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M aking A Difference in other cases, this is where the conversation would
By Gretchen Rye naturally turn to share, her turn to speak. | knew this
would not be the case in Ann’s situation. Ann was
I met Ann in the fall. Her room was large, decorated  unable to communicate. Her situation was one most
well, Laura Ashley printed florals draped about, her ~ of us fear, unable to be heard, unable to speak, una-
bedding was bright floral. It was a lovely contrast ble to express anything verbally. | knew from the
from the patients’ rooms in this nursing "Hospice is a grip she had on me that | was still need-
facility. | approached her bed, intro- ed and wanted there. | looked around
duced myself, and reached out to touch the room for a cue on what to say, a sub-
her hand. Ann met my touch and validates where ject to discuss, something, a sign. |
grabbed ahold of my hand. | began to we are in life.” looked at Ann and asked “can we sing a
talk about what was going on in the sea- Gretchen Rye song?” Her blinks seemed to say yes, so
son, share with her local happenings and | began. | don’t recall what | sang be-
news. Her deep brown eyes met my gaze and never  cause at that moment the song had no purpose but
moved except to blink. | began to take the blinks as  to justify the moment in which we shared. Ann be-
nods as | rambled on. Her grip on my hand only in- gan to pull me closer to her, | was standing in a stu-
tensified as | spoke. | came to a break in my talking, ~ por, hunched over, and with a grip so tight on my

philosophy that



arm | had only one choice, to continue singing.
Song after song she held on tighter, blinking the
words, sharing a memory through space and time.
More than words, a tight grip, hand to hand, blink
to blink.

| didn’t know until her funeral yesterday that Ann
was a music lover. There is much | learned about
her from her funeral, but nothing as powerful as a
gripping held hand and loud meaningful blinking.
G. Rye 2016

This is a narrative | wrote a few years back when |
was making visits for FPC in conjunction with being
a Peterson Hospice Volunteer. It was suggested to
me, when | started visiting church members, to at-
tend as much educational opportunities as possible.




