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Without any particular forethought I continued to talk to her. I told her how brave I thought she had 
been throughout the two year ordeal. I said that I thought our three girls – grown women, but still 
"our girls" – were in pretty good shape and that she did not have to worry about them. I said that I 
too was going to be alright and that it was time, now, for her to look after herself because that 
immense next step in her life journey, whatever it was, would require all her energy and attention. 
I snuggled up against her narrow body – when I awoke three hours later it was still dark in the 
ppredawn. I noticed that Mondi's noisy breathing had stopped. I put my hand on her chest. Her body 
felt warm, so she could have not have been dead for long. But she was gone. Off somewhere else, 
away on other important business.

CONCLUSION BOX (CB):

Rank this Conclusion Box: 1___ 2 ___ 3 ___ 4 ____

4. We kissed. I put my arm around her neck. It was so skinny and 

wrinkled now. She turned toward me and curled up. She fell 

asleep suddenly, as she often did those days with the narcotics. I 

eased my arm out from under her head and got up. Then I went 

back over to the bed and sat on the edge. I wanted to talk to her. 

Missing our evening talks, I went on solo, I told her that I 

guessed that the end was near. I was crying continuously now, 

and the cand the crying felt as much a part of me as my heartbeat. 

3. The evening was in many ways like others that spring. We 

were saying goodbye again. I thought back to those long early 

weeks when I had been unable to accept the seriousness of 

her disease, and I wondered how I could have been so blind 

and confused. I said "I'll miss you so much!" Then I began to 

sob. After a few minutes during which we lay there holding 

hands and crying we both calmed.

2. Two nights later we were lying in bed. Early in the day, she 

had had one of the little rallies that encouraged and confused 

us, but by afternoon the hospice nurse had to come. Her 

breathing was shallow and difficult, and a crackling and 

popping apopping accompanied each breath. Then she had a terrible 

attack of breathlessness. I called the nurse and was told to 

triple her dose of morphine and double the Ativan. I put in a 

quick call to the nurse to ask if she thought I ought to call our 

three daughters and tell them to come home. She said that 

she would do that if she were in my shoes.

1. She entertained guests on the deck on the Sunday afternoon 

before she died. We had drinks and snacks, and she was very 

happy. But she overextended herself, and that night she had 

another long and terrifying bout of gasping and moaning for 

breath.

This positive thinking stuff is crap, she said to me one evening as I sat on her 
hospital bed. But then, so is negative thinking. They both cover up reality – which 
is that we just don't know what's going to happen. That's the reality we have to live 
with. But it is easy to see why people take refuge in optimism or pessimism. They 
both give you an answer. But the truth is that we just don't know. What a hard truth 
that is!

SUMMATION BOX (SB):
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Experience intentional 2D<=>3D shifting below: read statements clockwise around the RTH encapsulated thinking head 

Rank this Summation Box: 1___ 2 ___ 3 ___ 4 ____

Shared Wisdom Patterns Snapshots™ (SWPS™ #6) 1st "" here to CHOOSE this SWPS ____

Rank given to this SWPS

1___ 2 ___ 3 ___ 4 ____






