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As I walked into the hospital, all sorts of antiseptic smells assailed me. I scrunched up my nose. I 

had always hated hospitals. I walked down the hall and waited for the elevator. An intern with a girl in 

a wheelchair followed me. She was pasty white and her eyes were closed. Would this be how Amber 

would look? No, I just couldn’t imagine it. My best friend, who was always so healthy and strong, as 

sick as this? No, God would never let that happen. 

We had come to the 4th floor. The intern with the girl followed me out of the elevator. Oh no! If she 

was getting off here too, then she must have cancer also. But, I tried to reassure myself, not everybody 

with cancer looks like that. 

Now, which way was Room 113. I turned right. It was five doors down and to the left. I knocked 

and slowly opened the door. She had a private room all to herself. There were flowers and stuffed 

animals everywhere. Cards were strung on strings throughout the room. Mr. and Mrs. Mathews were 

sitting in chairs. They greeted me and explained that the nurse was with her. That’s why a curtain was 

around her bed. The nurse came out a few moments later and rolled the curtain back in place. I looked 

and there she was. There was a cap that covered her bare head. Her face was very white and splotchy. 

When she saw me, she asked for me to come nearer in such a frail voice, I thought I was imagining it. 

The hand that beckoned me nearer looked like mere bones with a thin layer of white skin covering 

them. 

“Don’t cry, Susan,” she said. 

But tears were already forming. I had waited so long to visit her since the time that she called me 

on the phone and said that she was in the hospital with cancer. Her health had deteriorated so fast. The 

doctors had said that she had been living with it for a while and they didn’t know what it was until then. 

They said that there wasn’t much chance of her living at all. They said that they would try chemo only 

a couple of times to see how it went. 

“It’s all in God’s will,” Amber was saying, “you can’t do anything about it. Just come closer and 

tell me all that’s happening in school. Oh, and how’s your family?” 

* * * * 

Two days later, at 11:00 PM, I received a call from Mr. Mathews saying that Amber wanted me to 

come. 

When I arrived to Room 113, there was a doctor and three nurses there. When Amber saw me, she 

beckoned feebly for me. As I held her hand, she told me what a good friend I was and how God had 

blessed her with such a friend as I. She told me she knew what was going to happen, but that it was all 

in God’s providence. 

“Be happy for me, Susan,” she said. “All is better at the place where I am going. No sicknesses, no 

chemo, no cancer. Be happy for me and make a new friend once I am gone.” And then she asked, with 

the best smile she could manage, “If you want to do something for me, just never forget me. I know 

you’ll make new friends, but please never forget me.” She tiredly lay still, and I backed out of the room 

for Mr. and Mrs. Mathews to take my place. 

I sat on a chair that was next to her room. Why? Why? I asked God. How could this happen? 

Amber just didn’t deserve it. 

I went home and looked at all the mementos that Amber had given me. Trinkets, pictures, notes that 

were passed during school, photos, and Christmas and birthday presents all reminded me of her. Her 

sweet, cute, and healthy face on all the photos just made me want to cry forever. Just to think, I would 

never see that healthy face alive again.  



* * * * 

At the funeral several days later, I looked at the casket, but the top was closed. I knew I would 

never see my best friend, supporter, backer, and chum I had ever had, in earthly form again. 

Later in the minister’s sermon, the pastor talked about Job. About how he, in all his afflictions still 

acknowledged that all this was in God’s plan. I realized that this was exactly like Amber. She 

contentedly received God’s will without arguing. While I, on the other hand, was arguing. I realized 

that I was being selfish. I wanted her all to me. I wanted to rob her of that heavenly peacefulness that 

she was experiencing now and that she would experience forever. Right then and there, I asked God for 

forgiveness, and I thanked him for all that had happened on the 4th Floor, Room 113. I knew that she 

was with the Lord, and happier than she would ever be down here on this earth. 
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