
Squished is a Necessary Evil 

 have all of my medical tests performed the same month each year, including my 

mammogram. The month of October is the time that ghouls and whoo-doodies come 

alive and get mischievous.  I tend of think of the Big Squishier as a Halloween 

Goblin. The huge presser foot is one of the nastiest villains I have to face each year.  I am 

not tiny.  Jewel, the technician, always brings out the BIG cookie sheets for me.  She 

keeps them fresh in the freezer.  I believe the reasoning is to ensure I will be boldly 

awake when the machine exerts 1,125 pounds of pressure per square inch to flatten my 

boobie.  I have a lot of ta-ta space.  I also bruise easily. Think about it.  Technicolor ta-

tas. Trust me. They ain’t purdy.  

What should have been a routine mammogram turned out to be a bit more of an 

adventure.  Not all adventures are fun, but they are learning experiences. I learned how 

to cuss in college. I learned from the best, a bunch of Navy SEALs.  I can smile while I do 

it, too.  It is frightening. 

As I said, I am well endowed.  I am not happy about it, but I’ve got ‘em.  Ladies who 

don’t ‘have ‘em want ‘em.  Walk a mile in my brassiere and see if you still feel that way. 

One of my friends refers to mammograms as being pancaked.  Women come in all 

sizes. She said she can go in and the technician can hold a flashlight on one side and 

read her breast tissue from the other.  That is small.  To me having a mammogram is 

like taking a rolling pin and trying to flatten a sixteen-pound bowling ball into a 12 x 14-

inch cookie sheet.  When I come in, the technician gets the plates out, ices ‘em up, and 

attempts to squash living tissue to death.  

I have been going to Eastside Diagnostic Center in Snellville for years.  I know only 

Jewel by name because she is the technician who has done my pancaking for most of my 

visits.  She runs the Iron Maiden.  Jewel truly tries to make what could be an embarrassing 

and uncomfortable situation quick and easy.  She is a kind, gentle woman with a most 

pleasant personality. She has the job from hell and no warm blood coursing through her 

body. No matter what she does, she has cold hands. 

Let me tell you a little about the procedure.  Some of you may not have had the joy of 

experiencing this modern medical phenomenon.  First, the temperatures of the rooms are 

at 65 degrees Fahrenheit or lower.  They say it is so that germs can’t survive. It also shuts 

down the chances of air borne diseases. Yeah.  I hear that. It also shuts down the patient’s 

circulatory system to all outer extremities.  It is as cold as a witch’s ta-ta in a snowstorm.  

There you stand. Naked as a jaybird on your top half, while your ta-tas are being 

pulled and pushed into unnatural positions.  Jewel smiles kindly as she begins to lower 

the press.  “You are going to feel a little pressure.” She lowers the press some more. “You 

are doing great, just a little more pressure.” She tightens the vice grips even more. “Just 

one more turn.”  By this time, you think “If you don’t get this done, I am going to reach 

over with my free hand and snatch you bald headed.” 

 “One more little turn.” 

I 



This hurt.  It really hurts. 

Then Jewel says “Hold your breath while I take the picture.  Hold your breath. Hold, 

hold,” I got news for you, lady, after the third turn on this Iron Maiden, I couldn’t catch 

my breath.  I’ve got no air in me to hold. Just shut up and take the picture.   

Then she repeats the same torture on the other side. 

Sometimes, for fun, she decides the first series of scans were not good enough, and, 

how exciting, we get to repeat the process. Yep. Just love this day.   

Well, I got THE CALL.  Not the letter you get within seven days of the procedure.  I 

did get that, but I got THE CALL first.  I appreciated Dr. Peter Mann’s office calling and 

telling me to come in for my annual pelvic review.  Another delightful experience for 

women.  “Excuse me, sir.  I know we have never met when I was fully clothed but let me 

shake your hand before you delve into the shadows of darkness, going where no man 

should ever have to go.  Hey, I had a baby. I had Snell fixed.  I don’t use that thing 

anymore!” 

Back to THE CALL from Peter Mann’s nurse at Gwinnett Gynecology.  “Dr. Mann 

received the results of your recent mammogram and would like for to have it repeated, 

blah, blah, blah, will magnify, blah, blah, blaaaah, calcium deposits, blah, blah, blah-d-

blah-blah.” You know I only heard “repeat the test,” and my brain atrophied, and my 

breasts began to throb. 

As I said, I do all my annual testing in the same month. So, after I got the call, I saw 

my general physician.  He asked when I had last had my mammogram, and I told him the 

date and that I was scheduled for another to magnify and “area of concern.”  Don’t you 

just love it? “An area of concern” when they mean “You got a spot of something that looks 

really scary, so we want to pinch the devil out of you again to be sure that we can see that 

sucker really well.” 

My GP made a huge mistake.  I still had blue and green ta-tas from the first procedure, 

and I had just gotten the call to repeat the joyful activity.  I am sure he was trying to 

alleviate any concerns and fears on my part. “Oh, it’s nothing. People have calcium 

deposits, and stuff that are just nothing.” Instead of making me feel better, he made me 

feel diminished.  As if, my concerns were my imagination, and I was silly to even give a 

second thought about any of the possibilities. I wasn’t weeping and wailing. I certainly 

wasn’t begging for a pitcher of ice water and a “poor, poor baby.” Just an 

acknowledgement that it was okay for me to be a little uneasy about the need to repeat 

the mammogram. He should have tried to reassure me that I was in good medical hands.  

I am not a person who overreacts.  I don’t panic. I can butterfly a wound so prettily it 

would make an ER doctor weep from the sheer beauty of it.  I have been a teacher. Vomit 

doesn’t bother me.  Blood doesn’t bother me.  I have been in autopsies.  Stench doesn’t 

bother me. I have been given devastating news. I have had to deliver life-changing, gut 

wrenching messages, I have held people as they receive the most horrible news 

imaginable, so don’t pooh-pooh and don’t diminish me with “Oh, it isn’t a big deal.” It is 

a big deal for me. How about a response that is more comforting and acknowledges my 



trepidation. “I know that causes you concern. I am glad you are having this looked into. 

You have a great doctor.  I believe you will be okay. Call my office if you need us.”  

So, I went back to another fun-filled day of breast compression.  Nurse Margie was 

the technician on cruelty duty that day.  She was just delightful.  We laughed and cut up 

as if we had known each other forever.  As she wedged me into to the Iron Maiden, Margie, 

like Jewel, she made an uncomfortable situation as pleasant as possible.  She explained 

what had been identified as a suspicious place and showed me the first set of films.  She 

called it “Your little star cluster.” Afterwards, she showed me the second, more magnifying 

set of pictures.  She identified the spot that had caught the doctor’s eye and showed me 

another area that looked similar, but was in fact, a previously identified calcium deposit.  

It is a good thing that I can walk down 78 highway buck-naked and not care anymore, 

because I had to sit in an unattractive, open gown, always too small, in the dressing area 

for what seemed like eons of time.  I got to visit with many other half-naked women who 

came and went.  Finally, the doctor finished reading the films.  Margie came back to the 

room and told me I could dress.  Great, maybe it is all okay and I can go home with my 

little star cluster.  Instead of leading me to the escape door, Margie took me deeper into 

the bowels of hell to meet Dr. Biafore. She was one of the most beautiful women I have 

ever seen. She smiled and made one as comfortable as one can in a cold room while 

looking at your ta-tas on a light box.  

It was comforting that I would be leaving the center knowing what was seen and 

what would be done.  She explained that I needed a biopsy. The film revealed what could 

be calcifications but could be something else.  I had a number of calcifications, and there 

was a strong possibility that this was another. However, this place was new and, in a 

location, different from previous mammograms. Tissue samples would be needed. 

Now. I was thinking I had to be held captive again in the Iron Maiden and have Dr. 

Biafore use a drill press and bit for a tissue sample.  All I could think was Dr. GP, who 

made me feel small about my concerns.  I envisioned The Iron Maiden with his left 

testicle.  I could hear the sinister tone in my voice as I smiled and advised him, “You will 

feel a little pressure.” 

 


