
 Priceless Moment 

 When I look back at my life, there is one moment in �me that had the greatest ability to strengthen 
 my faith in God. There are other moments as well, but no other �me is quite equal (so far). 

 About 40 years ago, I was heavily involved in the first decade of my professional career as a 
 physician and working hard to help others with their health challenges. At about the same �me, I 
 was blessed to have met and married my wife, Cindy, and we were expec�ng our first child. My 
 parents were close by, and we all an�cipated a joyful year at the beginning of 1984. Later that spring 
 we paid them a visit and I couldn’t help no�cing that my mother, only 63 at the �me, looked pale 
 and �red. When I had a chance to ask her about it, she let me know she was expec�ng to see her 
 doctor soon. Shortly therea�er, she called me to say that she had experienced a recurrence of the 
 skin cancer melanoma with widespread metasta�c involvement. 

 The next several months are a whirlwind in my memory – full of what seemed like a crazy 
 combina�on of op�mis�c prenatal visits and sobering visits with the oncology team. Our baby was 
 growing and developing well, due in October. But my mother was ge�ng progressively weaker. She 
 tried chemotherapy that was available at the �me, but had to stop when she could not tolerate the 
 side effects. All this �me, she was trying hard to keep up with her career as a gerontology professor, 
 including service on some na�onal and interna�onal commi�ees, but it was obvious she would not 
 be able to return for the fall semester of teaching. She must have told me a dozen �mes that she 
 wasn’t ready to give up all that her hard work had earned her. 

 October arrived and I was spli�ng my �me between our home and my parents’ home as much as 
 work allowed. My mother slipped at home and was unable to walk on her le� leg. X-rays showed a 
 fracture of the thigh bone, caused by the invasion of cancer cells. Determined to walk again, she was 
 admi�ed to the hospital for surgical placement of a metal rod to try to allow just that. 
 Unfortunately, she was weaker all the �me and always in pain, struggling to work with the physical 
 therapist. The hospital stay was extended. 

 During her third week in the hospital, the baby came, and we found ourselves 2 floors up from my 
 mother’s room on the orthopedic ward. As new parents, we were busy adjus�ng, yet also wan�ng 
 to share our joy with all the family. Mother was at the top of that list, but our first a�empts to either 
 move her 2 floors up for a visit or to move ourselves 2 floors down were repeatedly frustrated by 
 the hospital rules designed to protect both babies and immunosuppressed cancer pa�ents. So near 
 but yet so far! 

 Then one night, the nursing team (bless their hearts) located a private room where we could bring 
 our son and my mother could come by wheelchair. For a while she got to hold her grandson and we 
 got to enjoy the first smile we had seen on her face for almost 6 months. For one brief moment, 
 sadness and worry were banished and our hearts were happy. I know that the Holy Spirit was with 
 the people who helped us arrange this �me together. As it turned out, this was the only chance my 
 mother ever had to hold her grandson, as she entered hospice care the following week and died 
 peacefully at home about three weeks later. The one photo we have of a thin elderly woman holding 
 a baby is priceless and the image is forever etched in my brain. 

 Thanks be to God! 
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