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            It was a warm Tuesday morning when I got up from bed in order to prepare for another duty day in the hospital. I anticipated it to be, in all respects, an ordinary day, the usual morning rounds, traffic ride to OMMC, and the long pile of patients,. There were no indications that it would be different from any other day.

            As usual, I parked my car and got my stuff. As I entered the Surgery ER, I was greeted  by a referral from IM ER regarding a 65M, CVA patient, suffering from a intracranial bleed. I hurriedly went to the patient and did a full history and PE. I reviewed the Cranial CT scan and found a massive intracranial hemorrhage causing midline shift and edema. Glasgow Coma scale was 5-6.  The prognosis was poor. We ordered bedside intubation for which the relatives agreed. After a while I gathered all the relatives to explain their patient’s condition. His chances of recovery after surgical intervention or medical management. 

I started rehearsing in mind all that I had to say and all that the relatives needed to know, in the most humane way I know possible. This has always been my least favorite role- the one to break the news, about their loved one being in a very bad condition and having a substantially decreased chance of survival. I took a deep breath as I approached a herd of grim faces. But I knew what I was there for, to let them know what was going on and so, I recited my speech as I rehearsed it. Fortunately for me, most of them either just stood or stared in acceptance, while some just threw me a question or two for inquiry’s sake. Just when I thought that my job was done, I noticed the patient’s wife, seated at the corner, with her head down. I excused myself from the other relatives and walked towards the tired looking old woman. I then asked her if she has any inquiries. She said, “ Ala na po Doc, handa na din ako sa mangyayari”.

As I prepared to walk away from all of them, I could not help but think about the old woman, wondering if she would be alright. I could not imagine just how painful that must be, to see her husband in his probably, last breathing moments. My thoughts were stopped short when the wife, after trying to get herself together, blurted “ Lumalaban sya ano doc? Pero siguro kasi athletic yan e. He runs every morning. Kahapon tumakbo pa nga yan e. Kaya siguro di pa bumibigay ang puso nya. He was a very fit person, in fact he used to be a swimmer. He was a great swimmer,” I could not mistake the pride in her voice and from the look on her friends’ faces, I saw that they were proud of her too.

Later in the afternoon, I was called in by the nurses to inform me that the patient was having episodes of hypotension. Eventually the patient went into cardiac arrest. No amount of heroic measures exerted by the entire team of residents: surgery, internal medicine, anesthesia and nurses could reverse the patient’s downhill course. For thirty minutes, we tried desperately to resuscitate him, but it was no use. I called in the wife and explained the condition. To my surprise she said, “tama na po doctor, hayaan nyo na syang mamahinga. Please, just allow me to see my husband. I want to say goodbye to him.” The wife bent down just so her face was only centimeters away from that of her husband, then she began her goodbye, “ I want you to know that I loved you and I will always do. I love you so much. You are in a better place now. You are my bestfriend but I will now give you back to Him. Thank you for being with me. Alam ko mahal mo rin ako. God will take care of you now. No one will be able to hurt you anymore. Mahal na mahal kita. Pahinga ka na..” With sad eyes, but with a very brave front, she turned to us. “Wala na siya. Its alright.”

I was left speechless. All I had was pure admiration. In front of me was an old woman, wise from her years, whose heart though breaking into million pieces, stood there with all the love and courage as she let her husband go. How big her faith must be to make it look so easy, watching her husband, who was practically the only person she had all these years, lying there lifeless, no longer the athletic man she once admired, no longer the one she would spend the rest of her life with, without hate or remorse towards God or anybody else. I felt weak compared to her and I would not have thought it. 

 

 

Insights (Physical, Psychosocial, Ethical) (Discovery, Stimulus, Reinforcements)

I realized that the trueness of the saying that the strength of a person is measured by how he manages to pick himself up after a fall and by the number of challenges he has overcome, lies on just how much faith that individual has. Faith that there is a greater being out there who does things for a reason and who will eventually make all things better. Meeting that woman made me realize how important it is to have faith.. to believe that even when everything seems to go wrong, He will eventually make things right.. and I will be alright. 

As I stood in awe at that old woman’s faith, I knew without a doubt that she had been brave, not just for herself, but also for me. 

