
Read & Download (PDF Kindle) 
Transitions: A Nurse's Education About Life 

and Death
 James Weber

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/nWpom/Transitions-A-Nurses-Education-about-Life-and-Death
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/nWpom/Transitions-A-Nurses-Education-about-Life-and-Death
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/nWpom/Transitions-A-Nurses-Education-about-Life-and-Death
http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GERQ/KqPw/nWpom/Transitions-A-Nurses-Education-about-Life-and-Death


Transitions: A Nurse's Education about Life and Death is a collection of stories from Becki
Hawkins's patients over the past thirty years of her career. She started off as a nurse's aide,
became a registered nurse, and began her career in oncology. A couple of years later she also
started seeing hospice patients. She also did outpatient oncology nursing, home health/hospice,
became a hospice chaplain, and later a hospice volunteer. She now sees patients on a volunteer
basis. She began writing a feature column, "Beyond Statistics," for a local newspaper when her
husband told her one evening after her shift at work, "Please don't tell me about it. Write it
down." The first article was published in 1986. These stories are the patients' stories and their
education to Becki as she visited them about the transitions we make in life and in death. Some
of them involve patients in the nursing home, others in the hospital or an outpatient setting, and
many others in the patients' homes. Some of the patients were strangers, some were friends,
some acquaintances, and some were family. You will find humor, heartbreak, wisdom, and
frequent spiritual allusions in Transitions. The author reminds us that life is brief and fragile, and
laced with story after story of how each of us is "learning" in this place that one patient named
"Earth School."

About the AuthorGregory F. Michno is the author of Lakota Noon: The Indian Narrative of
Custer's Defeat and The Mystery of E Troop: Custer's Gray Horse Company at the Little Bighorn,
The Encyclopedia of Indian Wars, and Forgotten Fights all published by Mountain Press, as well
as USS Pampanito: Killer-Angel (University of Oklahoma Press), Death on the Hellships (Naval
Institute), and Battle at Sand Creek: The Military Perspecitve. He has also written numerous
articles in Montana: The Magazine of Western History, Journal of the West, Wild West, and other
western history publications.A member of the Western History Association, Order of the Indian
Wars, Little Big Horn Associates, and several other organizations, Michno holds a master's
degree in history from the University of Northern Colorado. He lives with his wife, Susan Michno,
in Longmont, Colorado.
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HawkinsAll rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any
form whatsoever.ADVANCE PRAISE FOR TRANSITIONS“Transitions made me laugh, made
me cry—happy, sad, happy, sad. Makes me wonder how I’m going to spend my time left here.
After losing my husband, I like to think God took him by his hand and said, ‘It’s okay, come with
me,’ and that he went peacefully.” —Karen Hobbs“The lessons in this book touch your heart and
soul. The words reveal timeless wisdom learned from people who are getting ready to ‘’cross
over.’’ These stories are written in such a way that you feel you are sitting right there, listening
with your own ears to their voices.”—Connie Flud-Musgrave“…Readers who have experience
with Hospice, with the death of a loved one, or with their own impeding death will find many of
these stories familiar and comforting. And those who have not traveled that road yet will gain
insight from these stories that will be useful, sooner or later. These stories will leave you with a
great appreciation for those men and women who are somehow called to nursing and ministry
as their life’s work.”—Steve Woodall‘’This book is a collection of stories about the power of living
with dying. She has a way of getting to the very heart of the last stage of life with compassion,
honesty, depth, spirit, and even humor. What might seem to be a depressing subject matter is
lifted up to the truth of the matter, which is that in the final goodbye, gifts abound and life is
honed down to the essence of the power of love. Becki has taken that light and holds it high so
we can all breathe easier, even as we contemplate that last breath.”—Robin Tilly, Martha Beck
Life Coach“Reading this book is a gift and a blessing. It offers a harvest of wisdom and joy, more
than the average person could acquire without being in the nursing profession. ” —Bridget
Barlow, Currentland“As the baby boomers enter their twilight, Becki’s wonderful book is more
important than ever. Transitions allows you and your loved ones to benefit from this important
information before you find yourself in a hospice situation. Through these charming stories,
Becki effortlessly imparts her deep wisdom while enlightening and empowering the reader on
these difficult matters.”—Vincent Sherwood, Author of the forthcoming Indigo
FablesCONTENTSINTRODUCTIONPART 1: THE EARLY YEARSCHAPTER 1: MY
INTRODUCTION TO CAREGIVINGCHAPTER 2: A SURPRISE LESSON IN NURSING
SCHOOLCHAPTER 3: NEW NURSECHAPTER 4: TELL ME EVERYTHINGCHAPTER 5:
GOD’S SHOULDERSCHAPTER 6: I SEE YOUCHAPTER 7: IT’S NOT YOUR FAULTCHAPTER
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ANGERCHAPTER 5: HOW THE COW EATS THE CABBAGE OR ELSECHAPTER 6: THE
SWEETEST SOUNDCHAPTER 7: I’M IN CHARGE OF WHO’S COMING AND
GOINGCHAPTER 8: SISTERS THROUGH THICK AND THINCHAPTER 9: CAN’T JUDGE BY
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TAKING CARE OF BUSINESSCHAPTER 18: DON’T BE FLAPPING YOUR JAW!CHAPTER 19:
MINK COAT AND TENNIS SHOESCHAPTER 20: WE’LL BE OKAYCHAPTER 21: THE
GREATER GIFTCHAPTER 22: THE FEEL OF A HOUSECHAPTER 23: BARNS AND SILOS,
PIGS AND COWSCHAPTER 24: BEYOND STATISTICSCHAPTER 25: HIS SWEET, WEAK
SMILECHAPTER 26: THE BLACK SHEEPCHAPTER 27: NO FEAR OF DYINGCHAPTER 28:
NO WORDSCHAPTER 29: INHERITANCECHAPTER 30: HOME TO BE WITH MY
BOYCHAPTER 31: THAT ‘SWEET SPOT’CHAPTER 32: THE SPIRIT OF THE HOMECHAPTER
33: FEELING LIKE A MILLION BUCKSCHAPTER 34: ALL TALKED OUTCHAPTER 35: ALL
THAT MATTEREDCHAPTER 36: COME SIT WITH MECHAPTER 37: IN TRANSITIONPART 3:
FAMILYCHAPTER 1: AFRAID NO MORECHAPTER 2: POSITIVE ATTITUDE EQUALS
POSITIVE MEDICINECHAPTER 3: A CONTINUED STORY OF GOOD-BYESCHAPTER 4: AS
MEAN AS A SNAKE?CHAPTER 5: LITTLE SISTERCHAPTER 6: I MADE IT! I MADE IT!
CHAPTER 7: MY MOM CHAPTER 8: MY BROTHER’S KEEPEREPILOGUE: FINAL
WORDSAPPENDIX: HOW TO BE PRESENT TO OUR LOVED ONES IN TRANSITIONHOW TO
‘BE PRESENT’ TO THE DYINGHOW TO SIT WITH THOSE WHO ARE
GRIEVINGDEDICATIONThis book is dedicated to my dear husband, who in the early years of
my nursing career said, “You need to write about it.”Thanks, Honey!Also, this is dedicated to all
the patients and families, coworkers, supervisors: Mary Hiatt, Barbara Bilderback, and Sandee
Rasnic and doctors, friends, and my own family, who helped me learn what it takes to be a
nurse. My heart is full of gratitude.And to the newspaper editor, Terry, who said, “I think we can
use that in an article. Could you write one every week?” Thanks for all the encouragement over
the past twenty-five years.ACKNOWLEDGMENTSI want to offer gratitude to the following
people for their loving assistance in the creation of this book:My God, Creator, Spirit who gave
me this heart for caregiving and the desire to write.Tom Bird for the magic he creates in his
workshops, helping me to write my book in Sedona in five days! Tom, you are an old soul. Don’t
stop teaching us!Thomas Hill for his excellent and compassionate editing and his patience with
my concerns. And all those at Launchpad Press.To Louis Packard for his “technical” support.For
the wise and patient webmaster, Greg, and all the others in SilverKnight.To Daniel Endy who has
helped to encourage, advise, and gently push me forward to this second edition as well as



mentor me on the production of the next book.To Hien Ngo for his gracious gift, and for allowing
me to use his lovely photograph for this new cover. Butterflies always remind me of transition. We
are beautiful souls here for a brief journey and then transition back Home.For those who
cheered me on from that workshop in Sedona: Dorothy, Jill, Marie, Victoria, Vinnie, Arte, Tui,
RamaJon, Paul, and all the rest of you cuties!And especially for those in my community who
said, “Write it before you forget it!”INTRODUCTIONSo why write a book about all these
experiences with these patients and families I’ve seen over the past thirty years? I think you
might enjoy reading their stories. I think they matter.I started as a nurse’s aide in a nursing home,
and years later became a registered nurse working in an oncology ward, and then on an
outpatient oncology unit, on to hospice—home health along with hospice—and after more
education became a hospice chaplain. I am now retired, so I just visit people and their
families.I’ve been writing a feature article titled “Beyond Statistics” for my local newspaper for
years, wanting to tell others what I was experiencing with all these visits. I titled the article the
way I did because I think we, in the medical profession, can often become number oriented:
patient’s room numbers, the number of diagnoses they have, the number of days they have been
in the hospital, the number of days we think they have left to live, the number of family members
in their room, etc.What about the person in the bed: who is he or she, what is he or she feeling,
what fears does he or she have, and what are the expressions on his or her face and within his
or her spirit? What if we see him or her beyond all the numbers and in addition to hearing the
statistics, hear them?Some of my patients just needed their blood sugar checked and some
education about diabetes, some needed chemo, and some were needing help in preparing for
their soon-to-arrive passing from life.In one article I shared the story of one patient’s “near death
experience.” So many people came to me to thank me. Another lady came to share about her
husband seeing his mother in the hospital room before he passed. She had been dead for
several years. “Is that common?” she asked.“Yes,” I smiled and answered.“Well, people need to
hear about that. My husband passed in peace after he saw her. He wasn’t afraid anymore,” she
boasted.One particular lady saw me at a social function after that article and pulled me aside. “I
want to share with you my story sometime about my ‘near death experience’ when I was four
years old. I think others need to hear these stories. Please keep writing.”I’d helped her some with
the care of her dying husband when she had first mentioned it, and I had forgotten to get back
with her. So I called her a couple of days after that function and scheduled a visit.She’s just such
a gracious, kind person and makes anyone and everyone feel at home and welcome in her
presence. She did just that, ushering me and my husband in to see that she was in the process
of packing everything up to move to a smaller home closer to family. Moving can be so
emotional, especially if it is the last place you and your deceased spouse lived together. But she
was remaining focused on downsizing and assessing what needed to be given away, what
needed to go to family members, and what to keep for her new dwelling.“Come sit with me at the
kitchen table where there’s a clear spot.” She didn’t hesitate to start sharing. My dear husband
loves her like I do and didn’t move a muscle while she talked.“I was four years old. I had polio



and was very ill. I was in the hospital in a long ward with other children who also had polio. I had
a high fever and I was in terrible pain. My father was with me, trying to comfort me. All of a
sudden I was out of my body floating up. I could see the nuns walking up and down that corridor
and then I was surrounded in the most wonderful warmth and light, filled with peace, pain gone,
and so much love surging throughout my little body. I saw my father and his concern and the
nurses running toward my body on that bed. Then I was back on that bed and the horrible pain
returned. When I tried to tell my father about what had happened, he told me not to tell anyone
because it was just a dream. Years later when the near death experience books started
appearing in bookstores and in the news, I thought, ‘That’s what happened to me. I knew it
wasn’t a dream!’“I know it didn’t last long, but it was long enough. I am not afraid to die because
of that. You can’t find the words to describe that peace and love you feel. But I hope that sharing
my story might help someone else. And it’s validating to be heard.”As one lovely soul once
shared with me, no matter who we are, where we live, or where we go to church (or not), we are
one human family. We are spiritual beings having these human experiences for a very short time
so that we can learn to love.They remind me that it’s all so brief, so fragile, and so very precious,
that we are all in transition. We cannot judge where others are in their journey, but we can peek
at our own.So, as you read these stories, let them bless you in any way they are speaking to your
heart.Peace,BeckiAuthor’s Note: Many of the people in these stories are still living in my
hometown. So, I changed the names, and sometimes the directions to their homes, and if I said
they had a cat, it may have been a dog. Privacy is premium in a small town.PART ONETHE
EARLY YEARSCHAPTER 1MY INTRODUCTION TO CAREGIVINGAnnie was only about four
feet tall and had a husband about 4’2”, and they had moved into the nursing home due to their
forgetfulness and lack of family to help them. I thought they were the cutest little people on the
face of the Earth. One day I caught Annie in the bathroom with a flyswatter stirring the water in
the toilet bowl. “Annie, what on earth are you doing?” I asked. Well, I’m stirring up these brown
beans before they burn.” The tone in her voice gave me the sense that she also wanted to say,
“What else would you think I’m doing?”Her sweet hubby, John, just stood and stared at her like
he hoped there would be cornbread to go with the beans.Then there was Bertie who would
whistle up and down the corridor while scooting along in her wheelchair. She loved bananas and
would stop every so often and ask another client, “Hey, Buddy, got a banana on ya?” When
Santa showed up at Christmas it was a banana he pulled out of his toy bag for Bertie. She was
the happiest client in the room.One other lady was always singing and making up the songs as
she rolled along in her wheelchair pushing anyone who got in her way. “Dear Lord, please say to
me that you are coming soon. And don’t pay attention to me singing out of tune.” She would tell
the little guy in front of her, “Move on, brother. Move on. Time’s not standing still for anyone. And I
need to get to the dinner room before I die. I’d like to go with a full stomach.” And then she would
laugh until her dentures nearly fell into her lap.Then there was the little blind gentleman who
would take all his clothes off and wander into the hallway and sometimes into the room down the
hall. Screaming started coming from the lady who thought he was trying to get in bed with her.



Her alarming sounds would fill the east wing, “Help, there’s a naked man in my room!
HELPPPP!!!” And she would start poking him with her umbrella and then he would start
screaming. Then the other women in that wing would come out and holler, “Where’s a naked
man?”One evening I was staying a little later than my assigned shift time to visit with Mrs. Smith
as long as possible. The nurse in charge told me she was not doing too well and they didn’t
expect her to make it through the night. When I got back to work the next morning I hurried to her
room. The door was closed. I opened it with caution to see that all Mrs. Smith’s belongings were
gone. I closed the door and headed down the hall. Jane saw me and rolled out to greet me.
“Becki, you mustn’t cry about Mrs. Smith. She’s not having to worry about whether or not
someone’s going to keep force-feeding her. She does not have to worry about getting that cold
or hot shower twice a week by someone’s who in a hurry.”I looked at her and said, “But she’s
gone. And what if she was alone when she died?”“Yes, she’s gone. And it doesn’t matter
anymore if she was alone or not. She’s not alone anymore. And you mustn’t be sad for her. She’s
just gone from her body. Her spirit is safe.”I turned the corner and sat down in the mop closet. I
pulled my knees up close to my chest and cried like a baby for five minutes. I thought, “I don’t
think I’m as sad for Mrs. Smith as I am for me.”CHAPTER 2A SURPRISE LESSON IN NURSING
SCHOOLWhen I was in nursing school I was visiting a patient in the psych ward in the veterans’
hospital. He was due to have surgery the next day for lung cancer. They were going to remove as
much of the tumor as they could. His other diagnosis was a manic-depressive disorder. Today
we call it bipolar disorder. He had long reddish hair that was braided and hanging down his back
with the curlier gray hairs along the side of his temples poking out. They dared to look like they
couldn’t be tamed into that braid, almost a Willie Nelson look-alike. He was in his manic phase
then, and I first met him racing up and down the hallway stating as loud as he could, “Give the
Lord all your money. Give the Lord all your praise. Bless his Name. Give Oral Roberts some too.
I’m going to Heaven tomorrow. Saints protect us. Bless the Lord, oh my soul.”There were nine
beds lined up in his ward where he slept. My job was to trim his toenails before his surgery the
next morning. I couldn’t believe it. I was scheduled to graduate in the upcoming semester and I
had to trim a guy’s toenails!! “What a waste of time,” I thought. What would I learn from that?!I
had him sit down in a high-backed chair—a feat in itself—and got his warm, sudsy water all fixed
up for him and the nail trimmers retrieved from the nurse in charge (no one was allowed to have
them in their bedside table drawer). Then he started singing and shouting all over again: “Going
to Heaven in the morning to see my Jesus. Yes, I am. Lord, bless the little nurse cleaning my feet
for my Heaven arrival.”One of the other nine roommates entered the room. He was schizophrenic
(I found out later) and peered around and looked at both of us. My patient spoke up, “Hey, buddy,
where you been? What you been doing? I’m getting my feet and toenails all cleaned up by this
little nurse lady.” Then out of the blue the guy walks over to my patient and hits him right in the
middle of his forehead with his fist!I scrambled under the first available hospital bed. I started
screaming and shouting myself this time. “Help! Help! Somebody help me in this room!”Two
orderlies come running in. They took a look at my patient and the other fellow with his fists still all



tight and they hauled him away.My supervisor/instructor came into the room and looked under
the bed where I was hiding. “Becki, you can come out now.”My patient starting shouting and
testifying, “God saved me. God sent this little nurse lady in here to clean my toenails and she
ended up saving my life by screaming for help! God bless America. Give all your money to Oral
Roberts. Give God all the glory. I’m going to Heaven in the morning.”Back at the classroom in
school, my teacher asked me, “Becki, did you learn anything today?”“Yes, ma’am,” I nodded with
embarrassment. Then when I got the courage I asked her if I could go see my little fellow before
his surgery in the morning. She agreed if I got permission from the nurse in charge of his unit.So,
with approval I got up extra early and went in to see him before his scheduled surgery. He smiled
at me and said, “Thank you for being there for me, missy.” He was drugged with a little pre-med
for surgery and was so much calmer.“Would you like for me to pray with you before I go?” I
humbly asked.“Yes, little lady, I would,” he replied.When I came back after my classes that
afternoon to check on him I couldn’t find what room he was in. I went to his unit and asked his
nurse in charge. She simply looked at me and shook her head and then took me aside. “I’m sorry
to tell you but he died in surgery.”Driving home that evening I couldn’t help but think, “He wasn’t
that delusional after all.”CHAPTER 3NEW NURSESeven years later I was able to go to nursing
school, and the first job I had was on the oncology floor at a large hospital. I had the same
feeling that came over me when I first went to work at the nursing home. I was so glad to be there
every day, and I was always so very tired when I went home. The education for me was all that
filled the hours in between! At first I couldn’t believe they were paying me! That wore off.Mr.
Smith was in a room in the pod of five rooms where I was working that night. And there were five
really sick patients to be seen. Someone needed packed red blood cells, another patient
needed chemotherapy after we had provided instructions to him about the drugs and their side
effects, and yet another patient needed IV antibiotic for an infection due to the low white blood
cell counts from the chemo he had received a week or so before. And then there was this fellow
in Room 9705. He was hunkered down deep into his blankets and chilling and shaking like his
bed had grown legs and was leaving and taking him with it. I peeked just under the covers and
whispered his name, “Mr. Smith? Are you doing okay under all these blankets? I need to check
your temperature and see if you are ready for some more Tylenol.”He peeked out and said,
“Nurse Lady, would you please bring me another blanket with that fever medicine? Don’t matter
if my fever is up or down at this moment. What I need is relief. I feel likes my skin is going to crawl
off me.”I got his meds, headed back to his room, and saw him out of the bed, now on his knees
praying like there was no tomorrow. “My Lord Jesus, my Sweet Savior, hear me now, I pray. I
know you know me by name. I know you know my situation down here, and I’m asking, dear
Lord, for you to please help these doctors and nurses know how best to help me. I ask, Lord, too,
please help these poor folk who are in this hospital to have what they needs, too, as I can hear
them troubled families crying on their way to the elevator, and I can feel in my soul the anxious
hearts that are trying to help their loved ones in these here beds. Sweet, sweet Lord, we trust
you with all this here suffering as we don’t know how else to handle it. You be knowing best for



us and the timing. Just give us the strength to hang on as long as we’re suppose to and help us
not to be afraid of the time when we needs to lay down our worn out bodies and come on home
to you.”Then I helped him crawl back up into his bed, covered him, raised the head of his bed,
gave him the meds he needed, and leaned in close. I kissed his feverish brow and said, “Mr.
Smith, I’m sure the Lord heard your earnest prayer. I know you know him on a first-name basis.
We will do all we can here to make you comfortable, and we too will pray for God to do the rest.
You rest and sleep and keep on trusting.” I can still see that sweet gentle man praying for
others.Within the hour he started having seizures that seemed to go on forever. His doctor stood
on one side of the bed and I was on the other side, with the aide beside me touching me on the
arm to comfort me as the tears ran down my face. We had given him the anti-seizure meds in his
IV and waited. He stopped having the awful seizures. He smiled and then he stopped breathing.
Honoring his request not to bring him back to life, we just stayed with him and I patted him like
he might still be aware. “Go in peace, Brother Smith.”The supervisor, knowing I was still learning,
helped me with the rest of the patients that evening. Then she took me aside to ask me if I was
okay. I told her yes, but that I was sad.“Sad? For him?” she questioned.“Yes, well, and sad for
me,” was all I could get out.She nodded.I went home one evening after an especially long shift
and was about to tell my dear husband about how I had been challenged one way and another,
learning how to balance out all this suffering I saw with the occasional good news that someone
got to go home not needing any more chemo. He stopped me, “Please don’t tell me any more
stories. Could you just write them down? Maybe that would help you.” Bless him.I crawled into
the shower and let the warm water hit me in the face and then sat on the shower floor. I cried and
cried and asked God to please give me strength to be able to help those patients and their
families and not make my family crazy in the process. Then I dried off and got out the ink pen
and paper.That’s how my career in writing began.CHAPTER 4TELL ME EVERYTHINGLisa
wasn’t much older than me when she was diagnosed with cancer just days before her admission
to our unit. Her doctor asked me to bring in the info sheets for her chemo that we would begin
that evening. I went to the med room to gather my supplies: chemo gown, chemo gloves, and the
syringes with the meds to help limit the nausea and to help keep her calm. Plus, there was the
chemotherapy itself.I went in to check on her and found her eight-year-old son piled up in bed
with her. She held him tightly. Her parents were on the visiting couch with them watching and
holding one another. They were too frightened to speak and also very respectful of the way she
would talk frankly to her son. They were not trying to tell her how to do any of it. They just were
trying to be there for her.“It’s okay, baby,” she told him as she stroked his shiny brown hair. “I feel
better since I cried. And we’re going to fight this and be strong while we are fighting!
Right?!”“Yes, Mama. We will be strong for you.”Then he went back to his grandparents and
asked them if they would take him to get a Dr. Pepper. The three of them left as I began putting
the IV supplies on the bedside table.She didn’t waste time pulling herself up in bed, announcing,
“Becki, I want you to tell me everything about these drugs—all the good they are going to do and
all the side effects I can expect. I always want the truth from you. Do you understand me?” she



said with a smile.“Yes. And I agree to do that,” I replied. I loved being the nurse. I hated the
chemo. My wise supervisor told me later when I told her about my feelings that it wasn’t
abnormal to feel that way. I was glad to hear it. The only other opening for a job was in obstetrics
and I never did too well with those dear women and all that screaming.And so we began.I drove
home that evening thinking, “Is there an okay age to have to go through this?” No. I don’t care if
the patients are sixteen or 106. If they get the news that they need chemo and radiation, it’s still
hard news to take at first. I think it was that she was close to my age that got me. She never did
say she was quitting or giving up the fight when the doctors told her the chemo wasn’t working.
She went on to another state for a bone marrow transplant and did fair for a while. Again her son
and her parents totally supported her. But the bone marrow transplant failed. She decided to
come home to be near family and friends during her last days. She died with grace and dignity
and gratitude after all she had been through. I wasn’t doing too well with the news.One of the
more experienced nurses sat down with me in the nurses’ lounge and said quietly, “You need to
understand something. We save some and we lose some, and we do the best we can following
the doctors’ orders and the patients’ wishes. Just because they die sometimes doesn’t mean it
was anything you or I did wrong. The cancer killed them. I know you’re young, and that may be
hard to hear at your age. But, Sugar, we don’t live forever, and no one ever got a written note
from God that everyone’s supposed to live to be eighty years or more. That’s what is so hard for
many people, when they think that they’re being cheated out of their right to more days and
years and anniversaries and birthdays and graduations. It just isn’t so, my dear. Our most
important day is today, this day. We have to live and enjoy where we are, knowing that it’s all very
precious and very fragile, and there’s no guarantee that there’s tomorrow. So you need to go
home tonight and kiss your family before you go to bed and bless the good Lord when your feet
hit the floor in the morning when you get up. If you wake to a new day, then don’t waste it. You
need to honor the footprints you are making while you are here.”I heard her and did understand,
somewhat, what she was trying to tell me, but it took many more years and many more patients
before I fully came to grips with anyone’s death.CHAPTER 5GOD’S SHOULDERSI was working
on an oncology floor in the mid ’80s, and I had a patient who was not doing well. There were
benches in the pod that lined the walls, placed for family members to come out and sometimes
rest or just regroup. One of the patient’s wives was sitting there listening one day to the noise
coming from one of the rooms, the room where one patient of mine was taking a turn for the
worse. His brother was ranting and raving with all his angst and his frustration. “Why aren’t they
doing something else?” Why isn’t this medication working? Why is God letting him die?” The
young man’s mother spoke, “Son, don’t question God. We aren’t supposed to do that.”The lady
on the bench saw me come out of the room with my own angst. She motioned for me to come to
the visitors’ lounge. She carried such a peace with her wherever she was. It wasn’t a chore to
follow her. She said, “Sit down with me a minute. I want to tell you something. I heard that young
man’s questioning God about his brother and his mother telling him not to do that. We all need to
know that God doesn’t care if we question Him. God knows our hearts are full of questions and



pain and fear. God’s shoulders are big enough to take all we direct His way. Now, rest assured,
I’m not going to go in there and try to line that dear family out, but I will pray for their peace to
come in the midst of their painful time.”“But what about me? Should I stay silent, too? I feel so
sorry for them, and I can’t do any more than I’m doing. The cancer isn’t responding to the
chemo,” I said, wringing my hands and running them through my hair.“Becki, darlin’, I see your
pain and concern as you go in and out of these doors. You must stop trying to be God,
sweetheart. God knows His business. Your job is to do exactly what you are doing. You are here
to give the medications the physician orders, educate about the chemo and radiation and their
side effects, give pain medicine as the doctor dictates, help with the nutritional needs, let the
respiratory therapy folk know when they are to get up here, call the chaplain if needed. But then
you walk away and lay it down and go home to your family and your time.“If you go on trying to
carry all this in your heart, you’re going to lose your love of nursing and helping. You do what you
can, and then you trust God with the rest.“Look out that window there. We are twelve stories up.
See all those people driving down that busy street? Each one of them are having troubles all
their own, whether their husband done up and left them, or the bank is calling about a late
payment on their house, or their job is looking like it might end pretty soon. All of us, child, are
learning our lessons. This is Earth School. We are here to learn and to love. The sooner you
know this without a doubt and put it to practice, the sooner you going to breathe easier every day
you step off that elevator to clock in to go back to work here.“Now, go on back out there. I’ve
done gone to preachin’. I pray for you every day, and I won’t stop.”I wasn’t old enough or smart
enough to really hear what she said then. But I hear her now, and I’m listening better.CHAPTER
6I SEE YOUI went to see a movie with my family a couple of years ago. It was Avatar, and these
people in the movie were able to look at each other and see each other emotionally as well as
physically. So when one would look at another they might say, “I see you.” And they would
REALLY mean it.I was working the late shift—evening shift, that is—at the time, and I was giving
IV pain medication to one of my patients, Mr. Jones. He was a nice minister with a nasty cancer.
Most of the time he was quiet and didn’t say much. I sat down on the foot stool next to his bed to
slowly push the medication into his tubing so as not to cause any unwanted side effects if it went
into his vein too fast. I had turned my head downward to peek at the urine output in his catheter
bag and sighed without realizing it.“I see you, and I hear you,” he whispered.I jumped and was
startled. “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to disturb you, Mr. Jones.”I was horrified that I must have
sounded so unprofessional.“You are human. You are tired, and I sense an even deeper level to
that sigh. You are dealing with something that is in your heart and not just in your fatigue.”“Mmm,
you are right.” I hesitated.“Me, too,” he continued.“Really?”“I thought I had enough faith to whip
this cancer. I thought that if I just believed in the power of Jesus’ healing touch that I’d be home
now celebrating. I’ve been rethinking this. Don’t misunderstand me. I believe Jesus can heal
anyone, anywhere, anytime. But I’m also just beginning to know that my God loves me just the
same if he cures me or if he doesn’t cure me. I may live until I’m 110, but if I die soon, either way,
I’m heading to my eternal home.“I’ve been clinging to this belief system of having it just one way



in my head. If you believe enough, if your faith is big enough, you can know a total healing. But in
my mind, my faith couldn’t be any stronger. And to think that for years I’ve thought that those who
died preaching about their faith in being healed just didn’t have the right faith or enough faith.
Well, it makes me so sad. I don’t know what you are dealing with tonight. I do want you to know
God loves you. And he cares about what’s in your heart. I want to encourage you to trust that no
matter what happens. And I want you to pray for me as you walk these halls, as well as for all of
us, that we too can trust our God and His will with our lives.“If I go home, I plan to write a brand
new sermon. I think I’ll title it ‘Rest Assured.’”I didn’t worry about my unprofessional sighing that
evening anymore. That dear man, who had so much going on in his head and his body and his
heart, heard me and blessed me with his wise words. I’m still working on that sermon in my own
head.It reminded me that I can never judge another’s faith or lack of faith. There’s healing
beyond what we can see with our human eyes.CHAPTER 7IT’S NOT YOUR FAULTIn the very
early part of my oncology nursing days, I was caring for Eli, a young man in his twenties. He had
a rare blood disease that his oncologist was trying to eliminate with aggressive chemo. He was
movie star beautiful for now, thick black shiny hair, and a movie star beautiful wife who loved him
beyond measure. Often I had to coax her out of his bed to do a dressing change to a deep
wound near his spine. We had to pack it with sterile iodine-soaked ribbons of gauze and cover it
with sterile pads and then tape it.They went to a church that taught about believing enough to
claim healing and not letting anyone say a negative word that might mess up the claim. Two men
from their church “stood guard” outside his room. My patient said they were there to help keep
negative people or thoughts away from him so he could build up his faith. One of the seasoned
nurses wanted to drag them out to the elevator and pitch them in it or worse. The supervisor told
her to ignore them. Boy, were they lucky!One evening I found him in his bathroom on the cold
floor praying his heart out, pleading with God “for the faith required.” I gently tapped his shoulder
and said, “Eli, you need to get back in bed. I promise you, God hears you just as good in your
bed. Your blood counts are so low and we need to protect you from any infection. I don’t know if
this floor is sterile.”I got him back in bed, and he took my hand. “Please pray for me to get well.
My wife and I want me to go home and we want to do God’s work and we want to have enough
faith in that.”All I could eke out was, “Please, God, be with Eli and Mary.” My pager went off and I
nearly ran out of that room knocking one of the soldier boys off his post.I was thinking about
them a couple of evenings later as I was driving to work. The notion of “having enough faith” was
a big topic. When I arrived one of the nurses told me that Eli had left the hospital “AMA,” against
medical advice, the day before. He said they were going to Florida. He said it was showing he
had the faith required by leaving the hospital and declaring this healing was taking place. I sat
dumbfounded for a few minutes trying to take it all in and grasp the enormity of what had just
taken place. The seasoned nurse left the room cursing a blue streak.One evening, about a
month later, I was writing in a patient’s chart and Mary showed up. She was alone. Eli had died
within two weeks of arriving in Florida. She felt like it was her fault because her faith wasn’t
strong enough. Down the hall the seasoned nurse stomped away from us. One of the other



nurses grabbed Mary and pulled her into the nurse’s report room and said, “Listen, sweetie, you
didn’t kill your husband. The cancer killed him. And whether you stayed or you left probably in
this case didn’t make a whole lot of difference. He wanted to go. You wanted to be with him. You
did not cause his death.”Mary looked unimpressed, like she had heard those words before but
couldn’t absorb them. We loved on her, encouraged counseling, and waved her good-byes as
she walked away.I hope she was able to find new faith.CHAPTER 8ONE BRAVE SOLDIERMr.
Brown didn’t really fit on his bed even though we had gotten the extra-long one up there before
he was admitted. My supervisor warned me to not take anything that he said too personally. She
said he was an old veteran who cursed and swore and liked young nurses.His doctor allowed
him to smoke a cigar with supervision for about five minutes every day. He was dying. And,
besides, he tended to chew on his cigars more than he actually smoked them.When I went to
make my introduction and do my assessment of him he whistled and roared in his gruff, gravel,
big ole’ voice, “Well, hello, Sunshine! Where have you been all my life?”I would normally have
been entertained but couldn’t help but notice the blood on his sheet. He was oozing blood slowly
from all over his body. You never forget that smell.I excused myself and went back to get the
dressing cart and returned to redress all these bleeding sites. His skin was thin and black and
blue and red and purple with the appearance of his insides trying to escape through his skin. I
had never seen anything of the sort before—and haven’t since.“Just wrap me up some more,
Cupcake. It’ll be fine. And, when you get through seeing your other patients come back in here,
we’ll share that stogie in my bedside table drawer. Doctor gave me permission, so don’t get all
holy and tell me I can’t have it. Besides, I want to look at you some more and tell you war stories.”
And then he roared a laugh and smiled from ear to ear, hollering as I exited the room, “What do
you have to say about that?“I even bet we could get a snort of whiskey—or how about Scotch?
Yeah, that’s what we need. Call up that nutrition lady who always wants me to be drinking more
fluids and tell her I want some smoky Scotch! Oh, that’ll get her goat!!”I lost it. I couldn’t help but
smile as I was pointing my finger at him.“No Scotch tonight. We’ll fix you up with a chew on your
cigar just because your doctor said so, but he didn’t say a thing about Scotch!” I tried to say with
a controlled voice as I backed out the door.“Leave that door open a crack. I’m not wanting to be
by myself in here without being able to see an escape in case I need one,” he firmly stated.I
wasn’t able to leave him alone too much that evening with all his bleeding. I needed to reapply
the dressings frequently and give him another two units of packed red blood cells.His doctor
decided that the blood transfusions weren’t really helping him all that much, so he talked to him.
“Sure, Doc. You know your stuff. We know how it is. You’ve done all you can. You’re a good
soldier, Doc. I’m ready to meet this enemy head-on.”Some of the employees thought the doctor
was out of line by giving that patient a chew on his cigar. I even heard that someone snuck him in
some Scotch one evening. These days it would never happen—okay, well, maybe. But, at that
time, for that patient, I was tickled that he got his wishes.CHAPTER 9THE POWER OF TOUCHI
was working in a smaller big city hospital in the outpatient oncology department. We had been
giving Jim chemo for a big cancer in his brain. He made me smile every time he got off that



elevator with his wife. He was over six feet tall and weighed over 250 pounds (in the beginning),
and his face was a rosy color with a huge smile. He always wore bib overalls, a plaid short-
sleeved cotton shirt, and big lace-up boots. Jim’s wife, Betty, followed him with pride and said
less than he did.“Good morning, girls! Who wants to draw my blood today?” he beamed like it
was an honor.“I will! It’s my turn. Come over here and sit in this recliner and we’ll get started,” I
said eagerly.The great thing was how large and giving his veins were. The scary thing was that
after I got the blood in the tube, white matter rose to the top of the blood. I had never seen that
before meeting him. The other nurse working there, who had been my mentor when I first
starting my career, told me that it was fat in his blood. She said, “Becki, we aren’t worrying about
that at this point. We’re just trying to slow down his tumor’s growth. He knows, but he still stays
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Arte, Tui, RamaJon, Paul, and all the rest of you cuties!And especially for those in my community
who said, “Write it before you forget it!”INTRODUCTIONSo why write a book about all these
experiences with these patients and families I’ve seen over the past thirty years? I think you
might enjoy reading their stories. I think they matter.I started as a nurse’s aide in a nursing home,
and years later became a registered nurse working in an oncology ward, and then on an
outpatient oncology unit, on to hospice—home health along with hospice—and after more
education became a hospice chaplain. I am now retired, so I just visit people and their
families.I’ve been writing a feature article titled “Beyond Statistics” for my local newspaper for
years, wanting to tell others what I was experiencing with all these visits. I titled the article the
way I did because I think we, in the medical profession, can often become number oriented:
patient’s room numbers, the number of diagnoses they have, the number of days they have been
in the hospital, the number of days we think they have left to live, the number of family members
in their room, etc.What about the person in the bed: who is he or she, what is he or she feeling,
what fears does he or she have, and what are the expressions on his or her face and within his
or her spirit? What if we see him or her beyond all the numbers and in addition to hearing the
statistics, hear them?Some of my patients just needed their blood sugar checked and some
education about diabetes, some needed chemo, and some were needing help in preparing for
their soon-to-arrive passing from life.In one article I shared the story of one patient’s “near death
experience.” So many people came to me to thank me. Another lady came to share about her
husband seeing his mother in the hospital room before he passed. She had been dead for
several years. “Is that common?” she asked.“Yes,” I smiled and answered.“Well, people need to
hear about that. My husband passed in peace after he saw her. He wasn’t afraid anymore,” she
boasted.One particular lady saw me at a social function after that article and pulled me aside. “I



want to share with you my story sometime about my ‘near death experience’ when I was four
years old. I think others need to hear these stories. Please keep writing.”I’d helped her some with
the care of her dying husband when she had first mentioned it, and I had forgotten to get back
with her. So I called her a couple of days after that function and scheduled a visit.She’s just such
a gracious, kind person and makes anyone and everyone feel at home and welcome in her
presence. She did just that, ushering me and my husband in to see that she was in the process
of packing everything up to move to a smaller home closer to family. Moving can be so
emotional, especially if it is the last place you and your deceased spouse lived together. But she
was remaining focused on downsizing and assessing what needed to be given away, what
needed to go to family members, and what to keep for her new dwelling.“Come sit with me at the
kitchen table where there’s a clear spot.” She didn’t hesitate to start sharing. My dear husband
loves her like I do and didn’t move a muscle while she talked.“I was four years old. I had polio
and was very ill. I was in the hospital in a long ward with other children who also had polio. I had
a high fever and I was in terrible pain. My father was with me, trying to comfort me. All of a
sudden I was out of my body floating up. I could see the nuns walking up and down that corridor
and then I was surrounded in the most wonderful warmth and light, filled with peace, pain gone,
and so much love surging throughout my little body. I saw my father and his concern and the
nurses running toward my body on that bed. Then I was back on that bed and the horrible pain
returned. When I tried to tell my father about what had happened, he told me not to tell anyone
because it was just a dream. Years later when the near death experience books started
appearing in bookstores and in the news, I thought, ‘That’s what happened to me. I knew it
wasn’t a dream!’“I know it didn’t last long, but it was long enough. I am not afraid to die because
of that. You can’t find the words to describe that peace and love you feel. But I hope that sharing
my story might help someone else. And it’s validating to be heard.”As one lovely soul once
shared with me, no matter who we are, where we live, or where we go to church (or not), we are
one human family. We are spiritual beings having these human experiences for a very short time
so that we can learn to love.They remind me that it’s all so brief, so fragile, and so very precious,
that we are all in transition. We cannot judge where others are in their journey, but we can peek
at our own.So, as you read these stories, let them bless you in any way they are speaking to your
heart.Peace,BeckiAuthor’s Note: Many of the people in these stories are still living in my
hometown. So, I changed the names, and sometimes the directions to their homes, and if I said
they had a cat, it may have been a dog. Privacy is premium in a small town.INTRODUCTIONSo
why write a book about all these experiences with these patients and families I’ve seen over the
past thirty years? I think you might enjoy reading their stories. I think they matter.I started as a
nurse’s aide in a nursing home, and years later became a registered nurse working in an
oncology ward, and then on an outpatient oncology unit, on to hospice—home health along with
hospice—and after more education became a hospice chaplain. I am now retired, so I just visit
people and their families.I’ve been writing a feature article titled “Beyond Statistics” for my local
newspaper for years, wanting to tell others what I was experiencing with all these visits. I titled



the article the way I did because I think we, in the medical profession, can often become number
oriented: patient’s room numbers, the number of diagnoses they have, the number of days they
have been in the hospital, the number of days we think they have left to live, the number of family
members in their room, etc.What about the person in the bed: who is he or she, what is he or
she feeling, what fears does he or she have, and what are the expressions on his or her face and
within his or her spirit? What if we see him or her beyond all the numbers and in addition to
hearing the statistics, hear them?Some of my patients just needed their blood sugar checked
and some education about diabetes, some needed chemo, and some were needing help in
preparing for their soon-to-arrive passing from life.In one article I shared the story of one
patient’s “near death experience.” So many people came to me to thank me. Another lady came
to share about her husband seeing his mother in the hospital room before he passed. She had
been dead for several years. “Is that common?” she asked.“Yes,” I smiled and answered.“Well,
people need to hear about that. My husband passed in peace after he saw her. He wasn’t afraid
anymore,” she boasted.One particular lady saw me at a social function after that article and
pulled me aside. “I want to share with you my story sometime about my ‘near death experience’
when I was four years old. I think others need to hear these stories. Please keep writing.”I’d
helped her some with the care of her dying husband when she had first mentioned it, and I had
forgotten to get back with her. So I called her a couple of days after that function and scheduled
a visit.She’s just such a gracious, kind person and makes anyone and everyone feel at home
and welcome in her presence. She did just that, ushering me and my husband in to see that she
was in the process of packing everything up to move to a smaller home closer to family. Moving
can be so emotional, especially if it is the last place you and your deceased spouse lived
together. But she was remaining focused on downsizing and assessing what needed to be given
away, what needed to go to family members, and what to keep for her new dwelling.“Come sit
with me at the kitchen table where there’s a clear spot.” She didn’t hesitate to start sharing. My
dear husband loves her like I do and didn’t move a muscle while she talked.“I was four years old.
I had polio and was very ill. I was in the hospital in a long ward with other children who also had
polio. I had a high fever and I was in terrible pain. My father was with me, trying to comfort me. All
of a sudden I was out of my body floating up. I could see the nuns walking up and down that
corridor and then I was surrounded in the most wonderful warmth and light, filled with peace,
pain gone, and so much love surging throughout my little body. I saw my father and his concern
and the nurses running toward my body on that bed. Then I was back on that bed and the
horrible pain returned. When I tried to tell my father about what had happened, he told me not to
tell anyone because it was just a dream. Years later when the near death experience books
started appearing in bookstores and in the news, I thought, ‘That’s what happened to me. I knew
it wasn’t a dream!’“I know it didn’t last long, but it was long enough. I am not afraid to die
because of that. You can’t find the words to describe that peace and love you feel. But I hope
that sharing my story might help someone else. And it’s validating to be heard.”As one lovely
soul once shared with me, no matter who we are, where we live, or where we go to church (or



not), we are one human family. We are spiritual beings having these human experiences for a
very short time so that we can learn to love.They remind me that it’s all so brief, so fragile, and so
very precious, that we are all in transition. We cannot judge where others are in their journey, but
we can peek at our own.So, as you read these stories, let them bless you in any way they are
speaking to your heart.Peace,BeckiAuthor’s Note: Many of the people in these stories are still
living in my hometown. So, I changed the names, and sometimes the directions to their homes,
and if I said they had a cat, it may have been a dog. Privacy is premium in a small town.PART
ONETHE EARLY YEARSPART ONETHE EARLY YEARSCHAPTER 1MY INTRODUCTION TO
CAREGIVINGAnnie was only about four feet tall and had a husband about 4’2”, and they had
moved into the nursing home due to their forgetfulness and lack of family to help them. I thought
they were the cutest little people on the face of the Earth. One day I caught Annie in the
bathroom with a flyswatter stirring the water in the toilet bowl. “Annie, what on earth are you
doing?” I asked. Well, I’m stirring up these brown beans before they burn.” The tone in her voice
gave me the sense that she also wanted to say, “What else would you think I’m doing?”Her
sweet hubby, John, just stood and stared at her like he hoped there would be cornbread to go
with the beans.Then there was Bertie who would whistle up and down the corridor while
scooting along in her wheelchair. She loved bananas and would stop every so often and ask
another client, “Hey, Buddy, got a banana on ya?” When Santa showed up at Christmas it was a
banana he pulled out of his toy bag for Bertie. She was the happiest client in the room.One other
lady was always singing and making up the songs as she rolled along in her wheelchair pushing
anyone who got in her way. “Dear Lord, please say to me that you are coming soon. And don’t
pay attention to me singing out of tune.” She would tell the little guy in front of her, “Move on,
brother. Move on. Time’s not standing still for anyone. And I need to get to the dinner room
before I die. I’d like to go with a full stomach.” And then she would laugh until her dentures nearly
fell into her lap.Then there was the little blind gentleman who would take all his clothes off and
wander into the hallway and sometimes into the room down the hall. Screaming started coming
from the lady who thought he was trying to get in bed with her. Her alarming sounds would fill the
east wing, “Help, there’s a naked man in my room! HELPPPP!!!” And she would start poking him
with her umbrella and then he would start screaming. Then the other women in that wing would
come out and holler, “Where’s a naked man?”One evening I was staying a little later than my
assigned shift time to visit with Mrs. Smith as long as possible. The nurse in charge told me she
was not doing too well and they didn’t expect her to make it through the night. When I got back to
work the next morning I hurried to her room. The door was closed. I opened it with caution to see
that all Mrs. Smith’s belongings were gone. I closed the door and headed down the hall. Jane
saw me and rolled out to greet me. “Becki, you mustn’t cry about Mrs. Smith. She’s not having to
worry about whether or not someone’s going to keep force-feeding her. She does not have to
worry about getting that cold or hot shower twice a week by someone’s who in a hurry.”I looked
at her and said, “But she’s gone. And what if she was alone when she died?”“Yes, she’s gone.
And it doesn’t matter anymore if she was alone or not. She’s not alone anymore. And you mustn’t



be sad for her. She’s just gone from her body. Her spirit is safe.”I turned the corner and sat down
in the mop closet. I pulled my knees up close to my chest and cried like a baby for five minutes. I
thought, “I don’t think I’m as sad for Mrs. Smith as I am for me.”CHAPTER 1MY INTRODUCTION
TO CAREGIVINGAnnie was only about four feet tall and had a husband about 4’2”, and they had
moved into the nursing home due to their forgetfulness and lack of family to help them. I thought
they were the cutest little people on the face of the Earth. One day I caught Annie in the
bathroom with a flyswatter stirring the water in the toilet bowl. “Annie, what on earth are you
doing?” I asked. Well, I’m stirring up these brown beans before they burn.” The tone in her voice
gave me the sense that she also wanted to say, “What else would you think I’m doing?”Her
sweet hubby, John, just stood and stared at her like he hoped there would be cornbread to go
with the beans.Then there was Bertie who would whistle up and down the corridor while
scooting along in her wheelchair. She loved bananas and would stop every so often and ask
another client, “Hey, Buddy, got a banana on ya?” When Santa showed up at Christmas it was a
banana he pulled out of his toy bag for Bertie. She was the happiest client in the room.One other
lady was always singing and making up the songs as she rolled along in her wheelchair pushing
anyone who got in her way. “Dear Lord, please say to me that you are coming soon. And don’t
pay attention to me singing out of tune.” She would tell the little guy in front of her, “Move on,
brother. Move on. Time’s not standing still for anyone. And I need to get to the dinner room
before I die. I’d like to go with a full stomach.” And then she would laugh until her dentures nearly
fell into her lap.Then there was the little blind gentleman who would take all his clothes off and
wander into the hallway and sometimes into the room down the hall. Screaming started coming
from the lady who thought he was trying to get in bed with her. Her alarming sounds would fill the
east wing, “Help, there’s a naked man in my room! HELPPPP!!!” And she would start poking him
with her umbrella and then he would start screaming. Then the other women in that wing would
come out and holler, “Where’s a naked man?”One evening I was staying a little later than my
assigned shift time to visit with Mrs. Smith as long as possible. The nurse in charge told me she
was not doing too well and they didn’t expect her to make it through the night. When I got back to
work the next morning I hurried to her room. The door was closed. I opened it with caution to see
that all Mrs. Smith’s belongings were gone. I closed the door and headed down the hall. Jane
saw me and rolled out to greet me. “Becki, you mustn’t cry about Mrs. Smith. She’s not having to
worry about whether or not someone’s going to keep force-feeding her. She does not have to
worry about getting that cold or hot shower twice a week by someone’s who in a hurry.”I looked
at her and said, “But she’s gone. And what if she was alone when she died?”“Yes, she’s gone.
And it doesn’t matter anymore if she was alone or not. She’s not alone anymore. And you mustn’t
be sad for her. She’s just gone from her body. Her spirit is safe.”I turned the corner and sat down
in the mop closet. I pulled my knees up close to my chest and cried like a baby for five minutes. I
thought, “I don’t think I’m as sad for Mrs. Smith as I am for me.”CHAPTER 2A SURPRISE
LESSON IN NURSING SCHOOLWhen I was in nursing school I was visiting a patient in the
psych ward in the veterans’ hospital. He was due to have surgery the next day for lung cancer.



They were going to remove as much of the tumor as they could. His other diagnosis was a
manic-depressive disorder. Today we call it bipolar disorder. He had long reddish hair that was
braided and hanging down his back with the curlier gray hairs along the side of his temples
poking out. They dared to look like they couldn’t be tamed into that braid, almost a Willie Nelson
look-alike. He was in his manic phase then, and I first met him racing up and down the hallway
stating as loud as he could, “Give the Lord all your money. Give the Lord all your praise. Bless his
Name. Give Oral Roberts some too. I’m going to Heaven tomorrow. Saints protect us. Bless the
Lord, oh my soul.”There were nine beds lined up in his ward where he slept. My job was to trim
his toenails before his surgery the next morning. I couldn’t believe it. I was scheduled to graduate
in the upcoming semester and I had to trim a guy’s toenails!! “What a waste of time,” I thought.
What would I learn from that?!I had him sit down in a high-backed chair—a feat in itself—and got
his warm, sudsy water all fixed up for him and the nail trimmers retrieved from the nurse in
charge (no one was allowed to have them in their bedside table drawer). Then he started singing
and shouting all over again: “Going to Heaven in the morning to see my Jesus. Yes, I am. Lord,
bless the little nurse cleaning my feet for my Heaven arrival.”One of the other nine roommates
entered the room. He was schizophrenic (I found out later) and peered around and looked at
both of us. My patient spoke up, “Hey, buddy, where you been? What you been doing? I’m
getting my feet and toenails all cleaned up by this little nurse lady.” Then out of the blue the guy
walks over to my patient and hits him right in the middle of his forehead with his fist!I scrambled
under the first available hospital bed. I started screaming and shouting myself this time. “Help!
Help! Somebody help me in this room!”Two orderlies come running in. They took a look at my
patient and the other fellow with his fists still all tight and they hauled him away.My supervisor/
instructor came into the room and looked under the bed where I was hiding. “Becki, you can
come out now.”My patient starting shouting and testifying, “God saved me. God sent this little
nurse lady in here to clean my toenails and she ended up saving my life by screaming for help!
God bless America. Give all your money to Oral Roberts. Give God all the glory. I’m going to
Heaven in the morning.”Back at the classroom in school, my teacher asked me, “Becki, did you
learn anything today?”“Yes, ma’am,” I nodded with embarrassment. Then when I got the courage
I asked her if I could go see my little fellow before his surgery in the morning. She agreed if I got
permission from the nurse in charge of his unit.So, with approval I got up extra early and went in
to see him before his scheduled surgery. He smiled at me and said, “Thank you for being there
for me, missy.” He was drugged with a little pre-med for surgery and was so much calmer.“Would
you like for me to pray with you before I go?” I humbly asked.“Yes, little lady, I would,” he
replied.When I came back after my classes that afternoon to check on him I couldn’t find what
room he was in. I went to his unit and asked his nurse in charge. She simply looked at me and
shook her head and then took me aside. “I’m sorry to tell you but he died in surgery.”Driving
home that evening I couldn’t help but think, “He wasn’t that delusional after all.”CHAPTER 2A
SURPRISE LESSON IN NURSING SCHOOLWhen I was in nursing school I was visiting a
patient in the psych ward in the veterans’ hospital. He was due to have surgery the next day for



lung cancer. They were going to remove as much of the tumor as they could. His other diagnosis
was a manic-depressive disorder. Today we call it bipolar disorder. He had long reddish hair that
was braided and hanging down his back with the curlier gray hairs along the side of his temples
poking out. They dared to look like they couldn’t be tamed into that braid, almost a Willie Nelson
look-alike. He was in his manic phase then, and I first met him racing up and down the hallway
stating as loud as he could, “Give the Lord all your money. Give the Lord all your praise. Bless his
Name. Give Oral Roberts some too. I’m going to Heaven tomorrow. Saints protect us. Bless the
Lord, oh my soul.”There were nine beds lined up in his ward where he slept. My job was to trim
his toenails before his surgery the next morning. I couldn’t believe it. I was scheduled to graduate
in the upcoming semester and I had to trim a guy’s toenails!! “What a waste of time,” I thought.
What would I learn from that?!I had him sit down in a high-backed chair—a feat in itself—and got
his warm, sudsy water all fixed up for him and the nail trimmers retrieved from the nurse in
charge (no one was allowed to have them in their bedside table drawer). Then he started singing
and shouting all over again: “Going to Heaven in the morning to see my Jesus. Yes, I am. Lord,
bless the little nurse cleaning my feet for my Heaven arrival.”One of the other nine roommates
entered the room. He was schizophrenic (I found out later) and peered around and looked at
both of us. My patient spoke up, “Hey, buddy, where you been? What you been doing? I’m
getting my feet and toenails all cleaned up by this little nurse lady.” Then out of the blue the guy
walks over to my patient and hits him right in the middle of his forehead with his fist!I scrambled
under the first available hospital bed. I started screaming and shouting myself this time. “Help!
Help! Somebody help me in this room!”Two orderlies come running in. They took a look at my
patient and the other fellow with his fists still all tight and they hauled him away.My supervisor/
instructor came into the room and looked under the bed where I was hiding. “Becki, you can
come out now.”My patient starting shouting and testifying, “God saved me. God sent this little
nurse lady in here to clean my toenails and she ended up saving my life by screaming for help!
God bless America. Give all your money to Oral Roberts. Give God all the glory. I’m going to
Heaven in the morning.”Back at the classroom in school, my teacher asked me, “Becki, did you
learn anything today?”“Yes, ma’am,” I nodded with embarrassment. Then when I got the courage
I asked her if I could go see my little fellow before his surgery in the morning. She agreed if I got
permission from the nurse in charge of his unit.So, with approval I got up extra early and went in
to see him before his scheduled surgery. He smiled at me and said, “Thank you for being there
for me, missy.” He was drugged with a little pre-med for surgery and was so much calmer.“Would
you like for me to pray with you before I go?” I humbly asked.“Yes, little lady, I would,” he
replied.When I came back after my classes that afternoon to check on him I couldn’t find what
room he was in. I went to his unit and asked his nurse in charge. She simply looked at me and
shook her head and then took me aside. “I’m sorry to tell you but he died in surgery.”Driving
home that evening I couldn’t help but think, “He wasn’t that delusional after all.”CHAPTER
3NEW NURSESeven years later I was able to go to nursing school, and the first job I had was on
the oncology floor at a large hospital. I had the same feeling that came over me when I first went



to work at the nursing home. I was so glad to be there every day, and I was always so very tired
when I went home. The education for me was all that filled the hours in between! At first I
couldn’t believe they were paying me! That wore off.Mr. Smith was in a room in the pod of five
rooms where I was working that night. And there were five really sick patients to be seen.
Someone needed packed red blood cells, another patient needed chemotherapy after we had
provided instructions to him about the drugs and their side effects, and yet another patient
needed IV antibiotic for an infection due to the low white blood cell counts from the chemo he
had received a week or so before. And then there was this fellow in Room 9705. He was
hunkered down deep into his blankets and chilling and shaking like his bed had grown legs and
was leaving and taking him with it. I peeked just under the covers and whispered his name, “Mr.
Smith? Are you doing okay under all these blankets? I need to check your temperature and see
if you are ready for some more Tylenol.”He peeked out and said, “Nurse Lady, would you please
bring me another blanket with that fever medicine? Don’t matter if my fever is up or down at this
moment. What I need is relief. I feel likes my skin is going to crawl off me.”I got his meds, headed
back to his room, and saw him out of the bed, now on his knees praying like there was no
tomorrow. “My Lord Jesus, my Sweet Savior, hear me now, I pray. I know you know me by name.
I know you know my situation down here, and I’m asking, dear Lord, for you to please help these
doctors and nurses know how best to help me. I ask, Lord, too, please help these poor folk who
are in this hospital to have what they needs, too, as I can hear them troubled families crying on
their way to the elevator, and I can feel in my soul the anxious hearts that are trying to help their
loved ones in these here beds. Sweet, sweet Lord, we trust you with all this here suffering as we
don’t know how else to handle it. You be knowing best for us and the timing. Just give us the
strength to hang on as long as we’re suppose to and help us not to be afraid of the time when we
needs to lay down our worn out bodies and come on home to you.”Then I helped him crawl back
up into his bed, covered him, raised the head of his bed, gave him the meds he needed, and
leaned in close. I kissed his feverish brow and said, “Mr. Smith, I’m sure the Lord heard your
earnest prayer. I know you know him on a first-name basis. We will do all we can here to make
you comfortable, and we too will pray for God to do the rest. You rest and sleep and keep on
trusting.” I can still see that sweet gentle man praying for others.Within the hour he started
having seizures that seemed to go on forever. His doctor stood on one side of the bed and I was
on the other side, with the aide beside me touching me on the arm to comfort me as the tears
ran down my face. We had given him the anti-seizure meds in his IV and waited. He stopped
having the awful seizures. He smiled and then he stopped breathing. Honoring his request not to
bring him back to life, we just stayed with him and I patted him like he might still be aware. “Go in
peace, Brother Smith.”The supervisor, knowing I was still learning, helped me with the rest of the
patients that evening. Then she took me aside to ask me if I was okay. I told her yes, but that I
was sad.“Sad? For him?” she questioned.“Yes, well, and sad for me,” was all I could get out.She
nodded.I went home one evening after an especially long shift and was about to tell my dear
husband about how I had been challenged one way and another, learning how to balance out all



this suffering I saw with the occasional good news that someone got to go home not needing
any more chemo. He stopped me, “Please don’t tell me any more stories. Could you just write
them down? Maybe that would help you.” Bless him.I crawled into the shower and let the warm
water hit me in the face and then sat on the shower floor. I cried and cried and asked God to
please give me strength to be able to help those patients and their families and not make my
family crazy in the process. Then I dried off and got out the ink pen and paper.That’s how my
career in writing began.CHAPTER 3NEW NURSESeven years later I was able to go to nursing
school, and the first job I had was on the oncology floor at a large hospital. I had the same
feeling that came over me when I first went to work at the nursing home. I was so glad to be there
every day, and I was always so very tired when I went home. The education for me was all that
filled the hours in between! At first I couldn’t believe they were paying me! That wore off.Mr.
Smith was in a room in the pod of five rooms where I was working that night. And there were five
really sick patients to be seen. Someone needed packed red blood cells, another patient
needed chemotherapy after we had provided instructions to him about the drugs and their side
effects, and yet another patient needed IV antibiotic for an infection due to the low white blood
cell counts from the chemo he had received a week or so before. And then there was this fellow
in Room 9705. He was hunkered down deep into his blankets and chilling and shaking like his
bed had grown legs and was leaving and taking him with it. I peeked just under the covers and
whispered his name, “Mr. Smith? Are you doing okay under all these blankets? I need to check
your temperature and see if you are ready for some more Tylenol.”He peeked out and said,
“Nurse Lady, would you please bring me another blanket with that fever medicine? Don’t matter
if my fever is up or down at this moment. What I need is relief. I feel likes my skin is going to crawl
off me.”I got his meds, headed back to his room, and saw him out of the bed, now on his knees
praying like there was no tomorrow. “My Lord Jesus, my Sweet Savior, hear me now, I pray. I
know you know me by name. I know you know my situation down here, and I’m asking, dear
Lord, for you to please help these doctors and nurses know how best to help me. I ask, Lord, too,
please help these poor folk who are in this hospital to have what they needs, too, as I can hear
them troubled families crying on their way to the elevator, and I can feel in my soul the anxious
hearts that are trying to help their loved ones in these here beds. Sweet, sweet Lord, we trust
you with all this here suffering as we don’t know how else to handle it. You be knowing best for
us and the timing. Just give us the strength to hang on as long as we’re suppose to and help us
not to be afraid of the time when we needs to lay down our worn out bodies and come on home
to you.”Then I helped him crawl back up into his bed, covered him, raised the head of his bed,
gave him the meds he needed, and leaned in close. I kissed his feverish brow and said, “Mr.
Smith, I’m sure the Lord heard your earnest prayer. I know you know him on a first-name basis.
We will do all we can here to make you comfortable, and we too will pray for God to do the rest.
You rest and sleep and keep on trusting.” I can still see that sweet gentle man praying for
others.Within the hour he started having seizures that seemed to go on forever. His doctor stood
on one side of the bed and I was on the other side, with the aide beside me touching me on the



arm to comfort me as the tears ran down my face. We had given him the anti-seizure meds in his
IV and waited. He stopped having the awful seizures. He smiled and then he stopped breathing.
Honoring his request not to bring him back to life, we just stayed with him and I patted him like
he might still be aware. “Go in peace, Brother Smith.”The supervisor, knowing I was still learning,
helped me with the rest of the patients that evening. Then she took me aside to ask me if I was
okay. I told her yes, but that I was sad.“Sad? For him?” she questioned.“Yes, well, and sad for
me,” was all I could get out.She nodded.I went home one evening after an especially long shift
and was about to tell my dear husband about how I had been challenged one way and another,
learning how to balance out all this suffering I saw with the occasional good news that someone
got to go home not needing any more chemo. He stopped me, “Please don’t tell me any more
stories. Could you just write them down? Maybe that would help you.” Bless him.I crawled into
the shower and let the warm water hit me in the face and then sat on the shower floor. I cried and
cried and asked God to please give me strength to be able to help those patients and their
families and not make my family crazy in the process. Then I dried off and got out the ink pen
and paper.That’s how my career in writing began.CHAPTER 4TELL ME EVERYTHINGLisa
wasn’t much older than me when she was diagnosed with cancer just days before her admission
to our unit. Her doctor asked me to bring in the info sheets for her chemo that we would begin
that evening. I went to the med room to gather my supplies: chemo gown, chemo gloves, and the
syringes with the meds to help limit the nausea and to help keep her calm. Plus, there was the
chemotherapy itself.I went in to check on her and found her eight-year-old son piled up in bed
with her. She held him tightly. Her parents were on the visiting couch with them watching and
holding one another. They were too frightened to speak and also very respectful of the way she
would talk frankly to her son. They were not trying to tell her how to do any of it. They just were
trying to be there for her.“It’s okay, baby,” she told him as she stroked his shiny brown hair. “I feel
better since I cried. And we’re going to fight this and be strong while we are fighting!
Right?!”“Yes, Mama. We will be strong for you.”Then he went back to his grandparents and
asked them if they would take him to get a Dr. Pepper. The three of them left as I began putting
the IV supplies on the bedside table.She didn’t waste time pulling herself up in bed, announcing,
“Becki, I want you to tell me everything about these drugs—all the good they are going to do and
all the side effects I can expect. I always want the truth from you. Do you understand me?” she
said with a smile.“Yes. And I agree to do that,” I replied. I loved being the nurse. I hated the
chemo. My wise supervisor told me later when I told her about my feelings that it wasn’t
abnormal to feel that way. I was glad to hear it. The only other opening for a job was in obstetrics
and I never did too well with those dear women and all that screaming.And so we began.I drove
home that evening thinking, “Is there an okay age to have to go through this?” No. I don’t care if
the patients are sixteen or 106. If they get the news that they need chemo and radiation, it’s still
hard news to take at first. I think it was that she was close to my age that got me. She never did
say she was quitting or giving up the fight when the doctors told her the chemo wasn’t working.
She went on to another state for a bone marrow transplant and did fair for a while. Again her son



and her parents totally supported her. But the bone marrow transplant failed. She decided to
come home to be near family and friends during her last days. She died with grace and dignity
and gratitude after all she had been through. I wasn’t doing too well with the news.One of the
more experienced nurses sat down with me in the nurses’ lounge and said quietly, “You need to
understand something. We save some and we lose some, and we do the best we can following
the doctors’ orders and the patients’ wishes. Just because they die sometimes doesn’t mean it
was anything you or I did wrong. The cancer killed them. I know you’re young, and that may be
hard to hear at your age. But, Sugar, we don’t live forever, and no one ever got a written note
from God that everyone’s supposed to live to be eighty years or more. That’s what is so hard for
many people, when they think that they’re being cheated out of their right to more days and
years and anniversaries and birthdays and graduations. It just isn’t so, my dear. Our most
important day is today, this day. We have to live and enjoy where we are, knowing that it’s all very
precious and very fragile, and there’s no guarantee that there’s tomorrow. So you need to go
home tonight and kiss your family before you go to bed and bless the good Lord when your feet
hit the floor in the morning when you get up. If you wake to a new day, then don’t waste it. You
need to honor the footprints you are making while you are here.”I heard her and did understand,
somewhat, what she was trying to tell me, but it took many more years and many more patients
before I fully came to grips with anyone’s death.CHAPTER 4TELL ME EVERYTHINGLisa wasn’t
much older than me when she was diagnosed with cancer just days before her admission to our
unit. Her doctor asked me to bring in the info sheets for her chemo that we would begin that
evening. I went to the med room to gather my supplies: chemo gown, chemo gloves, and the
syringes with the meds to help limit the nausea and to help keep her calm. Plus, there was the
chemotherapy itself.I went in to check on her and found her eight-year-old son piled up in bed
with her. She held him tightly. Her parents were on the visiting couch with them watching and
holding one another. They were too frightened to speak and also very respectful of the way she
would talk frankly to her son. They were not trying to tell her how to do any of it. They just were
trying to be there for her.“It’s okay, baby,” she told him as she stroked his shiny brown hair. “I feel
better since I cried. And we’re going to fight this and be strong while we are fighting!
Right?!”“Yes, Mama. We will be strong for you.”Then he went back to his grandparents and
asked them if they would take him to get a Dr. Pepper. The three of them left as I began putting
the IV supplies on the bedside table.She didn’t waste time pulling herself up in bed, announcing,
“Becki, I want you to tell me everything about these drugs—all the good they are going to do and
all the side effects I can expect. I always want the truth from you. Do you understand me?” she
said with a smile.“Yes. And I agree to do that,” I replied. I loved being the nurse. I hated the
chemo. My wise supervisor told me later when I told her about my feelings that it wasn’t
abnormal to feel that way. I was glad to hear it. The only other opening for a job was in obstetrics
and I never did too well with those dear women and all that screaming.And so we began.I drove
home that evening thinking, “Is there an okay age to have to go through this?” No. I don’t care if
the patients are sixteen or 106. If they get the news that they need chemo and radiation, it’s still



hard news to take at first. I think it was that she was close to my age that got me. She never did
say she was quitting or giving up the fight when the doctors told her the chemo wasn’t working.
She went on to another state for a bone marrow transplant and did fair for a while. Again her son
and her parents totally supported her. But the bone marrow transplant failed. She decided to
come home to be near family and friends during her last days. She died with grace and dignity
and gratitude after all she had been through. I wasn’t doing too well with the news.One of the
more experienced nurses sat down with me in the nurses’ lounge and said quietly, “You need to
understand something. We save some and we lose some, and we do the best we can following
the doctors’ orders and the patients’ wishes. Just because they die sometimes doesn’t mean it
was anything you or I did wrong. The cancer killed them. I know you’re young, and that may be
hard to hear at your age. But, Sugar, we don’t live forever, and no one ever got a written note
from God that everyone’s supposed to live to be eighty years or more. That’s what is so hard for
many people, when they think that they’re being cheated out of their right to more days and
years and anniversaries and birthdays and graduations. It just isn’t so, my dear. Our most
important day is today, this day. We have to live and enjoy where we are, knowing that it’s all very
precious and very fragile, and there’s no guarantee that there’s tomorrow. So you need to go
home tonight and kiss your family before you go to bed and bless the good Lord when your feet
hit the floor in the morning when you get up. If you wake to a new day, then don’t waste it. You
need to honor the footprints you are making while you are here.”I heard her and did understand,
somewhat, what she was trying to tell me, but it took many more years and many more patients
before I fully came to grips with anyone’s death.CHAPTER 5GOD’S SHOULDERSI was working
on an oncology floor in the mid ’80s, and I had a patient who was not doing well. There were
benches in the pod that lined the walls, placed for family members to come out and sometimes
rest or just regroup. One of the patient’s wives was sitting there listening one day to the noise
coming from one of the rooms, the room where one patient of mine was taking a turn for the
worse. His brother was ranting and raving with all his angst and his frustration. “Why aren’t they
doing something else?” Why isn’t this medication working? Why is God letting him die?” The
young man’s mother spoke, “Son, don’t question God. We aren’t supposed to do that.”The lady
on the bench saw me come out of the room with my own angst. She motioned for me to come to
the visitors’ lounge. She carried such a peace with her wherever she was. It wasn’t a chore to
follow her. She said, “Sit down with me a minute. I want to tell you something. I heard that young
man’s questioning God about his brother and his mother telling him not to do that. We all need to
know that God doesn’t care if we question Him. God knows our hearts are full of questions and
pain and fear. God’s shoulders are big enough to take all we direct His way. Now, rest assured,
I’m not going to go in there and try to line that dear family out, but I will pray for their peace to
come in the midst of their painful time.”“But what about me? Should I stay silent, too? I feel so
sorry for them, and I can’t do any more than I’m doing. The cancer isn’t responding to the
chemo,” I said, wringing my hands and running them through my hair.“Becki, darlin’, I see your
pain and concern as you go in and out of these doors. You must stop trying to be God,



sweetheart. God knows His business. Your job is to do exactly what you are doing. You are here
to give the medications the physician orders, educate about the chemo and radiation and their
side effects, give pain medicine as the doctor dictates, help with the nutritional needs, let the
respiratory therapy folk know when they are to get up here, call the chaplain if needed. But then
you walk away and lay it down and go home to your family and your time.“If you go on trying to
carry all this in your heart, you’re going to lose your love of nursing and helping. You do what you
can, and then you trust God with the rest.“Look out that window there. We are twelve stories up.
See all those people driving down that busy street? Each one of them are having troubles all
their own, whether their husband done up and left them, or the bank is calling about a late
payment on their house, or their job is looking like it might end pretty soon. All of us, child, are
learning our lessons. This is Earth School. We are here to learn and to love. The sooner you
know this without a doubt and put it to practice, the sooner you going to breathe easier every day
you step off that elevator to clock in to go back to work here.“Now, go on back out there. I’ve
done gone to preachin’. I pray for you every day, and I won’t stop.”I wasn’t old enough or smart
enough to really hear what she said then. But I hear her now, and I’m listening better.CHAPTER
5GOD’S SHOULDERSI was working on an oncology floor in the mid ’80s, and I had a patient
who was not doing well. There were benches in the pod that lined the walls, placed for family
members to come out and sometimes rest or just regroup. One of the patient’s wives was sitting
there listening one day to the noise coming from one of the rooms, the room where one patient
of mine was taking a turn for the worse. His brother was ranting and raving with all his angst and
his frustration. “Why aren’t they doing something else?” Why isn’t this medication working? Why
is God letting him die?” The young man’s mother spoke, “Son, don’t question God. We aren’t
supposed to do that.”The lady on the bench saw me come out of the room with my own angst.
She motioned for me to come to the visitors’ lounge. She carried such a peace with her
wherever she was. It wasn’t a chore to follow her. She said, “Sit down with me a minute. I want to
tell you something. I heard that young man’s questioning God about his brother and his mother
telling him not to do that. We all need to know that God doesn’t care if we question Him. God
knows our hearts are full of questions and pain and fear. God’s shoulders are big enough to take
all we direct His way. Now, rest assured, I’m not going to go in there and try to line that dear
family out, but I will pray for their peace to come in the midst of their painful time.”“But what about
me? Should I stay silent, too? I feel so sorry for them, and I can’t do any more than I’m doing.
The cancer isn’t responding to the chemo,” I said, wringing my hands and running them through
my hair.“Becki, darlin’, I see your pain and concern as you go in and out of these doors. You
must stop trying to be God, sweetheart. God knows His business. Your job is to do exactly what
you are doing. You are here to give the medications the physician orders, educate about the
chemo and radiation and their side effects, give pain medicine as the doctor dictates, help with
the nutritional needs, let the respiratory therapy folk know when they are to get up here, call the
chaplain if needed. But then you walk away and lay it down and go home to your family and your
time.“If you go on trying to carry all this in your heart, you’re going to lose your love of nursing



and helping. You do what you can, and then you trust God with the rest.“Look out that window
there. We are twelve stories up. See all those people driving down that busy street? Each one of
them are having troubles all their own, whether their husband done up and left them, or the bank
is calling about a late payment on their house, or their job is looking like it might end pretty soon.
All of us, child, are learning our lessons. This is Earth School. We are here to learn and to love.
The sooner you know this without a doubt and put it to practice, the sooner you going to breathe
easier every day you step off that elevator to clock in to go back to work here.“Now, go on back
out there. I’ve done gone to preachin’. I pray for you every day, and I won’t stop.”I wasn’t old
enough or smart enough to really hear what she said then. But I hear her now, and I’m listening
better.CHAPTER 6I SEE YOUI went to see a movie with my family a couple of years ago. It was
Avatar, and these people in the movie were able to look at each other and see each other
emotionally as well as physically. So when one would look at another they might say, “I see you.”
And they would REALLY mean it.I was working the late shift—evening shift, that is—at the time,
and I was giving IV pain medication to one of my patients, Mr. Jones. He was a nice minister with
a nasty cancer. Most of the time he was quiet and didn’t say much. I sat down on the foot stool
next to his bed to slowly push the medication into his tubing so as not to cause any unwanted
side effects if it went into his vein too fast. I had turned my head downward to peek at the urine
output in his catheter bag and sighed without realizing it.“I see you, and I hear you,” he
whispered.I jumped and was startled. “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to disturb you, Mr. Jones.”I
was horrified that I must have sounded so unprofessional.“You are human. You are tired, and I
sense an even deeper level to that sigh. You are dealing with something that is in your heart and
not just in your fatigue.”“Mmm, you are right.” I hesitated.“Me, too,” he continued.“Really?”“I
thought I had enough faith to whip this cancer. I thought that if I just believed in the power of
Jesus’ healing touch that I’d be home now celebrating. I’ve been rethinking this. Don’t
misunderstand me. I believe Jesus can heal anyone, anywhere, anytime. But I’m also just
beginning to know that my God loves me just the same if he cures me or if he doesn’t cure me. I
may live until I’m 110, but if I die soon, either way, I’m heading to my eternal home.“I’ve been
clinging to this belief system of having it just one way in my head. If you believe enough, if your
faith is big enough, you can know a total healing. But in my mind, my faith couldn’t be any
stronger. And to think that for years I’ve thought that those who died preaching about their faith in
being healed just didn’t have the right faith or enough faith. Well, it makes me so sad. I don’t
know what you are dealing with tonight. I do want you to know God loves you. And he cares
about what’s in your heart. I want to encourage you to trust that no matter what happens. And I
want you to pray for me as you walk these halls, as well as for all of us, that we too can trust our
God and His will with our lives.“If I go home, I plan to write a brand new sermon. I think I’ll title it
‘Rest Assured.’”I didn’t worry about my unprofessional sighing that evening anymore. That dear
man, who had so much going on in his head and his body and his heart, heard me and blessed
me with his wise words. I’m still working on that sermon in my own head.It reminded me that I
can never judge another’s faith or lack of faith. There’s healing beyond what we can see with our



human eyes.CHAPTER 6I SEE YOUI went to see a movie with my family a couple of years ago.
It was Avatar, and these people in the movie were able to look at each other and see each other
emotionally as well as physically. So when one would look at another they might say, “I see you.”
And they would REALLY mean it.I was working the late shift—evening shift, that is—at the time,
and I was giving IV pain medication to one of my patients, Mr. Jones. He was a nice minister with
a nasty cancer. Most of the time he was quiet and didn’t say much. I sat down on the foot stool
next to his bed to slowly push the medication into his tubing so as not to cause any unwanted
side effects if it went into his vein too fast. I had turned my head downward to peek at the urine
output in his catheter bag and sighed without realizing it.“I see you, and I hear you,” he
whispered.I jumped and was startled. “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to disturb you, Mr. Jones.”I
was horrified that I must have sounded so unprofessional.“You are human. You are tired, and I
sense an even deeper level to that sigh. You are dealing with something that is in your heart and
not just in your fatigue.”“Mmm, you are right.” I hesitated.“Me, too,” he continued.“Really?”“I
thought I had enough faith to whip this cancer. I thought that if I just believed in the power of
Jesus’ healing touch that I’d be home now celebrating. I’ve been rethinking this. Don’t
misunderstand me. I believe Jesus can heal anyone, anywhere, anytime. But I’m also just
beginning to know that my God loves me just the same if he cures me or if he doesn’t cure me. I
may live until I’m 110, but if I die soon, either way, I’m heading to my eternal home.“I’ve been
clinging to this belief system of having it just one way in my head. If you believe enough, if your
faith is big enough, you can know a total healing. But in my mind, my faith couldn’t be any
stronger. And to think that for years I’ve thought that those who died preaching about their faith in
being healed just didn’t have the right faith or enough faith. Well, it makes me so sad. I don’t
know what you are dealing with tonight. I do want you to know God loves you. And he cares
about what’s in your heart. I want to encourage you to trust that no matter what happens. And I
want you to pray for me as you walk these halls, as well as for all of us, that we too can trust our
God and His will with our lives.“If I go home, I plan to write a brand new sermon. I think I’ll title it
‘Rest Assured.’”I didn’t worry about my unprofessional sighing that evening anymore. That dear
man, who had so much going on in his head and his body and his heart, heard me and blessed
me with his wise words. I’m still working on that sermon in my own head.It reminded me that I
can never judge another’s faith or lack of faith. There’s healing beyond what we can see with our
human eyes.CHAPTER 7IT’S NOT YOUR FAULTIn the very early part of my oncology nursing
days, I was caring for Eli, a young man in his twenties. He had a rare blood disease that his
oncologist was trying to eliminate with aggressive chemo. He was movie star beautiful for now,
thick black shiny hair, and a movie star beautiful wife who loved him beyond measure. Often I
had to coax her out of his bed to do a dressing change to a deep wound near his spine. We had
to pack it with sterile iodine-soaked ribbons of gauze and cover it with sterile pads and then tape
it.They went to a church that taught about believing enough to claim healing and not letting
anyone say a negative word that might mess up the claim. Two men from their church “stood
guard” outside his room. My patient said they were there to help keep negative people or



thoughts away from him so he could build up his faith. One of the seasoned nurses wanted to
drag them out to the elevator and pitch them in it or worse. The supervisor told her to ignore
them. Boy, were they lucky!One evening I found him in his bathroom on the cold floor praying his
heart out, pleading with God “for the faith required.” I gently tapped his shoulder and said, “Eli,
you need to get back in bed. I promise you, God hears you just as good in your bed. Your blood
counts are so low and we need to protect you from any infection. I don’t know if this floor is
sterile.”I got him back in bed, and he took my hand. “Please pray for me to get well. My wife and I
want me to go home and we want to do God’s work and we want to have enough faith in that.”All
I could eke out was, “Please, God, be with Eli and Mary.” My pager went off and I nearly ran out
of that room knocking one of the soldier boys off his post.I was thinking about them a couple of
evenings later as I was driving to work. The notion of “having enough faith” was a big topic. When
I arrived one of the nurses told me that Eli had left the hospital “AMA,” against medical advice,
the day before. He said they were going to Florida. He said it was showing he had the faith
required by leaving the hospital and declaring this healing was taking place. I sat dumbfounded
for a few minutes trying to take it all in and grasp the enormity of what had just taken place. The
seasoned nurse left the room cursing a blue streak.One evening, about a month later, I was
writing in a patient’s chart and Mary showed up. She was alone. Eli had died within two weeks of
arriving in Florida. She felt like it was her fault because her faith wasn’t strong enough. Down the
hall the seasoned nurse stomped away from us. One of the other nurses grabbed Mary and
pulled her into the nurse’s report room and said, “Listen, sweetie, you didn’t kill your husband.
The cancer killed him. And whether you stayed or you left probably in this case didn’t make a
whole lot of difference. He wanted to go. You wanted to be with him. You did not cause his
death.”Mary looked unimpressed, like she had heard those words before but couldn’t absorb
them. We loved on her, encouraged counseling, and waved her good-byes as she walked away.I
hope she was able to find new faith.CHAPTER 7IT’S NOT YOUR FAULTIn the very early part of
my oncology nursing days, I was caring for Eli, a young man in his twenties. He had a rare blood
disease that his oncologist was trying to eliminate with aggressive chemo. He was movie star
beautiful for now, thick black shiny hair, and a movie star beautiful wife who loved him beyond
measure. Often I had to coax her out of his bed to do a dressing change to a deep wound near
his spine. We had to pack it with sterile iodine-soaked ribbons of gauze and cover it with sterile
pads and then tape it.They went to a church that taught about believing enough to claim healing
and not letting anyone say a negative word that might mess up the claim. Two men from their
church “stood guard” outside his room. My patient said they were there to help keep negative
people or thoughts away from him so he could build up his faith. One of the seasoned nurses
wanted to drag them out to the elevator and pitch them in it or worse. The supervisor told her to
ignore them. Boy, were they lucky!One evening I found him in his bathroom on the cold floor
praying his heart out, pleading with God “for the faith required.” I gently tapped his shoulder and
said, “Eli, you need to get back in bed. I promise you, God hears you just as good in your bed.
Your blood counts are so low and we need to protect you from any infection. I don’t know if this



floor is sterile.”I got him back in bed, and he took my hand. “Please pray for me to get well. My
wife and I want me to go home and we want to do God’s work and we want to have enough faith
in that.”All I could eke out was, “Please, God, be with Eli and Mary.” My pager went off and I
nearly ran out of that room knocking one of the soldier boys off his post.I was thinking about
them a couple of evenings later as I was driving to work. The notion of “having enough faith” was
a big topic. When I arrived one of the nurses told me that Eli had left the hospital “AMA,” against
medical advice, the day before. He said they were going to Florida. He said it was showing he
had the faith required by leaving the hospital and declaring this healing was taking place. I sat
dumbfounded for a few minutes trying to take it all in and grasp the enormity of what had just
taken place. The seasoned nurse left the room cursing a blue streak.One evening, about a
month later, I was writing in a patient’s chart and Mary showed up. She was alone. Eli had died
within two weeks of arriving in Florida. She felt like it was her fault because her faith wasn’t
strong enough. Down the hall the seasoned nurse stomped away from us. One of the other
nurses grabbed Mary and pulled her into the nurse’s report room and said, “Listen, sweetie, you
didn’t kill your husband. The cancer killed him. And whether you stayed or you left probably in
this case didn’t make a whole lot of difference. He wanted to go. You wanted to be with him. You
did not cause his death.”Mary looked unimpressed, like she had heard those words before but
couldn’t absorb them. We loved on her, encouraged counseling, and waved her good-byes as
she walked away.I hope she was able to find new faith.CHAPTER 8ONE BRAVE SOLDIERMr.
Brown didn’t really fit on his bed even though we had gotten the extra-long one up there before
he was admitted. My supervisor warned me to not take anything that he said too personally. She
said he was an old veteran who cursed and swore and liked young nurses.His doctor allowed
him to smoke a cigar with supervision for about five minutes every day. He was dying. And,
besides, he tended to chew on his cigars more than he actually smoked them.When I went to
make my introduction and do my assessment of him he whistled and roared in his gruff, gravel,
big ole’ voice, “Well, hello, Sunshine! Where have you been all my life?”I would normally have
been entertained but couldn’t help but notice the blood on his sheet. He was oozing blood slowly
from all over his body. You never forget that smell.I excused myself and went back to get the
dressing cart and returned to redress all these bleeding sites. His skin was thin and black and
blue and red and purple with the appearance of his insides trying to escape through his skin. I
had never seen anything of the sort before—and haven’t since.“Just wrap me up some more,
Cupcake. It’ll be fine. And, when you get through seeing your other patients come back in here,
we’ll share that stogie in my bedside table drawer. Doctor gave me permission, so don’t get all
holy and tell me I can’t have it. Besides, I want to look at you some more and tell you war stories.”
And then he roared a laugh and smiled from ear to ear, hollering as I exited the room, “What do
you have to say about that?“I even bet we could get a snort of whiskey—or how about Scotch?
Yeah, that’s what we need. Call up that nutrition lady who always wants me to be drinking more
fluids and tell her I want some smoky Scotch! Oh, that’ll get her goat!!”I lost it. I couldn’t help but
smile as I was pointing my finger at him.“No Scotch tonight. We’ll fix you up with a chew on your



cigar just because your doctor said so, but he didn’t say a thing about Scotch!” I tried to say with
a controlled voice as I backed out the door.“Leave that door open a crack. I’m not wanting to be
by myself in here without being able to see an escape in case I need one,” he firmly stated.I
wasn’t able to leave him alone too much that evening with all his bleeding. I needed to reapply
the dressings frequently and give him another two units of packed red blood cells.His doctor
decided that the blood transfusions weren’t really helping him all that much, so he talked to him.
“Sure, Doc. You know your stuff. We know how it is. You’ve done all you can. You’re a good
soldier, Doc. I’m ready to meet this enemy head-on.”Some of the employees thought the doctor
was out of line by giving that patient a chew on his cigar. I even heard that someone snuck him in
some Scotch one evening. These days it would never happen—okay, well, maybe. But, at that
time, for that patient, I was tickled that he got his wishes.CHAPTER 8ONE BRAVE SOLDIERMr.
Brown didn’t really fit on his bed even though we had gotten the extra-long one up there before
he was admitted. My supervisor warned me to not take anything that he said too personally. She
said he was an old veteran who cursed and swore and liked young nurses.His doctor allowed
him to smoke a cigar with supervision for about five minutes every day. He was dying. And,
besides, he tended to chew on his cigars more than he actually smoked them.When I went to
make my introduction and do my assessment of him he whistled and roared in his gruff, gravel,
big ole’ voice, “Well, hello, Sunshine! Where have you been all my life?”I would normally have
been entertained but couldn’t help but notice the blood on his sheet. He was oozing blood slowly
from all over his body. You never forget that smell.I excused myself and went back to get the
dressing cart and returned to redress all these bleeding sites. His skin was thin and black and
blue and red and purple with the appearance of his insides trying to escape through his skin. I
had never seen anything of the sort before—and haven’t since.“Just wrap me up some more,
Cupcake. It’ll be fine. And, when you get through seeing your other patients come back in here,
we’ll share that stogie in my bedside table drawer. Doctor gave me permission, so don’t get all
holy and tell me I can’t have it. Besides, I want to look at you some more and tell you war stories.”
And then he roared a laugh and smiled from ear to ear, hollering as I exited the room, “What do
you have to say about that?“I even bet we could get a snort of whiskey—or how about Scotch?
Yeah, that’s what we need. Call up that nutrition lady who always wants me to be drinking more
fluids and tell her I want some smoky Scotch! Oh, that’ll get her goat!!”I lost it. I couldn’t help but
smile as I was pointing my finger at him.“No Scotch tonight. We’ll fix you up with a chew on your
cigar just because your doctor said so, but he didn’t say a thing about Scotch!” I tried to say with
a controlled voice as I backed out the door.“Leave that door open a crack. I’m not wanting to be
by myself in here without being able to see an escape in case I need one,” he firmly stated.I
wasn’t able to leave him alone too much that evening with all his bleeding. I needed to reapply
the dressings frequently and give him another two units of packed red blood cells.His doctor
decided that the blood transfusions weren’t really helping him all that much, so he talked to him.
“Sure, Doc. You know your stuff. We know how it is. You’ve done all you can. You’re a good
soldier, Doc. I’m ready to meet this enemy head-on.”Some of the employees thought the doctor



was out of line by giving that patient a chew on his cigar. I even heard that someone snuck him in
some Scotch one evening. These days it would never happen—okay, well, maybe. But, at that
time, for that patient, I was tickled that he got his wishes.CHAPTER 9THE POWER OF TOUCHI
was working in a smaller big city hospital in the outpatient oncology department. We had been
giving Jim chemo for a big cancer in his brain. He made me smile every time he got off that
elevator with his wife. He was over six feet tall and weighed over 250 pounds (in the beginning),
and his face was a rosy color with a huge smile. He always wore bib overalls, a plaid short-
sleeved cotton shirt, and big lace-up boots. Jim’s wife, Betty, followed him with pride and said
less than he did.“Good morning, girls! Who wants to draw my blood today?” he beamed like it
was an honor.“I will! It’s my turn. Come over here and sit in this recliner and we’ll get started,” I
said eagerly.The great thing was how large and giving his veins were. The scary thing was that
after I got the blood in the tube, white matter rose to the top of the blood. I had never seen that
before meeting him. The other nurse working there, who had been my mentor when I first
starting my career, told me that it was fat in his blood. She said, “Becki, we aren’t worrying about
that at this point. We’re just trying to slow down his tumor’s growth. He knows, but he still stays
positive and cheerful.”CHAPTER 9THE POWER OF TOUCHI was working in a smaller big city
hospital in the outpatient oncology department. We had been giving Jim chemo for a big cancer
in his brain. He made me smile every time he got off that elevator with his wife. He was over six
feet tall and weighed over 250 pounds (in the beginning), and his face was a rosy color with a
huge smile. He always wore bib overalls, a plaid short-sleeved cotton shirt, and big lace-up
boots. Jim’s wife, Betty, followed him with pride and said less than he did.“Good morning, girls!
Who wants to draw my blood today?” he beamed like it was an honor.“I will! It’s my turn. Come
over here and sit in this recliner and we’ll get started,” I said eagerly.The great thing was how
large and giving his veins were. The scary thing was that after I got the blood in the tube, white
matter rose to the top of the blood. I had never seen that before meeting him. The other nurse
working there, who had been my mentor when I first starting my career, told me that it was fat in
his blood. She said, “Becki, we aren’t worrying about that at this point. We’re just trying to slow
down his tumor’s growth. He knows, but he still stays positive and cheerful.”
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Tom Wilson, “Excellent book, I highly suggest it to everyone.. The book looked good, I got it and
it was better than good. I stayed up way too late a couple nights in a row because I couldn't put it
down. I even thought about the book during the work day looking forward to reading more in my
nightly reading time. The only disappointment I had was that I finished reading it, I want more. I
think and hope that the author is writing another book. I will be waiting impatiently.The book is full
of short stories of different cases that Hospice nurse Becki Hawkins has dealt with over the
years. She put many of her and her patients experiences into this book. This book teaches that
we are not so different after all. The book focuses on the biggest thing that we all have to face,
death. While it is sad in a way, it is also very uplifting. It shows that what we often consider
"problems" are not really "problems" at all. If you or your loved ones are not terminally ill, you
really don't have any problems.The book teaches that death is not as bad as we think, only the
things that lead to death are bad. Death is a release from the pain and suffering experienced
here on Earth. The grief and sadness stays on the Earth, the deceased is freed from it. Many of
the experiences in this book strongly suggest that we do go on after death. It suggests that we
will have friends and loved ones on the other side to help us with our transition to the other
side.The book does not push any certain religious beliefs, it primarily deals with death and what
occurs. The book should be read by anyone that will ever have to deal with death and that is
everyone of us. I highly regard Mrs. Hawkins as an angel in the flesh for the work she has done
here on this Earth. I both beg and encourage you to get her book, support her and support
people like her and gain yourself a good education on something we all have to face. The
education gained comes from someone highly qualified to give it. Get this book today and get a
new perspective on life and death. Enjoy this life, it is too short to miss a moment of what really
matters and that is Love.”

TXmama, “Transition From Life. This books is a wonderful book to help those who have lost
loved ones heal. After seeing or hearing what others have experienced and how this nurse tells
about the passing of patients, you realize how much better off the person is and how much
easier those left behind can accept the passing of a loved one knowing that the person no
longer has pain and is at total peace. This nurse helps us accept death and loss of our friends
and family. I, myself, watched my mom dying and I would have taken the pain if I could. I also
listened to the things she said and only understood the meaning after she was gone. I wish I
had read this book before she passed instead of after. I kept looking for someone to tell me
something, anything they knew about what takes place but others are so hesitant in saying
anything afraid they will say the wrong thing. The doctor treating my mom was more forthcoming
than anyone. I still wish there was a peaceful way we could help them pass without it being
called "murder".”



Oak2010, “Such great info on how to lead a meaningful life. I came into this thinking it would be
similar to other books I’ve read & mostly documenting the dying person’s visions right before
they passed. There is a little of that, but mostly there are stories of conversations that took place
with the dying. I loved reading them!! So many of them had such great advice for living & to know
what’s really important in life. Thank you Becki! I’m going to share my highlighted areas with my
small children.”

Erika Webb, “Transforming and Beautiful. What a poignant, honest, and compassionate work. I
learned so much from the souls described within these pages. The pre-death visions and
glimpses of hereafter lifted my heart at a time when seven deaths in nine months left me very
sad and shaky. People like Becki, with great faith and compassion, who are open and non-
judgmental restore my hope. Truly kind caregivers are without a doubt angels among us.”

Karen P, “Thought provoking and reassuring at the same time. Marvelous read.. The author has
a very nice way of writing. I found a YouTube video of a speech she gave and just had to have
the book. Her beliefs mirror my own and her experiences appear to bear them out in making
sense.The chapters are short and very conducive to short spells of reading, perhaps just before
bed. There is also a quietness about them that is very calming and reassuring.I truly hope most
hospice nurses are as kind and supportive to their patients as she is. I would love to hear more
from the author.”

RoyaltySphinx, “Such an inspiring book. As someone who wants to work in hospice settings, this
book is a really great way to educate myself on what to expect. The author's gentle way will be in
my mind as I learn my way around the hospice world.”

M. Bonk, “Very good read. But I watched Becki Hewkins on U .... Very good read. But I watched
Becki Hewkins on U Tube, and I enjoyed her very much, her expressions are wonderful. Becki
sure has an very wonderful face for expressions. Love her, her video and loved the book. Your
will really enjoy this video and book I have learn so much about hospice, and what these people
see when they die.”

Kettlecorn, “Heaven is Real. Genuine and real, these heart-filled, poignantly honest experiences
by this retired nurse, Becky, are inspirational and encouraging for me as an RN but also for the
personal "heavenly" accounts she experienced with so many of her patients. Their visions,
beliefs and the incredible faith of so many of these hospice patients was heartwarming and
renewed my own faith in what's yet to come after we each die and leave this earth.”

Ross, “Must read. This is a fantastic and absorbing book bursting with great anecdotes and life
experience. Written by someone who genuinely cares and has a passion for her work. Unusual
these days. I recommend, especially to someone who perhaps is palliative and needing hope.”



Ebook Library Reader, “Great book. Great book x speedy delivery”

MrsT, “Four Stars. A poignant read”

Connie Farrell, “A very down to earth book about the author's experiences .... A very down to
earth book about the author's experiences with those of her patients who were facing their
impending deaths. Becki Hawkins, the writer and a retired nurse with more than 30 years
experience, has learned the meaning of that old saying: "Treat the patient and not the disease!"
She has learned to listen to her patients, which has become something of a lost art in the
medical world.”

Mal, “Very fast shipping. Great book. Very comforting”
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