, jarring me out of my thoughts.

My eyes focus on him as I realize what he’s just said. Relief washes over me, and I temporarily forget
everything else that has been weighing on my mind—kale, cancer, thesis.

“Yes!” I reply.

He flashes his teeth at me, and I focus on his off-center upper bite. It’s the very first thing I noticed about
him, and I found the flaw devastatingly charming. That’s how I knew I was in trouble. Because when you
don’t like someone, you just think, “He’s got some crooked teeth.”

Still smiling, Jack gave me a slight nod of his head, obviously pleased with himself that he had remembered
the word that had eluded us three nights ago when we had been flipping through the channels and landed on
Jurassic Park.

“God, this is the best movie,” he said.

“The best,” I concurred.



“I loved it so much that I used it for my fifth-grade science project—”

“—analyzing whether it was actually possible to resurrect dinosaurs from the dead using mosquito DNA.
And you won first place in the Branton County science fair,” I finished for him, playfully rolling my eyes.
“I’ve heard.”

But my husband was not to be deterred from reliving his nerdy glory days. “The best part, though, was that
thing I built with all the miniature dinosaur models. Dang, what are they called? God, I kept that forever. I
wonder if my dad still has it.”

“Terrariums?”

“No, those are with real plants and stuff. This was with the shoebox and you look in one end of it—”

“I know what you’re talking about. I just can’t remember, wait—cycloramas? No, those are circular.”

“It’s on the tip of my tongue . . .”

And on we went for another few minutes, both drawing blanks on the word.

Until now.

“Diorama,” I repeat, smiling.

And it’s not the liberation that comes with finally remembering a word that escaped recall that makes me
grin. It’s Jack. My husband, who blurts out words with absolutely no context in the middle of the kitchen on
a Thursday morning. And makes my heart fill with the wonderment and satisfaction of our connection. I
suppose all couples feel this way at some point—that their bond is the most special, the strongest, the
Greatest Love of All. Not all the time, just in those few-and-far-between moments where you look at the
person you’re with and think: Yes. It’s you.

This is one of those moments. I feel warm.

“Why do you still drink those things?” Jack says, eyeing my homemade smoothie. He’s now sitting on the
countertop across from me, slurping a spoonful of milk-laden Froot Loops out of an entirely-too-big
Tupperware bowl. Jack loves cereal. He could literally eat it for every meal. “You had cancer four years
ago.”

I want to give him my canned response when he questions my boring all-organic, antioxidant-packed, no-
processed-anything diet: “And I don’t want it again.”

But today I can’t say that.

Today I have to tell him the secret I’ve been holding inside for nearly twenty-four hours since I got off the
phone with Dr. Saunders yesterday morning, because I physically haven’t been able to say the words.
They’ve been stuck in my throat like one of those annoying popcorn hulls that scratch your esophagus and
make your eyes water.

I search the corners of my brain for the right way to say it.



The results of my biopsy are in. It doesn’t look good.

So, my tumor marker numbers are up. Want to meet for lunch today?

You know how we had that party last February celebrating three years of me being cancer-free and the end
of my every-six-months blood tests? Whoopsies!

But I decide to go with something simple: the hard, cold truth. Because no matter how much the doctor tried
to lessen the blow with his “we just need to run some more tests,” and “let’s not panic until we know what
we’re dealing with,” I know that what he really means is one terrible, horrible, no good, very bad thing.

I clear my throat. “So, Dr. Saunders called yesterday.”

My back is to him, but the room has gone silent and I know if I turn around and look, his spoon will be
hanging halfway between his mouth and the bowl, as if he’s eating cereal in a movie and someone paused it
to answer the phone, or go to the bathroom.

“And?” he says.

I turn in time to see him lower his utensil into the still-half-full Tupperware. He’s now in slow motion. Or
maybe I am.

“It’s back,” I say at exactly the same time the Tupperware slips out of his grasp and a waterfall of milk and
Froot Loops cascades down his leg and onto the floor.

“Shit,” he says, leaping off the counter.

I grab the paper towels from the holder behind me and start rolling off sheets until I have a bouquet big
enough to sop up the mess. Then I bend down and get to work.

“Let me,” Jack says, kneeling beside me. I hand him a wad of paper.

We attack the puddle in silence—shooing Benny away as he tries to lap up the sugary milk—and I know that
Jack is absorbing the information I’ve just given him. Soon he’ll chide me for not telling him sooner. How
could I sit on this for a full twenty-four hours? Then he’ll ask me exactly what Dr. Saunders has said. Word
for word. And I’ll tell him, as if I’m relaying bits of neighborhood gossip.

He said.

And then I said.

And then he said.

But until then, Jack will absorb. Ponder. Digest. While we—side by side—do our best to clean up this big,
ridiculous mess.

BEFORE JACK LEFT for the vet hospital, he pecked my cheek, squeezed my shoulder, and looked me



directly in the eyes. “Daisy. It’s going to be OK.”

I nodded. “Don’t forget your lunch,” I said, handing him the brown paper sack that I had filled the night
before with a tuna sandwich, granola bar, and baby carrots. Then I walked to the bathroom to get ready for
my day as he left through the back door in the kitchen. The rickety screen creaked as it opened and shut
behind him.

What he meant was: “You aren’t going to die.” But I know I’m not going to die. It’s only been a year since
my last clean blood work, and I can’t even feel the tumor they found on the mammogram when I poke and
prod my left breast, so I’m sure they’ve caught it early, just like the first time. And the tests they want to run
tomorrow morning will just confirm that I have breast cancer. Again. But that doesn’t mean everything will
be OK.

I don’t want to go through surgery again. Or chemo. Or radiation. And I don’t want to have a year of my life
taken away from me while I endure these treatments. I know I’m behaving like a petulant child—stamping
my foot and clenching my fists, eyes squeezed tight against the world. I don’t wanna! I don’t wanna! I don’t
wanna! I know I should be grateful. As far as cancer goes, relatively, I’ve had it easy. Which is why I’m
ashamed to even admit my greatest fear: I don’t want to lose my hair again.

I know it’s vain, and so very inconsequential, but I love my hair. And while I tried to be all “strong, bald
woman” last time, it just honestly wasn’t a good look on me. Some people can carry off bald. I am not one of
them. My chocolate mane has just started grazing my shoulders again—it’s not quite as thick or polished as
it once was, but it’s long. It’s feminine. And I appreciate it more now after having lost it once. I sometimes
catch myself petting it, nearly crooning like I do when I stroke Benny’s wiry fur.

Good hair.

Nice hair.

Stay, hair.

I also adore my breasts, which is why I didn’t let Dr. Saunders lop them off last time. A lot of women go for
it. Just take them! Just to be safe! They’re just breasts! But I was twenty-three, and didn’t want to part with
them. Why couldn’t the cancer have been in my thighs or my never-quite-flat-enough stomach? I’d have
happily given those up. But please, for the love of God, leave my perfect, C-cup, make-most-men-do-a-
double-take perky tits.

It’s not like I was making a bad medical decision. A big article in Time came out right after my diagnosis,
touting the results of a large study in Houston that found women who opt for a preventative double
mastectomy have about the same recurrence rates as women who don’t. I never read Time. I saw the article
on the way to my sociology of crime class while I was peering over the shoulder of the student seated next to
me on the bus. It’s an omen, I thought. And when I brought it up to Dr. Saunders, he agreed that while the
study was preliminary, the findings seemed solid—the choice was up to me. Now, four years later, sitting
here with cancer once again, the random sighting of a magazine article doesn’t seem so much like fate as it
does me just believing what I wanted to believe so I could do what I wanted to do. I should have let them
take my breasts. I shouldn’t have been so vain.

I finish brushing my teeth and take one last glance in the mirror.



My hair.

My perfect breasts.

I inhale. Exhale.

It’s just cancer.

I LIKE THE still of the morning. I’m alone in the house but revel in the reminders that I’m not alone in the
world. Jack is gone, but his presence is still palpable. The indent on the bed, where his body warmed the
sheets, beckons me. Maybe I could crawl in just for a second, I think. What is it about an unmade bed that’s
so tempting? I resist the urge, pull up the comforter, and smooth out the wrinkles. Then I fluff Jack’s pillow,
erasing the evidence of a good night’s sleep and leaving it fresh for tonight’s slumber.

I gather three pairs of his worn socks from the floor beside the bed and drop them in the hamper. Then I
glance over at the open suitcase on the floor beside our dresser. Every year Jack and I celebrate February 12,
the day—after months of chemo and six weeks of radiation—that Dr. Saunders called and said I was
officially cancer free. Last year, for the third anniversary, we planned a quiet dinner for family and friends at
my favorite restaurant. Jack was supposed to reserve the private room at Harry Bissett’s, but the morning of
the party when I called to ask if we could bring our own champagne, the manager said there was no record of
our reservation. Jack had forgotten to make it. Seriously, Jack? No reservations at H.B. Call everyone and
tell them the party is off, I texted him, furiously punching out each letter on my innocent iPhone.

When I pulled into our driveway that evening, I was still so frothing with anger, I barely noticed the cars
lining the side of our narrow street. But when I walked in the back door, a chorus of voices shouted “Happy
Cancerversary!” and my wide eyes took in the buoyant faces of our family and friends. Not only had Jack
invited everyone to our place for an impromptu keg party, he had even ordered a few trays of chicken fingers
from Guthrie’s and lit the Clean Cotton Yankee Candles that I only take out for company. “I love you,” he
mouthed from across the kitchen where he was pouring my mom a glass of white zinfandel—the only wine
she’ll drink. I nodded, my cheeks flush with heat and my heart full of affection for my absentminded
husband who, like a cat, somehow always manages to land on his feet.

This year, Jack surprised me by announcing he had planned an overnight trip for us. It’s rare that I get to
spend more than a few hours alone in the company of my overworked husband, who’s one of a few
overachieving individuals who’s concurrently getting both his DVM and his PhD in veterinary medicine, so
I’m particularly excited. We leave in two days, and my side of the suitcase is neatly packed, sweaters rolled,
jeans folded, underwear and socks tucked into the mesh pocket. Jack’s side is empty. I’ve been reminding
him to fill it every night this week, even though I know he’ll wait till the last minute, throw everything in
Saturday morning, and then inevitably forget something important like his toothbrush or contact lens
solution.

I let out an audible sigh. Out of the corner of my eye, I notice a half-empty, sweating glass on Jack’s
nightstand. I pick it up, rub the water ring off the pressed wood with the palm of my hand, and walk the glass
into the kitchen.

When we first moved in together, I balked at Jack’s lack of order and cleanliness. We were a newlywed
cliché, though we weren’t even married yet.



“I’m not your freakin’ maid!” I spat during a particularly heated argument.

“I never asked you to be,” was his cool reply.

We were opponents on a battlefield, neither one wanting to lose ground. Jack’s stance was that clutter and
mayhem didn’t bother him; he wasn’t opposed to cleaning, he just didn’t think about it. I argued that if he
cared for me, he would think about it and pick up after himself. Every dirty plate that I came across, every
jacket or pair of shoes that didn’t make it back into the closet, was a tangible insult. “I don’t love you! I don’t
care about your feelings! I’m purposefully leaving my coffee cup on the bathroom sink to get under your
skin! Ha! Ha-ha-ha!”

But like most people who decide to stick it out for the long term, I slowly learned to accept that his
messiness was just that—messiness. It wasn’t a personal attack. And Jack made a halfhearted effort every
now and then to straighten the mountain of papers on his desk in the study that threatened to avalanche onto
the scuffed wood floor—and on really good days, he even remembered to return used dishes to the kitchen.

But they never quite make it into the dishwasher.

A cool draft greets me as I pour the dregs of multicolored milk from Jack’s impromptu cereal bowl into the
sink and load it into the dishwasher. I look up at the row of windows over the faucet, admiring their aged
beauty while lamenting their inefficiency. Not only do they have the original glass panes from 1926, the year
our house was built, the wooden frames around them have been painted so many times that many of them
don’t close all the way, leaving cracks where air sneaks in. They need to be completely replaced, but until we
can afford that costly solution, I’ve just decided to caulk them shut. Job number thirty-seven on my
interminable list of tasks to keep our Spanish bungalow from being deemed uninhabitable.

When we were house hunting two years ago, I immediately fell in love with its rounded doorways, red-clay-
tile roof, stone front porch with black ironwork handrails, and yellow stucco exterior. I pictured myself lazily
eating hunks of Manchego cheese and drinking wine under the large olive tree in the backyard. Jack wasn’t
as charmed.

“That’s not an olive tree,” he said, shattering my fantasy. “And this house needs a lot of work. The
townhome was move-in ready. Fresh paint and all.”

I shook my head, thinking of the arched nook in the hall and the antique phone I would find at a flea market
to set on the recessed shelf. “This is it.”

“I’m not going to have the time to do everything this house needs,” he said. “You know what my schedule’s
like.”

“But I do. I have time. You won’t have to lift a finger. I promise.”

He tried again. “Did you see the yard? I don’t think there’s a blade of grass to be found in all those weeds.”

“I’ll fix it,” I said quickly. “You’ll see.”

He sighed. Jack knew me well enough to know once I set my mind on something, I wouldn’t be deterred. He
shook his head in defeat. “Only you,” he said.



I smiled and snaked my arms around him, pleased with my victory.

“It will be perfect,” I said.

But it was not perfect. Shortly after we moved in, I realized what Jack had first intuited (though I never
would admit he was right)—it wasn’t just a little TLC that the house needed. It was a lot. After I painted all
of the interior cake-icing walls, got new air filters, pulled weeds in the yard, pressure washed the exterior,
hired a handyman to build a new set of stairs on the back deck, and scrubbed, polished, and dusted
everything in sight, our heater exploded. Into flames. Five months later, the air conditioner followed. Then a
pipe burst, flooding the basement, and that’s when we uncovered a mildew problem that had just been lying
in wait behind the walls. And after putting out all those fires (literally, in the case of the heater), I still have a
laundry list of little tasks I need to complete that I keep on the door of our fridge, like hiring an electrician to
come install GFCI outlets, putting a new backsplash in the kitchen, buffing the original hardwood floors, and
of course, caulking the won’t-shut windows.

I finish loading the dishwasher and sponge down the counters. Then I grab a bag of baby carrots out of the
fridge along with the lunch I had packed the night before and my daily to-do list and put it all into my
shoulder bag, which I ease over my head and sling across my sweater-clad chest. Winter has behaved more
like an early spring this week, so I leave my favorite black down coat in the hall closet, even though it’s
February.

I exit the house the same way Jack did, opening first the heavy wooden door with the handle that sticks and
then pushing my way out the screen door. I let it slam behind me, delighting in the squeak of the rusted
hinge, as I do every day. It sounds like summer, which has always been my favorite season.

I walk down the back steps to our one-car driveway. Whoever gets home last has to park on the
street—usually Jack. I glance next door to Sammy’s house. Her porch light is still on, so she probably
stopped somewhere for breakfast after her shift. I’m a little relieved, because as much as I like her, she talks
a blue streak, and a simple hi always turns into a fifteen- or twenty-minute fairly one-sided conversation
(hers). And today I have just enough time to drive to campus, park my car, catch the university bus, and
make it to the psychology building before class starts.

I navigate my Hyundai Sonata through the backstreets of my tree-lined neighborhood until I get to the
baseball stadium. In the spring, if we’re in the backyard, we can sometimes hear the crack of leather meeting
wood and wonder if it was one of our Georgia Bulldogs or the opposing team that swung the bat. Neither one
of us cares about sports enough to ever check and see who wins. It’s one of the first things I loved about
Jack—that unlike every other guy in this town, he didn’t spend his Saturdays in the fall tailgating and
guzzling beer and saying things like, “Coach has got to stop running that blitz every third down.”

Like most other southern universities, Athens is a football town. It’s also a college town by every sense of
the definition. The thirty-five thousand students who attend the university make up a third of the city’s
population. When summer comes and the students pack up their belongings to head home or to study abroad
in Amsterdam or the Maldives, the frenetic energy that fills every coffee shop, bus stop, and bar from
September to May dissipates. The city seems to breathe, luxuriating in the space it has to stretch its arms
until school is back in session.

But today, the energy is full and present as I slowly drive past throngs of kids loping to their classes, filling
sidewalks, haphazardly crossing streets. I marvel at how young they look. At twenty-seven, I’m only a few
years apart from the seniors, so I can’t explain why it feels like lifetimes. Is it marriage that’s aged me? The



cancer? Or the realization and acceptance of mortality—something most college kids haven’t quite wrapped
their still-developing brains around?

Fortunately, I’m not the oldest in my master’s program. A graying forty-something woman named Teresa
sits near me in my Advanced Theories of Stress Management class. I imagine she’s a divorcée and this is her
Eat Pray Love experience. She’s going back to school! Getting her counseling degree! Making something of
herself! Jack says that’s unfair. That maybe she just lost her job in the recession and is trying out a new
career path.

Whatever the reason, I guess everyone has their story for why they are where they are. Mine, of course, has
to do with the cancer. I started chemo right after graduating, and deferred my acceptance to my master’s
program for a year. But the next fall, when my treatment had long been finished, I still wasn’t ready. My
body was tired.

“Take a few years off,” Jack said. “We’ll get married. Have some fun.”

That’s how my husband proposed to me.

I accepted.

Then I got a job at a credit card call center where I wore a headset and flipped through psychology medical
journals to pass the time. When a tone beeped in my ear, I pleasantly said, “Thank you for calling
AmeriFunds credit.” My job was to help people make balance transfers onto a new credit card with zero
percent APR for twelve months. “After twelve months, the variable APR will be fifteen-point-nine-nine
percent to twenty-three-point-nine-nine percent based on your creditworthiness,” I explained to faceless
voices on the other end of the line.

But my favorite part of the job wasn’t really part of the job at all. Or it wasn’t supposed to be. It was when
customers would explain why they were opening the new credit card, giving me a glimpse into their lives.
There were the happy clichés: “My daughter just got engaged. There goes the retirement fund!” And the
abruptly sad: “My Herman usually took care of this kind of stuff. But he’s gone now.” I wasn’t supposed to
veer off the script, but if a supervisor wasn’t hovering, I’d probe deeper (“How old’s your daughter?” or,
“When did he pass?”). And it occurred to me that most people just want to talk. To be heard. Even if it is by
a stranger. Or maybe, especially if it’s a stranger. I felt like I was doing a public service. Or that’s what I told
myself in order to feel better about my menial minimum-wage job. Either way, I liked it. The listening.

Until then, I had been going through the steps in becoming a psychologist. Checking off boxes on the life
plan I had made when I was thirteen years old and watched Prince of Tides for the first time. I wanted to be
Barbra Streisand, in a cushy chair and expensive diamonds, unlocking the mysteries of men’s brains and
irresponsibly falling in love. It all seemed so grown-up and glamorous. And though, like most thirteen-year-
olds, I already thought I was the former, I desperately wanted to be the latter, as well.

After two years, when my manager wanted to promote me to the other side of the call center—the one that
actually placed calls, instead of received them, I decided it was time to go back to school. I didn’t want to be
“a goddamned telemarketer” (my mother’s term). I wanted—really wanted—to be a therapist.

I get to Gender Studies with five minutes to spare. I slide into a desk and take a pack of empty index cards
out of my bag so I can fill them with concepts that I need to memorize for the exam we have next Tuesday. I
delight, as I always do, at the idea of crossing something off my to-do list. But before I can put pen to paper,



my cell buzzes.

It’s my best friend, Kayleigh, who’s a kindergarten teacher and isn’t technically supposed to be using her cell
phone during school hours while children are in her class. But Kayleigh doesn’t give a fuck. In fact, when
she dies, I’m 90 percent sure that’s what her gravestone will read: “I don’t give a fuck.”

I silence my phone, sending Kayleigh to voicemail, because I do care, and because my professor, Dr.
Walden, a tiny woman who’s five feet tall on a good day, has taken her position at the front of the classroom
and cleared her throat. I smile, anticipating what Kayleigh’s message will say. Probably a diatribe about the
nineteen-year-old UGA basketball player she’s inappropriately sleeping with, or a bitchfest about her goody
co-teacher, Pamela, who wears pearls and sweaters with animals on them. Then I frown, because I have this
feeling in the bottom of my stomach, like I’ve forgotten something. Did I turn the stove off?? Did I
remember to grab my lunch from the fridge? Is my car overdue for an oil change?

And then it hits me all at once, and I can’t believe that I forgot, even for a second.

My cancer is back.

Users Review

From reader reviews:

James Marcotte:

Have you spare time to get a day? What do you do when you have far more or little spare time? Yeah, you
can choose the suitable activity to get spend your time. Any person spent their particular spare time to take a
move, shopping, or went to typically the Mall. How about open as well as read a book titled Before I Go?
Maybe it is for being best activity for you. You realize beside you can spend your time with your favorite's
book, you can cleverer than before. Do you agree with their opinion or you have some other opinion?

Mary Gines:

Book will be written, printed, or created for everything. You can know everything you want by a book. Book
has a different type. To be sure that book is important issue to bring us around the world. Alongside that you
can your reading talent was fluently. A e-book Before I Go will make you to possibly be smarter. You can
feel considerably more confidence if you can know about anything. But some of you think that open or
reading the book make you bored. It's not make you fun. Why they may be thought like that? Have you
seeking best book or ideal book with you?

Hilda Baker:

In this 21st hundred years, people become competitive in every single way. By being competitive today,
people have do something to make these survives, being in the middle of the actual crowded place and notice
by simply surrounding. One thing that often many people have underestimated this for a while is reading.
That's why, by reading a publication your ability to survive increase then having chance to stand up than
other is high. For you personally who want to start reading a new book, we give you this Before I Go book as
beginning and daily reading reserve. Why, because this book is more than just a book.



Herman Hernandez:

This Before I Go is completely new way for you who has interest to look for some information as it relief
your hunger of information. Getting deeper you upon it getting knowledge more you know otherwise you
who still having little digest in reading this Before I Go can be the light food for you personally because the
information inside this kind of book is easy to get by anyone. These books develop itself in the form and that
is reachable by anyone, yes I mean in the e-book type. People who think that in e-book form make them feel
drowsy even dizzy this guide is the answer. So there is no in reading a book especially this one. You can find
what you are looking for. It should be here for you. So , don't miss that! Just read this e-book sort for your
better life and also knowledge.
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