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Dedication


Praise and thanksgiving to a Loving Father,


an amazing God - who makes music to my heart:


He loves me!


Thanksgiving to the Lord for:


My angels: Lawrence and Ophelia.


Andrew.


My parents: Iulia and Dan.


“Sing and make music from your heart to the Lord,


Always giving thanks to God the Father for everything,


In the name of our Lord Jesus Christ.”


Ephesians 5:19-20
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Chapter 1

The Green Bell Hospital


It was finally evening, and the lights of the town were turning on. Another day was gone. For me it was a bit different. It was out of my normal and out of my safe zone. I heard music, I felt it so deep into my heart and sounded so peaceful. It was music in my heart. Someone was playing it or singing. I was not sure. But there was another music deep down in my heart. I wished I could have stayed in that place forever. It felt like home. It was peaceful. I was loved by the Lord.


I knew it but also felt it and His love was not only in my heart but was covering me and made me feel like flying.


It was getting dark soon and it all smelled funny around me, and I recognized the smell, so I opened my eyes. Where was I? 


Then I remembered: earlier in the day I had been involved in a car crash. Yes, my car got hit by a red car. That is all I could remember and then it all got dark. I woke up here. Yes, it seemed familiar. It was like home, “my hospital.”


Yes, of course. It was the Green Bell Hospital, the largest in the town and the busiest for sure. 


I did not want to be in a hospital, at least not here. Why not? Well, I was a senior nurse, and this is where I worked. It was “my hospital”. It was my job, my call, my life looking after patients daily.


This was Unit C, highest in emergencies and where all the ambulances were bringing most patients involved in accidents. High risk, emergencies, day, and night, non-stop.


I loved looking after people and being here and my work was my life and everything that I had in a way.


My friend Laura told me that I was more at hospital than at home and the hospital was, becoming my new home.


Probably she was right. I did feel like home here and was taking every opportunity to work and be there, doing extra shifts if needed.


I pressed the bell and a few minutes later a nurse came by.


“Hey Hannah! How are you feeling girl?”


“I’m fine, but I need to go to the bathroom, please.” I was trying to remove the covers getting ready to get out of bed.


“All right, I’ll get you there slowly. See how you can walk?” than the nurse kept talking:


“We were all sad when we heard that you ended up here. Well, you know what I mean, as a patient. Maybe now you will get a chance to rest for a few days as you work way too much!”


It was a bit hard for me to walk but harder to be stuck in a bed. I managed a few steps with support. It was not as bad as I thought. But still I was in a lot of pain. At least I was surrendered by familiar faces. 


The night passed very hard, and I could not fall asleep.


It was a very interesting feeling to lay in bed and be taken care of. I had a few bruises, and my left hand was in a bandage.


I started to pray in the darkness and my heart started getting wings. My courage was building up and I was sure things would get better in the morning. My Lord always looked after me. For so many years since I started walking with my Lord, I already knew that. And when you think my life was not an easy life?


But I knew if I would rest and let the Lord look after me, carry me, He would do a better job than me. And the wisdom and revelation of His will would bring joy to my heart and soul, would refresh me, and bring me on paths of righteousness.


***


It was dark and my thoughts went back to a few years ago.


The phone rang and I picked it up sleepy. At that time, I was already working as a nurse for a few years and just was promoted to be senior a few months ago. Things were getting better for me, and my life was moving in the right direction. John always told me I was a bright beautiful girl and kept encouraging me for years.


Without his help, I would probably have been lost in the system somewhere. He was like a protecting loving man and the only one I had and trusted in my life. He was working so hard and always looking after me. He was my big older brother, and he was 10 years older than me. He was the only family I had and known. He was so dear to my heart, and we had been so close to each other. Guess life brought us closer to each other and we were very good brothers, always there for each other. But he was always my big, sweet brother, looking after me!


I answered the phone, and I heard a voice speaking quickly:


“Hannah, this is Dr Parson, get yourself as quick as you can here. Your brother John was brought in and is not looking good, girl.”


With my heart beating so quick I put some clothes on, and I was at the Hospital in 20 minutes. Not sure what to think, I was so anxious but mainly I was there in no time.


Dr Parson was into John’s room and was coming out as I got there.


“Hannah, good you are here! He is not good. He is not good, girl!”


He kept repeating it and put his hand on my shoulder.


I was breathing so quickly as I ran down the hall. Looked into Dr Parson’s eyes tried to find some hope or encouragement, but I did not.


“What happened?”


“Hannah, he was in a bad car crash, we had to do CPR and now he is back. He does not respond much.”


Looking desperate I asked with a soft voice:


“Can I see him? Please, let me in.”


Dr Parson closed his eyes and for a moment did not say anything:


“Maybe it is not the best for you to go in, Hannah. Not now!”


I insisted as I wanted to see my brother, so he gave up and with a low voice he said: 


“All right, girl. If that is what you want. Go in.”


As I went in, I felt a pain in my chest. It was such a sad view: John laying there and blood everywhere. And yes, you could see that his heart was struggling on the monitor and four nurses were there looking after him.


Noone said anything when they saw me, I just wanted to see him. I felt so helpless as I could not do anything. Tears were running down my face and could not stop them. I went near him and took him by the hand and touched his face and looked at him. I kept telling him it will be alright. 


My brother was there, and I could not do anything to help him.


For a moment I heard him saying something and he opened his eyes:


“Hannah, my lovely Hannah, my sister! “he whispered.


“I will go to my Lord…. Hannah. Keep going, I love you, angel! “And that moment he tried to smile, and everything stopped. And it did, not only the heart beats and everything went zero. He was gone. He did go, he went to heaven. He went to be to the Lord and the Lord saved him, took him to a better place.


Emergency bell went on and on. Dr Parson rushed, and they tried to bring him back. I was just watching from the side, and nothing happened. He did not come back. They tried so many times and I saw him as he went, he went. He went to a loving Father in a better place. 


“One day I will be with my only true loving Father, and I will meet mum there too. You will see. And we will all be happy there. God is good. You will see Hannah; God is always good!” He kept telling me that.


After 15 minutes everyone left the room and Dr Parson looked at me and touched my shoulder:


“Hannah, we should go.”


“No, I want 5 more minutes please. I want to be with him.”


He looked at me and was not sure to let me stay or not and then he said:


“All right, 5 more minutes, but then I will come and talk to you.”


Looking at John he looked peaceful. He was quite handsome, always looked like mum, and I was just me. As we grew up without a father, I never knew what he looked like. But mum always told me I looked like her mum. Well family, that I never had or met.


I was just me, Hannah Reynolds, 27 years old, not very tall, just 1.63 and with my big blue eyes and blonde hair on the shoulders. I was me, a child of God.


I went near the bed where he was laying and put my head on his chest and cried like a baby. I told him how much I loved him and that will be alright. Then I was quietly crying and touching his face and holding his hand.


When Dr Parson came, I looked up and begged him not to send me away, but with a soft voice he told me it is time for me to leave.


For the last time I hugged and kissed my brother. 


Yes, it was a hard day and Dr Parson told me to take a few days off. Even if I did not want to, I listened to him. Healing time through crying and surrendering to the Lord brought me to a new road. The Lord rose inside of me, a hope, a desire, a purpose. And I got so fond of my job that it ended up being my life. Everything I was doing was just at the hospital. 


It was such a challenge to deal with pain, I had to deal slowly and over a period. It took me time to go through crying and I kept crying and crying when I was by myself and kept giving it to the Lord. And one day it got better, I felt peace, and I felt I was not alone, and I never was because the Lord was always with me. But my pain became just a scar and memories. It was not hurting anymore.


The Lord was such a good loving Father. I moved into the new house that John purchased but never got the chance to move in. Now it was mine. A two-bedroom house and I was all alone. A new beginning and for some reason I did not feel alone. I drew closer to the Lord in the middle of all those challenges. I have learned to fully trust him. He was all I had. My life was changed to a different dimension, and I just enjoyed my work and moved into my little house.


And life was moving on. Yes, back into the past and into the memories, hard times. It was not painful anymore, but they were scars. Those were reminders for me as I got up and kept going when it was hard and lonely. I was not giving up, I moved forward.


The Lord was so good and carried me all through it. It not only changed my perspective, but my character and personality. I was a new Hannah in a way and kept changing as I grew closer to the Lord.


***


The week passed slowly, and I was getting better. I was back on my feet and now just waiting on my left arm to slowly get better.


Then it happened the challenging and the impossible, the new beginning which now I would not have known but soon enough I would find out. 


One night, I heard a noise in the opposite room of mine, and someone was brought in. I had been so tired that even if the noise carried on for a while, I finally managed to fall asleep. 


There were very good nurses, and I was a patient this time and I needed rest. Anyway, I will be out of the bed in a few days and get back to my job.


Next morning I could not eat so many breakfasts. The nurse that was on duty was nice to me. They were all very nice. Her name was Betty. I worked with her so many times. She was part of my team, so I knew her. Well, if you really want to know I had to handle around 12-15 nurses at a time. Part of my responsibilities was also to run Unit C under the supervision of the Doctors.


“Hannah, who would have thought you would be here! Hey?” 


“But not for long, soon I will be out of it.”


Then changing the subject, she asked:


“Who is on duty today?”


“Dr Parson is his normal self, happy. And will be here shortly to see you.” said the nurse.


“That’s good. I can see all the familiar faces. Makes me feel like I am still working.”


“Yes, girl, yes.”


Betty was a nice girl with a long black hair put up in a bun. She was very short, and she was laughing a lot.


The door of her room opened, and Hannah saw a glimpse of the next room. She stretched curious and asked:


“Who is next to me? Did they come in last night?”


Was waiting for the answer and was determined to find out. She was quite stubborn to always find a solution.


Betty opened the windows to let some fresh air in the room. She turned around and giggled:


“Yes, you have a new neighbour! Very handsome young man. Poor him was brought in as an emergency. A bad car crashes. We always get the car crashed don’t we! Was a miracle that he was alive and if you ask me, it will be a miracle if he will make it. He is all bruised and injured.”


Hannah’s heart got filled up with compassion and out of the blue felt hope rising and she said:


“He will make it.”


Betty giggled again:


“Yes, you are our little miracle angel. He might get a chance next door with you. You keep helping patients get better!”


“Is the Lord, Betty! I keep telling you that the Lord can do miracles and does. He is the great Healer.”


It was a beautiful day of March and spring was here and looked pretty nice outside and sunny.


Betty left the room and Hannah decided to stand up on the edge of her bed. I felt a little pain in my left arm. But that did not scare me.


With a little effort I put the legs on the floor. I really wanted to see who next door was. I always loved being there for the patients. Maybe for me it was a bit more than work and being a nurse. I loved helping people and making a difference, going the extra mile, bringing some hope and happiness to some of the lost souls trapped in the hospital. Helping them to get better and return to their lives.


It was heartbreaking to see some of the people die over the years, but I’ve learned to cry and give it all to the Lord, to accept His will, even when I did not understand it. And to trust God. Yes, we are back to trust. It was something I’ve learned and still learning more and more every day. I’ve learned to be there for the family but also to rejoice for the healing and the recovery of those who were given another chance in this life.


One step and another step and another one and slowly I was walking. Soon enough I was near the door. The moment I reached the door, my left foot slipped, and I fell down and without planning I screamed.


Dr Parson, the duty doctor, ran quickly and opened the door. He was next to me in no time. 


“Hannah, Hannah, I thought it must be you, getting impatient to return to work. But now you are the patient, you need to learn ~to be patient~. You will have to listen to me, or I will bind you to your room. “He smiled.


Dr Parson was a very good doctor, he and Dr Bernstein were the ones that kept going the Unit C, the emergency wing of Green Bell Hospital. Dr Parson dedicated his life to medicine and saving lives. Was a short man, black hair, and black eyes.


“How am I doing Dr Parson? Seems I am wrapped up for Christmas? What is going on?”


Dr Parson helped me to go back to bed and then set next to me and took my hand into his and then spoke open and direct:


“Hannah, you had been in a car crash. It was not your fault, as you might know. But you will have to take it slowly. You know what I mean, healing and recovery. It will take as long as you want to take it girl. You know that! Consider it a holiday for a few days.”


Hannah did not look happy, and she made a face.


“All right, I will listen to my doctor, but that does not make me happy. You know that.”


Dr Parson gave her a cuddle.


“You will be fine! Girl, will be missing working with you, but you will be back in no time.”


Hannah smiled. The hospital and her colleagues were very dear to her. After John’s death, the church and the hospital were her life, her family. Thinking it is a good opportunity she asked:


“Dr Parson, can I ask a favour?”


As he was ready to leave the room, he looked at her kind of knowing what she was about to say:


“Yes, Hannah. When you are better you can visit your neighbours. Just remember you are not a nurse for now. You are a patient.”


“Thank you. Can I ask: Who is the opposite of me, in number 12?”


Dr Parson smiled sad:


“A young man named Jack. He hardly made the night. But at least he is stable.”


Then whispered to her:


“Might need your prayers and angel touch.”


After the doctor left, she prayed for Jack. His name was: Jack. Interesting! So, she kept him in prayers quite a lot for some reason. 


It was hard for her not to be working but felt really good she had a few days like this. She managed to sleep and read. And Laura came to see her. Many friends who were mostly from Hospital came to see her as well. However, something was missing, and she felt something was slowly changing in her heart. 


It always starts with the heart, and it is true. 


Back to Jack, she really had a desire to meet the young man. Some things she could not explain but she wanted to know how he was doing. Patience was pretty good, and she did not mind waiting. She knew the Lord had Jack into his hands and was looking after him. The Lord was so good and merciful. 


		

	

		

Chapter 2

Back to work


The next day passed so hard, and Hannah had wished she would get back to work, but despite how she felt she decided to fully listen to the doctor. She knew resting will help her recover and then she will be out in no time.


Yes, Laura Baker, her housemate came to see her. She was also her closest friend. Actually, Laura was like family to her, and they were sharing the same house for almost 5 years now. It was too lonely for her to live alone after John’s death.


This day passed quicker than the others, that’s how it seemed to her and around 5 pm she heard the emergency bell. And her normal reaction would be to hurry and answer. But she remembered that she was resting and was not a nurse at this point in time. God really had the sense of humour to slow her down. I guess she did need a break and to be taking things easier otherwise she would have worked too much. At that age who would not feel invincible?


She could hear Dr Parson rushing with a few nurses. It seemed to be her next-door neighbour, Jack. She decided to start to pray and that was the best thing she could have done at this moment. And she did ask God to have mercy on Jack. She had a peace in her heart, and she fell asleep with her mind thinking of him. She did not know much about Jack, but she was sure that once things were getting better and she was back on track, she would be knowing a lot about him.


I woke up in the middle of the night and I pressed the bell as I felt hungry. One of the nurses was doing the night shift. 


“Hello Robbie.”


“Hello Hannah,” said the young man. 


“I am hungry, and I was wondering if I could have something to eat.”


“At this hour? Yes, of course, let me look after you. I might find some biscuits or a yoghurt.” he laughed.


It made me feel like I was back on the track, and I slept pretty well.


In the morning, I asked Betty what day it was as I lost track of the days. She was very kind as usual. She spent a few minutes with me and told me about new patients while doing her usual morning check-up: blood pressure checks, heart rate, temperature. It felt like I was a baby. 


Dr Parson came a few minutes later and he was happy to see that I was doing better, and we talked for a few minutes.


“Robbie told me that you had been a bit hungry in the night, which is good. Let’s see how you are doing. Let me take a look at your arm”.


One of the nurses removed the bandage and the doctor looked at my arm. You could see it was not red anymore and not so swollen and looked like a small bruise.


“I will apply only a little bandage today, what do you say girl?”


“Thank you, doctor. Can I ask about my neighbour, Jack?”


Dr Parson smiled and looked at me.


“Once you are back on your feet, you can look after him. He will be here for a while. He is stable, which is a miracle. We got five more patients in the Unit yesterday and two went home. We are busy. So, get well and get back, Hannah. We need you!”


Hannah smiled sadly and her eyes looked back into the past. She was a fighter, and she would fight for every life. The Lord was slowing her down to show her things and she wanted to learn, to discover His will and plan. What was the new challenge and how far would she stretch this time!?


On the other hand, her desire to know who this young man Jack was doing.


She really wanted to know more about him, for some reason she could not explain. What was really his story and how did he end up here in Green Bell Hospital?


“Excuse me!” you could hear a knock in the door.


“Yes, come in.” answered Dr Parson.


“Dr Parson, I am Matthew Miller, Jack’s father. I was wondering if I could talk with you?”


“No problem, Pastor Miller.”


Jack’s father was a kind man, medium height with very gentle eyes and a soft voice. He seemed a patient man and his blue eyes were betraying sadness. 


The doctor excused himself, but before he left, he touched Hannah by hand and whispered:


“I’ll see you later, girl!”


Hannah looked at Jack’s father, she thought she must have seen him somewhere before. He was a preacher, maybe at some conference a few years ago. 


Betty came in and I took the opportunity to ask her:


“Was that Jack’s father?”


“My, my! You miss your work girl, don’t you? Would be good to have you back at work and Jack, your neighbour needs your angel touch.”


“Oh, I am sure you all did a great job, and the doctors are brilliant.” Hannah encouraged Betty.


“Yes, yes, his father is some sort of preacher, and you would probably like him. It’s your thing. Jack’s story is simple as I’ve heard that he and his friends were involved in a car crash when they came back from a party in the middle of the night. One of his friends was driving the car. All three ended up in the hospital, with minor injuries. Only Jack was brought to our unit as we are the best, Unit C.” she giggled very proud of her job and Unit.


Then she took a big deep breath.


“I really feel so sorry for him, he seems like a nice young man.”


I looked at Betty. She was always a big source of information, and she loved talking.


Hannah was in this job; more than 10 years and she learned so many things and was still learning. She worked with the best and loved being with people and looking after them.


Dr Parson always said she had a real gift. No surprise she was a Senior nurse and the right hand of the doctors. She knew as much as a doctor, but she never wanted to become a doctor, she loved being a nurse too much. She would sometimes even challenge the doctors and that was something Dr Bernstein loved, a tall black chap that was going to a charismatic church.


This is how her day passed, listening to a few sermons, and having some quiet prayer time of asking and listening to the Lord.


It was a quiet day and Hannah was walking up and down the hall. She was ready to go to work but knew the Doctors would not discharge her yet.


Molly, one of the nurses that worked with her, was so happy to see her and told her by next week she will be back at work. Everyone was telling her the same thing.


Hannah was a fighter in her own way. It was more than she was living for others, to help others, to be a nurse than for herself.


As she walked on the hall, she asked Molly if we’re allowed visitors next door: Jack’s.
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