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This is dedicated to my nieces, nephews and our chihuahua Basie.
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Another day, another dollar.  Angelic Hospice Care, the name tends to have a ring to it. Sometimes I do not know if I can depend on angels to create miracles.  All I can remember is this one incredible ‘miracle’,  if you can call it that.  I guess it’s to be expected if you work at a place with ‘angelic’ in the name.  The kids and I were at the end of my severance pay. Child support wasn’t consistent enough.  So, I ended up working there. The first group of patients were under my care until their end; whether they passed on or were released.  Here we are two years later, Mr. Harvey is the only on left from my first group of patients. 

“Kelen, did you check on Mr. Harvey yet?” Doctor Clint asked.

“No, I was in the middle of caring for Ms. Trent.  She had a horrible reaction to the new medication.  Why?” I asked.

“I have a new medication for him,” Doctor Clint answered.  

“Why don’t we release him out of hospice care? It is obvious that the treatment is keeping him alive,” Kelen said.

“I brought it up to the board during our patient meetings and his release is not approved.  So, here we are,” Doctor Clint said.  

“I wonder why they won’t approve it. I will give him this new chemotherapy treatments,” Kelen said.  She takes the medication from Doctor Clint and heads over to Mr. Harvey’s room.  It was around 2pm. The sun’s rays were shining through the sheer beige-colored draperies brightening up the room.  A vase filled with fresh bouquet of lavender flowers.  Mr. Harvey was sitting in an upright position with the help of his hospital bed. 

“Hi, Mr. Harvey. It smells like lavender in here. How are you doing today?”  Kelen asked.

“I’m okay.  Yes, my new bouquet today. I love watching their antics.  Curly and Moe are knuckle heads, but I love them,” Mr. Harvey answered. 

“Sounds like you are enjoying this episode of The Three Stooges,” Kelen said.

“Yes, I am, ma’am.  Its new treatments time, isn’t it?”  Mr. Harvey asked.

“I’m afraid so, Mr. Harvey,” Kelen answered.

“I hate them. They make me throw-up. I was in a coma for three days last time. My throat feels so raw, I can’t eat anything but creamed soup, yogurt, smoothie for breakfast, and water.  It’s been two years now. I feel like a guinea pig,” Mr. Harvey said, getting tired of the chemo treatments. 

“I know, Mr. Harvey. The medications have been tough on your body; the coma was the hardest.  Thank goodness you got through all of it,” Kelen said. 

“I guess there’s an angel watching over me,” Mr. Harvey said, sarcastically. 

“Mr. Harvey you don’t believe in God or Angels,” Kelen said.

“Well, with the chemotherapy treatment I’ve been given, they would make anyone believe in God or Angels,” Mr. Harvey. 

“Mr. Harvey, you’re being funny.  Alright, take this new treatment. I will watch you closely for the hour to check your reactions to it,” Kelen said.

“I do not want the medications anymore. Can you people just let me die, already?” Mr. Harvey asked.

“Mr. Harvey, I know the meds have been rough and tough on you. We are always here to help alleviate any discomfort,” Kelen said, trying to reassure the patient.

“I know what you are saying, but I don’t want to take them anymore,” Mr. Harvey said.

“Well, Mr. Harvey, I have to speak with Doctor Clint,” Kelen said.

Just as I was about to go find Doctor Clint, he walked into Mr. Harvey’s hospice room.

“Oh, hello, Mr. Harvey.  How are you doing?  I was walking by your room and decided to stop in to check on you.  I am sure Nurse Kelen has given you the new chemo treatments.  How are you feeling?”  Doctor Clint asked.

“Thanks for stopping by Doctor Clint.  I have decided that the chemotherapy is not necessary anymore.  I want to move on to the next phase of my life.  Thank you for treating me for the last two years,” Mr. Harvey said.

“But the chemo treatments have been keeping you alive.  Don’t you want to stay on for your family?  When you were first admitted here, you wanted us to prescribe the best new and existing chemotherapy treatments on the market to help you get well,” Doctor Clint said.

“I am sure about this new decision. It’s been a long road. The thought of dying was so daunting back then. I was not ready. The grim reaper was waiting for me,” Mr. Harvey said. 

“Are you sure about this, Mr. Harvey?” Doctor Clint asked. 

“Yes, I am.  I realized that Heaven is not for sale.  I don’t know if the good Lord will forgive me for all the bad stuff. I can only hope that HE has mercy on my soul.  I am not afraid to die anymore. Death is not daunting anymore. I want to leave the rest of my fortune to this hospice care facility. You were the only one who would take me in.  Then, kept me alive here for two years, despite my terrible attitude,” Mr. Harvey said.

“Well, we cannot force you to take your treatments.  At this point, we must bring it to the board meeting.  You are a special case, Mr. Harvey.  The board would have to approve it, even if you were one of the board directors prior to your diagnosis,” Doctor Clint said. 

“Well, if that is the case, then I want to be present at the meeting. I have rights,” Mr. Harvey said. 

“I know. Let me call an emergency meeting,” Doctor Clint said. 

In fifteen minutes, Doctor Clint, Nurse Kelen, and Mr. Harvey were facing 4 members of the board of directors (on short notice only 4 could make it) to plead the case to them.

“Mr. Harvey, you are requesting cessation of the chemotherapy treatments, am I right?” Ms. Joan asked.

“Yes, Ms. Joan.  I do not want to be on the treatments anymore. Thank you for all you have done for my care.  I am donating what is left of my fortune to this humble hospice care facility. I want you to continue to give everyone the same good treatment for whatever the illness,” Mr. Harvey said. 

“Well, Mr. Harvey, we can grant you your desire. We can’t guarantee how long you will continue to live. The chemotherapy treatments are just coming to the market. However, we can sign all your release paperwork, the sooner we can have you with your family,” Mr. Theodore said.  

“All agree to release Mr. Harvey of his chemotherapy treatments, say ‘Agree’,” Mr. Theodore said. 

“Agree!” All four members of the Board of Directors said in unison.

Mr. Harvey signed all the paperwork releasing him from future chemotherapy treatments and releasing him from Angelic Hospice Care. 

“Wow, it’s 2:50 p.m., what an hour! Everything was done pretty fast,” Kelen said.

“Yes, well we have to oblige a dying man’s wish,” Doctor Clint said.

In five minutes, meeting was adjourned, and we were heading back to Mr. Harvey’s hospice room.

“You know, Mr. Harvey, we were giving you the same chemo treatments for two years. The treatment will wear off in 5 years, but it won’t reduce the stage 4 cancer,” Doctor Clint said. 

“Thank you, Doctor Clint, and Nurse Kelen. I appreciate all you have done for me,” Mr. Harvey said.

Mr. Harvey lived ten years and passed away from natural causes at 90 years old.

He left half of his fortune to Angelic Hospice Care.
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