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The only thing life really promises us is pain. It’s up to us to
create the joy. -

AE EXERGULERET U4 ERANSHBEE.E
B2 EXENNIRE—RERERAN. RARMRZ ,ANFHES
PR, HARR. EEEABEUNHERLKERET. BN,
The only thing life really promises us is pain! MM E , SH M5k ?
REXER—IMEZEHF REXBEAREZERENYREICH,
REZEBUMFHHE,

Rim, ERANMFRRRAMM” MEWBRE MITAE X
K MEBH » A#AME#E | & 35 When the Telephone Rang (H i £ 75 i 2
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There are seasons of the heart. There are seasons in our lives,
just as there are seasons to all of nature. These seasons cannot be
forced any more than one can force the coming of spring by pulling
at tender blades of grass to make them grow.

BRFEFTAELILSER . BEEERRARTI XA L
AR,

B, ZEZEEERZE . EEMEZH — MR8 . BT
#., A608 - RATHRERRAIEHNHTK!

AEed . AehasurRABCERBGT A KT UTXA
# A The White Picket Fence (H MR EBH) . FH/BEH BB
DN/ Nisk R IR

Change is part of life and the making of character, hon. When
things happen that you don’t like, you have two choices;: You get
bitter or better.

RXAE, R, I E BMERE BN —ER, XH
i B A Rosemary # 8 % it i% #9 paraphrase, 38R B T “1&
ﬁ”:

When things happen that you don’t like, you have two
choices: You get angry and stay that way, or you learn from the
changes.

HBAERAMZE AR FEAXHCEOHERSZ AAKLEH
BZ,—EIRERZ. R, HEAH A get bitter, H, get
angry and stay that way! T & get better, B % :learn from the
changes. MEHEHEA“FI"AFEZ . HHEXHAITFHRES
EFERE,

RMABURES, BB ARSI "EHRE—FxEl
HH”, AT, 4RMNEEXHF A BEEPHEINXEARS G
BHREFHNELIHENNE RINLOREBT RIXBETEEREX
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When the Telephone Rang

By Meiody Beattie

R

e 2 AR RIET DL b AT A RS . A BRI
HTHEFEMESE! 14 # 8% )L Nichole 12 #849)L-F Shane &
WE L ARR AT BELES 12 S04 B 30N, 8T Ll
BT XS —R .

When the two reached the top, Shane shouted, “Let’s

,f]L_LI AT, FRBUAERTR,; S AR, BLEHE

face it1” He dug his poles into the snow and pushed off. While
going over a mogul (E E 1 R K H#L ), he fell, then
stood up. Struggling to regain his balance, he was hit from
behind by another skier and fell again. This time he didn’t
move. :
ERZE-RBERTE. EI—AERUEE, X re
WEECH.OWF:

Walking out of that room and out of the hospital was the
hardest thing 1 have ever done in my life.

M. WAL, LILMBMHRZRITH, AER— KK
TR L., MINERFSHIEESHCHXTH AT BYiX
FERPOE B T LS

I feel so guilty, so bad. 1 tried to drink it away. I tried to
drug it away.

drug it away, X BE# drug JREZH“BR/7(HICEHER
F A cocaine and marijuana /W) EMIHK) , Wi £ £ SCH HE
#hidl, & X 5 ¥, B8, Nichole R %A B drug it away, T
i, &t T “I need help! ”AYMABR . b 471 36 755 b IR 28 (9 SR E -
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Sometimes 1 go blank, and the next day I can’t
remember anything. I'm scared. I need help.

WH,“BEE L JLEANT “F 4 E 48 .07 (inpatient
chemical-dependency treatment center) (¥ . HE B LK LA KRS
A, L H 2 chemical-dependency —1A])

B ,CREBRETZE, VEREFZL XA, BB
ATRATHXFE:

It was a strange time when Nichole was in treatment. 1
wandered around our house all alone but didn’t feel lost as I
had before. 1 found something I thought I’d never find again
— calmness, a sense of peace.

BEIE LI A “ AR B — AR IE , SR T , R B RO B
LB S

AR, AIEARBRENETA ERE S O LR
i, &)L F—nh P A RAEE .

This whole nightmare is all my fault] You told me to be
home by six that night. That’s the last thing you said before
we walked out that door. And if I had listened, if I had come
home when you said, Shane wouldn’t be dead now. I"m so, so
sorry s Mom.

“RBEAPLZI, ALIILEBT X KET:

Dear Nichole, I love you very much. I always have. 1
always will. And if you had called me that night to ask if you
could ski later than 6 p. m. , I would have said yes. You didn’t‘
cause this, baby. And don’t ever again think you did. Love,
Mom.
WEFFREE, . DAMR2EW. AW, L ZEMNX R
(B8 s AT, B Shane A AH/E , B RMEHE LA HRBHE
B RE SR BRAATBIFEERRER , TAERE
HEFETE,

When 1 got home, the telephone rang. “Thank you so

much. That note means a lot, more than anything. ”

030



B4 (6] 6 Y98 B AR 4 PR BT 48, DS B 9 2k L ¥/
BRAERCEAE.UTHXFE, FERNEH T ANERSE
B, BRE B X A i A SR 3L, L S RE R .

There are seasons of the heart. There are seasons in our
lives, just as there are seasons to all of nature. These seasons
cannot be forced any more than one can force the coming of
spring by pulling at tender blades of grass to make them grow.
It took me awhile to understand. UHAJIFECRE)

ROEZKWEN, RERBRERAEABH S —FCE The
White Picket Fence(F1 G ARIEE ), BB/ ERFXHE—
GIP

Change is part of life and the making of character, hon.
When things happen that you don’t like, you have two
choices: You get bitter or better. (ZF{LRETHEH —F45r,.WH
BHRT ANBERLE, BRN ., YRR FHRRAT,
AP RGERE . BEAES R EQMBRIKIBD

EHEMA, X RIEDEE @ RH# 4 Nichole A # + .0
HSR Bk L B R L BT, IR R IR A G ?

Nichole came home in January. We vowed to have the
best year a mother and daughter ever had. To celebrate her
homecoming, we had a party with her friends. It was a grand

day.

I took my two children to a restaurant to celebrate. My

O N JANUARY 30, 1991, my son Shane’s 12th birthday,

daughter, Nichole, apologized to Shane because she didn’t
have a gift. “Want to ¢ome skiing with Joey and me this

Saturday?” she asked.

Shane’s eyes lit up. Offers like that from his 14-year-old sister

didn’t come very often.

‘e 4o



At home that evening Shane *sidled up to me® while I sat at
my dressing table, brushing my hair. He opened my jewelry drawer
and took out a small gold cross, one his father had given me at the
time of our divorce®, “Can 1 have this?” he asked.

“Sure, honey,” I said. “You can have that. ”

That Friday, before the birthday ski trip, Shane stopped me in
the kitchen, pulled down the neck of his sweater and pointed to the
cross hanging around his neck. “God is with me now,” he said
quietly.

I had a hard time falling asleep that night. It wasn’t, as the
song says, that I thought we’d get to see forever. But I thought
we’d have more time than we did. I didn’t know the end would
come so soon — that I would face a mother’s worst nightmare,
involving not just one but both of my children.

One Last Time. “Be home by six o’clock!” I yelled as the kids
left that Saturday morning for Afton Alps, a ski area south of our
home in Stillwater, Minn. Nichole promised they would be back on
time,

It was a strange day. I felt as if I'was waiting for something,
but I didn’t know what. At 8 p. m. I wondered why the cHildren
weren’t home yet. [ was *puttering around the house® after 9 p.
m. when the telephone rang.

“Mrs. Beattie?” a man asked. “I’m with the Afton Alps Ski
Patrol. Your son has been injured. He’s utictifscious, bit I’m sure
he’ll be fine. Stay where you are.- We’ll calliyaiibaek. ”

The phone rang again in 15 minutes. “Your son’s still not
conscious, ” the man said. “We're taking him td the hospital. ”

Be calm, I thought. Drive to the hospital and'see your son. Be
by his side. EverytHing will be fine.

O BHEBEFHERR O BE O HERBTHERE



A nurse met me in the "emergency room®. She looked at me
differently from anyone who had ever looked at me before. She took
my arm and led me to a small room. “Do you have someone you can
call?” she said.

Those words broke my heart. 1 knew what they meant.

Soon 1 learned what had happened. After skiing the beginner
hills all day, Shane decided to finish up by trying an “expert slope®
called Trudy’s Schuss. He talked one of Nichole’s friends into going
with him. : v

When the two reached the top, Shane shouted, “Let’s face
it!” He dug his poles into the snow.and pushed off. While going
over a mogul®, he fell, then stood up. Struggling to. regain his
balance, he was hit from behind by another skier and fell again.
This time he didn’t move. _

» In minutes ' the “first-aid sled® arrived. When ‘*artificial
respiration® didn’t work, someone called an ambulance.

"“Help him | That’s my brother!” . Nichole shouted at the
paramedics®. ' As one medic *hooked up® an I. V@, another started
to cut off the chain with the cross that hung around Shane’s neck.
“Leave that on him, ” Nichole said. They closed the doors and sped
toward the emergency room.

No More Options. At the hospital I talked to a doctor. He said
something about brain injury. Swelling®. More tests. All weekend
I prayed for a miracle. Sometimes I couldn’t bear to be in Shane’s
room. I felt as if I were going to explode® or *go insane®. The
ventilator® whooshed® as it pushed air into his lungs. I held his
hand, gently squeezing his fingers. He didn’t squeeze back.

I remembered when we were sledding together a few weeks

@aLE OBTFRNMY COBELMEERA @ AMER HPsled BT
e O ATHE © EPAR.EIX XK medic @ HEE @ intravenous (B
BHOMNEE QMRELTXTEHHALBRHE: QB4F O AKT © WES
® Ra“mgy—p
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before. Shane slammed into a tree and rolled off the sled. He lay
there on his back in the snow. “Shane, are you all right?” 1 yelled,
running to him.

He sat up quickly, smiled and said, “Psych!”?

“Don’t tease like that,” I said. “If anything happened to you,
I don't think I could go on. Do you understand that?”

He looked at me, got serious and said yes, he knew that.

Now 1 kept wishing he’d sit up, smile and say, “Psych. ” But
he didn’t.

On the third day the doctors told me we should turn off the
life-support equipment. Shane’s kidneys® had shut down. His body
wasn’t working. He was brain-dead. Medically there were no more
options.

[ started screaming, “Damn it! This is my baby you’re talking
about!” 1 kicked a door across from me as hard as I could.

After Shane’s friends, Nichole’s friends, and family members
said their good-byes, 1 entered his room. I cut off a lock of his hair
and touched his foot. 1 always loved his little feet. And I held him
while they shut off the ventilator.

“I love you,” I said. “I always have. 1 always will. ”

When they turned off the machine, a whiff® of air escaped
from his lungs, and he didn’t move again. I knew then he hadn’t
moved again. I knew then he hadn’t been breathing, hadn’t been
alive for days. The machines had made it look that way, but it
wasn't so. '

Walking out of that room and out of the hospital was the
hardest thing I have ever done in my life.

Losing Nichole. We had balloons at Shane’s funeral®. When
the children were little, they loved balloons. If they lost one into
the air, 1 would comfort them by saying, “That’s okay. God

TURERTRY B EE O -0 @ %4



catches all your balloons, and when you get to heaven, you get "a
big bouquet® of every balloon you've ever lost. So don’t cry.
They’ll all be there waiting for you. ”

The sky was clear that February day as hundreds of balloons
sailed up and up until eventually they passed beyond where we could
see.

In the months that followed, I missed Shane terribly, Missed
his presence, his voice, the touch of him. Some nights I lay awake

until the morning, trying to penetrate the veil that divides this
world from the next.' But Shane felt far away. Gone forever. All

meaning had been drained from my life.

Nichole was also having a bad time. Occasionally we’d cry
together, but as time *wore on®, I realized I was losing Nichole
too. We began arguing. She refused to do homework and skipped
school. 1 didn’t like the new crowd of friends she started running
with. They were surly®, sometimes downright® rude. 1 tried
forbidding her to see them anymore, but it didn’t work.

We were each adrift in our own cold, dark sea, unable to help
each other, unable to do much but swim for our lives. Sometimes
we’d bob to the surface, reach out, touch each other’s hands and
say, “I love you. ”*

On one such occasion, six months after Shane’s death, Nichole
said to me, “Mom, some people think things like this get better
with time. But in some ways it gets worse. | miss Shane more
every day he’s gone. ”

"Most of the time, however, we each struggled alone.

“1 Need Help. ” One night Nichole came home late. When 1

tried talking to her, she started giggling®, then blew me a kiss.
She ‘reeked of alcohol®.

@ -k ©#BIE BEE O PHKEHR © BEARX ® 5K
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The next day we had a talk. I *set some ground rules®,
trying to be clear and reasonable. 1 insisted she see a counselor®,
but she didn’t want to go.

1 asked her how much she’d been drinking. She named only
two other occasions in the past year: the day after the funeral and
once last summer. She assured me she was doing all right.

Then one afterncon the following winter, I was in the kitchen
when the door flew open. “I need to talk to you,” Nichole said. “I
don’t know how to say this, but I can’t control myself when I
drink. Sometimes I go blank, and the next day I can't remember
anything. I'm scared. I need help. ”

“Okay,” I said , not knowing what else to offer.

“I’m starting to hate myself ,” she went on. “I’ve been looking
you right in the face and lying to you about where I’m going and
what I’m doing, I've also used *cocaine and marijuana®. ”

The next day I admitted her to an “inpatient chemical-
dependency treatment center for young people®. Hugging her good-
bye, I held her close. “It’ll be all right, baby,” I said. “It’s a new
beginning, the start of the rest of your life. ”

“I’ve hurt you,” she said. “I feel so bad, 1 want you to be
proud of me someday, Mom. ”

“I’m proud of you now, honey,” 1 whispered.

It was a strange time when Nichole was in treatment. 1
wandered around our house all alone but didn’t feel lost as I had
before. 1 found something I thought I'd never find again —
calmness, a sense of peace.

The Last Balloon. Christmas, the second since Shane’s death,
was a quiet day. 1 brought Nichole’s presents to her at the
treatment center. “Mom, I'm happy I’m here”, she said. “I feel
like a new person. ” '

@ AE=" @ CFROWSR O TERHAARGREES O FU8ER
&% i ; chemical-dependency & drug addict (M) MIZ PR B
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