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He remembered wanting to scream. Of course there is something you can do! Make her 

better! You’re a doctor, that’s what you do! If only it had been that easy. 

His wife had been so strong through it all. She had been a very religious woman and it 

seemed that this enabled her to face this trial with confidence. She would read her Bible often 

and after she had become increasingly weak, she asked him to read it aloud to her. And so for 

what seemed like hours and only for her sake he read the words. He could see it gave his wife 

great comfort but it meant nothing to him. In fact, the more he read the more bitterness seemed to 

creep into his heart and soul. The more he read of God’s faithfulness and love for His people the 

more he became hardened to it and almost sickened by it. 

The day before she died she had asked him to read some more but he just couldn’t do it. 

He had had enough of the “good book” and could take no more. 

“I can’t do it anymore Jenny. I can’t sit here and pretend that I am content with the fact 

that you are dying. If God is such a good and gracious God as you say, why is He doing this to 

you? Why can’t He just leave us alone?” By this time he was seething with rage and contempt, 

struggling to remain coherent. The anxiety of the past weeks was finally taking its toll. 

Though in the past days she had grown increasingly weak so that she even struggled to 

speak, for a few brief moments she was nothing but fire and brimstone. 

“William!” she said sternly. “How can you say such things? You are doing nothing but 

feeling sorry for yourself and I won’t have any of it. God is with me now just as much as He has 

always been. He didn’t send this because He hates me; He sent it because He loves me.” And 

then the tears began to slowly form in the corners of her eyes. “This is the way He has chosen to 

take me home…and I can’t wait to go.” Her voice began to fail and betray her truly weakened 

state. “Part of me doesn’t want to leave you…but I truly want to go home.” Her hand trembled as 

she weakly reached out to touch him. “For all these years I have prayed that my home…would 

be yours too. Even now I am sure that it is,” she said as her voice faltered and her eyes began to 

close. “I…love you…so much,” she whispered as exhaustion finally overtook her. 

Those words, though he had not realized it at the time, had fractured, if only slightly, the 

wall that he had built and maintained over all the years between himself and his wife and God. 

Those words were also the last that she would speak on this earth. 

“And I…love you too,” he had replied as tears of grief, anger, and confusion streamed 

down his cheeks, falling from his chin to the sheet that covered the bed. 

He had stayed at the hospital then and kept silent vigil beside her bed until shortly after 

2:30 p.m. the following afternoon when she had quietly slipped away. There was no 

extraordinary drama to it nor was there the bustling of doctors and nurses in an attempt to revive 

her. Her breathing had simply ceased and then she was gone, leaving the room in silence except 

for the quiet sobs of the old man who knelt at the bedside of the love of his life. 

 

* * * * * 

 

It all seemed so long ago, almost as if in another life time even though it had only been 

three days. As neither of them had any family and they had no children, the funeral arrangements 

had been very simple. He had only had to endure a very brief time of visitation and had insisted 



that there be no service. The pastor of the church his wife had attended for so long had attempted 

to convince him differently but in the end he had remained firm in his desire to say good-bye to 

his beloved alone. At least he had thought he would be alone. Who would have guessed that a 

complete stranger would come along and for a few hours anyway, laugh and cry with him? And 

even more unfeasible, that he himself would pray. He hadn’t simply listened to the words that the 

young man had spoken in the fading light of the day but he had actually prayed along with him. 

He recalled with a touch of embarrassment how direct the young man had been in praying that 

God would turn his heart toward Him and save him, a complete stranger. 

His wife would often say that the Lord worked in mysterious ways. As he watched 

through the sliding door the first raindrops begin to fall on the patio in the backyard he supposed 

that it was true. Or was it? He just didn’t know what to think anymore. The reality that he faced 

right now was that he was lonely, confused, and experiencing grief the like of which he had no 

idea was possible. If only she were here to help him sort his way through this. 

But she was gone. He still had difficulty comprehending that. It seemed that at any 

moment she would come through the door announcing that she was home in her cheerful voice 

and begin to clean up the house and go about her daily chores or ask him to help her unload the 

groceries. 

Suddenly for no apparent reason he remembered her Bible. Actually she had two. One 

was worn and tattered and even falling apart. That one was tucked away in her closet. The other 

was quite new; in fact he had bought it for her just recently not realizing just how much she 

loved that old Bible. She had put it away though and had begun using the new Bible he now 

knew simply to make him happy. That was her way. If he recalled correctly he had put it on her 

nightstand when he had returned from the hospital the day she had died. 

Not knowing exactly why, he walked into the bedroom and slowly picked up the Bible in 

his right hand. Ever so gently he ran the fingers of his left hand over the cover and then wrapped 

both arms around it and clutched it to his chest. It still smelled like her. In his mind he could still 

see her sitting in her chair reading it. 

So enthralled was he that the ringing of the doorbell did not at first permeate his thoughts. 

Abruptly he realized what the intruding sound was. He laid the Bible back on the nightstand, 

turned, and headed for the front door, his heart in his throat, wondering who it could be. There 

was the fleeting thought that maybe this had all indeed been a dream, or more accurately, a 

terrible nightmare. 
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