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An Escort to Heaven


Peace is not the absence of affliction, but the presence of God.


~Author Unknown


The doctor’s words ricocheted through my mind: “Unfortunately, Jake didn’t make it.” I slammed the phone down in disbelief. Sobbing, I collapsed on the counter.


My fiancé grabbed my purse and rushed me to his truck. By the time we got to the hospital, the sight of my five-year-old son Garrett was a shock. The blood from the wounds on his face had already turned a crusty black. At first glance, it looked like all of his teeth had been knocked out from the impact.


“Hi Garrett,” I said as I forced a smile and leaned down to kiss his forehead. “Where did you get this stuffed bear? He sure is cute.”


“From the ambulance man,” Garrett managed to say through his swollen jaw.


Like most young boys, Garrett was fascinated by emergency responders. His favorite TV program was Rescue 911. Before the show started, he would line up all of his electronic emergency vehicles on the carpet in front of the TV. His collection of fire trucks, police cars and ambulances were ready for action. I never imagined he would be a victim in his own episode.


Suddenly the curtains opened and the doctor entered the room. “We need to check for internal injuries. Since Garrett can’t swallow the contrast dye, we’ll need to insert a tube up his nose and down his throat to inject the dye for the X-ray. Would you like to stay in the room and hold his hand?”


“Of course.” I gulped, fighting back tears. Never mind that I couldn’t even watch my own blood being drawn.


The rest of the day was a blur. Between all the phone calls and the multitude of visitors I barely remember a thing except that an odd but welcome sense of peace began to settle on me. Later that day, the doctor gave us the first bit of good news.


“Garrett has a hairline fracture to his jaw but the X-rays show no internal injuries.”


The swelling in Garrett’s face prevented much of an expression, but I could tell he was trying to smile. He didn’t want me to worry. Soon, he drifted off to sleep.


The next morning, I dropped little squirts of juice into Garrett’s mouth with a baby eyedropper. “What’s wrong, Mommy?”


“Nothing,” I lied. Despite the peace I felt, the truth was I didn’t have a clue how I was going to tell him about his two-year-old brother Jake.


“Why don’t you wait until Garrett asks about Jake?” my friends advised. Initially, that sounded like a good plan, but four days later he still hadn’t asked.


With the funeral approaching, my fiancé was concerned. “Do you want me to talk to him?” John asked.


“No.” I sighed. “I have to do this myself.”


Garrett’s face brightened as I entered his room. “Look Mommy! Bruce brought me some more stuffed animals. And the Transformer I wanted — Optimus Prime.”


“That’s nice, honey.” I hesitantly pulled up a chair to his bedside.


“Garrett,” I began.


“Yeah, Mommy?”


My body felt suddenly paralyzed. “What would you say if I told you. . . ,” I stalled, gasping for air. “It’s Jake. Jake didn’t make it.” Tears streamed down my face. I couldn’t even look up.


“Mom, I already know.”


“You already know?” My jaw dropped. “What do you mean, you already know?”


“After the accident, I got to go to heaven with Jake.” Garrett swooped Optimus Prime into the air. He made gun sounds as he beat up his invisible enemies. “Jake got to go in but God told me it wasn’t my time.”


Suddenly I was on the edge of my seat. “What was heaven like?”


“Mommy!” Garrett’s eyes squinted with apparent irritation. He set his Transformer down. A bewildered look spread across his face. “Mommy! I can’t tell you that!”


“Why not?” I insisted.


“It’s a surprise!”


“I’m sure God won’t mind if you tell me, Garrett. He’ll understand — I’m your mother.”


“No, Mommy, I can’t!”


“Why not?”


“Cuz. God told me it’s a secret.”


He went back to playing with his toys while I sat back in my chair flabbergasted. Garrett sure picked a good time to start keeping secrets. In the past he flunked confidentiality, but now his lips were locked.


The peace that Garrett felt magnified my own. We both spoke at Jake’s funeral. I held the microphone while he shared his story about escorting his little brother to heaven in front of hundreds of attendees. In the days and weeks following his release from the hospital, I tried to squeeze details out of Garrett, but he never uttered another clue. His childlike trust amazed me, yet I fought skepticism. Did Garrett really take a trip to heaven or was his story a figment of his five-year-old imagination?


Preschoolers can make up some enchanting stories. If it was make-believe, however, it worked for him. He didn’t grieve like the grief recovery books predicted. He never had a nightmare about the accident. And even though his biological father received a deferred sentence for negligent homicide for driving under the influence of several narcotics, Garrett held no bitterness toward his dad. Even so, I pried and pried to get him to open up about his trip to heaven.


Until I found the reason for his peculiar silence.


One day, I was reading my morning devotional and came across a story in the Bible about a man who had been to heaven. He couldn’t describe what he saw because it was a secret. I was spellbound. In the book of Second Corinthians, the apostle Paul says that he was caught up in the “third heaven” where he heard inexpressible things — things that man was not permitted to tell.


Paul experienced the same kind of secret quest that Garrett had witnessed.


I lingered over the verses for a moment. What Garrett saw, he wasn’t permitted to tell. It really was a secret. It wasn’t a fairy tale — it was a faith tale.


I closed my Bible. My doubts had finally vanished. Who was I to contend with a divine mystery? Awestruck, I realized that his journey to heaven empowered him with peace in the midst of disaster. Never again will I doubt the faith of a child, nor God’s ability to provide peace in the midst of tragedy.


Especially to his precious little children.


 


•••


Jake’s death changed my destiny. I started writing because of the peace and joy I experienced in the midst of sorrow. In a way, Jake’s legacy lives on in me. As for Garrett — he is nineteen and although he still speaks little of his trip to heaven, his countenance of peace has never left. I know God has a strong purpose for the secret he entrusted with Garrett that day. As much as I long to understand more, one thing I know for sure — heaven is flowing with peace and joy, because Garrett came back with a lifetime supply.


~Christy Johnson
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Make Sure You Come Too


A little faith will bring your soul to heaven, but a lot of faith will bring heaven to your soul.


~Author Unknown


This story was written and documented during our daughter Susan’s illness and death years ago. Today I realize the impact these circumstances had on each member of our family. By faith we look forward one day to see Jesus, Susan and angels in Heaven.


 


•••


Our seven-year-old daughter Susan lies in the ICU drifting between some unknown place and reality. For a brief moment Susan opens her eyes, looks at me and asks, “Who was that man that was just here?”


“Do you mean Daddy?” I ask.


“No. Shhh, here he comes again.” Susan closes her eyes and again is gone.


When she comes to the next time, I ask. “Suze, what does the man look like?”


“Just see for yourself,” she says. “Here he comes again. I’m going back and fly.” I glance around the room. No one is in sight.


I run for help. “Something is happening to Susan,” I call out. “I think she’s dying.”


After taking her vital signs, the nurse says, “Look at her. Susan’s radiant. Her eyes are glowing. She is fine.”


Susan had been diagnosed with a malignant brain tumor several months before. I had fallen on my knees and prayed that night, “Are you there, God? If you hear me, please give our family strength for whatever we face.” Everything I had learned in church for years no longer mattered. I needed to find God for myself.


Leaving the hospital this Sunday afternoon, I sense maybe God heard my cries. Susan had given me a message.


“Your daughter may never walk,” the neurosurgeon tells us the day we take our little girl home.


In a few short weeks we watch Susan rise up to stand and practice taking one step at a time until she walks a straight line without help. Soon she pushes her crutches aside. “Get those things out of here. I’ll do it myself,” she shouts.


I sense my prayers are being heard. While bathing Susan one morning, she says, “Love is the splendid way of taking care of someone.”


Uncertain of what I heard, I ask, “What did you say, Suzy?”


“Love is the splendid way of taking care of someone.” Susan’s messages stymie me, but they have spiritual implications.


Susan’s physical body begins to fail after weeks of setbacks, but inwardly Susan grows more vibrant.


I search my grandmother’s old Bible for answers to questions about God. I read scripture to Susan in the morning. When I read that Jesus is the light, she says, “We’re following the light. Right, Mum?”


Are we following the light? I wonder. I continue petitioning God.


Weeks pass — weeks of treatments, germ-free tents, blood transfusions and a second surgery. Again Susan confounds the doctors by learning to walk once more. She never loses her ability to think or speak clearly. She appears well as she sits on the living room floor playing board games with her sister and brother. Suddenly she begins crying. “I want to go back and fly again.”


“You wouldn’t want to leave Michael, Kristen, Daddy and Mummy.”


“Yes, I would,” Susan says.


“But we would miss you,” I say, hugging her close.


“Okay,” Susan announces, hops up and returns to play. This idea of flying has never left Susan.


After twenty-one months of her illness, Susan’s body falters for the third time. She loses her sight and use of her right arm and leg and lies paralyzed, but speaks fluently and is overflowing with joy.


“Mumzy-Poo,” she shouts from her bed, using her favorite nickname for me and following it with a giggle. She raises her functional arm. With one pointed finger, she announces, “I’m having a birthday party soon. I’m inviting all my friends to my party next week. It’s going to be the biggest party ever.”


“It’s only June 18th,” I say. “Your birthday is July 3rd.”


“That’s too long to wait,” she says. I try to pretend I never heard her.


But the next message, I hear clearly.


“The angels were in my room last night,” she says matter-of-factly.


Trying to sound nonchalant, I ask, “What did they do?”


“They came down to me.”


Remembering Susan’s earlier claims of flying, I ask, “Where did the angels go?” Expecting a lengthy tale, I wait.


Susan smiles and points toward the ceiling. “They went up and were gone.”


Angels! How do they relate to Susan’s faith in God? The concept of angels in close proximity to Susan bothers me.


I justify Susan’s encounter by telling myself that God knows what she needs. Maybe cherubs floating around entertain Susan and help her. But she isn’t finished sharing with me.


“You know what, Mummy?”


“What?”


“I had a pair of wings once. They were orange. I’m getting a new pair real soon. This time they’re going to be yellow.” Light streams from her blind eyes. Does she expect me to receive this information happily? The idea of wings, flying, angels and any reference to these curious beings directly relating to Susan tear at my heart. Speechless, I hide my tears, but Susan senses my gravest fear.


“Come here, Mumzy,” she commands. Flinging one arm around my neck in the strongest of embraces, she whispers a consolation. “My poor Mummy. Don’t worry. It’s okay.” Silently I weep, comforted by my little girl.


On June 19th, I tiptoe into the bedroom. Susan appears to be sleeping soundly. She moves slightly. “Mummy,” she says softly. “When they take me out of here tonight, make sure you come too.”


“You’re not going anywhere, Suze. Mummy will be right here beside you.”


Her words hardly fade before she slips back to sleep.


I am awakened in the early morning on June 20th by a jolt. I glance over to see a contorted look on Susan’s face. “Suze? Are you okay?” I ask, lightly brushing her forehead. “Suze, I’m here. Mummy’s right here.” No response. Again her body jerks. “Susan? Susan?” With each call I grow more frantic. Taking her hand and falling on my knees by the bedside, I pray.


With the rays of early morning light beaming downward, I kiss Susan goodbye in the ambulance. I kiss her one last time before letting go. As I bend to step onto the sidewalk, Phil climbs up to meet me. “She’s gone,” he whispers, as if he had known how this trip would end.


“Yes.”


I wait on the pavement and watch Phil tenderly say his farewell to his precious princess before backing out to stand beside me in grief.


For days, weeks and years later, I remember Susan’s messages. Each carries a comfort. Susan was right. “Just see for yourself,” she had told me. God carried me through heartache, gave me strength and brought me to faith to see Christ for myself. He showed me a glimpse of what Heaven is like with angels flying.


Susan left us before her ninth birthday. I envisioned her enjoying her biggest birthday party ever with the angels. I think of her today with a new pair of yellow wings. I can almost see her face radiant, her eyes glowing in the light of the splendid love of Christ. Today I am reminded of Susan’s last words to me on earth. “Make sure you come too,” she said.


“I will make sure I come too, Suzy,” I whisper.


~Phyllis Cochran
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Walking Her Daughter to Heaven


An angel can illuminate the thought and mind of man by strengthening the power of vision.


~St. Thomas Aquinas


The phone rang. It was 11:30 p.m. My sister Yvonne was calling from Iowa, but why so late?


“Hello?” I said, half-asleep.


“Regina is in the emergency room. I don’t know what’s wrong. Just pray, right now. Get on your knees and pray. I’ll call you when I know something. Someone is calling in,” she said as she hung up.


Four minutes later, Yvonne called again. “She’s gone!” she wailed. “Oh, my God! She’s gone! What am I going to do now?”


Regina was one of my four sisters — a daughter, mother, wife and twin. She was forty-three years old when she died from a ruptured ovarian cyst. Her departure was so sudden, no one had an opportunity to say goodbye. In the hours and days that followed her passing, my family would experience an unbearable sadness. Yet in the flurry of confusion and despair, a miracle was unfolding — an unexpected glimpse into the realm of eternal life.


My brother-in-law called just after dawn the morning following Regina’s death.


“Denise, you need to get over here. Your mom has been acting strange all morning,” he said. When I asked what she was doing, he replied, “She’s talking to Regina.”


Twenty minutes later another sister, Kristen, and I arrived where the rest of our family had slept the night before. Mom was sitting at the kitchen table, slumped in the chair, head resting in her hands, crying. She lifted her head when we came in.


“Thank God you’re here,” she said. “This is one really screwed up dream. But it’s over now.”


She paused and looked around. “Where am I?” she asked. “How did I get here? Is someone gone?”


Regina’s twin sister Yvonne tried to console her. “Mom, you’re in Peoria. You and Dad flew here on an airplane because Regina has died.”


“What? That’s not possible,” she said. “I was just with her.” I looked at my other sisters, dumbfounded.


“Is someone gone?” Mom asked again, eyes searching the room for her daughters. “One, two, three, four,” she said, counting.


“She’s not here,” I said softly. “Regina is gone, Mom. She died.” Mom stared at me in disbelief.


Without warning, Mom’s position and demeanor changed dramatically. She sat upright in the chair, fixed her eyes on something directly in front of her, and began talking. I didn’t know what to do at first, because the dialogue was so strange. But as I listened intently, I realized that when Mom’s behavior shifted, Regina was speaking through her.


“Quick,” I said. “We need to write this down. Mom isn’t crazy. I think she is telling us a story.”


The following is an edited transcript of the words that Mom spoke over a two-hour period. The breaks in dialogue represent the times Mom’s connection to Regina was temporarily lost and she would return to a state of confusion, repeating the same questions, not understanding where she was or why. It was during those “down” times we finally realized what was happening. Mom was traveling between dimensions. She was confused and disoriented, because she was experiencing two worlds simultaneously: the physical realm, and the ethereal. One of my sisters was able to write it all down. While all the words were spoken by my mother, it appeared that she was speaking for Regina half the time and also there was another unidentified voice.


Mom: Regina is right here and she is telling me, “Mom, hold my hand.”


(Pause)


Mom: Where are we going?


Regina: We’re going on a journey.


Mom: We’re all together. Everything is going to be okay.


Regina: Mom, I woke up and you were the only one there.


Mom: Okay, come here, because we have to bring Regina back.


Regina: We’re all in Peoria, because I am here.


Mom: I didn’t know I was in Peoria.


(Pause)


Mom: I don’t want anyone to go. I want to know about Regina’s dreams.


Regina: Mom, you have to let go.


Mom: Okay, we’ll go back to the beginning.


Regina: We have to find out where the heck this road is going. I think the spirits are calling.


Mom: The heck with the spirits.


Regina: Mom, I see everything.


Mom: Let’s slow down. (Pause) Okay, let’s go look at that light. Regina: Mom, just walk with me.


BREAK


Mom: I don’t want to let her go. She’s not going anywhere.


Mom: Regina, how come I’m here?


Regina: Because you have to hear my story.


Mom: Why listen to your story?


Regina: Just listen, Mom.


BREAK


Regina: It’s time for me to go. Mom, you have to pick up the light because I’m leaving.


Mom: If I need to keep telling the story, you need to stay here. I need to hear this so I don’t forget it. Regina keeps saying we all need to see the light so we know who is telling the story.


Regina: Mom, do you know the story?


Mom: I want out of here. (She hears a voice.)


Voice: You need to talk to Regina about the light.


Regina: Because you have to remember.


BREAK


Voice: You have to remember the story, and just know you were here.


BREAK


Mom: Okay, I’m going to go with her now.


Startled, I screamed, “NO, MOM! You can’t go with her! It’s not your time!” My eyes were wild. “Everyone, hurry, call her back!”


Just then, Dad lunged across the table and smacked Mom’s cheek.


“Suzanne, it’s me, Mike. Please don’t leave me. I’m not ready for you to go. I NEED YOU! Please don’t go! Please wake up!” But Mom’s eyes remained fixed, looking straight ahead.


Mom: I am holding Regina’s hand tight, but I’m losing grip. Regina’s hand is falling and the light is fading.


Suddenly Mom blinked her eyes. “Is the light still there?” I said softly, “Can you see Regina?”


“No,” she said sadly. “She is gone and the light is gone.” She started to cry. “Oh why did I have to do that? Why did I have to walk her to heaven?”


My father, who is normally not an emotional man, had displayed enormous gentleness and patience throughout this two-hour encounter. He wrapped his arms around Mom, as the rest of us joined my parents in a big group hug. While Mom didn’t understand what had happened yet, the rest of us recognized that we had just witnessed a miracle, following an enormous family loss.


Mom prayed for weeks to the Blessed Mother to let her know Regina was okay. A few months after Regina’s passing, three dancing fairies appeared to my mother as she was lying in bed, reading. As they danced at the foot of her bed, Regina appeared in full form and stood near the window. Mom said she looked beautiful. Mom woke up Dad, but he couldn’t see what she could see. Regina and the fairies stayed for a minute, maybe two, and then they left.


Mom has never seen her again. But we’re all convinced God gave her the privilege of walking her daughter to heaven, assuring all of us that Regina will one day be reunited with the rest of her family that misses her so much.


~Denise Bernadette Fleissner
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Amazingly Fun


While we are mourning the loss of our friend, others are rejoicing to meet him behind the veil.


~John Taylor


Like many teens, Kyley used the word “amazing” to describe everything, from the chili cheese dog she had for lunch, to the bright pink shoelaces adorning her sneakers. What was different about my daughter was that every time she used that particular word, you knew she wholeheartedly meant it.


When Kyley died in a car accident five days before her seventeenth birthday, it was almost incomprehensible to me that someone with such a huge presence, someone who lived life with such enthusiasm, with such wonderment, could be gone so suddenly.


I took great care in planning a funeral service that reflected exactly who she was; it was a perfectly joyful celebration of her life and the tears were saved for later.


When the time came, I selected a headstone and began the search for the perfect inscription. My husband and I selected a poem for the back, but I wanted something more personal for the front.


I imagined asking Ky about Heaven. “How is Heaven, Kyley? What is it like?”


“Oh my gosh, Mom, Heaven is AMAZING!” would be her exuberant reply. And I had my inscription: Heaven is Amazing.


Shortly after her death, my husband and I both had very vivid, life-like dreams of Kyley. She’d appear, tell us how much she loved us, and then she’d be gone again. We came up with a way to describe the difference between the dreams we had of her. Standard, run-of-the-mill dreams were called “regular dreams” and the life-like dreams were referred to as “visits.”


Although the visits were few, they sustained me during some of my darkest hours. So when one of her best friends called me unexpectedly months after Kyley died, I was excited to hear that she, too, had received a visit. I listened closely as she expressed her amazement over how real it had seemed. “It was like she was right there with me!” I smiled. I knew what she was talking about, and it made perfect sense to me that Kyley would visit the friend she loved so much. I was anxious to hear what my daughter was up to and I hung on every word her friend spoke.


“Before she left, I asked her what it was like. . . you know, in Heaven.”


I caught my breath. “What did she tell you?” I asked, eagerly anticipating her obvious reply.


“She said it’s fun; it’s a lot of fun.”


I thanked Ky’s friend for sharing her dream as I felt my excitement give way to surprised disappointment.


My husband had been sitting next to me in eager anticipation. He looked at me, patiently waiting for the details of our daughter’s visit. I shook my head. “It wasn’t a visit, just a regular dream,” I informed him. After all, if Kyley had actually been there visiting with her friend and answering questions about Heaven, would she really have used the word “fun” to describe her life there? I mean, if I had to think of a word to describe Heaven, “fun” didn’t seem like it would be my first choice. Not coming from a sixteen-year-old whose favorite adjective was “amazing.” It had to have just been a regular dream.


Days after her burial, my husband and I received a phone call from Kyley’s father informing us that his son, Kyley’s half-brother Luke, had been diagnosed with a rare, inoperable brain tumor. Nine months later, ten-year-old Luke was nearing the end of his journey and preparing to join his sister. My husband, who I married when Kyley was only a baby and who legally adopted her, made the trip to the hospital with me for one last visit with Luke.


My husband and I visited with Kyley’s father in the sitting area of Luke’s hospice suite while her stepmother sat at her son’s bedside in the adjoining room. We shared our experiences of Kyley’s visits to us in dreams. I hoped it might somehow comfort them. I hadn’t planned on it, but I started to relay the dream Kyley’s friend had shared with me and I ended it just as she had, by telling them that Kyley had said Heaven is fun.


There was a sudden commotion in the room next to us and I heard Kyley’s stepmother’s voice. “What did you just say?” She appeared in the doorway and asked me again. “What did you just say?”


Startled, I answered her. “Kyley told her friend Heaven is fun... in a dream.”


Luke’s mother was excited as she talked. “Luke told me that Kyley came to him in a dream. He said it felt real, like she was right there with him. He said that his big sister told him not to be afraid. . . . Heaven is fun.”


I caught my breath once again, this time in humble gratitude.


Luke and Kyley are together now, laughing, playing, and having so much fun.


~Melissa R. Wootan


[image: imags]




[image: imags]


Taking Bert Home


While we are sleeping, angels have conversations with our souls.


~Author Unknown


The metal springs squeaked as I rolled into bed at ten o’clock that Sunday night. Despite the sagging mattress, I sighed with contentment. I was tired in a good way. I’d gotten up early that morning, bathed and dressed my three-month-old daughter for church, and driven across town to pick up my uncle Bert. I was so glad he could come to service with us. Bert was a World War II veteran who had suffered several illnesses and operations lately. What a blessing that he was well enough to call and ask to come along to Sunday School.


My uncle Bert, Daddy’s younger brother, had never married. He had lived on the farm with our family. He was like a second father to me, especially since my dad had died seven years before. Bert was all fun and no discipline. He let my sister and I dress him up in aprons and stockings and Mother’s old black pumps. He took us berry picking and sliced off bits of carrots from the garden with his pocketknife. Bert was my best friend and my hero.


After Daddy died, I left the farm and got married. After several years my mother remarried. Bert remained on the farm until his health began to fail, and he came to live with my husband and me. When my daughter came along, the tiny four-room house was too small and Bert went to live across town with my mother and stepfather. I saw him often, talked to him on the phone daily, and was so happy my infant daughter had a chance to meet her great (really great) uncle.


On that Sunday night, I tossed restlessly and kept glancing at the clock. Ten-thirty came and went, and the clock hands approached eleven. I worried about the alarm going off at six. I doubled up my pillow and looked toward the window. Maybe if I ignored the clock, sleep would come. My eyes closed, I began to relax and neared dozing. Suddenly in the distance I could see two objects traveling toward me. When they got closer, I saw they were angels. They were so bright I hadn’t noticed a third entity between them. Now I could see that it was Bert. When they reached my side, I was lifted from my bed and joined them in flight. Bert said not a word, but I could feel him telling me he loved me.


We traveled for a short time through the blackest night I had ever seen. Then, in the distance, I saw a glimmer of light. As we grew nearer, I saw a mountain with a bright light streaming from behind. Along a beach in front stood several people. I recognized my grandparents who were dressed in white robes tied loosely with a sash at the waist. Then I saw my dad. He was peering in our direction as if expecting to see something. He looked neither aged nor ravaged by illness. He appeared as he had in pictures when he was a younger, healthier man.


I was so happy to see Daddy that I could hardly contain myself. I felt an overpowering joy. I tried to wave and call out to him, but I could not get him to notice me. And as suddenly as I had been lifted into the air, I was returned to my bed. The vision was gone. The dim streetlight shined through the curtains, and I knew I was far away from where I had been just a moment ago.


Even though I knew my beloved Bert was gone, I felt complete peace and fell into an immediate and deep sleep. My daughter never awoke for a feeding that night and I did not wake until the phone rang just before six. My mother called to tell me Bert had passed away. “He died sometime this morning,” she said. She had called the doctor when she found him unresponsive in his bed.


The death certificate listed his date of death as November 6, 1973. But that was wrong. After I had gone with Bert on his final journey and returned to my bed, I had opened my eyes and looked at the clock. It read 11:58. Still November 5th. And that is the date I commemorate every year — the date my beloved uncle Bert went to heaven and God, in his infinite love and mercy, allowed me to accompany him home.


~Shirley Nordeck Short


[image: imags]




[image: imags]


Hope


Is death the last sleep?
No — it is the last and final awakening.


~Sir Walter Scott


I took my mom to the ER one evening because she said she wasn’t feeling well. When we got there, I went upstairs to the nursing supervisor’s office to tell her that I wouldn’t be at work the next day. I was in the elevator when I heard a code blue called in the ER, and I knew it was my mom.


Many times I had worked a code, so I knew exactly what to expect. The ER ward clerk was watching for me and she ushered me to the “quiet room.” This is the room they take family members to tell them their loved one has passed away. I called my sister and told her she needed to come to the hospital.


It seemed like we waited for an eternity, when two of Mom’s doctors came into the quiet room. I had worked at this hospital for five years; I knew both of these doctors very well and trusted their judgment. My mom’s primary doctor had tears in his eyes when he told me she was gone. He explained that he tried everything, and asked me to get in touch with my dad. We needed to decide what funeral home we wanted to come pick up my mom’s body. As long as I live, I will never forget my sister on her knees in that little room crying and praying.


While I was trying to get in touch with my dad, the doctor came back in. The nurse had found a heartbeat while removing the monitors. He told me not to expect much, that he didn’t think she would make it through the night. Mom was on a ventilator and she would be moved to ICU. He then told me, “If by the grace of God she does live, she will be a vegetable. She went fifteen minutes without any oxygen to her brain.” My sister and I spent the night with her in that hospital room. My mom had one seizure after another all night, and I felt so guilty for letting the doctors intubate her. I felt like I was making her suffer needlessly, and as a nurse I knew what she would face if she did survive. We would have to decide whether to insert a feeding tube to keep her alive or let her go.


The next morning, the doctor came in and seemed surprised my mom had lived through the night. But he still didn’t offer me any hope.


After he left, I noticed my mom’s eyelids fluttering. As I leaned over her bed, she opened her eyes and looked directly into mine. The nurse in me was thinking that her eyes looked clear and she didn’t look like an oxygen-deprived patient. So I asked, “Mom, how are you feeling?” My mother was still intubated but she managed to mouth around that tube, “I’ve been better.” I was overjoyed and shocked at the same time. The nurse in me knew this was impossible, but the spiritual person that I am was praising God.


Everyone at the hospital was in shock. The doctors called my mom “the miracle.” Three days later, when mom came off the ventilator, she told everyone that would listen to her about her “trip.” She talked about floating over her body and seeing the doctors and nurses working on her. She saw my sister and I in the quiet room, and she knew that my sister was on her knees crying and praying.


She talked about being in a black tunnel. She said to the right wall of this tunnel was a whirlpool — that was the gate to hell. She must have been in a wheelchair and someone was pushing her, she said, because she knew she wasn’t walking. She talked about a light at the end of the tunnel. But when she got to the light, it wasn’t a light but two big, shiny white doors — the pearly gates. She went through those doors and into a beautiful, peaceful place. She saw flowers she had never seen before, colors were vivid and prettier than “what we have here,” and sidewalks sparkled. And, she said, “In heaven we get to wear our favorite clothes.”


She told me my grandmother, her mother-in-law, walked toward her and was smiling. My grandmother never spoke to her. “She took me by the hand, smiled at me and shook her head no,” Mom said. “And the next thing I remember, you were in my face asking me how I felt.”


If I heard this story from anyone else, I would have thought it was a drug-induced hallucination. But this was from my momma, so I know in my heart this is exactly what happened to her. I am thankful that God let me experience this because it has brought me so much comfort. I hope by sharing this, it will also be a comfort to someone else.


~Brenda Louque
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Miraculous Connections
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Mom Knows Best


Faith is not without worry or care, but faith is fear that has said a prayer.


~Author Unknown


I lowered myself to the bathroom floor. The linoleum stuck to my knees while I steadied myself against the wall. I found the pills under the sink and forced handfuls of antacids into my mouth. The pain became more violent.


It was 1 a.m. and too late to call Dr. Hughes again. When I talked to him earlier, he thought it was gas pains.


“It’s not uncommon after abdominal surgery. It can be pretty uncomfortable,” Dr. Hughes had said.


“Ten days later?”


“Yes. Call me back if it gets worse. Come see me tomorrow.”


I went downstairs and waited for the agony to subside. My husband, John, had to go to work in a few hours. Why disturb him now?


When I reached the living room, I collapsed into the recliner. Some invisible force held me to the chair — I couldn’t move. I tried to call out, but no sound came. Then a flood of warmth and love spread through me and I no longer felt fear — I knew it was my mom. She had died eight years ago, but I often felt her presence — tonight, stronger than ever. Mom communicated but not in words. It was as if her thoughts transferred to mine.


“Tell Dr. Hughes you’ve got blood clots.”


 


•••


John found me resting in the recliner in the morning. “You’re white as a ghost,” he said.


“I need the doctor, but I can’t get to the phone.”


He brought me the cordless. “Let’s call an ambulance.”


“No, I have to see Dr. Hughes,” I insisted, and waited for the doctor’s office to answer. “Great, their message says they don’t open till nine. Help me get dressed. I want to be ready when I reach them.”


Nine o’clock brought more bad news.


“Dr. Hughes is in surgery until 1 p.m.,” his nurse said.


“I talked with him last night. He said to come in today.” I tried to keep my voice calm.


“Come in at noon.


We’ll work you in.” And she disconnected. “We can go right away?” John asked, grabbing his coat.


“No. Not until noon. They’ll work me in.”


“You’d better believe they’ll work you in. Shouldn’t we just head to the hospital?”


“I have to see Dr. Hughes. Besides, I’m feeling a little better.”


“What do you think is wrong?”


“I’m afraid to tell you. . . ”


He wouldn’t let me finish. “You know you can tell me anything.” John sat on the arm of my chair.


“You’ll think I’ve lost my mind. I’m not so sure I haven’t.”


“I’ll decide for myself.” He stroked my hair and looked straight into my eyes.


“I have blood clots. At least that’s what Mom told me last night.”


“I believe you. And your mom. Now I know we need to get to the hospital right away.”


“No. Mom said I need to tell Dr. Hughes.”


 


•••


An extremely shaken nurse helped me to an examining room.


“Why didn’t you tell me on the phone how serious this was?”


I knew I was in trouble when I couldn’t lie back on the table. A bed of nails would’ve felt better.


Dr. Hughes finished early in surgery and rushed in to see me.


“I thought I told you not to go home and go to bed after surgery,” he scolded me while he listened to my chest. “You’ve got yourself an old-fashioned case of pneumonia from inactivity after surgery.”


“But I haven’t been in bed. We’ve got a two-story house and my office is in the basement,” I protested. “I’ve been working part-time since my first day home.”


“That may be true, but you still have pneumonia. I’ll order an X-ray to be sure, but we’ll send you home with antibiotics. You’ll be good as new in a few days.”


 


•••


“Yep, pneumonia,” Dr. Hughes said as he attached the film to the illuminated light box.


“I don’t have pneumonia,” I insisted. “I have blood clots.”


“Are you a doctor?”


“No. My mom told me to tell you I have blood clots.”


“Is she a doctor?” He asked with a wry smile. “No. She’s been dead for eight years.”


He just stared at me with his hand on his chin. Then he made a phone call.


“I’ve got someone I need you to see. Her X-ray shows pneumonia. She’s ten days post-op from abdominal surgery. But she’s sure it’s blood clots. I think we need to consider it.”


Within minutes, I was in the Nuclear Medicine Department with radioactive dye forced through a vein in my arm.


“We’ll know in about an hour or so,” the tech said.


John pushed me in a wheelchair to the waiting area. After what seemed like an eternity, a dark-haired doctor in thick black glasses knelt down beside me. He reached over and gently clasped his hand on mine.


“Mrs. Hall, I’m Dr. Goheen. Dr. Hughes called and asked me to take a look at your test results. You have three blood clots in your lungs. I think there may be a nest of them ready to move at any time.”


My body went numb. John stepped closer and put his hand on my shoulder. I took a deep breath.


“What do we do?” I asked.


“I’m sending you to the ER first,” the doctor said. “You’ll be staying with us for a week or so in intensive care. We’ll evaluate from there.”


A nurse took control of the wheelchair and John followed. An eager team greeted us. I traded my chair for a green-draped gurney and they set to work. An array of machines attached to my chest and arms kept rhythm with beeps and blips. The smell of alcohol swabs preceded countless blood draws. The technician labeled them STAT and disappeared through the curtains. Things moved so quickly my emotions didn’t have time to process the severity of the situation.


“You’re very lucky,” said the nurse. “Your blood gasses are normal, your heart rate is fine, you’re not short of breath, and your chest X-ray could be mistaken for pneumonia.” He read the latest printout from my heart monitor. “You’ve got silent blood clots with no symptoms. They’re easily overlooked and fatal. You’ve got a sharp doctor to catch these. He saved your life,” the nurse said and called for transport upstairs.


“Strict bed rest,” the intensive care nurse instructed, and started IV blood thinner through the automated pump attached to my left hand. “Pretend you’re glued to those sheets. The doctor doesn’t want those blood clots moving around. They’ve done enough damage,” she said and adjusted the oxygen tubes in my nose. “I’ve got something here to help you sleep.”


“Just be still and pray for morning,” a voice intoned in my head.


 


•••


The clatter of breakfast trays awakened me. I’d survived the night. Later, Dr. Hughes stopped by. “Just passing through but I wanted to know if your mom had anything else she thought I should know about?”


~Carolyn Hall
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Love You Forever


I cannot forget my mother. She is my bridge.


~Renita Weems


No one is ever ready to say goodbye to a parent, and I was no exception. When my mother suddenly passed away at the age of fifty-five, it was devastating. The only way I knew how to cope was to write. When it came time to write her eulogy, I welcomed the chance to honor her. After reading the eulogy at her funeral, I folded it neatly and tucked it between the pages of her favorite children’s book, Love You Forever. When it was time to pay final homage to her, I felt satisfied as I placed my only copy of the book in her arms and helped to lower her casket.


Shortly thereafter though, I broke down. I could think of nothing but my mother. I missed her with every cell in my body. But most overwhelmingly, I could no longer grasp the concept of where she had gone. I found it impossible to believe that she was watching over me. If she were, I thought, then she would surely make her presence known. I pleaded with the Heavens to show me she was there, that she was still sending her love, and keeping a watchful eye. No such luck.


Weeks went by. I became depressed and broken, unable to fulfill simple tasks and care for myself. I stayed home. People came in and out, checking on me at all hours of the day. Family and friends tried to coax me out of the house, but all I wanted to do was hide. I wanted to hide from my harsh reality: I would never see or hear from my mother again. Finally, those who cared about me had had enough.


One night, my best friend and her partner came over with a plan to get me out of the house. I debated with them for over an hour, pleading for them to leave me alone. Two hours and a million excuses later, we finally compromised and I allowed them to take me on a quick trip to Target.


As we walked through the aisles my feet dragged. I didn’t want to be there. I didn’t want to be anywhere. Nonetheless, we perused the make-up, electronics, and home goods aisles. They were there to offer me an outlet, and I was only there to placate them. After several more minutes of mindless meandering I was done. I told them I had to go back home, that I needed to get out of there.


“Alright, but first we have to stop by the candy section. A little sugar will give you a pick-me-up,” they reasoned.


I swallowed my pain and continued. I picked out a piece of candy just to avoid my friends’ concerned stares. At the checkout, we dropped our items on the conveyor belt and waited in line. I looked at the merchandise arrayed at the checkout. At the top of a shelf, on top of the candy, hair ties, and hand sanitizer, sat a book, a copy of Love You Forever! I snatched the copy and skimmed the pages, enjoying the pictures of a mother cradling her child. Tears welled in my eyes.


“Ma’am? Ma’am? How would you like to pay for this?” the cashier asked.


I snapped back to reality, but ignored her question. “Why is this book here?” I demanded to know.


“I’m not sure, ma’am. Maybe someone was planning to buy it but chose not to in the end? They were probably just too lazy to put it back. . . It happens all the time, unfortunately. Thanks for pointing it out.”


I felt compelled to know more, and am still not sure why I asked my next question.


“Where are the rest of the copies of this book?”


“Wow. You sure love that book. The rest are probably in our book section, but I’ll scan it just to make sure. Sometimes when a book is on promotion it is moved.”


She scanned it. The machine made a loud, shrill beep.


“Huh. That’s weird. It’s not scanning. Let me see. . . ”


The few moments I waited felt like eternity. A ball of excitement mixed with anxiety formed in my stomach.


“I’m sorry, ma’am. This book isn’t scanning because we have no other copies in-store. In fact, we haven’t for a while. It says the last time we had this book in stock was two and a half years ago. I’m not really sure why it was sitting there. . . If you’d like to buy it ma’am, I apologize because I guess it’s not really available for purchase. But. . . I mean. . . I guess you can. . . Just take it? It’s not really ours to sell.”
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