This is a story about my “soul” friend. I do not like to talk about myself but this story cannot be told without displaying the true seeds of love this woman planted in my life. These seeds took root because of what she did for me. However, I can only hope and pray that you see my friend for who she was, because she was a true gift from God.

It was a hot day in July. I was trying to get children to my home. I had volunteered to host a “Good News Club” for Child Evangelism Fellowship (CEF) at my home. Two weeks prior to this event, I posted signs in my yard and had gone door to door to invite the neighborhood kids to my home for this week long event. 

The first day of the Club not one person showed up. However, the three young teenagers from CEF had showed up to do the presentation which even included a puppet show. I asked to watch the show and bought pizza for them. I also had many homemade goodies for dessert. I assured them if no one showed up tomorrow that they could go home because I had done my part in an attempt to get children to my house.  
After they left, I went online and put a post on “freecycle”. Freecycle is way to give donations to others in your immediate area. It is intended to keep useable items out of the landfills. I posted this event because I had over $2,000 worth of kid’s toys to give away at this event. On the first day, I had told the volunteer to take whatever they wanted. They took a few flash drives and a computer I was donating. Please do not think this is a reflection of my generosity, this is God’s “Missions Closet”.  I buy things that I think Christian organizations would like to have and donate them. It is ALL God’s money that supplies this closet not my personal funds. Although all this money comes from our bank account, we are very acutely aware of God’s portion. Honestly, He owns everything we have but we only set aside a certain portion for His works.

After making this post, I got a response from Sue Wright. She had grandchildren who she thought might like this event. I was thrilled. The next day she showed up with some of her grandchildren. We talked and she was so kind. She kept saying how impressed she was with this event. I must admit I needed the encouragement especially since the first day was a real bust. God had endowed Sue with the gift of exhortation. She was extremely encouraging and made me feel so special. I really loved her for that special gift. 
We talked and had many things in common. I had been in the Persian Gulf War and she was a strong supporter of veterans. I told her that I volunteered counseling services at the local pregnancy center. She expressed her dedication to pro-life issues. I told her that I had been a nurse for 22 years but had recently stopped because I was “burned out”.  She also had been a nurse for many years but due to her physical limitation she knew she needed to quit. She described the fact she had difficulty in one of her extremities. I looked at her foot and saw the foot drop which had created severe muscle atrophy. She told me that she hated wearing the brace that they had given her. I told her the brace would really help and that she should reconsider especially because it prevents further damage and more importantly a possible fracture if she turned the wrong way. 
After she left, I knew that God had brought her to me. I had often prayed that God send me a friend. I have some acquaintances but very few friends. However, I was uneasy about having Sue as a friend because I knew she had a serious, terminal illness. Sadly, I even knew her diagnosis before the doctors told her. I remained silent on this issue when we were talking. I had seen this before and it made my heart ache.  I told God that I could not be her friend. I had lost too many people in my life and I was unable to bear the loss of someone close to me. I was “burned out”. I couldn’t possible get to know Sue because it would destroy me when she left this world.
My years of nursing had left me raw. My feelings had become a part of my life. For so long I ignored them and now I was allowing myself to feel again. I had been on autopilot. I had given myself to others and now I needed God. I could no longer give God’s love if God did not renew me again with His love. Little did I know what a “love gift” Sue was going to be to me.  
I had quit work and was spending most of my time at home. I started a website which was designed to promote the character of God. I spend numerous hours in Bible reading and research. I wrote papers on different topics. I had started on this endeavor many years ago but now was even more dedicated to this issue. In my continuing search and relentless seeking of God, I devoted my heart, mind, body and soul to this journey. My fire for God was an unquenchable flame and my hunger and thirst for His righteousness ravenous. Even though I was daily learning about the character of God, He was blessing me in such a personal way. As I look back, I am in awe and eternally grateful for His lovingkindness. 
By the end of the week, she had invited me to her church. I could not say no. She was so warm and sincere. I had to go there. As I found out later at her funeral, she often “found” people and brought them into her life. I was definitely one of those stray people. When I came to her church, she introduced me with such high regard. It did make me feel very special. We had a few great visits. 
We continued to correspond by email. She sent me many wonderful articles and I enjoyed the read. One day she showed up at my doorstep and needed a ride to the hospital emergency room. She was accompanied by her chiropractor, who was located across the street from my house. He brought her to my house because he wanted her evaluated by the hospital because of her answers to some of his questions. I took her there and we returned home the same day. It was a wonderful time together. She introduced me as one of her close friends. 

We talked about God. God is my most favorite subject. I was telling her that I don’t feel that I have value unless I am physically doing things for others. Being a nurse for so many years, I felt I was doing works for God. Now that I stayed home and spent time finding God, I did not feeling I was doing works for God. She agreed with me. She also only felt valuable when she was doing things for others. She kept busy all the time but now it was becoming more difficult. She had started going to the chiropractor because her back was very painful. This was not surprising. When a person is attempting to cope with foot drop, this condition causes undue stress on the back because it creates an unbalance of weight. The person is incapable of walking normally and therefore walking requires a great deal of effort. It is often accompanied with pain therefore the need for a chiropractor. Gratefully I brought her back to my house after our visit to the ER. She was parked across the street. She had been given instructions to follow up with her current doctor and their prescribed regime. 

I felt we had really bonded. We both were striving to find our value. It was no longer going to be our nursing skills in which we would derive our worth. We were looking to God to see what was next. I felt I had a partner. We were both on a journey and we both looked at each other for spiritual support. 
At this point, I need to make it perfectly clear that I was not the most valuable person in her life. I did not know her birth date or her wedding anniversary. I never attended a family function. I was not involved in her daily activities. She also did not know my personal data but that is not the kind of relationship that we had with each other.  She was my “soul” friend. We talked about our God. We both knew the need we had for Him. We shared our spiritual journey with each other. FYI- this relationship was the most valuable relationship I have ever had with someone outside my family. She will live in my heart forever. Don’t ask me to explain this because I can’t, all I can say is the value I placed on our friendship is higher than anything I have ever known before or since. 
Eventually she was told her diagnosis and she told me what they had to say. I was completely silent. I listened to her concerns. She talked. I realized immediately she was on nurse mode. She wanted to know my experience in ALS. I could not tell her anything for two reasons. One, I could not find anything productive coming from this disclosure. Second, I did not want to be involved with her medical decisions. I wanted to listen. These decisions are extremely personal and required family involvement and mutual agreement within the family unit. Because I was not part of her family, I did not want to insert myself into a situation where I had no standing and did not want it. I did not want to say the way she was going to die. I wanted her medical professional to give her this data. However, I wanted to hear her concerns. 

Soon she called me and invited me and a friend to a church event. She paid for my tickets. I brought a young friend of mine who had twins in which I would babysit on occasions. I sat at her table and was introduced to her daughters and their children. Grace, her granddaughter, was there. She was holding her and I saw that far away look in her eyes. I knew what she was thinking. Later on, she confirmed my analysis. She said she was holding her and she realized that she would never see her grow up. She did not cry or make a display but you could see the longing in her heart to be there for her little granddaughter. Her love for her family was truly an awesome representation of God’s love for all of us.  
Next, she took me with her to one of her medical visits in Philadelphia. I think she was trying to show me she had come to terms on how she wanted to proceed. She requested them to show me her medical wishes. After I read it, she asked me what I thought. I told her that it was upsetting but I understood. There was one issue I talked about with her. I told her that sometimes family members have a hard time watching someone go without food. I told her that I also sometimes found it extremely difficult. 

These staff members were adamant that her wishes would be followed and I kept assuring her that she needed family cooperation so the experience was less painful for all of them. They were all in this together. I knew that she loved her family and only wanted the best for them. I also reminded her about the difficulty with taking her pills. Even now, it was not easy so I assured her if she changed her mind that would be fine. However if not that also was completely up to her and her family. 
In my experience, I witnessed a family member requiring a doctor to insert a g-tube after the patient was unable to speak and make their own medical decisions. They had prior written wishes but they were overlooked and the patient received a g-tube. I felt we had violated the patient rights. I wanted her and her family to all be on the same page. However, I did not tell her that story. I only wanted her to be aware that sometimes you do things that are solely for your family and not for yourself. In the end, she did get a g-tube and I never found out why or what happened. It was not my place. 

The staff completely misinterpreted her intentions of this visit. I knew they thought she was asking for physician assisted suicide and honestly I genuine believe she wanted reassurance that her needs were going to be met. I don’t think she was depressed or suicidal. She was facing a fatal disease. I knew that she often felt mental attacks but I felt she needed assurance. They were not allowing her to grieve for her loss and inevitable permanent complete loss of control. She needed reassure that they would address areas of concern that she would have during this illness. I did not tell her that I knew what they were thinking or even how she was coming across. They did not know her and I felt bad for her. She was trying to approach this as a nurse and she needed to find herself. 

I never went on another medical visit with her. We never discussed her medical condition again. I am unsure if the staff called the family after this visit or not but I was perfectly fine not being in the loop. I was not responsible for her physical needs. I wanted to fill her spiritual ones. The spiritual mind is the most powerful tool we possess. 
In the end, she got the g-tube. Its primary function was the means she used to receive her medications.  She did not take nutritional feeding but I understood why and said nothing. Honestly I talked about the g-tube with Jack who brought it up when I was outside getting ready to leave. He asked if I noticed. I said that I had noticed but said nothing to her. I saw the syringe on the table. We were outside and she was in the house and did not hear us. I am glad he did not ask me to encourage her to eat. I am forever grateful because I knew that it truly was a concern but it was one of those things I knew that I could not handle and I am thankful that he did not ask me. I know that watching someone waste away is extremely difficultbecsuse even I wanyed topt
However, on the way back from Philadelphia, we talked about God. I talked about the crucifixion. I find it disingenuous that pastors describe the physical pain of Christ as being overwhelming as if that was something to remember. I find that a death that took place within 24 hours is to be preferred over a long term illness. I had seen people with cancer and other long term illnesses that had experienced much more discomfort. He never cried, oh the pain, oh the pain. I cannot take the pain. When He cried He said “My God, My God why has thou forsaken me” The separation that Christ felt from God was what made Him cry. I assured her that we will never know that separation because of what Christ did for us. It says He will never leave us nor forsake us. I assured her that God knew what she needed and He would always be there for her. She felt comfortable and to be truthful tired. We were both exhausted. What a long day! We did not even have time to eat. I am glad that she never asked me to go there again. 
 She was extremely popular. She had many friends. She had lived in Pennsylvania her whole life. It seemed she knew everyone. We continue to correspond through email occasionally but not much. I was extremely busy. My son started a Tuxedo business and I was there often. I always told her I was available anytime she needed me. 
The next year I did not hear from her except at the beginning of the year. She wrote a foot step for my website. Here is what she wrote:

He cares for us
By: Susie Wright
For those of you who know I am an animal lover....

Animals are just that, animals, but there is something so special about them. They are like special friends from God. The unconditional love, protectors and comforters in funny different forms.

Who among us does not like dolphins. We hear stories about how they swim along boats and ships for fun (either theirs or ours), are the only sea animal that can fight off a shark, cute little Flipper. They do tricks that make us laugh. Have been said to protect people in dangerous situations. And sad things like being caught in tuna catching nets.  And so on.

Years ago we would see commercials for Sea World, or whatever, advertising 'swim with the dolphins'. It was so cute, these well trained dolphins swimming up to a person then sticking their little snout out and slapping the water to splash you.

Years ago Jack and I visited Hank and Bobbi in the Keys and went to a dolphin show. One of the trainers called on people from the audience to come to the front to show how dolphins are trained. I was one. I think, if I remember right, the idea was to relate a treat to a trick and I didn't catch on. If that wasn't embarrassing.

Anyway, the dolphins were so sweet and came up to the trainers and got a pet and a treat for a trick. I thought wouldn't that be fun to pet a dolphin? Wouldn't it be nice to get in the water with them? 

When we went on our cruise to the Bahamas with our friends from England, Ruth and Chris, one of the sight seeing places had 'swim with the dolphins'. I said that was always something I'd love to do, but it was way to expensive. Chris said to just do it but there was no way I would spend such money that way.

I never really thought about it again, unless seeing an advertisement for Disney World or something, that I can remember.

Today, Wednesday, I got a call from Hank and Bobbi. They were on their way to Pensacola to visit Joey and family. After talking about our trip to see them January 14th to the 21st, Hank said he had gotten a call from some very long and dear friends from Colorado. I guess Hank had told them about me and my ALS bosom buddy, and these friends called to say they had a pass for a 
 'swim with the dolphins' and wanted me to have it. As I understand, they had gotten it for a daughter or niece a year ago 
but she never came to visit.

Well, I should have jumped for joy, but all I could do was cry. I felt like it was a gift from God. Something that I never prayed for, nor even thought much about but God knew I would enjoy, He so lovingly gave to me out of the clear blue sky.

This is the second time He has used an unusual (by unusual I mean not a dog or cat) animal to remind me Jesus is right beside me through this earthly journey home. A couple of weeks ago I was standing at the kitchen sink and most of you know we have a window right there, too. I was looking out and suddenly this little bird flew right up to the window and touched it's beak to it, directly in front of me. I was momentarily startled but this joy went through me. I said "Thank you, Lord" out loud. It reminded me of the Christian hymn that says "if His eye is on the sparrow then I know He watches me".

The Bible is the only totally secure means to know He will never leave us nor forsake us , but I think too that He sends little things or people our way as just an extra touch of His love. It seems, too, the Christian radio programming I listen to has been written just for me! 

Now if that is not self-centered, I don't know what would be.

Susie

This was such a perfect example of her love for God. I almost thought she was never going to notify me again. However in 2011, she contacted me again. She said she missed me and wanted to see me. I arranged a time to see her. I had a very hard week. I disliked being a saleswoman at a tuxedo shop. The first reason is because I don’t like to sell. The second reason is because it took an hour to get there so I spent two hours traveling everyday. The third reason is it cost money in gas, tolls and parking because I did this for free in order to support my son. 

I was so tired and I did not want to go when the day arrived. I did not have anything encouraging to say and did not think I could be of any help. However, I went. I gave her a quick update on my family and I asked about hers. I noticed that the shell she was currently residing in was frail. Her sunken face was difficult to look at but before I left I found her soul again. She wrote that she thought she would be gone before Christmas last year. She had been very ill.  She told me she did not know how she could bring glory and honor to God. She said that her pastor had come by the house and she had expressed this concern. I told her that God had recently pointed me to Enoch because I too could not see my ministry. It said that he walked with God and then he was no more. 
 So I said sometimes our ministry is only for God. It never says that Enoch had a ministry for others. He ministered to God and his ministry was so great that God did not allow him to die. His great grandson was Noah. He had also left behind a spiritual inheritance for his family. She was writing on her pieces of paper and said that everyday she woke up and sang the song “My Jesus I love thee, I know that art mine” Of course, she actually could not talk but this is what she sang in her mind. The Almighty God of the universe heard her hearts cry everyday. 
I then told her about a book that I had written about spiritual warfare. The book that I had written was like the secular version of Harry Potter, Twilight, or Buffy the vampire slayer but it highlighted the Higher Power. It was also similar to Pilgrim Progress because it was a spiritual journey set in a physical environment. I then said that sometimes negative thoughts come into our heads and I believe that come from “spiritual wickedness in high place”. She said that lately that was becoming a real problem. She was so discouraged. She asked to read my book. I sent it to her but I am sure that she did not read it but I do hope that she remembered to put on the whole armour of God everyday. I explained the way in which we overcome these negative mind sets. I told her this week was a perfect example of spiritual warfare and that I had to chose to do what needed to be done no matter what I felt at the time. 
I could tell she was feeling better. I knew it was God. I am not capable of helping anyone without God. Even though well intended, God is and always has been the one who makes someone feel better. I had prayed for her and her family on numerous occasions and I assured her that I would do it more consistently. In her hand written notes she said, “Could you come soon. I want you. I don’t want you to wait.” I told her I would try to come once a week but I told her that I was sure that she was busy.  Before I left she took my hand, she held it to her face and kissed it over and over again. She had that far away look in her eyes and I knew what she was thinking. After I arrived home, I cried the rest of the day. The only true gift that we gave each other was our prayers. I know she prayed for me and I fervently prayed for her. 
The next visit we listened to a pastor on the computer. She was having difficulty writing. Jack made lunch and he talked about a very bad night in which Sue really scared him. After he told the story he said, “I was not ready”. I calmly replied, “you will never be ready. No one ever is,” my stomach was in knots. I wanted to cry and leave. I knew I was not ready but it wasn’t all about me. I wanted to assure him that no one, even if they know it is inevitable, ever wants this to take place. My calm unflappable assurance that everything was normal diffused the situation. I was in no way denying the pain but was attempting to deflect this revelation. However inside I was overcome with grief, I again made it home but I knew that it was coming closer. 

The next visit, I brought my husband. We had a sit down dinner. She attempted to eat and when the boys left the room we talked about God again. I must clarify she listened and I talked. She did write again that she could listen to me everyday. That was our last conversation. I cannot begin to tell you everything we talked about but what I can leave you with is this final thought. 
On one of our visits she told me that I should be jealous of her because she was going to see God first. I assured her that she did not know that to be a fact. I could get in an accident and not make it home. No one knows for sure.

However, I cannot say that I am jealous even though I really do want to see God. I honestly just miss her here and now but I am glad that she is no longer limited by her physical body which brought its share of torment. I thank and praise God for Susie. She was my soul friend.
At the funeral when her pastor said he did not know how she brought glory to God because of course she told him that is what mattered to her. I know that I needed to let everyone know. It was in two different ways. One, she walked with God and that alone was enough. Second, she showed me the greatest example of God’s love and faithfulness. She made me more aware of His presence daily. I know that she was with God on earth and now with Him in heaven.  I miss herhere and now.I RECENTly had atroke I am whewlchair bound. I desperately need another soul friend and I pray that Hhe will very soon.I MISS SUFOR THE HEARTand soul she had for GOD.
