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Decisions

For each of the following Three (3) stories answer Ricoeur’s 7 steps. (Who, What, Why, How, With or Against Whom, Under What Circumstance, With What Outcome.) You are to write in full and complete sentences and paragraphs.  Remember to support your answers.
It's Time to Go

Jamie stood watching the shallow movements of Clare’s chest. Her body had the substance of tissue paper, frail, diaphanous. I glanced at the photograph on the bedside table of a laughing, vibrant young woman, hugging her two daughters. You would never recognise the skeletal woman, barely making an impression on the mattress on which she lay, as the same person in the picture. It was hard to believe it was only taken a matter of months ago. Clare’s cancer had been particularly aggressive. 

As the doctor entered she slowly turned her head towards him and nodded. "It’s time now, enough is enough" her voice barely audible. I looked at the doctor, feeling confused but knowing deep down what was happening. It was time for Clare’s morphine and she needed so much now to manage her pain, even in her drug-induced sleep her face was contorted in agony. She’d made her decision and had a sympathetic doctor who was prepared to put his career on the line for what he believed was a patients right. 

Her family were not coping well. Her husband believed fervently in the sanctity of life, it was God’s will to take his wife’s life and he was horrified when she pleaded to be allowed to die with dignity. She wanted to end things sooner rather than later but he believed she would be committed to everlasting purgatory if this happened. God gave life and only he should take it away. 

Her girls could not understand why the family dog was not allowed to suffer and the vet ‘put Buster to sleep’ to end his pain, but the doctors could not do the same for their Mum. It was tearing them apart to see this person lying in the hospital who was supposed to be their Mum, but as Julie told me, their Mum was the laughing woman in the photo, not the empty husk I was now looking at. 

"You don’t have to stay nurse, you may not agree with this," the doctor said gently. I found myself rooted to the spot. "I’ll stay". Clare held my hand and actually told me to be brave! The doctor started her injection; it just went on longer than usual. So simple, so devastating, so necessary. I just felt her hand go limp and I swear she had a smile on her face, peace at last, a state I had never had the privilege of witnessing before. The doctor looked at me and his eyes spoke a thousand words and I knew the patient's record would read differently to the reality. This way all the family would heave a sigh of relief, knowing the end had finally come. But I wondered how easy I would rest in my bed that night, wrestling with a conscience that still knows there are no easy answers and does not actually believe there ever will be.

Social Care

Every one that she had ever let close to her had let her down. She would never make the same mistake again. Jesse had been in care since she was 10 months old. Her mother had never really wanted her. She was found naked, undernourished, screaming and alone while her mother sought to drown her regrets on the other side of town.

At the age of 14, this was now the start of Jessie’s 26th placement. At each meeting with prospective carers her social worker explained with a sigh that Jessie was a difficult child. Ever since a placement breakdown with the Bowker family Jessie had been moody and withdrawn. 

Jessie felt sick as she overheard their discussion from the stark bedroom of her new ‘home’. No one knew the truth. The voice of Geoff Bowker rang in her head. "You’ll be branded a liar if you tell. Even if anybody did believe that I had touched you, who would ever want you then?" 

The voices downstairs became muffled as Jessie was stifled by the isolation and guilt that seemed to consume her whole being. She knew that she would not be missed when she was gone. As she fell onto her bed, Jesse began to shake as she clicked open the tinted bottle. There was nothing to wait for, no fond goodbyes, it was finished, there was no other way out. A thick fog engulfed Jessie.

Family Vacation

Jim was on holiday in Bali with his 18 year old son and wife. He was there for a week and is ready to head home. All three of them were at the airport getting ready to board their plane, when an armed officer came around with a sniffer dog. Jim had all of his family’s bags on a trolley, and the dog sniffs at both his wife’s and his bag, and passes over it, however when he gets to his sons bag, he begins to get a bit more active.

Jim looked over at his son and he’s looked a little nervous. Jim knew he’s smoked a little marijuana in his time, but generally, he’s was a good kid, and he certainly didn’t think he’d actually be stupid enough to bring it back on the plane with him. At first Jim feels angry that he would do such a thing and starts planning his responsibility lecture, but then he realized that he was in Bali, and they have a zero tolerance policy on drugs, meaning his son could be jailed for life, or worse, executed, if he did have some illicit materials in his bag.

Jim looked at his wife and realized she has come to the same conclusion and had gone pale with fear.

The armed officer accompanying the dog was beginning to look more stern with every sniff the dog took and looked directly at Jim and asked him to open to the bag.

He did, and as the officer began to take things out of the bag, Jim saw to his horror that there was a small quantity of marijuana stashed in with his son’s belongings.

The officer looked at Jim and asked “Who’s bag is this?”

Jim realized he had to answer, but the answer wasn’t going to be easy. Jim saw his wife in the corner of his eye, and she was about to step forward and claim it as hers.  After one deep breath, Jim steps toward to officer and claims the bag as his own.
