ONE LAST JOB TO DO …

It was a beautiful day, and even though my husband was in the hospital, one just had to be thankful for the fresh air and sunshine.  Not a cloud in the sky!

But in my heart, a thunderstorm was brewing.  Dark clouds were forming in the shape of a phone call from the clinic stating my husband did not meet the qualifications for a transplant.  This had been our last hope for a miracle.  The rain was beginning to fall.

As the storm clouds began to encircle me, I sought assistance for the ominous job of telling my husband the disappointing news.  The doctor was unavailable.  The chaplain was not in the hospital.  Even the nurses shunned my request for support.  There was not a friendly face among them to offer a kind word, a shoulder, or an offer to stand beside me in the room.

And so, with a determined spirit, I proceeded to do it alone.  My silent prayer was for strength and courage, and for the gift of saying the right words, even though it seemed impossible that any words could be right in this situation.

Oh, it is amazing what gifts we receive just for calling out, and it would be proven to me that one is never, ever truly alone!

The room seemed exceptionally dark, somewhat like my spirit which was heavy with disappointment.  My husband knew immediately that something was wrong.
“Please God,” I said in my heart, “help me find the right words.”

And as simply as that, I told him the news.  He was angry.  He began to yell at the doctors who took the tests, the hospital, the system.  And I just stood there, praying.

And then God gave me the words.  

“George,” I said quietly, “please listen”.  “There is one last job for us to do.”

My husband waited for me to continue.
I cleared my throat and said, “There is one last job to do – yes, and that is to show our children how to die with dignity and grace.
He looked at me in stunned silence.  And in that moment we were exceedingly blessed!
He smiled.  He took my hand.  And with the simple nod of his head, agreed to the job at hand.  We would, indeed, show our children how to die with dignity and grace.

And for the next 18 months, we worked together, accomplishing one last job.  We climbed mountains of joyous success and fell into valleys of darkness and despair.  
We had one last job to do and we would be successful with the help of God.

One last job to do …

