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Words from the Heart
WERINE

The bitterest tears shed over graves are for words
left unsaid and deeds left undone.
Harriet Beecher Stowe
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Most people need to hear those “three little words”. Once in a
while,they hear them just in time.

I met Connie the day she was admitted to the hospice ward,
where 1 worked as a volunteer.Her husband,Bill,stood nervously
nearby as she was transferred from the gurney to the hospital bed.
Although Connie was in the final stages of her fight against cancer,
she was alert and cheerful. We got her settled in.I finished marking
her name on all the hospital supplies she would be using,then asked
if she needed anything.
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“Oh yes,” she said, “would you please show me how to use the

TV? I enjoy the soaps so much and I don’t want to get behind on
what’s happening.”Connie was a romantic.She loved soap operas,ro-
- mance novels and movies with a good love story.As we became ac-
quainted,she confided how frustrating it was to be married 32 years
- to a man who often called her “a silly woman”. |
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“Oh,I know Bill loves me, "she said, “but he has never been one
to say he loves me,or send cards to me.”She sighed and looked out
the window at the trees in the courtyard.“I'd give anything if he’'d say
‘I love you,’ but it’s just not in his nature.”

Bill visited Connie every day.In the beginning,he sat next to the
bed while she watched the soapsLater,when she began sleeping
more,he paced up and down the hallway outside her room.Soon, when
she no longer watched television and had fewer waking moments,I
began spending more of my volunteer time with Bill.

He talked about having worked as a carpenter and how he liked
to go fishing.He and Connie had no children,but they’d been enjoying
retirement by traveling,until Connie got sick.Bill could not express
his feelings about the fact that his wife was dying.

One day,over coffee in the cafeteria,I got him on the subject of
women and how we need romance in our lives;how we love to get
sentimental cards and love letters.

“Do you tell Connie you love her? "I asked (knowing his
answer) ,and he looked at me as if I was crazy.

“I don’t have to, "he said.“She knows 1 do! ”

“I'm sure she knows,”I said,reaching over and touching his
hands—rough, carpenter’s hands that were gripping the cup as if it
were the only thing he had to hang onto—“but she needs to heor it,
Bill.She needs to hear what she has meant to you all these years.
Please think about it.”



We walked back to Connie’s room.Bill disappeared inside,and I
left to visit another patient.Later,I saw Bill sitting by the bed.He was
holding Connie’s hand as she slept.The date was February 12.

MR, RE, UL, REERREE IR E AR REKERRE
BLAARRRT, " RAAHRE, EXREERM FHDMENERE R, &
BRI 0 5 IR R, 45 0R324F K, LR BB N7, &b
wEHE,

“IRLBRAGECR B, i, HAMARER, AR FRFAER,”
T O, EREE ST REAR, R EEN R REAR, LR
B A®T. THFEEER,

He /R RAR B BRF, —ITH , 1 IE 2B B iR b B0 A 7E IR 3
Ja SR, b 7T B A i )R K, B BRTE RS B S B E IR L R B . A A i
AHERR, HFEROXBERED REAELHNBIMLRE—E,

b FRMEANKE, IFFEERP A, MFARFARET X, EM4045]
AeERAT , EZBEBRKETE , ARRAERER . X TE T 0K i %X
TEEL HRHEEZELUTEE,

—X, EWEEE B R, R EEE B LA S RERIEE
EHEATERE , ZAERNBIRBHE B FHAES,

“BAHBAEFEARELFREL? " RE(HAEZRCENEER), F
FRFHEBRET MUK,

“EATEYL, MU, R RGER, 7

“BARERAIE " BT = MR F——SUER R Bk TS
MF, BB T, iR IR R b — o] LA AR I —— (B R T E 0T,
/R, R ZRE VR, XA BER, R EREF A, HHRE—8, ”

WATE BIRFTEIRR G LLRE TR RESEFER —ORA Bk,
RERWRBERD SLERANT, BAEET . B—XE2A128,

GG




S KPMEFRAIMY

Two days later I walked down the hospice ward at noon.There

stood Bill,leaning up against the wall in the hallway,staring at the
- floor.I already knew from the head nurse that Connie had died at 11
CAM.

When Bill saw me,he allowed himself to come into my arms for

a long hug.His face was wet with tears and he was trembling.Finally ,
- he leaned back against the wall and took a deep breath.

“I have to say something,” he said.“l have to say how good I

feel about telling her.”He stopped to blow his nose. “I thought a lot

about what you said,and this morning I told her how much I loved
her...and loved being married to her.You shoulda seen her smile! ”

I went into the room to say my own good-bye to Connie.There,
on the bedside table,was a large Valentine card from Bill.You know,
the sentimental kind that says, “To my wonderful wife...I love you.”

Bobbie Lippman
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A Miracle of Love
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My grandson,Daniel,and I have always been very close.When
Daniel’s father remarried after a divorce,Daniel,who was eleven,and
his little sister,Kristie,came to live with us.My husband and I were
more than happy to have kids in the house again.Things were going
along just fine until the diabetes I've lived with most of my adult life
started affecting my eyes,and then more seriously,my kidneys.Then
everything seemed to fall apart.

Three times a week,] had to go to the hospital to be hooked up
to a dialysis machine.l was living,but I couldn’t really call it a life—it
was an existence.l had no energy.l dragged myself through my daily
chores and slept as much as 1 could My sense of humor seemed to
disappear.

Daniel,seventeen by then,was really affected by the change in
me.He tried as hard as he could to make me laugh,to bring back the

HEH T, FHER, MBI X R —ERRE, FHERINSIE, B
RSN AERE M EMM A R, TR MBRAITERE—E, KREX
ATET IXRMBEAREZENT , RITWEE -BERER, HIH —
K, RPCE B A RAFE LB R RR IR EREROIUR 55 E N
FEE R E B REIUE , — UIE T 08 - B B

FATGA—JE 3 o B B B e R mATIOIT ., RIETEH B RAEEUL
RREFE—ALGERAEMEET ., RETHR, RBEES T RS
T, B ) EBE 5 A REBE A MEAR P — Z ORI P IBE T .

A R1TS B B KR AR ST b B B SR K, g R4
HIE IR AR, 55y s AR W AR B A At B A B/ FLF DU AOAR R, B 2

-




58
&
o
1"2
)73
&
E3
-
&

=)}

: grandma who loved to clown around with him.Even in my sorry
. state,Daniel could still bring a smile to my face.

But things were not improving.After a year on dialysis,my con-

- dition was deteriorating and the doctors felt that if I didn't receive a
" kidney transplant within six months,] would surely die.No one told
Daniel this,but he knew—he said all he had to do was look at me.To
- top it off,as my condition worsened,there was a chance 1 would be-
. come too weak to have the transplant surgery at all,and then there

would be nothing they could do for me.So we started the tense and
desperate wait for a kidney.

I was adamant that I didn’t want a kidney from anyone I knew.1
would wait until an appropriate kidney became available,or I would
literally die waiting.But Daniel had other plans.The times that he took
me to my dialysis appointments,he did a little secret research on his
own.Then he announced his intentions to me.

“Grandma,I'm giving you one of my kidneys.I'm young and I'm
healthy ... "He paused.He could see 1 wasn’t at all happy with his
offer.He continued,almost in a whisper, “And most of allI couldn’t
stand it if you weren’'t around.”His face wore an expression of appeal
mixed with determination.He can be as stubborn as a mule once he
decides on something—but I've been told many times that I can out-
stubborn any mule!

We argued.I couldn't let him do it.We both knew that if he gave up
his kidney,he’d also give up his life’s dream:to play football.That boy
ate,drank and slept football.It wa.% all he ever talked about.And he was
good,too.Daniel was co-captain and star defensive tackle of his high
school team;he expected to apply for a football scholarship and was
looking forward to playing college football. He just loved the sport.

“How can I let you throw away the thing that means the most to
you?” I pleaded with him.



“Grandma,” he said softly,“compared to your life,football means
nothing to me.”

et gt i, FHE R BAE MR EREHER,

HRAFOUF B 5 B 1ERBIETT, ROCREIFREA, B A
IWAHMRATENANEZHRE, RWAEGRSEER, BAANEFATE
IREANEE  BREMME—R B R EEP R, EAEE,
HEE RS, BA A REER KBS MRATEEZBETEAR, FIHR
AT TR A RBOR TR A A, FRRIIFGT Bk L pE
WIS AR BN, .

FE P B RER A ZZEMBBEYANE, REFESEHNETH
W, REURRE BEFF PR, HESRRAA T HMAHT R, 74
BEREEB B HBENTIGT I TR 5 M T — SR E R, RE R
BAT T AR,

Py, REBBEH— N FRAE, RBER , REHE-- MET T
Ko MRER HEX MM B —SILBEAR RN, thakSiiE JLPRESESR
FOUBRERNRE WRERET REXEZZHN, b 77 R
BATEME M — B DOE S IR R4 — R —— R IR B AT
UL TR B8 2 L AR AT — 3k 4

ATFHE, RABEILMIR 28, FAVERE R R AT T i 5,
il oK B fh— AR B AR B R BRI T2 AR BE SRR R T R BR k8
B —PIARR X T R B, Mt AR B BR , FHE KR 8 b BRBA 11— 45 Bl BA
AN € R BT B 5 ; M V8 2 i B R BR 2 4 I A K B BRBA , f i
REEXTEE,

HEARBEARMIT MR R ERA B U EER "R BRE X i,

Y3, bR A U, SRR AE AT EE, R ERX BR A A ARE

L.



After that,I couldn’t argue anymore.So we agreed to see if he was

a good donor match,and then we’d discuss it further.When the tests

came backthey showed Daniel was a perfect match.That was it.I knew

- I wasn’t going to win that argument,so we scheduled the transplant.

Both surgeries went smoothly.As soon as I came out of the anes-

: thesia,l could tell things were different.I felt great! The nurses in the
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- intensive care unit had to keep telling me to lie back and be quiet—I

wasn't supposed to be that lively!I was afraid to go to sleep,for fear I
would break the spell and wake up the way I had been before.But the
good feeling "didn’'t go away,and I spent the evening joking and
laughing with anyone who would listen.It was so wonderful to feel
alive again!

The next day,they moved me out of ICU and onto the floor
where Daniel was recuperating three doors away.His grandfather
helped him walk down to see me as soon as I was moved into my
room.When we saw each other,we didn’t know what to say.Holding
hands,we just sat there and looked at each other for a long time,
overwhelmed by the deep feeling of love that connected us.

Finally,he spoke.“Was it worthwhile,Grandma?”

I laughed a little ruefully. “It was for me! But was it for you?” 1
asked him.

He nodded and smiled at me.“I've got my grandma back.”

And I have my life back.It still amazes me.Every morning,when I
wake up,I thank God—and Daniel-—for this miracle.A miracle born of
the purest love.

Shirlee Allison
[EDITORS’ NOTE:As a result of Daniel’s selfless gift,he was chosen as the na-
tion’s Most Courageous Student Athlete and flown to Disney World for the

awards ceremony.While there,he met Bobby Bowden,coach of Florida State Uni-
versity’s football team,the Seminoles.Daniel told Coach Bowden that he was an



