The Heart of a Nursing Home Resident by Deb Gillard
My life has run its course and in the blinking of an eye I am an old woman who is alone. I once had a husband who told me I was the love of his life, but he has long been gone. I remember his smile, his touch, his kindness to me.  My children, who I spent my life raising and giving to, hardly come to see me, they have their own lives and they are too busy. I sit all day in front of a TV that I care nothing about, but it is contact with other people, the touch of their hand that I long for, even if I don’t know who they are.
Is there anybody who cares about me? My heart yearns for the days when I was young and alive and had a life. I am still young at heart. I remember those days when I laughed and was carefree. I remember having a job and a family and being able to walk and go anywhere I wanted to. Now, I sit and watch other people walk, and go where ever they want to go. I used to be able to feed myself without spilling my food or need any help, but now I have to depend on other people. Does anybody care that I like my orange juice with my meals or that I like muffins at breakfast? Does anyone care that my bread is too hard and I don’t have as many teeth to eat with or that I cannot cut my own meat? It seems like yesterday I was being depended upon. Where has the time gone? I thought I had my whole life ahead of me. 

I hear the lady next to me all day long ask, “Hon, what are we going to do next, I am so confused?” Does anybody really care that she is confused? I think “what is there to do in this place?” Will someone come to see me today and will they notice me sitting here? Will they just walk by me like I don’t exist or will they stop and ask how I am doing and have conversation with me? I am always cold, will someone stop and ask me if I am cold and could they get me a blanket? Will someone ask me if I want to sit outside and feel the sunshine on these old bones? I can’t read anymore; does anyone have time to read to me?  I once went to church and read the Word of God. Can someone read to me the goodness of God? I seem to forget sometimes being an old woman that God is still good and cares about me and has not forsaken me! I need a hug.  I may be old, but I need the human touch; will someone hug me today? You know the saying, “Have you hugged your kids today?” Well, have you hugged an old person today?
You see, I am an old woman and I may sit here all day, but I’m wondering, did someone comb my hair today, am I wearing a little lipstick, a little jewelry, or did my family bring me something new to wear; or did someone hear me ask could they do those things for me? My lips are chapped; can someone notice my lips and put chapstick on them? My heart, even though I may not be able to tell you, still likes to have those things done. I once could comb my own hair, take my own bath, put my own makeup on and dress myself in anything I wanted, but now I am an old woman who has to depend on someone else. Does anyone have time anymore? The seasons are changing; can someone change out my clothes? Do I have enough clean clothes? Do you know what it is like to wear those diapers; is someone there to change me? I changed diapers once upon a time. Who would have thought someone would be changing mine, an old woman?  

I am an old woman and I do not know how many days I have left to sit in front of this T.V. day after day, but the prayer in my heart, even though I may not be able to verbalize it, is that God may turn your heart towards more kindness, more compassion, more forgiveness towards an old woman’s harsh words, to have eyes to look beyond the color of a skin, and more time to take the time. You see, I am old woman whose life is almost over and you may be sitting here one day, an old woman, thinking you had your whole life ahead of you, and your heart is crying out for the same things that I, as an old woman, once wanted.
